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Thank you, Lord, because the day dawns  

And once again you shine in the sun! 

For all that is life around me, 

I thank you, Lord!  
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Preface 
 

In the mystery of the Divine Law the great hours that the small human 

soul has glimpsed in its delusional wishes sound like bronze bells. 

And this has happened to the Intelligence, divine spark, who is 

narrating this as received from a radiant plane of the heavens of God that 

we call ‘Archive of the Eternal Light’. 

And while I contemplate ecstatically the personality of Osarsiph, the 

priest of Osiris, and of Moses, the Prophet of Israel, I don’t know what to 

admire more because everything is great, sublime living splendor of the 

Eternal Invisible. 

His inner light that dazzles him and almost maddens Himself; the force 

of his will power that nothing and nobody could subdue; the almost infinite 

tenderness when a silken hand happened to touch a single fiber of his 

marvelous sensibility. 

Moses was the seventh human personality of that ‘Agnus Dei’ who 

was glimpsed thousand centuries before by the Cherubs of the purest, 

luminous worlds of the infinite heavens of God. 

In remote ages before Him, he had been the purifying fire and scepter 

of justice in the Lemur Continent of giant men with purple skin and 

blackened eyes. He was a strong seaman who protected the weak and 

the helpless from the clutches of pirates, agents sold to the powerful of 

the Earth. He was Juno, the ‘Wizard of the Seas’. 

He was the epitome of piety, compassion, and mercy, embodied in a 

shepherd of lambs and antelopes, and later shepherd of the disinherited 

and underprivileged in the same Continent. 

He was Numu of Prehistory, who the Kobdas of ancient Egypt revived 

as the perfect prototype of creator of idealistic fraternities that would 

educate the people and transform men. 

He lived a King's life in a noble Toltec dynasty of the beautiful Atlantis 

which was swallowed by the waters of the sea, and he taught humankind 

of his time that a sovereign is only great when he’s capable to love his 

peoples much more than he loves himself. 

He was called Amphion (originally spelled as Anpheon), whom the 

people of his time nicknamed ‘The Holy King’. 

And later on, he was Antulius, the physician philosopher who healed 

sick bodies and dignified and purified souls, which were led by his 

teaching and example to the austere path of duty.  

And lastly, he was Abel and Krishna in the vast Asian continent, 

always enlightening this humankind with the eternal lamp of Wisdom, 

Peace, and Love. 

And all this was brought together as in a coffer of diamonds, 
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invulnerable to all blows, to all furies, to all storms: Moses, the confidant 

of Aelohin, the man made of bronze and stone. His vibrant soul of love 

and faith was able to impose the Eternal Law to the earthly humankind 

as he was able to draw fresh water from rocks to give drink to thirsty 

creatures. 

Dear reader, such is the character that the Eternal Light allows you 

and me to get to know, if we have in our souls the yearning for truth and 

we dress with the white robe of mystical nuptials, to approach His 

indelible archive, eternally illuminated and alive. 

Moses is not a myth, nor is his life a legend. 

He is an intelligence of highly advanced evolution, a Divine Envoy sent 

to humanity on Earth, who incarnated in the son of a Royal Princess of 

ancient Egypt. He was sent at a times when the Sphinx and the Pyramids 

no longer had anything to say about their remote origins, lost in the dark 

night of the times that were.  

Having said this, my optimism in the face of the noble wishes of the 

reader, makes me hope that this serves as prelude to a symphony that 

will be a delight for the intelligence and a breeze of peace for the heart.  

 

The author  
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1.  What Love has Joined  
 

It was getting dark... 

The golden fog and the amethyst veils of the splendid evening dusk of 

Egypt were reflected in the calm waters of the Nile. 

A yellow and purple-draped felucca sailboat sailed slowly upstream 

toward the Valley of the Pyramids, the only trip that was allowed to the 

lady on board. 

Apart from the two strong paddlers, three people travelled in the small 

boat: Av-Isis-Thimetis (aka Thermuthis), the Royal Princess, daughter of 

the Pharaoh; Amram, an Israeli jeweler of the tribe of Levi, and Enabi, the 

favorite slave that had accompanied the princess from the cradle. 

Since her mother, Queen Ahisa, rested at the monumental 

mausoleum of Pharaoh Ra Seti, her grandfather, the yellow and purple-

draped sailboat sailed very often that brief trip up to the mausoleum. 

Her father, Pharaoh Seti Ramses lived at the time totally absorbed in 

the defense of their borders from the warlike races that surrounded them. 

Hence, he paid very little attention to his only daughter from his now 

deceased Queen. 

He didn’t even remember the names of his sons and daughters from 

his secondary wives. This was of no relevance to a sovereign who owned 

most of the civilized world of the time. 

What really had to interest a monarch of his stature was the conquest 

of more land, more gold, and more slaves. 

He had to ratify the treaties that were being negotiated to avoid a new 

armed conflict, and he would prevent it by demanding substantial tributes 

from the countries to which he bestowed his valuable friendship. 

 

The presentation of his daughter, the Princess, heiress to the 

venerable throne of Egypt, to his people and to friendly nations was 

scheduled for the following Spring. 

For this reason, Amram, the young son of Eleazar, who had been 

jeweler of the Egyptian aristocracy for a long time, was given free access 

to the Royal Princess. Amram was restoring the jewels that had belonged 

to Queen Hatshepsut. In her glorious memory, the Royal Princess would 

wear them on the day of her presentation as the heir to the throne of 

Egypt. 

The loneliness of the heart in full youth and at all ages of life is heavy 

to bear for those who have not got glimpsed an ideal beyond the 

mainstream. And so, Princess Thimetis (aka Thermuthis), without much 

effort and without realizing it, allowed her tender 15-year-old heart cling 

tightly to the handsome, beautiful artist of her jewels, who had delicate 
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displays of affection for her that boarded on adoration. 

Elder Eleazar, due to his great knowledge of law as well as of 

medicine, and even more so, of the art of precious stonework, had been 

granted certain privileges denied to his brothers of race, most of whom 

suffered from the harsh condition as inferior race destined to do hard 

slave work. That led Thimetis to think that the difference between her and 

Amram was not so great, as Enabi, her slave and companion of secret 

excursions, saw it. 

The submissive Arabian slave knew very well that she was putting her 

life at stake if it were known that her young mistress, the Royal Princess 

of Egypt, allowed herself to go sailing in a sailboat with her Israeli jeweler, 

and even more, to visit the humble house of elder Eleazar, Amram's 

father, carved from a large rock bordering the Valley of the Pyramids. 

 

She, who had been born and lived in the luxurious pavilion of her 

mother's royal palace of Memphis, between the two great temples of 

Osiris and Isis! 

She, whom his father did not allow to touch the ground with her feet 

because she was the heiress of a God-King and had to walk carried on 

the shoulders of her slaves! 

If the Pharaoh saw her jump out of the boat onto the sand of the beach 

and, holding Amram's hand, run happily to the cabin of his father, up the 

rough stairway hewn into the very rock that led to the door of the humble 

dwelling! 

Holy heavens!... What would the Pharaoh do with the slave who had 

seen a hundred times such iniquity and did not open her mouth to prevent 

it? What would he do to the young jeweler whose unprecedented audacity 

made him deserve a thousand death sentences, if he could die a 

thousand times? 

The naive slave was unaware that there is someone stronger than 

earthly kings, who deem themselves unmatched in power and authority. 

The Eternal Law of Justice that is Wisdom and Love had decreed in its 

unfathomable arcana that the pure love of Amram and Thimetis would 

create the physical matter for the incarnation of its Light-Word, Divine 

Envoy, messenger, carrier of its Sovereign Will.  

What then was an earthly King or a hundred kings to hinder it? 

“What God has joined together, no one can separate”, said an old 

axiom of the wise priests of Memphis. They were the secret successors 

of the ancient Wisdom of the prehistoric Kobdas who had founded a 

Sanctuary and School palace of the highest wisdom, which they called 

Neghada. Nothing remained of their principles but oral traditions, which 

only the older priests allowed to pass from ear to ear in the depths of the 

crypts of the Egyptian temples. 
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Earthly sovereigns had replaced the very old Kobda principle that 

taught: “All human beings have the same origin and the same destiny”, 

by: “We, pontiff-kings are the children of God and his representatives over 

races and peoples. Owners of lives and estates, our will is all the law.” 

And the peoples, blinded by ignorance and fear, believed it and put up 

with it. 

This brief explanation of the prevailing ideas in that distant era will help 

you understand all the events that the Eternal Light keeps on revealing 

to me for you, dear reader, who yearn so much to know the Truth. 

 

Hours and days ran like the pearls of an enchanted necklace through 

the fingers of the happy and lovestruck princess. But, since love is 

stronger than death, her heart suffered when her jeweler left to his father's 

cabin or secluded himself in the crypt that communicated with the 

Pharaoh’s rooms. The crypt kept chests full of ancient jewels, a fabulous 

wealth watched by ten strong black slaves armed with spears. Under their 

watch, the jeweler entered the crypt empty-handed, and likewise was 

seen come out empty-handed. 

He worked from dawn to dusk and was happy because everything was 

for her. And the hours and days were not like a run of pearls for him, but 

like a day of only love and memories, vivid images that passed through 

his mind outlining a single vision: 

Thimetis with the emerald diadem on her little head. 

Thimetis with her arms raised greeting the people, adorned with the 

bangles and bracelets that he forged and polished for her. 

Thimetis's neck when her father would gird the gold necklace whose 

filigree of gold and pearls would cover her chest and shoulders. 

Thimetis's little hands covered with rings, her little feet held by slippers 

made of gold and precious stones, the wide sash of gold ribbons 

encircling her waist... 

Oh, God of Abraham and Jacob! Could a more beautiful image ever 

appear at the jeweler 's workshop? 

Then his face would cloud when he remembered that he was nothing 

more than an Israelite from the tribe of Levi, a negligible part of a foreign 

people in Egypt, enslaved by the god-kings of the powerful country of the 

Nile. 

And she was like a distant star shining in his sky that he could never 

ever reach. Can stars really fall in the paths of men? Can the sun-gilded 

summit of the highest mountain on Earth perhaps lean down to the muddy 

plain where men and beasts roam like ghosts? 

What a foolish delirium of love was his! 

What marvelous madness chained his life to that other life so distant 

from his, like a fox to the majestic eagle that hovers on heights 
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inaccessible to men! 

His thoughts were interrupted by gentle taps on the secret door to the 

Pharaoh's chambers. He comes closer and listens... 

“Isis! Move away because I will open the door.”  

Amram takes a quick leap backward and the stone cube spins 

noiselessly. He marvels at the sweet image he carries in his thoughts and 

heart, standing there in the black hollow... 

He cannot but fall on his knees. It is a vision! It cannot be her! 

Outguessing him, she steps forward and smiling, tells him: 

–It’s me, you silly. Don't you see me? 

–Thimetis!... How did you get here? 

–Walking! 

–Why have you done it? 

–Because I wanted to. 

–Why, child, why? 

–To see you. Are you angry because I came? 

–No, a thousand times not! But you are betting your life. 

–And I will win. 

–You don’t know what you’re doing, blessed Jehovah! 

–Your Jehovah knows it, and I also know it. My father is not in the 

palace; he left with his ministers and escorts to Tanis and will not return 

for six days. Hurry, get out, Enabi and I are waiting for you on the boat, 

where I will tell you news of all that I’ve decided. 

 And without waiting for an answer, she pushed a little handle on the 

wall and the stone cube turned noiselessly, as quickly as it had opened 

at her arrival. 

Amram obeyed the order and went out as usual among the slave 

guards, empty-handed. 

Neither Enabi nor the rowers ever saw him sitting next to her. Standing 

before her, he listened in silence unless forced to answer. 

–I have resolved to finish the masquerade, Amram, do you 

understand? Your father should know who I am, and that we love each 

other. He, who always cries for his beloved dead wife will understand 

what love is. I didn’t know either what love was until my father put you in 

front of me. Word reached me that my father, the God-King, received the 

news from a foreign magician that the gods command him to take a wife 

from the opposite shore of the sea. And if he, half a century old and father 

to half hundred children with so many women should still want another 

wife, could he be upset that I, his daughter, have a love in my heart? Just 

one? Don't you answer? 

–Your royal father will not be upset because you are in love, Princess 

of Egypt, but because you rest your love in me, because for him I’m less 

than one of these silverly little fishes that peek out of the water for the 
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crumbs that we throw at them... 

–His wrath will be so terrible that our heads will roll from the tower 

straight to the den of his hunting dogs, –Enabi added, looking at Amram 

with alarmed eyes. 

–It’ll never be as you say! I swear by all the gods of the old Egypt. Do 

you think that I will allow such a thing? 

Amram and Enabi looked at each other sadly, and that look was 

saying: –‘She’s still a child; she doesn’t know what she says.’ 

Thimetis usually had the naivety of a child. A good psychologist would 

have discovered, however, that at times she seemed to have a dual 

personality. 

And when the dual personality arose, she stood up straight, slender, 

as if she grew up a few inches, and her stare was so firm and strong that 

she commanded respect and even fear. 

 

Neither Amram nor Enabi were endowed with that extraordinary ability 

that wise psychologists of all times have called clairvoyance. Had they 

been clairvoyant, they would have seen that an intangible human figure, 

as made of golden light, possessed her, making her bigger, stronger, and 

more of a woman, with a will so strong that no one could defeat her. 

And that’s the way they saw her that time, sitting on the stern of her 

small craft, and they kept quiet. 

She too plunged into silence for a long time. No sound was heard 

except for the splash of the oars in the water, and the sailboat continued 

to glide slowly on without anyone saying a word. 

As they arrived at the large royal mausoleum, they had within sight 

one of the docks intended to unload sarcophagi, and they heard the voice 

of the princess commanding them to dock in it. Amram and Enabi went 

down first, and when they were helping the little princess, she told them: 

–Amram, we will pray at the entrance of my mother's tomb. We will 

pray to your God, Jehovah, begging him to show us the way to go. Before 

my presentation as heiress to the throne of Egypt, I want to know what I 

will do and be. 

–As long as your father, the God-King, lives, you will be the only royal 

princess. When your father dies you will be Queen Thimetis, like others 

before you. Don't you know, Royal Princess, that this is your path set 

since you were born? 

–Hush, Enabi!... Don't you know that Amram's God is the only Living 

God that has authority over the dead gods of Egypt? He is the only one 

who knows the path that each man and woman from this world must 

follow. 

“The only teacher of my mother still alive, the elder priest Amonthep, 

once told me: “–Thimetis, Royal Princess of Egypt, if you respond to what 
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the Living God wants from you, you will be greater than all the queens of 

Egypt before you.” 

“–And what does He want? –I asked him. And he answered me: “–

Thinking about divine things is praying. Thinking about the Living God is 

knowing and loving Him. You will realize what He wants from you by 

knowing him and loving Him. But keep quiet! Never say what you think 

and what stems from that thinking, because very few beings on this Earth 

can understand and know the paths of the Invisible Eternal One in relation 

to the souls incarnated on this physical plane... Sometimes what you want 

He does not, and then your obstinacy leads you to an abyss. But if you 

have the ability of finding what He wants from you, your path will be 

smooth, and if you have any setback, you will overcome it easily because 

you will have His strength and power.” 

“And the beautiful fruit you will gather from your actions according to 

the supreme will of the Living God will be proof that you are on the right 

path...” 

“Oh, how wise Master Amonthep is, the only one of my mother's 

teachers still alive from whom she imbibed wisdom and peace!” 

While Thimetis was talking like that, and Enabi and Amram were 

listening to her in silence, they got close to the great sepulchral 

monument of their forefathers in the Valley of the Queens. When they 

arrived, Thimetis, with the solemnity of a priestess possessed by her god, 

took out from her purse a marble pot with an indelible red dye and a little 

paintbrush and engraved these words in hieroglyphs known only to the 

priests: ‘What has been joined by the Living God no one can separate’. 

–It is done, –she said–. And now take me to your father, Amram. 

–What will you do there, Princess of Egypt? –he asked her. 

–The Living God will put the words in my mouth. And you will accept 

them. He is the ultimate authority, and we obey. 

They found the Elder baking his bread in the oven, while his slave 

harvested vegetables for their evening meal. 

The modestly dressed maiden approached him without any hesitation, 

and humbly kneeling before him, told him: 

–Good Elder, father of Amram, I have no mother. My heart suffers 

loneliness and sadness. I love your son and I want to be your daughter if 

you would welcome me in your cabin. 

Amram looked at her astonished without figuring out what that meant. 

Enabi, speechless, resembled a pale ceramic statue. 

The Elder turned towards his son and seeing him silent, as if absent, 

deaf, and blind to what had just happened, asked him: 

–Amram, have you heard what this maiden has just said? What do 

you say? 

–It is true, father... but as I have nothing to offer to her, I did not dare 
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tell you, –he answered, confused, and his words came out with great 

difficulty from his trembling lips. 

–If your work is enough to give her a living, and she’s happy in your 

cabin, I will bless your union; as our father Abraham blessed the union of 

his son Isaac to Rebekah. 

The Elder unwrapped the white linen of his turban and joined the 

young heads with it, likewise, joined their hands, and placing his hands 

on the bowed foreheads before him, uttered the same words that 

Thimetis engraved on the wall of her mother's sepulchral monument: 

‘What has been joined by the Living God no one can separate.’ 

Deeply moved, he hugged both youngsters, and told them: 

–Live as God commands, one for the other and both for Him, and don’t 

fear life or death because Jehovah is stronger and more powerful than 

an army in battle array. 

“The woman will follow her husband until death, and the husband will 

be for her like the sun, the air, and the spring water. Go, then, my children, 

throughout the world with the blessing of the Living God and of your old 

father, who will soon rest in the grave. 

This is how a princess of Egypt and an Israeli jeweler from the Tribe 

of Levi were united, without the Pharaoh having the slightest news of 

such a transcendental event in the history of his kingdom. 
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2.  Av-Isis-Thimetis 
 

Three months later, the royal town criers scattered all over the Nomes 

or Districts of the country, announced the presentation of Princess Av-

Isis-Thimetis, only daughter of the late wife, Epuvia Ahisa and Pharaoh 

Seti Ramses I, as the heiress to the throne of Egypt. 

All the friendly countries of the glorious ancient Egypt, which spread 

splendor of its wisdom, its wealth, and its abundance throughout the 

civilized world of the time, had to send representatives to such a grand 

event. 

The numerous Mauritanian people, nicknamed ‘Children of the Sun’, 

were celebrating because Av-Isis-Thimetis was the granddaughter of the 

Great Sfaz of Mauritania whose very noble lineage went back to the 

boundaries of time and sea, since, according to them, they descended 

from the glorious Toltecs, demigods of the disappeared Atlantis. 

 

Queen Epuvia, her mother, was the daughter of the Great Sfaz of 

Mauritania. She was the eldest of his daughters and had the right to wear 

the sun of gold and rubies on her heart that all royal princesses of her 

race wore as a sacred symbol and, at the same time, as an amulet which 

protected her from infectious diseases and a tragic death. This right was 

transferred to her daughter, and, for this reason the first delegation 

arrived from Mauritania. The second son of the Great Sfaz led the 

delegation, a handsome nobleman of 22 years of age who commanded 

an outstanding body of 200 archers. 

He brought the sun of gold and rubies for the Royal Princess of Egypt 

in a beautiful alabaster coffer. 

The Pharaoh was astonished by his strength and gallantry, and even 

more so when he learned of his bravery in combat, his skill in handling all 

weapons, and the art of making himself loved by those under his 

command. 

And he thought right away: “This brother-in-law could also be my son-

in-law since the gods did not give my queen-wife a son. What an ideal 

husband for my daughter, and what a superintendent for my kingdom!” 

The young Mauritanian prince, whose name was Fredek of Port Ophir, 

was very taken with Princess Thimetis when he was introduced to her. 

The kind, little princess of the Nile country was so delicately beautiful! 

The Pharaoh's thoughts were in line with those of the Mauritanian 

prince, and that thought was to be the first force faced by the maiden 

chosen by the Eternal Law to bring the Godsend, carrier of his divine 

intentions, to the physical life. 

The Pharaoh was also delighted with his daughter, who, in those three 
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months, had turned from a girl into a woman. And what a woman! 

She reasoned out on issues of the State as if she was familiar with all 

the possible dilemmas in that unfathomable labyrinth that is the 

management and ruling of peoples. 

The Pharaoh didn’t recognize her, and he admired her so much that 

he made inquiries as to whether his daughter had frequently visited the 

wisest hierophants of the cloisters of the sacred temples of Memphis and 

Tanis. 

In fact, he gathered the information he was looking for there. His 

daughter had been attending special and private classrooms for some 

time meant for those who aimed to acquire higher knowledge to reach 

Initiation, reserved for very few students over 30 years of age. 

She had said nothing to them but that she wanted to learn about the 

laws of the universe and the relations of incarnated beings with the stars 

and the invisible world. 

 

It was indeed a lot to ask of a maiden of only 15. The hierophants 

thought, however, that the gods were training the sovereign for the future, 

so that she could live up to the ancient matriarch queens, who left so 

glorious traditions as educators of peoples which they filled with 

abundance, peace, and happiness. 

–The temple chronicles, –they told him–, say that the queen wife of 

the great Pharaoh Zoser (aka Djoser) asked for the initiation knowledge 

at the age of 12, and she became the great woman, Nefertiti, who shared 

with him the great works of mercy, moral elevation, and education of the 

people. These works followed the rules of equity and justice that the first 

emigrants, refugees from Atlantis, brought to these lands on the banks of 

the Nile, and the case of Princess Thimetis could be like that. 

 

 This response was not entirely satisfactory to the Pharaoh, for which 

reason he called the Supreme Council, which consisted of six 

hierophants with the presence of Pontiff Amonthep. Amonthep was 

famous by his extensive knowledge as for his righteousness and honor 

of his long life, which allowed him to be the spiritual, intellectual, and 

moral instructor of the young priesthood of the time. 

And the Supreme Council sent the Pharaoh a document in hieroglyphs 

from the Temple, which read: 

“Pharaoh, King of Kings: Your daughter, Av-Isis-Thimetis, is destined 

by the great invisible powers to bring a radiant star to this world, which 

will be light, path, truth, and life to humankind of all times. 

“You should not worry about when or how it will happen. Let her act 

freely because it is the Divine, Eternal Law that guides her. 

“May Amon-Ra (aka Amun-Ra) keep you forever.” 
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“Keferin - Sahurek - Stokio - Sais - Kefer - Nemeth –Amonthep” 

 

And as a token of respect, the Pontiff added this postscript: “Pharaoh: 

you already know that I have two nephews: Ohad and Carmi, who over 

the last moon finished their education, crowned by the light of Osiris, and 

were gloriously initiated into the big mysteries of the Infinite. They are 

only 27 years old and were only 14 and 13 when they sought this path. 

They are soulmates of Thimetis, your illustrious daughter, that Amon-Ra 

keeps. Let's await his command.” 

The Pharaoh felt relieved over such a promising prospect and 

resolved to allow his heiress to act as she wished regarding herself. 

The Pharaoh saw how his daughter treated the young Mauritanian 

delegate with affability, with whom she held conversations that 

astonished him. 

Thimetis knew more about the distant ancestors of the Mauritanian 

race, who stemmed from the Toltecs of Atlantis, than the envoy Fredek 

of Port Ophir himself. He was in turn astonished at the vast knowledge of 

the young princess. 

And, when he asked her, –How do you know that, Princess? 

–I remember it, –she answered in the most natural way. 

And the young man interpreted that she was referring to the memory 

of the education she had received in the old Temple archives. 

He thought, and at times told her, –You know a lot at only 15 years 

old. 

–It’s not just through time that you acquire knowledge, –she 

answered–. Psyche1 also has her archive, which stores information 

whenever she pleases, –she added with grace, leaving her listener 

wondering about such enigmatic replies, whether the beautiful little 

princess was a magician's apprentice. 

Until one day when he found her on the terrace of the palace hanging 

flower lanterns under the canopy as a decoration for a small feast that 

she used to give to the numerous children from the slaves and servants. 

He stopped to talk to her and help her with her task. 

–Why do you exert yourself this way, Royal Princess of Egypt, when 

you have so many servants that can do this for you? –he told her, taking 

the scissors and ribbons off her hands. 

–I find it hard for a prince, descendant of the Toltecs of Atlantis, to be 

amazed at my doings, –she replied–. Why do you bear Port Ophir in your 

name as a coat of arms? Port Ophir was a port in a gulf of Atlantis where 

             

 
1 Egyptian Hierophants called the human soul, Psyche, also known to them as the 
‘daughter of heaven’. See chapter 76 “The Daughter of Heaven”. 
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there was a castle where Holy King Amphion inhabited. His wife did the 

same tasks I do and other greater and lovelier to soften the rough life of 

the helpless, orphan children. 

“Don't you know? 

–I know that there was a great king of our race called the Holy King, 

but I was unaware of his wife’s tasks, and I didn’t even know he had one. 

–How come! She was Odina, the kindest and most beautiful princess 

who ever lived. 

“She was also the strongest and most loyal to her love, which could 

not be broken or sullied by the despicable flattering of the deceitful King’s 

brother, Alpha-Huari. All these stories must be in your temple archive. 

The Mauritanian Prince was so perplexed that he became fully 

convinced that Princess Thimetis was a consummate magician, or at 

least, she had contact with those great wizards who, dead or alive, could 

even read birds' flight and men’s' thoughts. And, almost scared, he 

thought: “If she could also guess that I want to marry her for my father's 

promise to annul my brother’s inheritance and make me his heir if I win 

her heart.” 

And as soon as he thought this, Thimetis said with great spontaneity, 

as if she was following the thread of her memories: 

–Alpha Huari had a terrible end because he coveted his older brother's 

rights. I don’t know if you are aware of this, Prince Fredek of Port Ophir. 

He looked at her aghast and, under the pretext of having an imminent 

appointment with the Pharaoh, quickly bade farewell and sought no 

further conversation with the princess of Egypt. 

And the day came of the solemn presentation of Thimetis as heiress 

to the throne. It was the radiant noon of a day in spring, exuberant with 

flowers, chirping birds, and of all the joy and beauty as can be in this 

Earth. 

The Royal Princess dressed in yellow and white brocade, the classical 

colors of the pharaohs, and covered with jewels from head to toe, was 

led by her father to the great front terrace of the Memphis palace. 

On the wide esplanade, surrounded by palm trees, sphinxes, and 

obelisks, between the riverbank and the very walls of the aged building, 

the people dressed up in their finest garments stirred flags and banners 

in the wind with the colors of the day: 

–Gold and Snow!... Gold and Snow! –the people clamored 

enthusiastically. 

–It represents the sun of the sky and the snow of the mountains that 

join their glow on this glorious day for our Royal Princess.  –The poets 

sang to the sound of a hundred lutes and the heralds repeated in every 

tone. Two splendid escorts surrounded the Pharaoh and his daughter. 

One escort was made of maidens in white linen tunics crowned in yellow 
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roses. Some carried baskets of white roses and others of yellow roses, 

throwing them over the people. Young noblemen formed the other escort 

and played their lutes and lyres. 

Amram was heading this escort, carrying the golden and white silk flag 

that was meant to always fly in the Princess’s palace. 

The delegations also stood under luxurious canopies on the same 

terrace, on both sides of the Pharaoh and his daughter. One of the 

ministers read the solemn announcement of the Royal Princess’s 

presentation to the people. Then, she moved close to the marble 

balustrade, which was covered in tapestry and flowers, to respond to the 

applause of the people, who acclaimed her fervently. 

She was deeply moved, and told them just these words: 

–People of Egypt! My people. Although I am only 15 years old, I feel 

the love of a mother for all of you, and if it is true that you love me so 

much, I beg you to make two promises on this day. 

“First, that you will never ever hurt one another neither in your lives, 

nor in honor, nor possessions. 

“Second, that if you are in any difficulty or pain, you will confidently 

come to me, and I will seek remedy from your Pharaoh, King of Kings, if 

it is possible to solve it. Do you promise me?” 

A unanimous clamor that reverberated like a storm rose to the little 

princess, who saw all arms raised towards her in a delirious embrace. 

When the enthusiasm died down a bit, a herald asked for silence, and 

Thimetis, holding the hand of her father, who was choked up with 

emotion, told them: 

–My honorable father, our beloved King, has allowed me to give you 

a golden amulet with my head wearing the diadem of unforgettable 

Queen Hatshepsut, my great-grandmother. This very afternoon you will 

form a very orderly line through the portal of my palace, where you will 

be given the golden amulet along with presents that I’ve arranged 

according to your needs. 

And opening her arms set with jewels, she embraced the people, 

deeply moved, and they applauded her enthusiastically. 

The escorts of maidens and young musician noblemen were the ones 

in charge of fulfilling Thimetis’s promise to the people. The reader can 

imagine the luxurious evening reception for the country dignitaries and 

the delegations. 

An incident took place at the reception with favorable consequences 

for the fulfillment of the divine plan for Thimetis. 

A handsome military commander from the delegation of Syracuse, 

capital of the kingdom of Sicily, presented to the Pharaoh his credentials 

that proved he was the eldest son of that elder King. 
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This Sovereign requested from the Pharaoh a double and very strong 

alliance of mutual aid in case of threats of war. This alliance would be 

based on two nuptial bonds: the King of Sicily would give his eldest 

daughter’s hand in marriage to the Pharaoh, and the Pharaoh would give 

his daughter's hand to the King’s eldest son, who was presenting the 

marriage proposals. 

The Pharaoh, who already knew his daughter’s iron determination, 

answered: 

–I feel honored by the first of your proposals from the illustrious King, 

your father, that is, to take his eldest daughter in marriage, and I accept 

it, because you should know how much I admire your noble sister Gala 

Vatis. 

“As for the second proposal, that is, to grant my daughter’s hand to 

you, Prince Leon Bardi, I have resolved to leave the right of choice to her, 

while reserving to myself the right to accept or refuse her choice.  

“And as proof that I accept princess Gala’s hand in marriage, here you 

have my betrothal gift for her. –The Pharaoh took off a thick gold and 

diamond ring that he had in his little finger and gave it to the Sicilian 

prince. 

He came near Thimetis and, after a respectful bow before her, told 

her: 

–With the permission of your father, the Pharaoh, King of Kings, I ask 

you for your hand in marriage when it suits you better. 

Without batting an eye, Thimetis asked him: 

–How long will you stay, Prince Leon Bardi, in our city of Memphis? 

–All the time you need to give me an answer, Royal Princess of Egypt. 

–I can assure that you will not wait long, Prince, –and she held out her 

friendly hand to him. 

 

Thimetis had heard that her father accepted Gala Vatis’s hand in 

marriage. She knew of her father’s eagerness for a male heir from 

whoever became his wife-queen. And she thought: –“If the Living God 

that my mother worshipped, who’s also worshipped by the priests of the 

old cult together with my teacher Amonthep, as well as by Amram and 

the wisemen of his race, wants me to be the biological mother of his son, 

who will come to be the light and guidance of this humankind, he will give 

my father the son he wants to succeed him by this second wife-queen of 

his choosing. Let’s wait! –And she did not wait in vain. 

 

Three months later, Princess Gala Vatis crossed the sea in a galley 

decked out in total luxury, with a large escort of ladies and gentlemen, 

and solemnly married Pharaoh Seti Ramses I. 
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And Princess Thimetis had a private conversation with her father: 

–My King and Lord, who rules over Kings and Lords. I ask you a favor 

that you will not refuse, on your happy wedding day with the most 

beautiful and graceful woman under the sun in our land. 

And the Pharaoh, lifting her up from the platform where she was 

kneeling down before him, said: 

–This is a great day indeed, daughter, and if the favor you ask does 

honor to you and me, tell me. 

–Father, I want to devote my life to study the sacred science of our 

temple priests and hierophants. I want to open a school for the maidens 

that share my wish. Why would we women born on the steps of the throne 

be ignorant? We can help to support and honor the ruler, bringing 

education in culture and justice to our people, to serve as a good example 

and guidance to other peoples on Earth? 

“Our tutelary gods will give you a son who can succeed you in the 

government of your peoples. In the meantime, the mothers from the next 

generation who will bestow honor and glory on your kingdom will be 

educated in my school. 

“Don’t you find justice in the favor I ask of you?” 

–Oh! How generous and noble your heart is, daughter! –the Pharaoh 

declared while kissing and holding his daughter’s little hands–. 

“Don’t you understand that your request implies your renunciation to 

the throne and crown of Egypt that belongs to you as the only child of my 

Queen, your mother, who rests in the light of Osiris? 

–Yes, father, I know that. If you had not taken a second queen wife, I 

wouldn’t have made this plea, because I know that I am your only 

successor. 

“But I know that the tutelary gods will bring you the son that can 

succeed you. But if that were not the case, I promise you solemnly for 

Osiris and Isis, for the glorious peace of our forefathers, that I will be 

willing to sit on that throne if you leave it empty to receive Osiris's 

glorification in his eternal kingdom of light. 

–Fine, my daughter, you speak like an old woman. Perhaps, you are 

Hatshepsut herself, brought again to life for the glory and happiness of 

Egypt. May it be as you wish. 

–I beg for your kindness in granting me permission to withdraw to the 

castle of Lake Merik, which will be more favorable for the studies that I 

wish to begin. 

“Give me the servants that you have been so kind to assign to me if 

they want to voluntarily follow me to solitude. I don’t want forced servants, 

father, because I look for a life of peace and serenity.” 

–You amaze me, my dear, you amaze me! A Royal Princess recently 

introduced to the people asks for her withdrawal to the castle of Lake 
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Merik, where only seagulls and antelopes will keep her company! And will 

you leave behind the Spring festivals on the golden waters of the sacred 

Nile? 

–I will not leave them, father, if it’s your will that I attend to the Spring 

festivals, but I need seclusion and solitude to devote myself to the study 

and the school, and not only for myself, but for those who will study with 

me. 

–It’s all granted. You yourself will choose the court and servants who 

will go with you. My administrator will put at your disposal the resources 

you need for your purposes. Your mother’s wealth and the dowry that I 

have assigned to you are more than enough for whatever you may wish. 

“I want you to keep me informed of all your studies and accomplished 

progress and of everything that happens to you. 

–As you wish, father. Thank you on behalf of our tutelary gods. –And 

Thimetis knelt before her father to kiss his feet. He placed both his hands 

under her lips, and as she was moving away, he muttered, very moved: 

–This daughter is all the soul of the great Neferi of Zoser, although her 

body is small and graceful like a lotus of the Nile. 

And his heart was in peace because he had obeyed the design that 

the Living God had on his daughter. 

Once this resolution of the Pharaoh was known to everyone, it was the 

answer of Thimetis for those who asked her in marriage. 
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3.  At Lake Merik 
 

The so-called royal palace of Memphis was like a fortified city within 

the area of another great city.  

It consisted of several independent buildings. The so-called Hall of the 

Throne was the true government palace, where the Pharaoh inhabited. It 

was a forest of columns, arches, dressing rooms, and chambers, of 

courtyards filled with sphinxes, obelisks, and fountains with spouts. From 

there they could go, without ever going outside, to the Temples of Osiris 

and Isis, among another forest of columns, but in them you could see 

large, closed doors and dark stairwells that descended to even more 

secret and closed crypts. These were the domain of the gods, scenarios 

both sacred and august, where only the priesthood could enter.  

The so-called Palace of the Princess had been located for a long time 

among forests of centennial palm trees and beautiful obelisks of pink 

granite from the Libyan quarries. The Palace was only occupied when the 

eldest daughter of a Pharaoh reached the age to be introduced to the 

people, or when a foreign princess came from her country to celebrate 

her betrothal with the Pharaoh or his heir. There she awaited her future 

husband, and from there she would set out to share the old throne of 

Egypt.  

When Thimetis left her father’s presence, her court of ladies was 

waiting for her at the entrance hall. From there she headed to her palace, 

where the gold and snow flag fluttered with her coat of arms embroidered 

in gold: the diadem of lotus flowers worn by all royal princesses.  

At the entrance of her small and beautiful palace a retinue of young 

musician noblemen led by Amran was waiting for her, as she had 

arranged.  

In the innermost and most intimate rooms of the Palace, Elder Eleazar, 

her husband’s father; Jochebed, her sister-in-law with her 60-day-old 

baby; Enabi, her loyal slave; and all the servants that had belonged to 

her mother and that Thimetis wanted to keep by her side, were waiting 

for her.  

Who else awaited her?  

Her Elder Master, priest Amonthep, along with two young hierophants, 

Ohad and Carmi, nephews of the Pontiff, who had authority over all the 

Egyptian priesthood and temples.  

–This is the reception of love for me! –she exclaimed, deeply moved 

before a spontaneous demonstration she had not expected.  

“I see that I’m not alone on the path that I begin today, –she added, 

stone-still at the center of the loving circle that surrounded her.  

–My daughter –Amonthep said –you reap what you sow, and just as 
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your unforgettable mother, Epuvia Ahisa, you start your life planting roses 

and roses you will collect on your path. 

Ohad and Carmi approached her and offered her the Gold Rose in a 

purple silk casket on behalf of the Pontiff. It was the symbol of the divine 

love of Isis for the young devotee from her school of Love and Wisdom.  

–Oh! The Gold Rose of Isis! –Thimetis exclaimed–. I have not done 

anything yet to deserve it! – she added, without daring to receive it–. 

“Master Amonthep! Haven’t you told me that it is necessary to die 

through the renunciation of all futile things to deserve the Gold Rose of 

Isis? 

–Receive it without dithering, my dear, because your renunciation is 

similar to death–the old man answered. 

–When? 

–Haven’t you just given up the throne of your ancestors and asked the 

King for your complete seclusion to the castle of Lake Merik? 

–Yes, it’s true, father! –the princess responded in a low voice, as if 

weighing all her words. 

–Then..., if our Pontiff Pthamer sends you the valuable treasure that 

Isis bestows on her chosen ones, it is because the goddess placed it in 

the secret of your heart. 

Thimetis bowed, knelt on the ground, and received the purple silk 

casket with the Gold Rose of Isis. 

And holding tightly the shining flower to her chest, she burst into tears 

inconsolably. 

The Elder approached her. 

–Why are you crying, Thimetis? –he asked. 

–This secret in my heart is too big and weighs like a mountain. 

–But you can’t go back now. What is asked from the King, and he 

grants is like a star fallen at your feet. Here we are, three men from the 

temple, to help you bear the weight of your secret, and above us, Isis, 

and Pontiff Pthamer, interpreter of the sovereign will. 

“When the Living God puts a burden on our shoulders, it is his powerful 

arm who supports the weight, and he even puts wings on our backs and 

joy in our heart. 

“Do not fear, my dear, for commands from up high turn into bread and 

honey for our mouths and a carpet of flowers for our feet.” 

“Keep on planting roses and this old man assures you that roses you 

will pick up. 

–Without thorns? –she asked with a painful smile. 

–Roses are always beautiful despite their thorns, Thimetis. 

Remember this in all your days. 

One of the two hierophants approached the princess and asked in a 

whisper:  
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–Princess of Egypt, is the study, to which you aspire, also a secret? 

–My father knows it and consents to it. Who will be my teachers? 

–The three of us here. 

–Where will I have to attend? 

–We have set aside two days of the week to make ourselves available 

to you if you send for us. But if you set up the temple inside the castle, 

we will stay five days a week. 

–I will do that. Oh, yes, I will! –exclaimed Thimetis–. My father has just 

promised me anything I need to settle myself properly in the castle on 

Lake Merik. 

–We eagerly await your announcement, Royal Princess, and may the 

gods wish it to be soon. 

–My teacher is authorized to live permanently in the castle. Did you 

know this? 

–We know. 

–Everything is going smoothly, my children, and everything will work 

out for the good of those who follow the path that was marked for them. 

The three priests bowed in reverent greeting to that small girl, graceful 

like a lotus of the Nile, who nevertheless was a cause of concern at that 

time for the austere and wise Egyptian priesthood.  

What would the signs of the Zodiac have announced for that little 

woman of only 15?  

What oracles had the stars dropped to Earth from their distant 

dwellings for the wise men of the temple to be so concerned about her?   

Had the mute Sphinx spoken about a glorious past of Av-Isis-Thimetis 

and about a still more glorious and promising future?  

The day when Thimetis was born, the signs of the Zodiac announced 

to the astrologers of the Temple that the girl was a star of first magnitude, 

bound together to a Sun of Justice that would show humankind a new 

path to find happiness. And the seers of the Temple had seen a luminous 

man on top of a mountain with a script on stone tablets that they couldn’t 

decipher.  

These accounts were found in the archives of the Temple of Memphis.  

The stars had spoken to the men of the Temple, who expected great 

achievements from that small woman that had made a great renunciation 

at the age of 15.  

Thimetis bade farewell to the great world in which she had lived the 

first 15 years of her life, attending, with her father and stepmother, the 

dazzling feasts held every Spring in Egypt.  

Illuminated sailboats floating like fantastic small palaces over the 

waves of the sacred Nile, the music from a hundred orchestras tuned up 

by the inflexible magic of a skillful conductor, the dancers brought in from 

all friendly countries to display the warm grace of their movements and 
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the wealth of their garments, the gifts from the Pharaoh to the cheering 

people, the charm of the lovely wife and the beloved daughter, who 

exerted a powerful suggestion of love over the people. Everything, 

absolutely, contributed to making that year’s spring festivals an event 

rarely witnessed in the old capital Memphis, historic and millenary, 

trodden by many Pharaonic dynasties and generations of peoples and 

races.  

Two powerful currents of thoughts and emotions agitated the young 

Royal Princess.  

One wave brought the sorrow of all the splendor that she had 

abandoned forever. And a kind of tempting suggestion seemed to 

whisper in her ear: “How poor of mind are you who gives up your high 

pedestal as heiress to plunge your life among old books and old priests 

whom sadness and death follow closely!” 

That wave passed, and another came that murmured a different 

cadence: “Blessed be, new Neferis, new Hatshepsut, who leaves behind 

this black cinder that the wind carries to embrace the ever-living and 

eternal: doing good to your fellow men, enlightening all humankind, 

populating the infinite heavens with souls saved by the great Law brought 

to us by the Eternal Word, the Supreme Truth, the Creative Word, kept 

inside you as in a diamond chest.” 

These two powerful currents fought fiercely in the inner world of 

Thimetis, making her pale with fright at some moments, and filling her 

eyes with joy, at others.  

Ohad and Carmi, and some temple Pastophori that carried gold 

censers which emitted the scented smoke of their embers burning 

Arabian incense, navigated next to the royal sailboat. The seers 

perceived clearly the two forces that fought in the inner world of the 

princess.  

A tutelary genius with blue eyes that shone like stars in the darkness 

of the night stood behind her, cloaking her in a diaphanous blue and white 

gauze.  

An ashen shadow with reddish glows interposed at times, as if 

emerging from the dark bottom of the river. And then Thimetis’s 

complexion turned pale while a shiver shook her conspicuously. What a 

harsh torment was the Spring festival for her!  

Icy wind began to blow unexpectedly from the north, as if the sea had 

also felt the anguish of that heart, and the Pharaoh, by means of his 

heralds, gave the order to go back to the city.  

Two weeks later, my reader friend, we find the Royal Princess Av-Isis-

Thimetis reclining on her divan draped in yellow and white gauze in her 

bedroom in the castle of Lake Merik.  

She had bravely taken the great leap over the abyss that the Eternal 
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Infinite demands of the souls that have reached the sacred altar of great 

achievements.  

And she felt possessed by that quiet calm, full of thoughts and 

memories, which were at times dreamlike visions smiling at her and 

sometimes a cruel uncertainty putting fear in her eyes.  

Her chosen husband, Amram, had been promoted to the eminent 

position of Governor of the Castle, only reporting to Priest Amonthep as 

Controller.  

Faithful Enabi was the head lady-in-waiting of the court. The slaves 

had received a letter of manumission and had become servants with an 

agreed-upon wage.  

The ceremonial hall was annexed to the Oratory to form the Temple 

under the inspiration of Hierophant Membra, notary archivist of the 

Temple of Memphis. It was an exact miniature replica of the Temple of 

Isis, annexed to the great royal palace.  

The white Isis statue commissioned by her mother in the finest Italian 

marble was brought in a sumptuous procession from Thimetis’s quarters 

to the ancient castle, which underwent a great transformation. The 

Pharaoh sent his best architects along with his best craftsmen, for the 

castle to become a fitting residence for his beloved daughter, whom he 

didn’t understand, but who was considered by the wisemen of the temple 

chosen by the gods for the happiness and greatness of the country.  

This Pharaoh’s great love toward his daughter began to hurt his wife-

queen’s susceptibility and caused the husband-king to devote himself 

completely to her, rather neglecting his daughter. Even more so when the 

court announced publicly that the queen was going to be the mother of a 

boy according to the announcement of the stars and astrologers.  

The Pharaoh got into a delirium of love for his wife so overwhelming 

that he forgot everything else, even the threat of armed conflict with his 

neighbors, which had kept him always alert.  

The feasts, which sometimes were orgies, followed uninterruptedly, 

and the toasts were so abundant that Pharaoh was usually drunk. Such 

special and favorable circumstances contributed greatly to the divine 

design coming true in Thimetis in the most perfect and happiest way.  

The Princess's secret wedding was only known to the Pontiff and 

some Hierophants and Priests of the old cult, as they called themselves 

in absolute secret. The great divine truths at the beginning of the Ramses 

dynasty were relegated to the innermost and most secret of the Temple 

crypts, in that gold Ark covered by the silver wings of an eagle with a 

human face. Only the Pontiff and his Council of the most advanced 

Hierophants, could go in there. Ancient monotheism inherited from 

Mizraim of Tanis and the prehistoric Kobdas was only a great secret 

memory that lived as if locked-up in unbreakable tombs deep in the hearts 
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of a handful of clairvoyant souls, who preferred death to giving up the 

Eternal Truth that they knew and loved.  

The Ramses' dynasty aggrandized Egyptian cities and metropolises 

with the largest temples and palaces, amphitheaters and thermal baths 

ever known in the world back then. However, it allowed corruption and 

the grossest evildoing to be introduced in the most degrading ways that 

can exist in this humanity.  

The exaggerated increase in offspring became the supreme ideal of 

noblemen and commoners, and the great Pharaonic palace was filled 

with the Sovereign’s secondary wives and illegitimate children. The 

Pharaoh raised all of them to the high distinction of Princes and gave 

them certain districts form the vast country, and worst of all, the right of 

taking by force the goods and maidens they wanted.  

At that time, the priesthood had already lost its high authority over the 

behavior of Egyptian sovereigns, whom they could remove from office 

when sovereigns favored or promoted false knowledge and corrupted 

habits. This circumstance put an iron gag to the great Hierophants of 

Memphis, who awaited the return to the good old days. Having said this, 

the reader will understand why Memphis’s Pontiff and priesthood had 

sided with Thimetis, the last hope for the revival of the Eternal truths and 

great laws that had been light and life for millennial Egypt.  

But Thimetis, partly unaware that her little person meant so much to 

the great cause of Truth and Justice, sank into sad longing in the first 

days of her seclusion in the lonely castle.  

Neither Amram’s love nor the loving devotion around her managed to 

keep away the gloomy sadness which made her movements sluggish and 

her eyes full of melancholy.  

The great renunciation seemed to have wounded her heart forever.  

She doubted. She hesitated. Was her love for Amram true or an 

illusion? Could she trust him completely? Was that modest and 

handsome young man, who looked at her with reverence and adoration, 

a true love or a vile interest in disguise? Or was it a hallucination born 

from her frequent and forced interaction with him as her jewelry artist?  

Her love for him seemed to fade away into an ashen and blurry 

distance like a sweet memory.  

Until one day, Amram requested an audience with her through Enabi 

because he was suffering, suspecting Thimetis’s inner struggle.  

When Thimetis granted him an audience, Amram approached her, 

and kneeling as when he was in her father’s great palace, he said to her:  

–My Lady, if you regret the love that made you call me husband, I will 

leave your life forever, and you will never again feel that you have to put 

up with my inappropriate presence. 

And when she raised her eyes to look at him, she saw by his side a 
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beautiful little boy who smiled at her, extending his little arms, and telling 

her in a charming babble: –“You don’t want me anymore, Thimetis? Have 

you forgotten your promise to bring me along with you to sow golden 

rosebushes of Isis?” 

And as if under the spell of the child’s words, a living and radiant Isis 

appeared before her, enveloping her in a warm, tender embrace, at the 

same time that she said: –“I am the Eternal Mother of all the mothers of 

the missionaries of the Truth in this world! Is it a burden for you to have 

been chosen to be the mother of the Divine Light made man?” 

–No! –Thimetis shouted, unable to contain herself, and she passed 

out on the couch she was sitting on.  

Neither Amram nor Enabi and the other maidens could understand 

what had happened to poor Thimetis.  

She alone had witnessed that marvelous scene from the higher 

spiritual plane.  

She only confided what had happened to her teacher Amonthep. He 

was the only one who could understand the tremendous inner struggle of 

that 15-year-old girl under the immense burden of the mission for which 

she had been chosen.  

–Who was that living light that appeared before me like a bluish flame 

with golden reflections while Amram sobbed on his knees before me? –

Princess Thimetis asked her teacher–.  

“Who is that beautiful little boy who smiled at me, extending his arms, 

reminding me of promises I don’t remember making? – she asked again, 

anxiously.  

–My dear, you will learn this in the studies you are about to begin, –

answered Amonthep–. But I don’t want you to suffer without an answer, 

so I will explain a bit. Don’t think it is a miracle, as you often call an event 

you don’t understand. 

“A miracle would be the violation of irrevocable divine laws. And the 

Eternal Creator Power does not alter or correct its works because all of 

them are perfect. 

“The only truth is that there are latent, living forces in certain regions 

or planes of the Universe that obey the thoughts of beings who, capable 

by their higher knowledge, of commanding these prodigies or rather 

extraordinary events. Your vision is one example of these events. 

“The little boy who appeared to you and filled your heart with love is 

the one who will be your child. He will be your only child because he is 

the one sent by the Eternal Power to give a new impulse to this 

humankind, stagnated in the life of the physical senses, as if human 

beings were only made of physical matter.  

“The other great being called Eternal Mother is Isis for us because, 

with that a name, we come closer to one aspect of that supreme Creative 
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Power and Director of worlds. Other doctrines of divine secrets give her 

other names, according to their form of expression and language. You 

should know that in the spiritual world there is no gender as in the worlds 

where beings have a physical body.  

“They are neither men nor women there, but Intelligences. Souls 

without a physical body. If she told you: “I am the Eternal Mother of all the 

mothers of the missionaries of Truth coming to this world”, it is for the 

following reason:  

“All the Messiahs who govern and rule this and the other planetary 

systems visible from Earth were taken from their primitive state of “living 

seaweeds with a joint soul” by that who they call great Father Sirius. From 

that primitive state he has followed them in their ascending evolution for 

long ages, kalpas, cycles, centuries, and years, until he had them reach, 

by their own effort, the spheres of light from where they will not descend 

into a physical body ever again.  

“They are Messiahs who take the Eternal Law to the worlds entrusted 

to them. And that great Father Sirius, as they call it, is not a man. It 

doesn’t have a physical body. It is just an Intelligence more radiant than 

a sun, and it may be called father or mother because both designations 

have the same meaning: to procreate, to create, to give life. 

“To you, who will be the mother of a Divine Envoy, it appears as an 

Eternal Mother to protect you, to fill you with love, all the love, 

understanding and light that you will need to fulfill your glorious maternity. 

“Have you understood, my dear, the sublime mystery enclosed in your 

mission? Have you understood the scope and magnitude of the 

renunciation that you have made of all futile worldly things to devote your 

life to the Divine Light made man who will come to Earth through you?”  

Thimetis fell on her knees with her little hands crossed over her chest 

in adoration of the Supreme Magnificence which took her as an 

instrument of such a prodigy despite the smallness of her life as a weak 

human creature. She had no words to express her thoughts and feelings.  

Amonthep called the sadden Amram, who was already preparing his 

bags to flee from Thimetis and take shelter in his Elder father’s poor rock 

cabin in the Valley of the Pyramids and Royal Tombs.  

–What are you doing, Amram? –the priest asked.  

–I am undoing my recklessness. What crazy audacity, teacher, to join 

my poor life to the illustrious daughter of the Pharaoh, King of Kings! 

“I was crazy!... I was crazy!...”  

The good Elder took from Amram’s hands the strings with which he 

was tightening the packages and bundles, a sign of an absolute, final 

departure.  

–I assure you that it is now that you are acting as an insane person, 

unhappy boy! –the Elder told him–. Do you think, perhaps, that you can 
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change the plans of the Eternal Infinite as you please, whether you call it 

Jehovah, according to your creed, or Atman, Osiris, Amon-Ra, Agnis, 

Zeus according to the beliefs of other seekers of Truth? How wrong you 

are, my son!... How deceived you are! 

–But then... what should I do? How can I escape these dreadful 

millstones that are grinding my heart like a grain of wheat? –shouted the 

young Levite in unspeakable despair, for he truly saw no way out.  

–Your place is here and nowhere else! –Amonthep said firmly–. Aren’t 

you in the house of wife you accepted? Didn’t your father bless your union 

with all the authority granted by civilized countries’ laws?  

“Don’t you love her? Doesn’t she love you that, jumping over the social 

abyss between you, held your hand as companion and husband for life? 

“Is this how you fulfill, man of Abraham’s lineage, the honor 

commitments that you voluntarily contracted? And if you love another 

woman more than your own, rip that adulterer’s heart from your chest, 

because you had better live without a heart than carry a serpent instead 

of a heart!...”  

Amram, stunned by the formidable irradiation of anger emanating from 

the Elder priest like a hundred flaming arrows, felt the floor sink under his 

feet. A vertigo of madness and horror dragged him into a dense darkness, 

and he fell in a limp heap at Amonthep’s feet, who could not catch him in 

time.  

The old priest of the Temple of Memphis had understood that an evil 

entity destructive of God’s works, dominated the young Levite and was 

fighting with enraged ferocity to take him out of his path marked long ago 

by the Law and agreed with his free will and consent. Likewise, the Elder 

realized that only by provoking a strong reaction in him could he free 

Amram from the powerful negative force which had chained him. 

And he talked to him in that harsh way with pain in his old heart which 

loved him very much.  

He rushed over the lifeless body and soaked his lifeless face with 

tears.  

–Poor thing! –the Elder exclaimed, crying in pain–. Why has your 

spiritual blindness forced me to whip you, when I had honey in my lips 

and balm of piety in my heart? 

He revived him by making him inhale essences with restorative 

concoctions, and since they were in the Princess’s antechamber, he 

called her in. When Amram woke up, he was alone with her, and she was 

watching over his sleep.  

Before leaving, Amonthep had pronounced these solemn words: 

“What God-Love has joined together, no one can separate.” 

When Thimetis saw that Amram was sitting up, she told him: –You are 

sick, my husband, and so was I; but you and I have committed ourselves 
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to a solemn pact and an even more serious and solemn duty.  

“By the Pharaoh’s will and mine, you are the Governor of this whole 

castle and of anything attached to it. 

“By the Supreme Will, our wills bowed to each other freely, without 

violence or pressure. What the Supreme Will commands, and we freely 

accept is done forever. 

“Is the duty a burden for you? 

–No, Royal Princess of Egypt. 

–Don’t ever call me again with that name when no one hears us. I am 

not the Royal Princess of Egypt to you, but simply Thimetis of Memphis, 

where I was born, the daughter of Epuvia Ahisa. 

“It is true that our marriage should be kept a secret. Mystery surrounds 

us. The love that has joined us is stronger than death and will live in us 

beyond the grave. Do you love me, Amram, as I love you? 

The young man knelt at her feet and, with his forehead on Thimetis’s 

knees, he burst into tears. She was also crying too, and her tears wetted 

Amram’s blond hair.  

At last, she removed from around her neck a small gold cameo with a 

little head crowned with lotuses and this inscription engraved on it in 

Temple hieroglyphics: “Forever.” She hung it onto Amram’s chest.  

God’s angels, who were the only witnesses of this scene, must have 

sung the sacred hymn with which nuptials, which were commanded and 

blessed by the Supreme Law which guides the evolution of Worlds and 

Humankinds, are celebrated.   
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4.  Osarsiph, the Mysterious  
 

A year after the events I have just narrated, Pharaoh Seti Ramses I 

died unexpectedly. 

The male child that he so ardently desired had been born to him, 

whom they called Amenhepat (aka Amenhotep), and when his father 

died, he had to add Ramses II to that name. 

The celebration of this birth acquired such exaggeratedly sumptuous 

proportions and more than this, so lubricious and sensual that it could 

easily be described as orgies and bacchanalia. “Nothing like this has ever 

been seen in the palace of our kings,” the eldest ones commented 

scandalized. 

The Pharaoh and his great magnates, courtiers, and princes danced 

in complete drunkenness with hired dancers to amuse the people. 

The excesses on every level affected the sovereign in such a way that 

he died of a cerebral congestion just days after the celebration. Since the 

heir was only 30 days old, his mother and the Council of Ministers took 

over the government of the nation. 

Rigorous mourning was observed throughout the country during the 

70 days of embalming the corpse. Then the black marble sarcophagus 

containing the Pharaoh’s mummy was carried to the great pantheon of 

Seti, his father, in the Valley of the Royal Tombs. 

While all these events took place in Memphis and the nation indulged 

in a thousand comments, which is understandable in such cases, the 

castle on Lake Merik and the noble lady who inhabited it were almost 

completely forgotten.  

She lived in another world, and also with great news. 

Before referring to them, the reader will allow me to make a slight 

explanation. Lake Merik was a tributary of the Nile that flowed into it via 

a wide navigable canal. The castle’s graceful towers and the forest of 

obelisks and palm trees were reflected in its bluish waters. The canal had 

been deliberately opened to create that picturesque backwater, that 

Queen Epuvia Ahisa had populated with herons, swans, seagulls, and 

the best species of fish. 

Since the death of Queen Epuvia Ahisa, who died shortly after 

Thimetis’s birth, the castle had appeared abandoned and in ruins. 

The desert surrounded the castle; hence the absolute solitude and 

silence were only interrupted by the squawking of seagulls, the graceful 

and feverish rush of antelopes, and the paddling of swans and herons 

over the calm waves. This was the landscape that Thimetis contemplated 

at sunset from the castle’s terraces or when walking with her maidens 

along the shores of the lake.  
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She hid a secret in the most secluded corner of her private rooms. 

Secret only known by Amram, Amonthep, Enabi, and Jochebed, the 

young Levite’s sister. 

She was the happy mother of the son announced by the wise priests 

of Temple of Memphis. The child only had 50 days of life spent mostly 

sleeping. But it was difficult to keep the secret hidden for much longer, 

and it became necessary to take serious action. 

–I will accept everything, except that he’s taken away from me. He is 

so tiny –she said. 

“Let me think about it because Isis will tell me in my dreams what I 

need to do, –she added–Didn’t she tell me that she is the ‘Eternal Mother’ 

of all the mothers of the Missionaries of the Truth in this world...” 

As soon as she woke up in the morning, she told Enabi: In last night 

dream Isis told me what I should do with my child. 

–Oh, madam, what a joy!..., because in a few more days we could not 

prevent the whining of this cherub from being heard. 

“May I know it? 

–Listen to me! It’s almost unbearably hot, isn’t it? 

–Oh yes..., a lot! 

–Fine, then tell my maidens that we will bathe in the lake before dusk. 

Call Jochebed, and among the three of us we will line the small basket 

from Aaron’s first days with antelope skin. 

“It is only made of wood and wicker without any frills, which is perfect 

for my purposes. 

–Please tell me what you are thinking, madam. Are you planning to 

drown the little one? 

–Don’t be silly. Let me talk. Hasn’t the new government given a death 

decree for all the baby boys of Israel? Well then, my baby is a son of 

Israel doomed to death, and his mother throws him into the river to comply 

with the law. 

“I go with my maidens to bathe, we see him, I pick him up, and 

everything is done. 

“With the crescent moon tonight, the lake will overflow. The canal 

waters flow swiftly. Isn’t it possible to think that the current brought him 

up here? 

–You’re admirable, madam!... We can see that Divine Isis is assisting 

you in your sleep. 

–Go ahead and prepare everything, but first knock on the teacher’s 

door and tell him I need to talk with him. 

“I will call Amram myself. –She struck the silver gong next to her three 

times, and Enabi went out. 

The Elder Priest and Amram were shocked at Thimetis’s resolution. 

Isn’t there a risk of death for the child? Would the ruse be accepted as 
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true? 

Wouldn’t the government try to snatch the child because he is Israeli? 

The Princess answered to all these questions with full self-confidence. 

–If Isis has told me this in my dreams, it’s because I must do it. –And 

so it was done.  

The wicker basket, which little Aaron no longer used was covered with 

tar on the outside and upholstered with leather on the inside. Amram and 

Jochebed carried the small bundle to the canal’s reedbed while the 

people of the castle prepared for the evening meal. The gentle current 

would carry the rescue basket to the calm waters of the lake. 

Evening fell, and Thimetis with her maidens went down the castle 

steps to take their bath. 

Great was her astonishment at not finding her hidden treasure among 

the waves. But Enabi, who had been watching Jochebed and Amram as 

they made their way to the reed that flowed into the lake canal, suddenly 

said: 

–Lady, the sun is still too hot here. Let’s go to the reeds to find some 

shade. 

Enabi gave Thimetis a look which made the alarmed young mother 

understand what her favorite maiden meant. 

The maidens rushed to that area with the tapestry and coverings 

Thimetis would need, and one of them immediately cried out: 

–A drowned child! A drowned child! 

Amram and other castle servants dashed to the reeds when they 

heard the screaming. Several men went into the water, and the small 

basket trapped among the reeds was brought before the Princess. 

Mother after all, she couldn’t contain her composure and fell on her 

knees before the sleeping child, sobbing uncontrollably. 

–He’s not drowned, madam, he’s not dead, –they told her–. Don’t you 

see the colors on his face like a pomegranate flower? 

–He’s probably one child of those of my race who have been 

condemned to death, –Amram said excitedly. 

–Well, I swear by Isis that this one will not die, –the Princess said, 

picking up the sleeping child. 

“If they want to kill the child, they’ll have to kill me. I declare in front of 

you all that I adopt him as my son and will defend his life with my own. 

Amram’s silence concealed his intense emotion. 

–The Gods have saved him from the waters, and he’s indeed a son of 

the Gods, –Elder Amonthep said. 

–And I will name him Osarsiph because you’ve said it, teacher, ‘saved 

from the waters’ –the Princess continued. 

–It is true!... Oh, it is true! –exclaimed the Elder–. Osarsiph means 

saved from the waters in our Temple language. 



 33 

“This child surely holds a great mystery. 

“And if the gods preserve his life, it must be with a great purpose for 

the good of this world. 

Because the child was too heavy for Thimetis to carry to the castle, 

Amram approached her and said: 

–If you don’t object, Royal Princess, I will take him up the steps. –

Thimetis silently handed him the child. They were both deeply stunned. 

They could almost hear their hearts beating, but everything faded into the 

night silence. As Av-Isis-Thimetis, Royal Princess of Egypt, entered the 

castle of Lake Merik with her son in her arms, the blue thrush birds of 

Egypt sang the last song of the day on the palm trees and the first stars 

danced in the clear blue sky. 

That night, a toast was made in honor to the child who had been saved 

from the waters, and some speculated in private that the child could be a 

son of the governor of the castle, who was Hebrew by race despite being 

Egyptian by birth. 

This thought faded after Amram himself asked the whole castle staff 

not to divulge the fact for a sometime, long enough for people to forget 

the extraordinary event, in consideration for the Princess who had 

adopted the child as her son. 

The birth was recorded exactly according to the truth in the most 

secret archives of Temple of Memphis: 

“Osarsiph, son of Av-Isis-Thimetis, was born at the castle of Lake 

Merik on the 17th day of the twelfth month of the year. Royal Princess of 

Egypt, daughter of Seti Ramses I, King of Kings, son of Pharaoh Seti 

Amon; and of Epuvia Ahisa, daughter of the Great Sfaz of Mauritania. 

“His father is Amram, son of Eleazar, of the Tribe of Levi, of Abraham’s 

race, with the Pharaoh’s letter of privilege to be considered native of 

Egypt.” 

And the birth certificate was signed by: Amonthep, priest of the Temple 

of Memphis. Aton-Mosis, Royal House doctor. Enabi of Gohn, Royal 

Princess’s handmaiden. Amram, father of the child. Jochebed, Amram’s 

sister and government mistress of the castle of Lake Merik. Av-Isis-

Thimetis, Royal Princess and mother of the child. 

Duly reviewed and verified properly, Ohad of Sais, Chief Notary: Carmi 

of Heliopolis, scribe of the Temple of Memphis. Pthamer of Thebes, 

Pontiff of the Temple of Memphis. 

The Queen, with her double position as Regent-Mother of the little 

heir, cared little or nothing about what could happen at Lake Merik. 

Since the Queen was null at all in religious matters, she didn’t pay 

attention to what was happening in the Egyptian Temples of her time, 

since all her attention was focused on the government material wealth, 

her son, and her family. She sought to surround herself with people from 
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her family by having teachers from all branches of human knowledge 

come from Sicily to prepare a Classroom in the style of the great 

Academy of Syracuse. She wanted his son to become a Pharaoh who 

surpassed in power, wisdom, and riches to all the sovereigns called great 

in the world at that time. 

The Government Council had decreed restrictive ordinances for all 

foreign colonies residing in the country as precautionary measure in case 

of an invasion bribed with gold by the colonies in the event of war. 

Being the race of Israel, also known as the Abrahamites, the ones that 

populated most of the Nomes or districts throughout the country, they 

were more directly affected by these preventive measures. 

At the time of Moses’ birth, these measures didn’t have the harsh and 

cruelly strict nature that they took on years later, when Ramses II wielded 

the scepter of his reign. 

Princess Thimetis thought it convenient to use this decree to hide the 

child’s parentage, thereby throwing an impenetrable veil over her 

marriage to a man who was not of her lineage, or even of her race.  

The matter of “blue” blood was always the bad omen of all the so-

called “noblemen” who dared to fall in love with those who didn’t have 

“blue” blood in their veins. According to this old prejudice, noblemen were 

superior to all beings on Earth. 

But... it is already written in the sacred Scriptures of all religions, and 

it was enlightened as a flame of living fire by the Prophet Isaiah: 

“My thoughts are not your thoughts, neither are your ways my ways, 

says Jehovah.” 

The Eternal Power, Light, Life, and Knowledge does not forge the gold 

and diamond net of its divine designs based on blue, red, black, or green 

blood, nor on perishable and ephemeral races, countries, or material 

wealth that means nothing to the evolution of humanities and worlds if 

they don’t agree with the Universe unbreakable laws; the only temple 

where It lives, breathes, and beats for all eternity. 

The Eternal Power sealed the pact of two Intelligences devoid of 

matter with the sovereign Will: Thimetis and Amram, to be the physical 

instruments for the Word Light coming to the earthly plane. What did it 

matter to the Eternal Infinite, supreme power of all life, that she was a 

Pharaoh’s daughter and he a humble jeweler, a worker from the people 

of Israel? 

“My thoughts aren’t your thoughts, neither are your ways my ways, 

says Jehovah.” 

Three years later, the Regent Queen and the Government Council 

recognized Princess Thimetis’s adoptive son as Prince of Egypt in 

gratitude for the Royal Princess’s absolute renunciation of her right to the 

throne. 
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The heroic mother’s second great renunciation gave her son, Word-

Light, all the resources to fully fulfill his divine mission. He inherited all his 

adoptive mother’s wealth and enjoyed all the privileges of her high 

lineage; there was no closed door for him. The only thing he couldn’t 

inherit was the crown and throne of Egypt. 

This renunciation of Princess Thimetis was an absolute State secret, 

which the people completely ignored. 

The Regent and her Council knew too well the love of the Egyptian 

people for Queen Epuvia Ahisa’s only daughter, living protector of the 

dispossessed class, foreigners, and slaves.  

The people were led to believe that the Princess of her own free will 

dedicated herself to the studies of the Temple and to directing the great 

Arts and Sciences Academy to endow Egyptian women with self-

sufficiency.  

In addition, the Regent and the Government entrusted the Public 

Charity to the Royal Princess, so those in need of government assistance 

should turn to her. To that end, the government set up a Council of ten 

Mayors who under the direction of Princess Thimetis would oversee the 

proper Public Assistance. 

The Regent deployed all her political skills, not precisely in the interest 

of people, but to keep the Princess and her son focused solely on the 

welfare of the people, so that they would never even think about the 

throne or the crown which had always been her interest. 

Thimetis, on the advice of the Pontiff and her great Hierophants, 

agreed to all the serious Government pronouncements that followed her 

father’s death. The Wisdom with which the Eternal Law commands and 

binds favorable events to their divine designs used the boundless 

ambition of the Regent and her Council to fulfill God commands. 

And, while this huge socio-political network was being woven in the 

country of the Nile, let’s follow, dear reader, little Osarsiph, who was 

unaware of what was going on in the heavens and earth regarding his 

person in his early childhood. He spent his days in the right wing of the 

castle among the pampering of dear old man Eleazar, the childish 

companionship of Aaron, who was 12 months older than him, the vigilant 

custody of Jochebed, and his mother’s great love, although concealed by 

a discreet prudence that implied a hard sacrifice of a permanent 

resignation. 

The Eternal Light, our great confidante, allows us to lightly leaf through 

the white album with silver clasps that was on the little the ebony table 

where Thimetis studied, read, meditated, and sometimes cried. 

It was all written in hieroglyphics, as used by the men of the Royal 

Court and Temple. Translated, it read like this, beginning with its initial 

title: 
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I am 

 
“I am the one who was born the daughter of Kings and fled 

from royal greatness. 

“I am the one who was born on the steps of the most 

powerful throne on Earth. 

And like a turtledove of the mountains  

sought shelter in the hollow of a rock. 

 
“I am the one whom the world has called ‘the star of all the 

Kingdoms on Earth’,  

and like a fearful swallow  

hides in an old tower in the care of her love-nest. 

“I am the one who has left everything for a love hidden from 

all eyes,  

but alive and ardent like a flame in the heart. 

 
“I am the beloved and loving wife,  

separated before the world  

from the husband she has chosen. 

“I am the mother of an adorable child because he is Light 

made Man, yet I must not call him son,  

nor should he call me mother ...” 
 

Here ended the first page of Princess Thimetis’s white album and in 

ended with tear-smeared words which looked like blood from a wounded 

heart because the album was written in purple murex. Another writing 

appears beneath the tear blot, with large, thick signs that read: 

“Those chosen for great divine achievements are the incense that 

burns on the sacred altar of the Ideal. Amonthep.” 

Osarsiph was so little that he didn’t perceive the suffering in his 

mother’s heart who couldn’t call him son. 

A dark corridor connected Thimetis’s rooms to those of her relatives. 

Her dressing room had a copper lattice ogive from which she could look 
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out onto the playground and watch both children play happily. 

That copper lattice received every day the tears, sighs, and kisses that 

the affectionate mother dedicated to her son, little Osarsiph, who 

sometimes looked at her with his scared eyes and ran to hide away. She 

was the Royal Princess ..., she was like the sun, which sometimes burns 

and hurts with its beams of fire ... 

When the shadows of the night fell down as a protective mantle over 

all things, Thimetis would cross the dark corridor and coming like a 

shadow to Osarsiph’s little bed, she would kneel before it. She drew her 

head with a white silk headcloth the sleeping little head between his 

chestnut curls and the white linen the disarrayed clothes. 

When both boys, Osarsiph and Aaron turned six years old they were 

to begin their studies. Then Thimetis shorten the distance between them 

by setting up the children’s classroom attached to her hall. 

Thimetis would be the primary teacher, with Ohad, Carmi, and 

Amonthep assisting her on the task. 

The commotion of the mother every time the child greeted her by 

genuflecting and saying: The gods keep you, Royal Princess, can only 

be understood by another mother in the same situation. 

He kissed Thimetis’s hand, and when no one was looking, she allowed 

herself to kiss him on the forehead. 

Through deep conversations with her teachers the Princess had come 

to know about the irrevocable and eternal laws that the divine spark that 

we call the human soul are subject to. 

She knew that the intelligences or souls who have reached an 

advanced evolution with their efforts, are sent to the physical worlds as 

missionaries or instructors to push forward the humanities that inhabit 

them. And because one is never sent alone, but in a legion, it is 

understood that the most advanced of all of them is the Hierarch, Chief, 

or Supreme Authority of that heroic and glorious outpost. 

Thimetis also knew that a legion of divine envoys had descended on 

Egypt, including herself, Amram, her teachers, the pontiff and his council 

of hierophants, and perhaps many others who would appear in due time. 

When she was sometimes told: “You were chosen to be the mother of 

the Light made Man”, she understood that the Light was incarnated in her 

son. 

Little by little, her teachers were threshing the luminous ear of wheat 

that Isis hid beneath her mantle and her impenetrable silence. 

And when they understood Thimetis was ready to know everything, 

two things happened: Osarsiph was turning seven years old, and that in 

the Princess’s study room appeared an oil on canvas depicting a life-size 

Isis with her veil raised and her beautiful ecstatic face surrounded by an 

intense light from a distant blue abyss. That Isis no longer has her finger 
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on her lips, in a permanent silence mandate, but instead held in her right 

hand an exuberant yellow rose, symbol of Wisdom given to her chosen 

ones. 

Everything was symbol and mystery in the archaic Egypt of the sage 

Hierophants. 

The so-called Occult Sciences were written in signs on the walls and 

columns of the Temple crypts. And the teachers told the Royal Princess: 

–This canvas is our present for you because Osarsiph has completed 

seven years of earthly life. Isis has lifted her veil. Isis no longer commands 

us to be silent with her finger placed on her lips. 

–What do you mean by that? –she asked. 

–That now we can tell you everything concerning your son. 

–Even more than everything I know and suffer? –she asked with horror 

in her eyes. 

–There is no more suffering, but more glory. 

And Elder Amonthep began his teaching lecture: –Your little Osarsiph 

is ‘no longer Osarsiph’ since midnight yesterday. Don’t look at me with 

such fear, Royal Princess. 

“Your son is your son, and no one can take away the glory of your 

motherhood. 

“You still need to know this secret that Isis allows us to reveal to you. 

“Your Osarsiph is now the Light made Man. You know he was Juno 

and Numu in Lemuria. Amphion and Antulius in Atlantis. Abel in the 

Euphrates valleys and Krishna in the southern Deccan. Now he is the 

glory for our Egypt, and the voices of the Temple will call him Ra-Moses, 

which means ‘Sun of the Night’. 

“He will be like the sun that illuminates all the paths in the gloomy night 

that surrounds this humanity. 

“Don’t be surprised then, daughter of Epuvia Ahisa, if the child no 

longer runs, shouts, or plays. Don’t be alarmed if you see him sitting on 

a bench in your gardens staring into the distance and immersed in 

thoughts you can’t guess. It is not disease, but rather dazzle. It is not a 

fever, but rather supreme yearnings. It is not fear or anger, but the 

beginning of questions that his Intelligence asks as he awakens. Ra- 

Moses has entered his earthly home and is trying to find his way around 

it. Don’t be alarmed if you ever see him cry. It’s just nostalgia for his 

heaven. It is the sadness of a long exile. It is the great loneliness of the 

sovereign eagle that hovers in heights where no bird can reach. 

“He will lack company, it’s true, but may he never lack, for piety’s sake, 

the understanding of those of us who follow him at a distance! ... 

“Have you understood the great secret that Isis reveals to you today, 

she who lifts her veil for you and removes the finger of silence on her lips, 

and offers you the golden rose of divine illumination?” 
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–Yes, I’ve understood! –exclaimed the Royal Princess with a trembling 

voice, and she joined her face bathed in tears to the hand in which the 

beautiful Isis painted on the canvas held the Golden Rose. 

The silent crying restored her inner calm that the great secret had 

altered.  

Amonthep had left the room but came back shortly after with Osarsiph 

by the hand. 

The boy approached the Princess and knelt before her. 

–I want you on your feet, –she told him, lifting him up–. That way, I can 

see you better. Who dressed you in this white linen robe? 

–Master Amonthep did. 

–Why? 

–Because I am no longer a child dressed in color. Now I am an 

aspirant to Wisdom, which is perfect clarity. 

Thimetis couldn’t contain herself and held the boy close to her heart. 

Two thick tears revealed her feeling. 

–If you cry because I am no longer a child, I cannot go back, Royal 

Princess, –Osarsiph told her deeply moved. 

–You look lovely in your white garment, my son, and I cry of 

happiness. Now you will be a student of the Sacred Classroom, and I will 

attend the classes with you and Aaron. 

The boy kissed Royal Princess’s hand before leaving the study hall 

with Amonthep.  
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5.  The Student  
 

Pontiff Pthamer enshrined to Isis the Temple annexed to the Lake 

Merik castle once it was duly decorated and embellished with all the 

exigencies of the Egyptian art, so lavish in signs. 

The roof was a resplendent turquoise blue sky, a perfect astronomy 

map with the Zodiac ellipse, the intersection of the constellations on it and 

a splendid central sun carved in rock crystal, through which an oil lamp 

burnt day and night, casting a golden light to the serene and beautiful 

enclosure. 

The large ceremonial hall was divided into three naves by 12 columns 

in two rows. Huge yellow Damascus curtains hung from column to column 

divided the rooms so that the three naves or galleries were independent 

of each other. 

The central nave was intended for mental prayer or intimate contact 

with the protector geniuses whom they called ‘gods’. The nave on the 

right was designated as the Primary Classroom, while the nave on the 

left was designated as the Superior Classroom. 

The Egyptian, Phoenician, Hebrew, Chaldean, Arab, and Greek 

alphabets were engraved on mural panels. 

The world map known at that time appeared on the ceiling of the 

entrance portico, and four marble squares were in the four corners: one 

white, one black, one yellow, and one red. 

They represented the four known human races at the time. 

 

The day of consecration and definitive approval of this temple had 

been made when Osarsiph had completed three years of physical life. 

Led by the hand by the Royal Princess, Osarsiph had toured the entire 

temple following the Pontiff and his Hierophants as they carried the small 

golden ark. The ark was destined to keep the Sacred Books, as they 

called the highest, most secret teachings, laws, ordinances, and 

chronicles, all of which were copies of the millennial Archive that was kept 

in the Temple of Memphis. 

Osarsiph, being still too young, has fallen deeply asleep during the 

sacred hymns while sitting in an armchair next to the Royal Princess. 

All this solemnity now just a sacred memory for everyone; a great 

memory that lasted in everyone’s mind for a long time. 

The Hierophants had seen a living and radiant Isis shrouding the 

Princess and the child in her great sky-blue veil while these words in 

letters of fire appeared: “I am the Eternal Mother of all the mothers of the 

Divine Missionaries who have come to this world.” 

It was the same vision that had appeared to the Royal Princess years 
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before at the decisive hour of the great leap over the abyss. 

Those, who didn’t perceive the vision had felt a fresh breeze scented 

with roses that hovered as a divine breath, filling the entire sacred 

precinct. And those who didn’t know the great secret, said: “–The tutelary 

gods of Egypt are with the Royal Princess, the Pontiff Pthamer, and the 

Hierophants, as well as all those who are sheltered by this Temple.” 

Since that time, the castle, the temple, and the lake were considered 

as a favorite site of the tutelary geniuses, and as a consecrated and 

beneficial place where only absolute goodness could exist. The reader 

will understand how Osarsiph, at the age of seven had an extraordinary 

understanding of all things. He entered the Temple of Lake Merik as a 

student fully convinced that he was getting closer to the gods, and that 

all purity in his inner world and in his body would be insufficient for such 

a magnificent moment in his earthly life. 

Seven days before entering the temple as a student, he hid alone in a 

garden gazebo during the sunny hours and in his bedroom when night 

approached. 

Priest Amonthep wept with emotion when he mentioned to the Pontiff 

and the Hierophants’ Council Osarsiph’s strict observances on the days 

before his admission as a primary student in the temple. 

–I won’t bother the garden butterflies because the gods see me, –he 

told to the good Elder, who sometimes accompanied the child seeking 

solitude. 

“I will not throw small stones at the birds that come to sleep among the 

pines because they have the right to seek shelter for sleeping. 

“I will not run among the plants, tossing them to the ground, nor will I 

trample on the grass because they have the same right to live and grow 

as I do. The gods see me and will not be my friends if I spoil and mistreat 

their works. Isn’t it so, master Amonthep?” 

–Yes, my dear son, it is like that, and the gods will be pleased with you 

because you understand Good and avoid Evil. You are a chosen one of 

the gods. Keep that friendship, my son, because it is the only good of this 

world. 

And the long-awaited day arrived to attend the masters’ teaching for 

the first time. 

Thimetis knew how to moderate her feelings of affection in those 

circumstances, and she showed up to the morning class with both 

children, Aaron and Osarsiph, dressed in the same white linen pleated 

robe. Both children entered the severe Classroom holding onto her hands 

and sat at the three front desks. 

It was the Cosmogony class given by the Hierophant Ohad. It would 

deal with the formation of the Universe, in the middle of which the Earth, 

like a cherry, could barely be distinguished by an observer who 
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contemplated it from a distant point of infinite bluish space. Aaron fell fast 

asleep halfway through the class. Thimetis did nothing to wake him 

because Amonthep had warned her that this might happen. Osarsiph had 

become like a small white marble statue. With his big, black eyes fixed 

on the teacher’s face, he didn’t make the slightest movement, and 

sometimes Thimetis thought the boy was holding his breath. 

When he heard that powerful Intelligences created the big nebulae 

with the power of thought, which would centuries later become a 

constellation of luminous globes or a universe of worlds, Osarsiph 

exclaimed unable to contain himself and raising his little arms: 

–Oh, the gods, how great and powerful they are that they can release 

stars and suns to float, like me blowing soap bubbles! – 

And he burst into tears. He was a child again. He was terrified of such 

stupendous greatness. 

–Why are you crying, my son? –the Princess asked him softly. 

–Oh, Royal Princess! How could I expect the gods’ friendship when 

they can make stars just by thinking about it? How, if I look see myself as 

a worm, who can’t even make another worm like me? What can I do that 

pleases the gods as teacher Amonthep said? 

Ohad noticed the boy’s stupor and approached him. 

–The greater the gods, my dear son, the kinder and wiser, –he 

explained–. They are aware that you are now a child eager to know and 

learn, to one day be great and strong like them. – 

“Everything in this Universe is growth, progress, and culmination. And 

as you grow in stature, you will grow in intelligence and understanding, 

and you will achieve great works like them. 

‘As below, so above2’, says one of our invariable principles. No one 

expects ripe and sweet fruit from a little tree no more than three feet from 

the ground, but one does expect it from a tree that has reached perfect 

growth. And everything is like this in the Universe, my son. 

“While you are living your childhood, no one asks you to exert great 

mental or physical effort. 

“Once you are old enough, without anybody demanding it, you 

yourself, of your own will, will create beautiful and great works according 

to which way is leaning that energy, spark, or inner light that we all have 

as a guiding force throughout our life. Are you understanding, son? 

–Yes, teacher, I understand that if my spark is pure and good, my 

works will be pure and good; and if my spark is impure and evil, my works 

will be impure and evil. How can I know if I have a good or evil spark in 

             

 
This phrase has been modernized as “That which is above is like to that which is 

below, and that which is below is like to that which is above.” 
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me? 

The Princess and the Hierophant exchanged a barely suppressed 

smile, and Ohad replied:  

–There is another invariable principle in our science of the soul that 

says: ‘A tree is known by its fruit’. If you are given a beautiful apple, you 

know it came from a healthy apple tree. If you are served a plate with 

cherries, red and sweet as honey, you know it came from a good 

rootstock and productive cherry tree. And you will certainly not be 

mistaken. 

“Human beings resemble trees. As a result, you will be able to tell if 

your inner spark is pure and good in the aspirations, tendencies, likings, 

and wishes that arise from you. For instance, what do you want now? 

–Clearly understand everything you’re telling me, Master Ohad. 

–What else? Think about it. 

–To learn as much as you know and as all the Temple teachers. 

–What for? ... Think carefully. 

–Because I like it very much, and, because when I become older, I 

could teach others as you teach me, teacher Ohad. And something else 

too, –he said shyly and hesitantly. 

–Say it with confidence because this is part of the class. 

–To bring joy to the Royal Princess, my teachers, and all those who 

love me, and also because I want to respond to what I believe all of you 

expect from me. 

–May we know how you have understood that a lot is expected of you? 

–Oh, yes, easily! I heard one day when the Governor of the Castle 

introduced me to grandfather Eleazar, he said: ‘Here is the one our race 

awaits to break free’. And, when they took me together with the Royal 

Princess to visit Pontiff Pthamer, I heard him say to the Hierophants who 

were with him: 

“Great is the Divine Idea and it was enclosed in this tiny piece of flesh!” 

“I understood that the piece of flesh was me because the Pontiff 

placed his big hand on my head.” 

The Princess laughed happily, and Ohad, who was also smiling, told 

the child caressing him: 

–My little friend, you are more awake than I thought. 

–I only sleep in my bed. When I get out of bed, I am always awake. 

–I see, my little son, I can see it. 

Little Aaron woke up to everyone’s laughter. Osarsiph reprimanded 

him immediately.  

–You fell asleep in class. You’re supposed to only sleep in your bed. 

Don’t you know that? 

 Aaron burst into tears, and the Royal Princess had to intervene to 

prevent Osarsiph’s reprimand from having far-reaching consequences. 
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Thus ended the first lesson in the Classroom of the School-Temple at 

Lake Merik. 
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6.  What lies Beyond?  
 

Osarsiph was 12 years old but appeared to be 15. “You are taller than 

me,” the Royal Princess said as she walked alongside him to the Temple 

Classroom daily. 

Aaron was of shorter stature and, although he was months older, he 

always let himself be guided in all live circumstances together with 

another student that the Royal Princess allowed to attend her family 

Classroom. The new student the oldest son of the Royal family doctor, 

Aton-Moses, and was 13. His name was Hur-Said of Tanis. 

His mother was Hebrew from the Tribe of Levi as Amram and was his 

distant relative. Her Hebrew name was Elhisa, a contraction of Elhisabet, 

a very common name in the tribe; however, Doctor Aton-Mosis wanted to 

give her a more Egyptian name to avoid the look of scorn for descending 

from Abraham’s large offspring, so he named her Aton-Isa. She was Hur-

Said’s mother. 

These three children were the primary students at Lake Merik’s 

Classroom. 

And they exchanged questions among them daily after each class. 

And Osarsiph was the most vehement in coming up with these questions, 

sometimes frightening his companions who very rarely got a satisfactory 

answer. 

Aaron and Hur ended up avoiding Osarsiph’s company because he 

asked them bold questions that they thought were exaggerated or at the 

very least hasty curiosity. 

And Hur, who had a calmer temperament, ended harsh conversations 

with these words: 

–Calm down, Osarsiph. The teacher will explain it to us in the next 

class. –And he quickly hid under his bedcovers because the future 

Lawgiver and Thaumaturgist’s questions took place in the sleeping room, 

in complete darkness. 

Osarsiph continued his questions, and no one answered. His two 

companions fell asleep, and only he suffered from insomnia. 

–How lonely and sad I am! –he muttered in a quiet voice that no one 

heard–. Darkness in this room and darkness within myself! –And, hiding 

his feverish head beneath the blankets, he wept silently until his 

adolescent sorrows evaporated in his sleep...  

Poor Osarsiph!... At the age of 12, he began to feel the sadness of 

great souls, who, not finding equal souls by their side, felt the burden of 

their loneliness was too big and heavy. 

Each lesson from the teachers provoked in him a world of 

restlessness; and they were not allowed to ask questions unless the 
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teacher indicated that they could. 

And the doubts and concerns were so many and so deep that they 

seemed to him to be thousands of little beasts stuck in his brain and in 

his heart, to the point of alarmingly affecting his nervous system. 

The Royal Princess, who did not lose sight of her son from her 

observation ogive, realized something serious was happening to him. 

Osarsiph was losing vigor and health and even walked slowly and 

tired. She confided her fears to Elder Amonthep and asked him to bring 

the child to her room so she could question him herself. 

Osarsiph stopped at the Thimetis’ room door awaiting an order to 

enter. The priest came after him, and both entered on Thimetis’s signal. 

The child, following the customary ceremonial, bent one knee on the 

ground until the Princess gave him her hand to kiss. 

–Master Amonthep, sit down and let’s discuss Osarsiph’s spiritual and 

physical condition, since he’s losing vigor and health day by day, –she 

said. 

–Madam, if you don’t mind, I think you should speak to him alone, –

the Elder replied–. 

“Perhaps, he would be more communicative with you than with his 

teachers. We have had trouble getting him to talk. Am I right, Osarsiph? 

... 

–Yes, teacher, it’s the whole truth. –The child’s gaze was lost in the 

distant golden horizon of the evening twilight, which let its amethyst and 

gold mists penetrate through a window. He tried not to make eye contact. 

Osarsiph seemed to fear that his inner thoughts would be uncovered. 

And his thoughts were so daring and bold! They were like vertiginous 

fireflies that went on and off in the darkness of his sleepless nights. They 

were like nocturnal birds of ill omen that fluttered shrieking in the shadow, 

always leaving him uneasy and anxious. 

The Royal Princess agreed with the Elder, so he withdrew, leaving the 

child alone with her. She made the boy sit next to her, holding his burning 

hand, and began questioning. 

–Osarsiph! ... Are you convinced of how much my heart loves you? 

–Yes, madam. I was always sure of your love for me. I don’t deserve 

it, but I know I have it. I know your love is mine, but I don’t know why you 

give it to me so generously. 

“I am a son of the Nile, that brought me to your side...” 

The Royal Princess’s hand gently rested on the child’s lips, who 

understood the order of silence. When he looked at the Princess, he 

noticed two tears like crystal pearls were hanging from her eyelashes. 

–Don’t cry for me, madam ..., I didn’t want to hurt you! It doesn’t hurt 

me being an orphan picked up by your mercy! 

–I live here like a prince! ... I have nothing to complain about! ... 
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–But I understand well that you’re not happy, Osarsiph. –Thimetis 

used her strong willpower to stifle a sob–. 

“And if you can’t complain about anything, how do you explain your 

tired and sick look, your vigor and health fleeing from you? How do you 

explain that? If you continue like this, you will not be able to continue your 

studies, you’ll get sick, and I’ll be left without the son the gods gave me.” 

“Don’t you trust me enough to tell me what’s causing your sadness, 

which I see every day?” 

–I want to know so many things and I can’t know any of them! –

Osarsiph exclaimed, as if in a moan that escaped from his soul. 

–I will tell you all of them if at that price I’ll see you happy! –Thimetis 

exclaimed. 

–But, madam, won’t Isis’s finger on her lips silence you, like my 

teachers? 

She pulled the golden cord that was next to her divan to answer 

Osarsiph’s question. The golden cord drew back the purple curtain that 

covered that great canvas where appeared the goddess with her veil lifted 

and holding a Golden Rose in her hand, a symbol of Divine Light and all 

Knowledge. 

–Neither for me, nor for you, Isis hides under a veil, nor does she have 

her finger on her lips, –the Princess said. She was then surprised to see 

the ecstasy with which the child looked at the canvas with a smile of 

triumph. 

–That’s how I always like to see her!... But in the Classroom, she’s 

hidden and orders silence. How long do we have to keep quiet, madam..., 

until when?... 

–My child!... You are just beginning your life and you already ask: Until 

when? What do you leave for master Amonthep, and all those who are 

around you? 

–Doesn’t it bother them that Isis is hidden behind her veil or has her 

finger on her lips? 

–No, my little son, it doesn’t bother them. 

–Will you allow me to tell you why it doesn’t bother them, ma’am? 

–Say it, say it without fear. 

–It’s because Master Amonthep, the Pontiff and all the Temple 

teachers know what I don’t know, and they don’t tell me because Isis 

orders them to keep quiet, because I’m only 12 years old, and I am still 

too young to understand, receive, and keep everything that is great, 

immense, and wonderful that there must be... That is in the whole abyss 

of mystery and shadow that I discover around me!... 

The Princess was taken aback by the child's tremendous elation, 

despite being only 12 years old. Osarsiph perceived the infinite greatness 

of the universe that surrounded him and saw himself shrouded in 



 48 

impenetrable shadows, where a thousand questions flashed in the 

darkness like runaway lightning that wrote and erased: “beyond... 

beyond.” 

–What lies beyond? –Osarsiph asked suddenly, as if in answer to his 

persistent thought. 

–Calm down, my son, with this solemn promise I make you today. 

From tomorrow on, your teachers will give you freedom to question and 

seek explanations for everything that disturbs your mind and agitates you 

in the way I’ve seen. 

“The secret that you’ve just revealed to me opens the door of the 

closed sanctuary of Divine Wisdom and make me understand that the 

gods brought you to this life because your life is necessary to this world 

we inhabit.” 

“Blessed are you forever, eternal Son of the Eternal Infinite! 

Thimetis kissed her son’s forehead and silently walked with him to the 

door of her room. The emotion of the moment was great, intense, and 

voiceless; as was felt by the child who kissed the Princess’s hand and 

went to his bedroom.  



 49 

7.  Osarsiph’s Questions  
 

After a secret conversation by the Royal Princess with the three 

teachers of the Classroom, Master Amonthep told the boy to write down 

his doubts and questions because in the next class they would begin to 

provide explanations appropriate to his ability to understand.  

–Write them down in the way they are in your mind –he told him– and 

the teacher on duty will explain them to you according to the truth we 

have come to discover and understand at the present time. However, you 

will have to attend that class alone, without your two classmates.  

–Why such deference to me? Aaron and Hur are older than me and 

perhaps more deserving –the boy exclaimed with great surprised–. I 

would not want to have such preferential treatment over them, who are 

such good companions. 

–Absolutely, my son; but you should know that not all beings are 

capable of learning everything you seek to know. 

–I know Hur has the same concerns as me, but because he has more 

willpower, he controls himself and keeps quiet, just as I would if the Royal 

Princess had not put pressure on me to tell her the truth.  

“Hur is physically stronger than I am, hence, his concerns don’t make 

him turn pale, lose weight, or give him the tired and weary appearance 

that I displayed. That’s why the Royal Princess discovered that something 

was wrong with me, and I couldn’t hide what she saw, which was true. 

–Very good. Do as I say, and everything will be fine. 

That same night, alone in his bedroom, which was also his private 

study room, Osarsiph wrote his great questions on a papyrus:  

“1. –What am I, why am I here, where did I come from, and where am 

I going?  

“2. –Why can’t antelopes, herons, swans, and seagulls that make my 

life happy speak, write, read, play music, paint, or do anything that I do 

or can do, if they all live as I do? Why don’t they laugh or cry? 

“3. –Why do I have this tremendous unrest and a feverish desire to 

know, to penetrate all that is unknown and mysterious in this world that 

surrounds me? 

“4. –I have everything I need, including princely clothes and rooms, as 

good as those of the Pharaoh-King; and an adoptive mother who is far 

superior to a biological mother. What am I missing to feel truly happy in 

every way? 

“5. –What are clouds, what do they do, and where do they go when 

they fly like huge white eagles as in a desperate hurry to reach a fixed 

point? 

“6. –What is the infinite blue veil that covers the entire Earth as far as 
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my eyes can see and that at night it’s filled with luminous spotlights that 

no man can kindle? Is the moon a goddess? 

“7. –Why does the sun rise behind the black hills of Ruwenzori in the 

morning, shines in the vast blue all day, and then hides behind the 

mountains of Libya in the evening? Is the sun a god of fire as people say? 

“There are many other things I want to know, but I cannot yet organize 

them in my mind in a way to clearly ask the questions. I will do it in due 

time if Mother Isis helps me to look at myself deep inside.” 

 

The three teachers and the Royal Princess were astounded the next 

day when they read the child’s questions. After studying, discussing, and 

analyzing all the questions, they resolved to teach the three children, 

knowing for certain that if one of them was not able to understand, they 

would fall asleep as usual. 

 

And Elder Amonthep said to his companions: 

–Each of Osarsiph’s questions requires an entire class to explain. So, 

I think our week is full. 

Carmi was the teacher on duty; hence it was up to him to give the 

corresponding explanation. 

The Royal Princess attended as usual and sat next to her son; she felt 

her soul also flew by his side through the unknown regions that his 

Psyche, all light and strength, traveled with accelerated speed. 

When Master Carmi began his class, he spoke like this: 

 

–In the council of teachers, we have decided to move on to higher 

teachings than those set out in the programs of the common classrooms.  

“And for this, we will allow the students to ask questions about their 

doubts.”  

“Osarsiph has started the questions and from now on, any of you can 

ask too.”  

“But since this knowledge should only not be given to a very few and 

specific people, I warn you that you would be committing serious 

imprudence if you talk to other people about what you have heard in class 

once you leave the room. It is important that you take your responsibility 

of silence seriously, because our lives are at stake, yours, and that of 

Royal Princess.” 

“Our great Pharaohs of the past, some of whom were Pontiff- 

Hierophants of the Temple, knew and accepted the great eternal and 

invulnerable truths that you will know in your adolescence.” 

“One of our old Holy Scripture says: ‘When the husband arrives, all 

the veils are removed’. 

“There is so much ignorance, fanaticism and human incomprehension 
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nowadays that the ignorant and fanatics decree the death penalty for 

those who know, understand, reason, and accept what is absolutely true 

according to logic and evidence.” 

“And since you will enter the mysterious zones so young, one day that 

is propitious, I will lead you to the deepest crypts of the Temple of 

Memphis. There, you will read for yourselves the epitaphs written on the 

stones that cover the doors of the niches where the mutilated remains of 

the ancient cult’s Pontiffs and Priests were cruelly sacrificed for teaching 

the Truth.” 

“And here we will explain to you the divine science of the Invisible God, 

the Universe, and of souls. This was the science known and taught by all 

those martyrs of the Eternal Truth, the remains of whom sleep in the 

crypts while their victorious souls roam the immensity.” 

“What do you think we should do, all of us who at the present time 

nurture and support the same ideal?” 

Osarsiph jumped to his feet and, much to everyone’s surprise, said 

sharply: 

–We must be silent as the tombs and the mummies within them, like 

the sphinx is silent that until today no one can extract her secret of birth... 

And I swear on the sphinx and Mother Isis that no one will extract a word 

from me of what I hear in this sacred nave. –And he sat calmly on his 

desk. 

–Very well, Osarsiph. You have shown to be far superior to your age, 

–the teacher said. 

The Royal Princess, overcome with emotion, took her son’s hand in 

hers and pressed it against her heart. She wished she could have yelled 

at him:  

–My son! You are my joy, honor, and glory! You are the light that 

illuminates my life and the eternal song that lulls my dreams! 

But her heroic renunciation of her motherhood before the world sealed 

her lips as always and teacher Carmi broke the silence to ask: 

–And you, Aaron and Hur, what do you say about what you have 

heard? 

Hur stood up and repeated Osarsiph’s oath. 

Aaron said shyly: 

–I am capable of keeping silent as Osarsiph and Hur, but if they 

tortured me to force me to talk, I am not sure that I will have the strength 

to remain silent. 

“I will withdraw from the class if my insecurity renders me unworthy of 

remaining here.”  

–Your loyalty and sincerity make you worthy of staying in this 

Classroom, –the teacher said–. Your young age protects you from all 

suspicion in this sense. Don’t be afraid. Our protector, the Royal Princess, 
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and we will take care to keep you away from environments and people 

that could endanger your integrity. 

Without further explanation, Aaron repeated Osarsiph’s oath. 

And the teacher began his class by repeating out loud Osarsiph’s first 

question: ‘What am I, why am I here, where did I come from, and where 

am I going?’ 

“This question will take all the class time and perhaps a single class 

will not be enough. So, listen to me. 

“The intelligent being that we call ‘man’, that collectively constitutes 

the human species of this planet, is a gradual and continuous renovation 

of multiple species of inferior organic beings that we call animals or 

beasts. 

“Each intelligent being of the human species can truly say: ‘I am one 

and triune’, for I am formed of three elements wisely combined and 

arranged by the Eternal Creative Power. First, my intelligence that thinks, 

my will that loves, and my memory that remembers, are all indelible 

attributes of the first element of my being. It is invisible, indivisible, and 

indestructible because it emerged as a spark of light and fire from the 

Eternal Creative Power, invisible, indivisible, and indestructible, attributes 

that we summarize in a single phrase, a single word, the greatest and 

most formidable word that a human voice can pronounce: Eternal! 

“Hence, the first element that constitutes man is also eternal as the 

source from which it proceeds. This element vibrates, spins, or flies in the 

infinite blue space that surrounds this and all the planets until the eternal 

law of evolution guides it to any of the planets or worlds destined to 

nurture organic lives; first in the plant kingdom, later in the animal 

kingdom, until, after long ages, it arrives to the species we call ‘Human’. 

“When the living spark is introduced into the appropriate worlds, it is 

covered with the two other elements that constitute ‘man’: first a garment 

of magnetic and gaseous ethereal fluids, which is the second element of 

which man is composed. 

“Finally, the Eternal Law forms the third element to allow life manifest 

externally; we call this element the physical body. It is the instrument of 

the external manifestations of the intelligent, invisible, indivisible, and 

indestructible principle, which is eternal as the Source, Light, or Fire that 

gave life to it. 

“I think that the first part of the question was answered: What am I? 

“The second part says like this: Why am I here, where did I come from, 

and where am I going?” 

“You have already been given an explanation for where you came 

from: A living Spark of the Eternal Living Being that is within all that lives 

that inhabits the worlds. 

“You had come from the Infinite immensity of God, and we all go 
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toward Him in the infinite succession of time. The physical body is born 

from a seed like all life. It grows and manifests in a variety of ways: good, 

beautiful, sublime, or mean, ignoble, ugly, or bad, according to the degree 

of understanding and progress achieved in the course of slow ages. It 

reaches youth, middle age, old age, and then dies. It disintegrates and 

turns to dust. All matter goes through the same process. 

“This is the end of the third element that constitutes ‘man’. 

“The destruction or end of physical life has the inevitable consequence 

of liberating the other two constitutive elements of man: the divine spark 

or soul, which is Intelligence, Memory, and Will, and its envelope of 

magnetic and gaseous fluids which is the intermediate living force 

between the soul and physical matter. 

“I must add that the Eternal Creative Power bestows broad freedom 

of action to its intelligent creations when it has become part of the Human 

Species after long ages. This is known as Free Will and it makes the 

intelligent being responsible for its acts. 

“He who does good, sooner reaches his eternal and divine origin. The 

spark returns to the fire that created it and returns enlarged, embellished, 

and purified through a long chain of physical existences. 

“He who does evil takes longer to return to the Eternal Force that gave 

him life, and sometimes wanders from world to world falling lower until 

the intense suffering makes him embrace the path that will lead to his 

eternal origin. 

“I think I have answered the second part of the question: “Why am I 

here, where do I come from and where am I going?” 

“May the Divine Light that enlightened the one who made this question 

bring clarity to your mind, so that you’re able to understand my lesson 

today. 

Before leaving the Classroom, Osarsiph asked the teacher: 

–May I speak to the Royal Princess and my two companions about 

today’s lesson, Master Carmi? 

–You can talk to them when no one else can hear you. Be careful, my 

children, because we risk our lives if today’s lesson goes outside this 

sacred Classroom. 

–I take it very seriously, master, –the boy replied, and they stood still 

on the door threshold, staring at the teacher, who closed the door behind 

them until the next day. 

Aaron had looked at the teacher with terrified eyes. Hur had looked at 

the flooring thoughtfully. Osarsiph had calmly held his teacher’s gaze that 

reminded them of the death threat if they spoke recklessly. 

With just that fleeting glance, a good observant psychologist could 

have accurately classified each of those teenagers’ character as well as 

their spiritual and mental capacities.  
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8.  The Next Day  
 

To the second question, in response to the fact that animals don’t 

pronounce words, play music, paint canvases, laugh, or cry, the teacher 

explained that beings within the Animal Kingdom lack the physical 

conditions required to speak human language, but they don’t lack diverse 

forms of expression and feeling, depending on the degree of evolution of 

each species. And, while they don’t cry or laugh, they clearly show their 

pain or joy. And by giving them as living and clear examples of 

observations easily made in domestic animals, the student who asked 

the question was satisfied with teacher Carmi’s answer. 

The teacher explained the third and fourth questions as follows: 

–The restlessness and constant desire to know and penetrate 

everything that is unknown and mysterious that surrounds us clearly 

reveals that this spirit has known in previous existences all or many of the 

Eternal Laws and Truths that rule the Universe and the intelligent entities 

that populate it. More evolved spirits experience this soul awakening 

earlier. And there are those who suffer death sadness if they don’t find a 

way or a possibility of knowing and discovering what they sense in their 

inner self. 

“And despite having all kinds of comforts and material goods, they feel 

miserable until that intense and inner desire is satisfied.” 

The teacher added: –That’s the explanation I can give to the third and 

fourth questions of the list. 

The three students examined the numbered list on the large wood 

sheet on which the teacher had written down Osarsiph’s questions. 

And when the teacher brought up the fifth question regarding what the 

clouds are and where they go, something unexpected happened. 

Osarsiph stood up and very respectfully he said: 

–Master Carmi..., It seems that now I understand and know what I 

didn’t understand when I wrote these questions. It seems to me that the 

lecture I heard filled my mind with clarity and now I know what the clouds 

are, where they come from and where they go. I think they are vapors 

from the sea, rivers, and all bodies of water on Earth. They fly through 

space, evaporate in the air, or rain down on cities and fields. 

“And I think I know that the bluish veil that covers the Earth is neither 

a veil nor a mantle, but air, light, ether, gas, and all the luminous bulbs in 

the sky are spheres, globes, and earths like the one we live in. And that 

Eternal Fire or Light that created the sparks known as souls also created 

the luminous spheres that glitter at night. 

“And the moon is also an Earth like this one, which lives closer to us 

and appears larger to us. 
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“The Governor of the Castle says that neither the moon nor the sun 

are gods. Amon-Ra is fiction...” 

Master Carmi put his index finger on his lips and Osarsiph cut off the 

word he had begun. 

–Enough for today, my child. You are understanding and discovering 

all the mystery that surrounds us. 

“But be quiet..., always be quiet. Don’t utter what you’ve just said 

outside of this Classroom. 

“And you, Aaron and Hur, pretend as if you had never heard them. 

“Just like your teachers and your protector, the Royal Princess, have 

had the patience to be quiet, you too keep quiet like the tombs, like the 

mummies, like the Sphinx. 

“I don’t know if our Egypt glorious past will one day shine again as in 

the old days. The Supreme Creative Intelligence shone its light on 

Osarsiph at the age of 12, and through him to both of you, Aaron and Hur. 

“Love that light more than your life. It is like an eternal wife. Hide it in 

the secret sanctuary of your inner Self, and don’t let it be seen by the 

people who desecrate all what is great and holly in God’s creations. 

“We are living in the time of death silences. The day of glory will come 

when even the tombs, mummies, stones, and the Sphinx itself will speak, 

and the whole world and other worlds will know the greatness of our God, 

which had no beginning and will have no end: The Eternal Invisible..., the 

Eternal Power, the Eternal Love that is the origin of all life..., all life!... 

The elation of young Hierophant Carmi was so intense that made him 

fall on his dais wrapped in his while linen cloak, and the Princess and the 

children heard him sob. 

Thimetis approached him as a mother would. 

–Trust and wait, Master Carmi, that one day all of us in this Castle, 

dwelling of the Infinite, will be able to sing a psalm that ends like this: 

‘Glory to God in all the worlds, in all heavens, and on earth peace to 

beings of good will!’ 

The opaline light of sunset streaming in through the west window cast 

a golden aura around the Royal Princess’s white figure, which made her 

appeared as the high priestess of the Temple of Memphis when she 

uttered her oracle surrounded by torches. 

The lesson of that day ended in this manner, and Osarsiph had no 

need to ask further questions because his teachers handed him one after 

another old files and papyrus rolls from their secret archives. 
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9.  The Mysterious Rosebush  
 

My reader friends will surely not have forgotten Elder Eleazar, 

Amram’s father, and his sister Jochebed, the Lady of the House and 

governess of the maidservants. 

Let’s listen to the conversation between the Elder father and his 

daughter as she held his arm and helped him sit in his armchair on the 

terrace of his bedroom. 

The Elder carried a piece of creased parchment in his hand and once 

seated, he unfolded it before his daughter while saying: –Jochebed, my 

daughter, sit down over here for a moment and let’s take advantage of 

this solitude to talk about something that I think is necessary. 

Jochebed sat next to him. 

–What is it, father? 

–It’s about your brother, Amram. Tell me, what happened to that lovely 

and good damsel whom your brother joined in matrimony? I scrutinize the 

faces of all the damsels who come to pamper me and in none of them do 

I find that angelic face, those dark and sweet eyes with that loving 

glance..., in short, the one that when I saw her and heard her affectionate 

voice I thought: If the Patriarch Jacob could see the new Rachel, he would 

rise from the grave and steal her from my son! What became of her? 

For a few moments Jochebed was speechless, unsure of what to say. 

–Father!... I don’t know if I can tell you what you want to know, nor if 

you will understand me. 

–It seems to me, dear daughter, that I am in my right mind, thanks to 

Jehovah who keeps me well to this day. What dark mystery does my 

question contain that you hesitate to respond? Is the girl dead? Or did 

some stubborn prince take her from my son? 

“I would almost think this is the case seeing Amram’s habitual 

sadness. Haven’t you noticed it? 

–None of that happened, father, you can remain calm... 

–But where is the girl who never comes to visit me? –the Elder 

insisted.  

Jochebed couldn’t remember having ever been through anything so 

distressing in her life. What to do? 

–Father, –she said at last in a whisper –there is no damsel... 

–But, How? Didn’t I myself join them in matrimony? Didn’t the damsel 

go to my cabin several times to bring me fruit, pastries, and beautiful 

clothes? To tell me that there is no damsel at all! My daughter, you must 

be mad! 

–Oh, God of Abraham and Jacob! Help me to proceed correctly! –

muttered poor Jochebed, not daring to reveal the great secret. 
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–Father, it’s a secret of tremendous importance and difficult to endure, 

–his daughter said as she caressed his white-haired head. 

–Tell me. Whatever it is, I will endure it. What are the 70 years that I 

have good for if not to endure any grief? 

–Father, I told you that there’s no damsel because your son’s wife is 

...  

–I hope she is not a leper, right? 

–Your son’s wife is the Royal Princess that we have here in the Castle 

... 

–What? Oh, my poor daughter, you’ve gone mad! 

And the Elder turned pale, almost as white as the clothes he was 

wearing. He looked at Jochebed who was kissing his hand and smiling 

tenderly at him. 

–Father, I have already told you that it was a secret difficult to endure; 

but you have ripped it from me with all your might... And now what? 

–Father Abraham! What will become of all of us, of all the people of 

Israel, if this heinous crime is discovered? 

“Oh, my daughter! ... What a misfortune! What a terrible misfortune!” 

–Calm down, father and listen to me. More than ten years have 

passed, and the secret has remained unknown; our God has sent His 

angels to protect us from all evil. 

“Haven’t you, yourself, told me many times that we live in a paradise 

full of all good? Weren’t you proud of your son, Governor of the Castle, 

and your daughter, Lady of this great house? Don’t you get excited every 

time the Royal Princess comes to see you with her adorable son, 

Osarsiph? 

The Elder held his head with both hands looking around as if he were 

seeing visions. 

He gradually calmed down and his thoughts were becoming clearer. 

–But the damsel, where is she? 

–She is the Royal Princess, father. Your son didn’t reveal the secret 

to you at the time because he was afraid you would refuse to bless his 

marriage. Fear nothing, everything was properly arranged. The Queen 

Regent is not involved in this matter, and no one in the royal court knows 

it. Furthermore, the Pontiff and the Priests of the Temple have wanted it 

this way because they say that their son will be the liberator of our people 

and the one who will impose our God on the world, forever annulling the 

false gods that the pagans worship. Do you understand father? 

–Wait, daughter..., until I have sorted out all this tangled mess in my 

head and can swallow it without choking... 

“Oh, holy father Abraham!... What things you see in this wicked world!”  

“Tell me..., Isn’t Osarsiph the Hebrew child pulled out of the water? 

–Yes, father, it’s him. 
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–Oh!... Oh! I’m beginning to understand, yes... Father Abraham!... 

Your light has entered my old mind... It was an ingenious little story about 

the child taken out of the water. 

“Oh, what a beautiful story! 

“Holy Heavens of Jehovah! My son’s marriage to the damsel of the 

people was a made-up story, as so was the child rescued from the water. 

It’s natural. 

“The first story brought the second one. Of course! And, because there 

was no matrimony before the world, there couldn’t be a son. It is obvious! 

It’s perfectly clear! 

“Osarsiph is the son of the Amram and Royal Princess! 

“Osarsiph is my grandson...my beautiful grandson! That’s why his 

laughter and mischief as a little boy were as sweet as honey to me!... Oh, 

Jochebed, my daughter, bring me the boy right away, I want to I want to 

get fed up with him, my precious, my heaven!... If I had known when he 

was little, I would have made him tiny shoes, belts, and straps with the 

gold I keep in my chest! 

“Oh, Jochebed, I don’t forgive you for not telling me this before. And 

the poor Elder in a nervous breakdown, burst into tears from so much joy, 

from so much happiness at knowing everything!... 

He didn’t think he was the Royal Princess’s father-in-law or that his 

son had risen to the steps of a throne. He could only think about his son’s 

son, his adorable grandson, as handsome, slender, and agile as a prairie 

fawn. And he imagined himself to be like Joseph, son of Jacob, who one 

day made the Nile a great country in which he left an indelible memory. 

Jochebed, a simple tender and kind woman who, having been 

widowed so young. Even before Aaron was born, longed intensely for the 

private joys of a family, of a home, and she had one of those ideas that 

in honest social life is referred to as a ‘happy idea’. 

She ran to tell her brother, Governor of the Castle, what had happened 

with her father, who was at first frightened because of the tremendous 

secret, but was later overjoyed to know that Osarsiph was his grandson, 

and that the damsel he had joined in marriage to his son had not died, 

nor had she been stolen from anyone, nor was she a leper sent out far 

away from the city. She was the Royal Princess! It was none other than 

her! 

Jochebed found his brother in his large and sumptuous study, where 

he was with two scribes in charge of paying the salaries of the servants 

and guards who served in the Castle. 

When she was able to talk to him alone, she told him exactly 

everything that had happened between the Elder Eleazar and her. 

Jochebed and Amram were two souls united by a perfect affinity. 

And he at the same time had in her, her soft and caressing hand, the 
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shadow of her friend, generous and understanding that was in tune with 

all her alternatives. 

She lost the great love of her beloved Reuben in the second year of 

their marriage. So Amram, her only brother, was the confidant of all her 

inner, deep thoughts. And Amram, too, found in her a generous and 

understanding friend, someone who offered him a sympathetic 

companionship who would listen to all his ruminations. 

Only Jochebed could see without alarm her brother’s love for the 

young Royal Princess when they started an idyllic relationship years 

before when the young Levite, skillful jeweler, was called to the palace by 

order of the Pharaoh. 

She had told her brother, with the simple innocence of a good young 

woman devoid of malice: 

–If you love her and she loves you, what does it matter if she is a 

princess? You are a Levite who made your career in the cloisters of our 

Temple, and you can reach the supreme Pontificate. 

“Wasn’t Joseph, the Viceroy of Egypt, the son of a cattle herder?” 

And with this reasoning, Jacobed, three years older than his brother, 

came to be his adviser and confidante. 

And in this case, she exposed to the brother Governor of the Castle 

the idea that she had had to give joy to their Elder father: 

–What do you think, Amram, about the idea I had after talking with our 

father? 

–Let’s see, –Amram replied listlessly, for some time since a deep 

melancholy had begun to transform his cheerful disposition into a taciturn 

one. 

–The Spring festivals are coming to an end. What do you think about 

giving all the Castle maidens and servants the day off tomorrow? 

–If you don’t tell me the reason why this is necessary, I don’t know 

how we’re going to do it. –Amram responded. 

–Listen to me. This is my idea: to meet for an intimate dinner in our 

private pavilion with our beloved Thimetis, Osarsiph, Aaron, our father, 

you, and me. Please, Amram, just to be a family for once! The eternal 

pretense to which the hateful palace etiquette obliges us has fed me up, 

and you can see that I have endured it resignedly for you, Thimetis, for 

Osarsiph, and for our father. 

“For once we steal a few hours from that horrible strictness that almost 

leads us to ignore each other... Our father knows everything now. 

Amram remained silent and his handsome face seemed to be covered 

with an ever-darker shadow. 

As the silence lengthened, Jacobed looked at his brother strangely. 

She saw his eyes glassy with tears and a soft tremor on his lips. Amram 

was about to burst into tears. 
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She felt his pain and took his hand. 

–I see you are suffering more than I am, poor brother!... I completely 

understand you! Don’t you see in this happy idea a good choice and a 

slight relief for the sorrow we both suffer in silence? 

–Yes, Jochebed! That’s true!... –Amram finally responded when he 

was able to control his feelings–. But your idea is not a solution... because 

there is no possible solution. 

–It is true that there is no definite and complete solution for the time 

being, and perhaps for a long time. But what I want to do tomorrow, we 

can make a habit of doing at all public festivals held at court and attended 

by the people. 

–Your idea is very beautiful, but it is nothing more than a fugitive 

butterfly that arose from your love for me and from our musty home 

customs. Furthermore..., if we think what the Royal Princess will say to 

this, your idea turns into soap bubbles, dear sister. 

–You are always so formal! Why don’t you call her Thimetis when no 

one hears us? Isn’t she your wife by her own will? 

–Yes, Jochebed, yes, everything you say is true. But you have not 

listened to Pontiff Pthamer in full Hierophant Council before the Royal 

Princess herself as I have. 

–You never told me anything! What’s up with all those mysterious 

people who frighten me? 

–They are all good people, Jochebed, and I assure you that they suffer 

as much or more than we do as a result of the conditions we live in. 

“Don’t think that everyone is like the Pontiff there, or like the teachers 

Amonthep, Ohad, and Carmi. They are as rigid and inflexible as a steel 

rod! And since the older ones know what happened many years ago, 

before you and I were born ...” 

–Please explain yourself! What happened? 

–There was a tremendous religious-political revolution in which many 

tonsured heads fell as well as heads with diadems. This occurred before 

Thimetis’s grandfather was presented to the people as his father’s heir. It 

seems that the gods of these people had rivalry, similar to men who rule 

and each one wants to overthrow the others. 

“Only the people of Israel have one God, who lights the Sun and the 

stars, and no one thinks they are greater than He is. 

“I don’t know which storm was unleashed between Aton (aka Aten or 

Atum) and Amon-Ra; hundreds of people heads fell under the axe, and 

Thimetis’s grandfather died without being able to sort out things back to 

the way they were. 

“As a consequence, from all this, Pontiff Pthamer and his devotees 

are forced to conceal their convictions, beliefs, inner cult, and live in 

eternal feigning and concealment because they are cowered in fear. 
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–I get all that, but what does it have to do with us? 

–Oh! ... If Thimetis were not the Royal Princess... Jochebed, how 

happy would be all of us who love her and are bound to her! Believe me, 

sometimes I almost regret my senseless love. 

–Amram..., please, don’t say those words that sound like blasphemy! 

What would be of us if she hadn’t sacrificed everything for your love? 

Have you already forgotten? 

“We would live in the swamp on the other side of the Delta devoured 

by mosquitoes and pests, and our lungs destroyed by the swamp air that 

is breathed there.” 

–Don’t be like that, Jochebed; I have not thought anything against her 

and I know we owe her everything. 

“What I am trying to say is that I believe myself guilty of this situation, 

for allowing myself this irrational and senseless love; I will never be able 

to rise to her level, and we must live eternally apart by an insurmountable 

abyss.” 

“And sometimes ..., I cannot resign myself! ..., Jochebed, believe me 

and try to understand me. Neither can she treat me as her husband, nor 

can I call the son that God has given me a son.” 

“Isn’t all this horrible, Jochebed? Tell me, isn’t it horrible?” 

After a long sigh, Jochebed replied: 

–What you say is true, but you haven’t explained why you believe 

Thimetis would not agree with my happy idea. 

–Well, it’s very clear: in return for their approval of our marriage, they 

demand that we take every precaution to ensure that no one ever finds 

out. 

“They have demanded from both of us an oath stating that nothing in 

us can give indications of the great secret, until our son is 18 to 20 years 

old, depending on whether or not he is capable of understanding the fact 

and also keeping the most absolute secret. 

–And for us an oath to Jehovah is so terrible!..., I understand you 

Amram, my brother. Though I understand everything you have said, 

please allow me to talk to Thimetis alone; I am confident that between 

her and I, we can make this situation more bearable. 

Amram, whose conversation with his sister had significantly eased his 

grief, took his ebony and nacre lyre, a gift from the Royal Princess, and 

sang in a whisper his favorite song: 

 

Jehovah has planted in my chest  

A mysterious rosebush  

Sometimes robbed in white  

And at others in royal purple.  
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Its petals are of silk, 

Its perfume peerless  

But..., heartless are the thorns  

Of the mysterious rosebush. 

Having concealed in the soul  

A real fire of love 

But no spark allowed to show  

From this fire to the outside!...  

It’s a dead body’s shroud 

It’s a chain to the heart 

It’s a blindfold 

It’s woe upon woe. 

The bird in the sky is free  

And sings its love happily,  

But I cannot to the world  

reveal my holy love... 

 
Amram couldn’t continue singing because the Royal Princess was 

before them.  

The saddened Levite stared at her ecstatically. 

 

Jochebed bowed low before her with great reverence. And Thimetis 

smiling told them affably: 

–I’ve decided to spy on you since yesterday, so I will know everything 

you want to hide from me. 

“Jochebed, I heard your entire conversation with Grandfather Eleazar, 

and I just listened to your conversation with Amram. 

“Abine took all the maidens and servant women to the Spring Festival. 

The Butler took the servants, and the Head Guard left with all his 

subordinates. Didn’t you have the idea that for this day and night we are 

alone, Jochebed? 

“Well, we already are, that’s why I’m sitting next to you. Where do we 

celebrate the first family dinner? 

Both siblings were speechless. 

Amram stood up, enraptured, and fell to his knees before the Royal 

Princess. He embraced her, leant his head over that heart he secretly 

loved, and silently burst into tears, venting his tormented heart. 
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Jochebed was crying too, hiding her tears. She ran to get his father, 

Osarsiph, and Aaron, who were taking a walk in the garden. Hur had been 

brought by his father the day before so that he spent with the family the 

last day of the festivities. 

When Osarsiph arrived, he stood in the door’s threshold under the 

lintel. He didn’t know how to explain the scene he saw. The Royal 

Princess was sitting in the canopy chair of the Governor of the Castle, 

and Amram was kneeling before her. 

Elder Eleazar seated next to the Princess, holding in his old and 

wrinkled hands the little hand of Thimetis, white and soft as a magnolia 

petal. 

The handsome teenager stared blankly. The Princess smiled at him, 

her eyes filled with tears. The Elder laughed and cried.  

Jochebed laughed and cried too. Osarsiph, who was already used to 

dominating his feelings and repressing all inner impulses, watched in 

silence. But his intuition, that celestial magician which reveals secrets and 

answers questions without words, began to design in Osarsiph’s mind the 

important secret that had never been revealed. 

He walked slowly toward the solemn group, knelt before the Princess, 

who was next to Amram, held one hand of each, and pressed them to his 

chest. Osarsiph bit his lip to keep from crying or yelling: Father! Mother! 

He had understood everything! The sky opened up before him, who 

mutely continued contemplating that scene of deep emotion, of silent 

crying, of ineffable joy that no one could express. 

They lived in the kingdom of Isis, the goddess of secrets and silence, 

and they had all learned the great lesson: understand, feel, and be quiet. 

The Royal Princess was the first to speak. She knew she had captured 

the essence of what the child felt when she looked at Osarsiph’s attitude 

and countenance. 

And, in a shaky voice of one who holds back crying, she told him with 

infinite tenderness:  

–Osarsiph, my son. Is it true that you have understood everything? 

And with a trembling voice, the boy replied: –Yes, Royal Princess, I 

have understood everything.  

–And if you have understood everything, why do you call me like this? 

–Amram had stood up, and the Princess reached out to hug Osarsiph, 

whom she had not hugged since he was in the cradle. 

Only then did Osarsiph burst into muffled sobs. 

The midday sun shone at its zenith, and the castle seemed to be 

enveloped in a halo of gold. 

That first family gathering was never erased from their minds and 

hearts of the characters who acted in it. On such an unforgettable day, 

all the heartless thorns of the mysterious rosebush fell to the ground, and 
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all its petals shone with the royal purple of eternal love. 

From that day Osarsiph knew that he was not a son of the Nile. He 

knew who his parents were; however, his strong soul, as if tempered in 

fire, accepted without complaint to live as if he didn’t know it. 

–In the same way that your father and I live under the great secret, so 

must you live, if we are to valiantly fulfill the divine mandate, –Thimetis 

explained. 

“Osarsiph, my son, I know you are strong because I know who you 

are, and you are going to swear on the Supreme Creative Power of worlds 

and beings, that you will never reveal the secret. The lives of all of us who 

worship the Invisible and Unique God, Supreme Cause of everything that 

exists in the Universe, depends on it.” 

They all stood up to listen to the boy’s oath, who at that moment 

became a man. Osarsiph firmly pronounced the solemn oath while 

holding his parents' hands. Grandfather Eleazar also pronounced the 

solemn oath. So did Aaron while holding the hands of his mother, 

Jochebed. 

The first dinner was celebrated at nightfall in the grand dining room of 

the Castle. The room was brimming with flowers and lights, among beings 

who, shrouded in a radiant aura of the same love, had to live hiding it until 

it was time to reveal it in the light of the Sun. 
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10.  Fiat Lux!...  
 

And there was light in the mind of the meditative Osarsiph. 

“Who am I?” “Why the secret and mystery of my birth?” 

These were the two questions that came to Osarsiph's mind from that 

day on in all the hours that he devoted to meditation. 

Osarsiph belonged to the race of Abraham on his father’s side, the 

people of Israel to whom Pharaoh Ramses I, Thimetis’s father, had 

donated the Goshen Valley, where the vast and unexplored Nile Delta 

ended. 

Only there could the Israelites practice their religion freely. They had 

their synagogues where they read and explained the books of the 

Prophets. They surrender to the happy dream that a Guide, a Leader, 

would be sent to them who would take them out of that country of idolaters 

and lead them to the land promised by Jehovah to Patriarch Abraham. 

This promised land was the old and glorious root from which the 

numerous and vigorous people of Israel had emerged. 

And since that time, Osarsiph wanted to study the history of that 

strange people who living among the Egyptians for centuries, had not 

accepted their customs or religion. 

And on one occasion, Osarsiph, dressed as a son of peasants with his 

father dressed without the Governor’s finery of Lake Merik’s Castle, they 

visited that industrious, strong people who worked in the great capitals. 

They worked in the public works where they were considered as the most 

resistant and skillful workers. 

He learned that his Grandfather Eleazar and father were both doctors 

and jewelers, and that both had come to the Royal Palace as jewelers, 

sought out and supported in that position by the Pharaoh, father of the 

Royal Princess who was his mother. 

He learned that Pontiff Pthamer, the Hierophants of his Council, and 

several notable priests of the Temple of Memphis worshiped the Invisible 

and Only God of the people of Israel. 

He made comparisons between the Invisible God, Creator of the 

worlds, suns, and stars, and the Egyptian gods made of stones, silver, 

gold, and ivory. These silent comparisons gradually led him to the Truth. 

He understood why the goddess Isis, all insensible, cold marble, 

ordered silence. He then understood why the Hierophants went down to 

the deep crypts of the Temple with very few students to whom they gave 

a different teaching than the others. It was the same teaching that Aaron, 

Hur, and he had received in the classroom of the castle where he had 

spent his childhood, and where he still lived with his parents, though he 

couldn’t reveal that they were his parents due to the solemn oath of 
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silence that sealed his lips since that memorable day when he discovered 

the secret. 

The teenager was becoming a man, day by day, and it seemed that 

his heart and mind were shielding with a steel armor against a future that 

was an unknown and distant, but dry and hard as the walls of the temple, 

as the rocks of the tombs, as the lonely pyramids of the desert, as the 

unmoved and mute Sphinx of Gizeh. 

Every time he meditated in his bedroom, the same thought was 

immediately designed in his mind with sharp lines: 

“Who am I?” He rejected it but it came back. 

He erased this thought with his strong will, but it reappeared on his 

mental horizon. 

He retired to the shadows of the solitary Classroom at dusk. There, 

seeking to get rid of that bold and tenacious thought. But there, among 

the shadows, solitude and absolute silence, the daring question 

continued to pursue him. 

He judged himself arrogant because he was beginning to embrace the 

accepted idea among the descendants of Egyptian royalty who believed 

they were a race of gods. Hence, he chastised himself with overwhelming 

thoughts such as these: 

–“I am the son of parents who refuse to declare it under the light of the 

Sun. If there was crime in my mother for joining a foreign plebeian, I am 

the son of a crime. 

“I am that, and nothing more than that!” 

And he thought he could calm his mind with this conclusion. However, 

the question persisted: Who am I? 

Until one hot Egyptian summer night, he sat on a bench beneath some 

centenarian palm trees whose shadow hid him. The hours passed, 

bringing more and more calm, more solitude, and more silence. 

The restless gazelles had calmed down their graceful wanderings and 

were sleeping peacefully in the dark green of the lush grass along the 

lake shores. 

The birds' chirping and turtledoves' cooing had also silenced. 

The imposing majesty of the wide blue sky studded with stars, was 

also in complete silence and calm. 

The young man fell asleep. 

And he had strange dreams in which he saw himself older than he was 

then. He was only 15 years old! 

He saw himself as a powerful young nobleman sent by the 

Government to slaughter men in a war of conquest. And he disobeyed 

the order because he saw no reason or justice in taking land away from 

the owners. He was brought to trial before a strict Court that would have 

sentenced him to death if the Royal Princess had not secretly spoken to 
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each of those judges, revealing something that left them terrified. He was 

acquitted without objection, and all was silent. Those judges resigned 

because one had rheumatism, the other's wife died tragically, and the 

third, fourth, and fifth had been raided by a gang of starving Bedouins and 

held hostage in exchange for food supplies. 

And when Osarsiph awoke from his dream under the palm trees on 

the shores of the lake, the same question returned to his mind. 

“Who am I?” 

He beat his chest with his clenched fists..., then he raised his eyes 

and hands to the starry blue sky, and finally fell to his knees and sank his 

forehead in the sand. 

–Single and Invisible God! –he muttered–. Only You know who I am 

and what I have come for... and You don’t want to tell me!... 

Every living being is your son, and even the gazelles and seagulls 

know what they are and what they come for!... only I who cannot know! 

Suddenly, a radiant light illuminated Osarsiph, as if his act of supreme 

humbling and surrender had removed the hidden invisible forces that 

drive souls and move worlds. And a beautiful Elder of venerable majesty 

appeared before him, and a deep noiseless voice said: 

–“You are my Son and I brought you to Earth for a design of the Eternal 

Law. Wait and trust.” 

The light, the Elder, and the voice all faded into the deep shadows of 

midnight. 

Osarsiph remained silent, meditating on what he had seen. 

He remembered having read something in one of the rolls of 

parchment that Amonthep had secretly given him: 

“In an age lost in the darkness of time in a star of the Constellation of 

Can Maximus, an Intelligence of Light called Sirius, guarded a lighthouse 

on the seashore. While cooling off his body in the water a greenish skein 

came out entangled at his feet that appeared as silk ready for handloom 

weaving. 

“By nature, he was inclined to investigate medicinal and edible herbs, 

plants, and roots, aromatic to extract perfumes, or fibrous to weave mats 

or baskets. He realized that the soft and silky skein was interwoven with 

living cells that moved and enlarged with the light and heat from the sun. 

And he observed the green skein for many days, after which he confirmed 

that it was not dead, but alive, since the skein changed places always 

looking for sunlight. 

“Seventy living cells were clinging to that greenish and humid cord, 

which sometimes dripped tiny drops of water. And the lone Lighthouse-

Keeper wanted to know how these tiny cells developed and acted in such 

precarious and primitive life. The years and centuries passed by 

uninterruptedly, and that luminous Intelligence had the courage and 
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perseverance to continue fostering those tiny cells extracted from the 

sea, which changed form and way of life a thousand times over the course 

of thousands of years and centuries. 

“His selfless love for nature and everything in it made him Father of a 

legion made up of 70 Intelligences. The Eternal Law of Evolution was in 

charge of making them live and grow, be born and reborn, and go through 

species of the plant, animal, and human kingdoms for so many centuries 

that no one could count. 

“And this is how the great Sirius became Father of a radiant Legion of 

luminous Intelligences, destined to guide humanities in future ages and, 

at the same time, auxiliary creators of innumerable beginnings of life, the 

existence of which is beyond comprehension. 

And Osarsiph solved the mystery of his vision on shores of the lake in 

the shade of old palm trees on a starry Egyptian summer.  

–Now I know who I am –he said exhaling with a deep sigh that took 

away all his worries–. I am one of those living cells clinging to the greenish 

skein we call seaweed, and the Elder who visited me is the great Father 

Sirius of the secret papyri which Master Amonthep placed in my hands. 

That’s why he calls me his son and has the right to bring me to Earth for 

a design of the Eternal Law,  

“Which design is this?” He told me: “wait and trust.” 

“I will wait for one, two, ten years, as long as it takes because I already 

know who I am and why I am on this Earth, where men are ignorant of 

everything because they’re not interested in knowing; where they hate 

each other because they have not come to known the glories of love; 

where they live to each, sleep, laugh, or cry and then grow old and die 

without knowing why they live, nor why they must die, and even less, what 

dying is. 

“Oh, my great invisible Father who surely lives in one of those brilliant 

stars that glitter in the distance!... Now I know that I’m never alone in the 

world, even if I had no father, no mother, no siblings, no friends. 

“Now I know that I am a part of an immensity of life, strength, and 

extraordinary power and that I am not thrown into the void like a bubble 

of gas, like a lock of hair, like a piece of flesh, or like a flash of life that 

fades in a breath! 

“Father Sirius will have his origin in another great Father who 

preceded Him in the eternity of Infinite Life, and that one, in another, and 

another, reaching up ... to where? ... to where? 

Osarsiph stared into the depths of the infinite blue that surrounded him 

searching for an answer. 

The majesty of that profound silence, the depth of the abyss into which 

his soul peered when he asked that question, overwhelmed him with 

horror, with terrifying confinement. 
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He felt as tiny as one of those fireflies whose shy light flickers on and 

off in the darkness of the silent prairies on summer nights, and falling on 

his knees on the soft grass, he felt that all the stars looked at him with 

love, calling him Son of God, that the whisper of the wind among the trees 

called him Son of God, and that everything that lives on the entire Earth 

and in all the spheres also called him Son of God. 

A stream of tears of intimate joy poured from his ecstatic eyes in happy 

contemplation of the Eternal Truth that he had just discovered. His crying 

was a loving response, a hymn of glory, a certainty of supreme love, and 

an exponent of light, strength, and life. 

At the age of 15, Osarsiph had discovered the Eternal and Invisible 

God of his teachers, the Egyptian Hierophants, and of the powerful and 

long-suffering race of Israel to which his father belonged. 

Osarsiph felt strong and powerful with all that knowledge! The infinite 

Power, the clear Knowledge, the Eternal Creator, was his Father. And he, 

a small Egyptian adolescent, was ‘his son’, something so intimate to Him, 

that he belonged to Him absolutely, and reciprocal rights and duties 

united them forever and ever. 

–Father and Son!... Son and Father! –he tirelessly repeated those 

magnificent and solemn words–, more than life and death! 

After a few days, Osarsiph wanted to speak privately with his three 

teachers Amonthep, Ohad, and Carmi, without his two companions, 

Aaron and Hur, being present. 

He opened his soul before his teachers as he opened a scroll, 

revealing everything he had lived and thought in the immense solitude of 

that night on the shores of the lake, under the shade of the palm trees. 

The three of them listen to him without interrupting. And all three men 

thought in the same way. 

–Osarsiph, my son, –said Amonthep, the oldest of the three–. The 

Superior Intelligences that help in the Evolution of humankinds have 

revealed you secrets that we would have feared to tell you ahead of time. 

If you remain submissive and humble before them, they will be the best 

teachers that the Divine Law provides for an incarnated being. 

“Let yourself be guided by them, and when any doubt hurts your heart, 

come to us, and we will place our little ray of light among the luminaries 

that illuminate your path as a teacher.” 

Since that day when there was Light for him, Osarsiph's life changed 

dramatically; he became more meditative, more solitary, and more 

austere than ever. 

Aaron and Hur asked him timidly: 

–Have we upset you, Osarsiph that you seem to run away from us? 

We barely see you during class, and don’t hear you speak a word. 

He smiled sadly and answered: 
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–I love you even more than before, but as time goes by, I feel 

incapable and small for all the great and good things we must do when 

we grow up. And I think we should start growing now. This idea 

completely absorbs me. 

–Leave him alone, he’s an old man at 15, –his teachers said to his two 

classmates and even to the Royal Princess and the Governor of the 

Castle when they showed surprise at the behavior that they observed in 

Osarsiph. 

The Fiat-Lux that resonated in Osarsiph's inner world when he was 

just 15 years old transformed him into the extraordinary man that we 

know as Moses through legends and centuries. 

Who else could have kept alive the faith of 600,000 souls during 40 

days of life in the desert?  
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11.  The Three Tests  
Two years later, the castle on Lake Merik celebrated the seventeenth 

anniversary of Osarsiph's birth. 

That is to say, the public celebration was held on the day of the 

anniversary that the Royal Princess pulled him out of the river. Privately, 

the celebration made by the family was 50 days before. 

–My son, –the Royal Princess said one afternoon in Amram's 

presence–. We will celebrate privately the day of your birth as a family as 

we’ve been doing for a few years, but where and how would you like to 

have the public celebration that is appropriate for a son of mine? 

“The Regent and the Council, that are preparing the coronation 

festivities for the young Pharaoh Amenhepat, my brother, have thought 

of introducing you as Viceroy Superintendent of the entire country. 

“The Pontiff and the Hierophants, classmates of my father, convinced 

the Regent and the Council that no minister will be able to accomplish 

with Amenhepat what you are capable of. 

“Unfortunately, until now Amenhepat is a weak and rather timid 

youngster who lacks ideas and words. You have earned the 

Government's trust over the last two years by exercising good judgement, 

discretion, and by controlling the crowds during the massive uprising 

against the Regent and her Council. 

“On the other hand, I know your love for solitude, for seclusion, and 

for the silence of our park around the lake, and I don’t to cause you any 

inconvenience, my son. 

“So, decide for yourself what we should do. 

–I’ll think about it, mother, if you give me time until the third day from 

today, –answered the young Osarsiph, who was much taller than his 

father. He was a tall, strong, gallant young man of striking manly beauty. 

All the mothers of the nobility coveted him for a nuptial alliance with 

their daughters. And they even allowed themselves to say secretly: “This 

one should be crowned Pharaoh and not that feeble Amenhepat who 

bends with the wind. It’s obvious that he’s the son of the foreigner.” 

Osarsiph was completely unaware of these sayings because he was 

only focused on one thing: his studies for the development of his inner 

world. 

During the aggressive uprisings that nearly cost the Regent and her 

Council their lives, Osarsiph at his mother’s side, the Royal Princess, 

acted as a barrier of bronze and stone that controlled the enraged crowd. 

The crowd was stirred to anger when the first decree was issued, 

enslaving all foreigners who inhabited in the country except those who 

paid a high tribute in gold, silver, cattle, or agricultural produce. 

While the three days requested by the young man to respond pass, I 
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think it is convenient to give the reader some confidences concerning our 

protagonist. 

The reader will remember young Hur-Said, Osarsiph’s primary 

classmate. Hur-Said had been injured with a dagger that penetrated 

between two ribs while he was next to Osarsiph. His father, the doctor of 

the Royal-House Aton-Mosis, was able to save his life with the help of 

other physicians. Osarsiph visited him every afternoon after classes. 

The doctor had a 13-year-old daughter. She was a beautiful girl who 

seemed to have stolen her beauty from the fresh rosy spring morning, 

her mystical silence from the moonlit night, and her pure innocence of the 

white lotuses that were timidly reflected in the calm waves of the sacred 

river. 

Her name was Merik or Myriam, depending on the Egyptian or Syrian 

language. 

And every day, Osarsiph and Merik met around bed of the young Hur. 

It goes without saying that the damsel’s parents thought more than once 

that the Royal Princess’s son would be like Prince Charming for their 

daughter, if love were to one day join their hearts. 

They were both so handsome and graceful, endowed with the noblest 

qualities to form a happy family. 

Like a mummy in a sarcophagus, these parents' feelings were kept in 

the most discreet and prudent silence. Nothing came out fm their mouths. 

But the beautiful image of Osarsiph occupied a little corner in young 

Merik’s tender and sweet little heart. Little by little, the little corner grew 

into a pedestal, then an altar adorned with flowers, then a tabernacle lit 

by many candles, and finally a temple perfumed with incense where her 

little soul of 13 years of physical life entered on her knees, with her little 

hands together and ecstatic eyes... It was the virgin and naive love recited 

by poets and exalted in musical poems by the greatest teachers of string 

harmony! 

Not even the purest archangels of God’s heaven could have found a 

single dark thought in that celestial love. 

And Osarsiph, what did he do in that altar, in that sacred temple built 

for him by a 13-year-old girl with a pure and innocent heart? 

He had understood everything and allowed himself to be loved without 

loving. 

The girl's innocent love radiated to him like the soft fragrance of lilies. 

And he allowed himself to be caressed by that fragrance. 

The light from the candles of that inner altar reached warm and very 

soft the wide forehead of Osarsiph, who sometimes allowed himself to 

think: “How soft and sweet is the warmth of love when it comes from a 

soul free of evil! How innocent and pure is Merik’s soul!” 

Hur-Said was healed and strong, so Osarsiph's visits came to an end 
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with his complete absence. 

The three days requested by Osarsiph to his mother had passed, and 

he responded as follows: 

–Mother! –he said–. I don’t think I can accept or deny the wishes of 

the Regent and Government. So, to ensure I would be successful in this 

endeavor, the Pontiff and Hierophants should test my capabilities and 

offer their prudent advice. 

“What they decide about me that will be done.” 

The mother was satisfied and calm with her son's response. 

Osarsiph was called by the Chief Notary, the Hierophant Membra, on 

behalf of the Pontiff, to try to meet at the Temple of Isis in Memphis the 

next day before sunset.  

The young student bid farewell to his parents, knowing that this type 

of calling could mean a seclusion for some time, during which he could 

neither give nor receive any news from abroad. 

–May the God of our Patriarchs be with you! –his father said when he 

said goodbye to him. 

–May Isis, the Eternal Mother of all the mothers of the divine 

Missionaries, open all the doors for you and leave nothing hidden for you! 

–his mother said as she kissed him goodbye. 

For them who saw the light of heaven in the eyes of their beloved son, 

the castle was covered in shadows. 

The Royal Princess’s sailboat, curtained in yellow and white, with the 

crew dressed in finery, sailed on the canal with Prince Osarsiph, who 

refused to take servants with him, as was usual in such cases. 

–I want to be alone with myself in the House where Divine Wisdom 

makes itself heard by those who seek it –the young man answered when 

his parents wanted to provide him with servants for all the days that he 

would remain in the Temple.  

So that the reader can get in tune with Osarsiph’s biological parents 

in this circumstance, let’s listen to their conversation late that same night 

when no one could hear them: 

–How dangerous and risky is our son’s situation, Thimetis! –Amram 

told his secret wife. –I’m afraid I will not see him again! 

–How can you say such a thing?!... Son of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob. 

Is that the faith you have in the Invisible God that you taught me to love, 

that God who took care of all those great men of your race so 

prodigiously? 

“The marvelous life of Joseph, Jacob’s son, who arrive in Egypt as a 

slave, and was promoted to second place next to the Pharaoh, don’t 

make you think that our Osarsiph is also a protégé of the Invisible God? 

“Our lives together with his are a marvelous chain of stupendous 

prodigies. 
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“Who would’ve thought that with my father dead and with an ambitious 

foreigner on the throne of Egypt, I would be deprived of authority and 

banished forever from the Royal Court? 

“Who could have expected that a child picked up from the Nile waters, 

whom I call my son by adoption, would be able to climb as far as Osarsiph 

has come? 

“Who could have expected that the Regent, with all the rights of the 

Pharaoh-King whom she has represented during his son’s minority age, 

could need me, my adopted son, you Amram, and even my maidens 

because she can’t trust hers? 

“What do you think all this means but the evident manifestation of the 

Divine Power of our Invisible God, eternally alive and vigilant of His 

beloved creatures? 

“This is how my teacher Amonthep explained it to me because he 

heard it from the Pontiff and his oldest Hierophants. 

Amram, who was delighted listening to the speech full of love and faith 

of his adorable Thimetis, sighed deeply and sat on a small stool before 

her so he could talk to her more intimately. He told her like thus: 

–My love, how happy you make me when you speak in this way! I don’t 

see you as an Egyptian, nor a Hebrew, but as one of those women who 

the people call goddesses because they cannot think that they are made 

of flesh, blood, and bones like the others. 

“Doesn't this remind you of the secret archive of your mother, Epuvia 

Ahisa, descendant of the Atlantean Kings? Don’t you remember Princess 

Odina who, taken from a distant country, married the last of the Toltec 

Kings, Amphion of Orozuma? Your faith reminds me of her faith. And your 

love that transcended all abysses is also similar to her love. 

“You make me go up to a heaven of light, glory, goodness, and love, 

and I would like to be there always by your side. 

“But..., my dear holy and pure wife, I must tell you with sorrow that 

earth’s things are dust and dirt, and that our Invisible God extracts good 

for His beloved creatures from the evil and earthly miseries. 

“Haven't we read in your secret archives that a great philosophical 

school arose from the refugees from Atlantis, that had laws and 

remarkable principles with which they made the people of that time good 

and happy? 

“Didn’t their principles say: Everything turns out for the good of God's 

servants? 

“Didn’t they also say: Extract from the depth of things the best that is 

in them? 

“Exactly, my dear wife, that’s what the Invisible God is doing with all 

of us who know the Truth. From evil and human selfishness, He draws 

our wellbeing and our peace. 
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“There are many things that you ignore because those of us who love 

you have wanted to keep them from you. 

“You are unaware that one of the reasons of the tremendous past 

uprisings was that the Regent had an illegitimate son, born two years 

after your father’s death. This fact came to light when her ministers made 

her sign the decree that enslaved all foreigners who couldn’t pay the 

barbaric tribute required to have the rights of citizens. 

“She is a foreigner whom the people accepted out of love for your 

father. The bastard she brought to Court, whom she declared prince with 

all the rights to the throne if her firstborn died infuriated the people. 

Believe me, Thimetis, if she had not been threatened with being dragged 

through the streets and the palace stormed by the enraged crowd, she 

wouldn’t have asked for your help, nor that of our son, nor mine, since I 

belong to Israel, which she loathes to the utmost. 

“She has been discreetly bringing people from her country to the Court 

and Government, showering them with gold so that they can pay the 

required taxes and become citizens of the country. 

“Do you understand now, my little princess, why she seeks to place 

our son at her son’s side? To keep him and herself safe from the wrath 

of the people. 

“Do you know what I fear for our son? A murderous dagger paid by 

the Regent's favorites, because our son’s integrity will expose them in 

many circumstances. 

Thimetis thought for a while. Then she said with absolute confidence: 

–No such thing will ever happen. I am quite sure of that. The Eternal 

Mother of all the mother of the Divine who have come to this Earth has 

told me that our son, once tired of living a long life, will climb a very high 

mountain to rest in union with the Eternal Invisible; and his old age will 

not allow him to descend, and he will die there in solitude with the only 

company of a son who will not be of his blood. 

–Oh!... –Amram wailed–. Why should he die like that, alone and 

abandoned by everyone, if he has come to be the savior of our oppressed 

race? 

–Amram! ...Ingratitude on this Earth pretends to forget the great ones 

who overshadow the wretched ones who envy them. And only when the 

grave has swallowed up great ones, they wave their palms and sing 

hymns to them because then they’re ashamed of having been so wretch. 

Haven’t you noticed this? 

–I’d like to know where you have observed it, since you have lived less 

than me. 

–In my mother's secret Archive, I’ve learned many things that she 

knew from the ancient books, written by Athaulphus, a solitary from the 

Holy Mountain who came to Mauritania when the last of the Toltec Kings 
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died, and the rise of the waters occurred. 

“Our Osarsiph is linked to a great divine design and no dagger can 

end his life. 

–May our God make your words come true, my blessed wife! –Amram 

answered, and the intimate secret confidence was finished. 

 

*** 

 
Osarsiph disembarked on the wide marble dock in front of the Temple 

of Isis and made his way up to the copper and jasper gates accompanied 

by two escort spearmen sent by his mother. 

The setting sun was beginning to hide behind the Libyan mountains, 

and the long avenue of obelisks and sphinxes stretching from the dock to 

the Temple cast broad bands of shadow on the white marble pavement. 

A profound silence enveloped everything, and the solemn steps of the 

three men echoed like hammer blows on an anvil. 

The Temple door was ajar. Osarsiph pushed it and entered. 

There was no one there to greet him. He signaled to the two 

spearmen, and they returned to the ship. The sailboat cast off and 

headed back to the castle on Lake Merik. The Royal Princess had 

ordered to escort the Prince until he entered the Temple. The order had 

been carried out. Osarsiph was interned the Great Temple of Memphis. 

A pastophorus with the hood over his face closed the huge door and 

disappeared without a word. 

Osarsiph had entered the Temple a few times accompanying his 

mother who was received under the royal canopy held aloft by 12 

Pastophori covered with white brocade capes that shimmered in the light 

of a hundred torches. The great sacred orchestra of the Temple 

welcomed her with melodies and hymn singing.  

Osarsiph wondered if he had arrived ahead of time when he saw that 

not even a candle-lighting servant came out to greet him. 

The temple was in a rather pitch darkness, lit only by the weak 

brightness of a small lamp that hung from the ceiling in front of the great 

statue of Isis, covered with the veil and with her index finger on her lips. 

Osarsiph stood before her for a long time. 

And his thoughts, like a roaring flame, weaved and unweaved ideas 

that didn't appear on his closed and mute lips. I have been summoned by 

her Pontiff and her Council, and no one comes to receive me. 

“You receive me, Mother Isis, with your veiled face and your sign of 

imperturbable silence. 

“In this Temple, you’re made of marble and are exactly as men have 

wanted to make you. Why should I be impressed by a piece of marble 

torn from a quarry to intimidate the ignorant? 
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“You’re a mute representation of a great Intelligence that gleams and 

lives in a distant star of a sidereal world. 

“Oh, if I were worthy that you would spoke to me as the gods do, 

without words, like a hurricane in the jungle, like lightning in thunder, like 

falling rain on parched fields!” 

Osarsiph's eyes welled up with tears, and his chest heaved as his 

heart pounded. 

And in his mind this idea shone like a diffused light: You are my son, 

and I fill the solitude in which creatures leave you. 

Osarsiph shuddered lightly. He closed his eyes to prevent two tears 

from falling and stood steadfast until the intense emotion faded into 

silence. 

And he began to walk slowly through the great naves of the solitary 

temple, submerged in shadows that grew denser and denser. 

Facing an arch between two columns where the curtain was parted, 

he saw a lighted candle on an altar, and on the altar a royal purple 

cushion embroidered in gold. A Pharaoh’s crown rested on this cushion 

with this inscription at the bottom: 

“This triple Tiara, worn by the great Pharaohs Zoser (aka Djoser), 

Khephren (aka Khafre), and Amenhemet (aka Amenemhat), will be 

placed on the head of Osarsiph-Ra-Moses, son of the Royal Princess Av-

Isis-Thimetis, when he turns 18 years of age.” 

Osarsiph stopped, dumbfounded. He read the hieroglyphic inscription 

twice, which only a few knew how to decipher, and he continued walking 

through the gloomy naves of the deserted Temple. 

While he walked, his mind threaded together mute ideas, but alive..., 

very alive. 

–“How absurd! How could the men of the Temple have thought that I 

would bind my divine freedom as a man who thinks and feels to a crown 

of gold and diamonds that would make me a slave to laws woven by men. 

“Aren't human lives worth a thousand times more, lives that would be 

cut short to dispute that crown that means nothing for the happiness that 

I aspire to? 

“The Psyche that I keep within me is quite ambitious, and there are no 

treasures on land or sea that can satisfy it. 

And he continued to walk through the naves of the Temple already 

plunged into complete darkness. Through a side entrance, he caught a 

glimpse of a very weak light, like a candle soon to be extinguished. He 

slowly walked towards it, thinking or hoping to find some solution to this 

disturbing solitude with which he was received by the very people who 

had called him and to whom he had wanted to submit his will by means 

of a consultation whose response he eagerly awaited. 

That compound was one of the dressing rooms used by the virgins of 
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the Temple to change their clothes, required for various ceremonies in 

which they had to perform. 

One of the virgins was sleeping on a couch, half dressed. He looked 

at her for a moment, and he noticed she was breathing normally. 

She is not dead, but asleep. Deeply asleep. How had she been left 

there like that? 

The night was cold, and the young girl was wearing light clothing and 

only half dressed. She should be freezing. 

Osarsiph looked around and saw a large fur blanket on the floor 

carpeting. He lifted the blanket very quietly and covered the sleeper 

carefully from head to toe. 

He turned around toward the Temple compound, thinking of looking 

for the exit. 

He was astonished to see that the central nave had been illuminated, 

and far ahead, the Pontiff and the elder Hierophants were waiting for him 

in their tall, solemn seats. 

–I thought I was not yet worthy of being received by you. –Osarsiph 

said as he bowed deeply –. May our Invisible God keep you! 

–May He be with you too, Royal Prince of Egypt, –the Pontiff replied. 

He gestured to Osarsiph to sit in front of him–. Has this long wait caused 

you any distress, my son? 

–Not, Your Holiness. I have waited with pleasure because I have 

learned many good lessons. 

In the Council of the Temple, in addition to the Pontiff and the Chief 

Notary, there was a Scribe or Chronicler, an Inquisitor, a Penitentiary, an 

Archivist, a Provost of Ceremonies, a Coordinator of Religious Rites, and 

two Commissioners in charge of enforcing the Council’s orders. 

The Inquisitor, as his name implies, should have investigated exactly 

everything about the public or intimate life of the person under test, 

whether voluntarily requested by himself or imposed by certain 

circumstances. 

In earlier times, this Temple Court was part of the Pharaoh's 

government. Then the Court served as a powerful auxiliary of the 

Sovereign, who wouldn’t issue orders without the assistance of the 

Temple Court. The Government and the people had great respect and 

veneration for them. 

But like all human institutions, this Tribunal lost prestige and authority 

over time due to great mistakes it made. 

Human beings, whether they occupy high or low positions, are capable 

of making mistakes and incorrect choices, whether consciously or 

unconsciously, either maliciously or in good faith. There is a big difference 

for that inner judge known as conscience, when making mistakes due to 

incompetence or out of refined wickedness. However, the end result for 
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the outside world is the same: an absolute loss of faith and trust. 

Something like this happened in Egypt at that time, despite the fact 

that the Court of the time made great efforts to regain the respect and 

prestige of the past. 

Pharaoh Seti, Thimetis's grandfather, had managed to remake 

something of what had been created by men and women of high spiritual 

and moral mettle in earlier times, as for example, Zoser, Khephren, 

Sahure, Djedkare Isesi, Amenhemet, Senhkare (aka Smenkhkare), and 

Amenhemet II of the XII Dynasty, whose admirable defensive foresight 

for his people led him to build the famous underground city called The 

Labyrinth. 

Having made this explanation, the reader will understand that the 

Court in which Osarsiph was sitting had pure and noble intentions, and 

only accepted to carry out such tests at the voluntary request of the 

applicant. The only purpose of these tests was to make sure that the 

applicant was capable of bearing the serious responsibilities that the 

circumstances demanded of him. 

The Supreme Power, forger of worlds and Eternal Mother of souls 

which live in those worlds incarnated or in a spiritual state, has prodigious 

schemes always aimed at driving humankinds to their evolution and 

perfection, which means their complete, eternal happiness. 

And one of these marvelous schemes was undoubtedly when 

Osarsiph acted as a human in this physical plane. 

The Tribunal that tested the noble son of the Royal Princess was made 

up for the most part by the beings who most loved and helped Amphion 

of Orozuma, the last of the Toltec Kings. 

The Pontiff Pthamer was the reincarnation of the Atlantean King, Atho-

Fana, father of Odina, wife of Amphion the Holy King. 

Hierophant Membra, the Chief Notary, was the reincarnation of the 

King of Otlana, Senegaldo, who was the father of Amphion the Holy King. 

The Inquisitor and the Penitentiary were the lighthouse and Light in the 

Holy Mountain of the disappeared continent of Atlantis. They were two 

great sensitive men of that time, and the first to discover the spiritual 

personality of the firstborn son of Senegaldo and Wilfrida, who later 

became king and queen of the beautiful and vast country of Otlana. 

Our readers from ‘Summits and Planes’ are familiar with the history of 

King Amphion of Orozuma in the now disappeared Atlantis, hence will not 

be surprised with these types of schemes orchestrated by the Eternal 

Law. 

For those who seek the Truth, the ages, centuries, and time pass like 

a breath in the wind. Only the human soul remains standing, invulnerable, 

and eternal, well symbolized by the ancient Egyptian Sphinx, passing 

through ages and centuries, in different corporeal attire, following 
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undaunted the path begun perhaps as a moss of millenary ruins, but with 

aspirations of glorious immortality. 

 

And the entire Council was constituted by Intelligences that in 

Amphion's time were so much his, as true, loyal friends of an 

extraordinary being who came to the terrestrial plane as a teacher of 

souls and liberator of the oppressed. 

Such was the Tribunal that judged on the moral, spiritual, and 

intellectual abilities of Osarsiph-Ra-Moses, son of the Thimetis Royal 

Princess of Egypt. 

And since advanced souls remember even if vaguely their distant past, 

the reader will guess the thoughts and feelings that went through the 

mental horizon of that austere group of men, before whom that handsome 

young man stood humbly, awaiting their decision regarding his ability and 

responsibility for the great activities that the circumstances demanded of 

him. 

The secret Archives of the Great Temple of Memphis preserved 

writings of many thousand centuries, and the elder Hierophants were 

obligated by Temple Law to read them at least twice in their lifetime if 

they were to occupy one of those ebony and silver high seats. 

It is reasonable to suppose that the memories, like shower of stars, 

would fall into their minds, making them see in that young man, almost a 

teenager, the Captain of a ship, a brave fighter against pirates, who 

snatched the lives of defenseless human creatures whose flesh was 

destined to be devoured like pigs and calves. Exploiters of vices and 

human passions existed in prehistory as they have in all epochs. The land 

bandits and sea pirates exploited the atrocious gluttony of the magnates 

for whom the flesh of children, male or female, was a ‘delicacy of the 

gods’, according to the saying of that time. And Juno was the brave sailor 

who saved children destined for the feast bonfire. 

The Tribunal members would remember Numu, the shepherd-prince 

who renounced human greatness to dedicate his life to the disinherited, 

the dispossessed and wretched were mass murdered, thrown from the 

populous Mirt-ain-Mari as the dregs of the very humankind that had 

exploited their energies and lives. 

They would surely remember Amphion of Orozuma, the last of the 

Toltec Kings, who as sovereign of the Country of Otlana and husband of 

Princess Odina, daughter of the Kings of the Country of Dyaus, imposed 

his own believes through laws inspired by the highest justice and 

knowledge of life and men. 

Antulius, the Atlantean philosopher, physician, and master of 

humankind of that time; Abel, the glorious crowning of the prehistoric 

Kobdas, who, from their Sanctuaries of the Nile and the Euphrates, 
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spread the silk network of their great civilization over three continents. 

And like a sun rising in the far East, Krishna, the Prince of Peace, who 

from the most dreadful anarchy and usurpation, brought forth the 

magnificent rosebush of peace at the enormous price of his own life. 

All these great memories passed through the minds of those austere 

Hierophants like sublime episodes of a poem dreamed by the gods but 

not lived by men. 

And the ethereal silence of a divine dream from which one doesn’t 

want to wake up continued in the central nave of the Great Temple of Isis, 

while the son of Princess Thimetis waited calmly for the Tribunal’s 

decision. 

At last, he thought: “Why does the Tribunal remain silent for so long?” 

And the Inquisitor, who was extremely sensitive, immediately said: 

–Ra-Moses!... don’t be surprised by our silence. The great memories 

from your eternal life tell us so many wonderful stories that not even the 

most vivid imagination could describe. Hence, don't be afraid of failure or 

death. 

“I give this answer to Ra-Moses’ thought, who is asking himself why 

we’re silent for so long. 

–Illustrious Inquisitor, –the young man said–. I see that you read 

human thoughts with great ease. If that gift you have, were transferable, 

I’d beg you to give me even a quarter of it. 

–The Divine Law will give you twice as much when it is time, –the 

Pontiff added. 

All that wonderful parade of memories forged an atmosphere of such 

intense emotion that tears flowed uncontrollably from the Pontiff's tired 

eyes. 

The silence continued, and Osarsiph, serene and unmoved, waited 

without knowing whether the decision was in his favor or against him, in 

that circle of minds full of wisdom, knowledge of life, and knowledge of 

human beings. 

Finally, once the Pontiff controlled his emotions, he spoke: 

–Royal Prince of Egypt, we won’t ask what you have thought or done 

since you stepped into the Temple’s threshold because we know 

everything. Let the Inquisitor speak. 

The Inquisitor opened a bag with papyrus sheets and read what the 

young man thought upon entering the Temple before the statue of Isis. It 

was exact. His thoughts were emptied onto parchment with extraordinary 

accuracy. 

–Is it true that you thought that, Prince Osarsiph? –the Pontiff asked 

with a solemn voice.  

–Yes, Holiness. It’s true. That’s what I was thought. 

–Could you tell us why you thought that when standing before the 
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statue of the goddess that impresses and overwhelms the spirit of all who 

look at it? 

–I thought so because I believe that’s the truth. It’s a piece of very fine 

marble torn from a quarry. It’s the work of one or several men who carved 

it according to the orders of other men or by their own taste and will. 

“In the deep intimacy of my inner Self, I cannot be impressed, let alone 

worship a piece of stone. I can only offer sincere praise for this perfect 

imitation of a living being that imposes silence on issues that humankind 

must ignore to prevent hatred against those who have discovered truth; 

a truth that humankind is incapable of understanding. 

–And do you understand it, Prince of Egypt? 

–I understand it, I accept it, and I embrace it because the Truth is God 

Himself. Isis is neither a man nor a woman. It’s an imperfect and feeble 

representation of a luminous Intelligence that has reached the summit of 

Knowledge and Love in its long evolutionary path through ages and 

centuries, which made it capable of promoting the growth of shapeless 

living cells until they became Intelligences like Itself. 

“I was one of those living cells who struggles to get closer to that 

Father and Mother to whom I owe what I am. She is known as Isis in 

Egypt, Zeus in Atlantis, Ahura Mazda in Iran, Shiva in Deccan, and here 

you, men of the Truth, call him Father Sirius, who lives and reigns in a 

luminous star of the Constellation that earthly astronomers call Canis 

Major due to its configuration and dimensions.” 

Osarsiph fell silent, and all was silent around him. 

The Chief Notary worked bent over his folder. The two scribes traced 

the brushes over their waxed cloths that they had previously prepared. 

And, with a signal from the Pontiff, the Inquisitor continued reading 

what Osarsiph had thought while standing before the pedestal that held 

the ancient triple crown called Tiara, worn by great Pharaohs of the 

remote past, which would rest on Osarsiph’s head. 

–Is it true, Royal Prince of Egypt, that you have thought this? –the 

Pontiff asked. 

–Yes, Holiness. I thought exactly that. And I confess that I was sad as 

a complaint because I wondered how you, full of knowledge and light, 

could have thought that my heart and brain would desire to see myself 

under that golden miter and be a slave to the absurd laws of unconscious 

men. 

“Who could painlessly renounce to the divine freedom of a man who 

reasons and thinks to become a piece of flesh, subject to the thousand 

arbitrary ways of life that men who live fleeing from the Truth force him 

to?” 

Osarsiph fell silent and again silence fell around him. The Inquisitor 

read what the young man had thought and done in the dressing room, 
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where one of the virgins of the Temple slept. 

Osarsiph spoke immediately without waiting for the Pontiff's question: 

–I felt pity for that unfortunate creature; I thought she didn't have a 

mother, a bed, or a home, since sleep had overtaken her at the end of 

the ceremonies. I assumed she must have been freezing so I covered 

her with a blanket I found nearby. I thought that the Tribunal would not 

receive me today, so I decided to look for the exit and return to the castle. 

–And why didn’t you leave? –the Pontiff asked. 

–When I saw you, all gathered here, I thought you were waiting for 

me. And I came here. And here I am. 

“I beg you, tell me honestly if you believe I can do something good by 

pleasing the wish of the Regent and her Government. 

The Pontiff and all the members stood up. 

–Osarsiph-Ra-Moses, –the Elder said–. We firmly believe that you 

comply with the Divine Idea if you accept the responsibilities that are 

imposed on you because they represent a path that the Eternal Law 

opens to this portion of humanity to drive it to a new evolution; an 

opportunity to return to the old, abandoned path. 

“Egypt would be unfortunate if it rejects the opportunity that the Infinite 

Power offers through you!” 

–Fine, Holiness. I think that perhaps I will not emerge victorious or 

alive from this endeavor. But I don’t fear failure nor death. Don’t the Holly 

Scriptures of the Kobdas of Abel say: ‘Death for an ideal of human 

liberation is the supreme adoration of Love?' 

The Elders couldn’t contain their emotion before such a response from 

a 17-year-old youngster. 

The Elder Pontiff embraced that still beardless teenager and wept on 

his chest, completely moved. 

–Ra-Moses! son of Sirius, you don’t deny your spiritual ancestry. 

Happily contemplate the legion that surrounds you. 

The sensitive men had fallen into a deep hypnosis, and the Temple 

nave, radiant with a bluish brightness, revealed the transparent crowd 

formed by the Sirian Legion, that from infinite space was attending 

Osarsiph’s spiritual triumph. 

An hour later, around a table covered with white linen, the Elders of 

the Tribunal offered the son of Princess Thimetis the most beautiful ritual 

symbol offered to someone chosen by Divinity for a great mission amid 

humankind: the white hosts of fine flour in a golden platter and the sacred 

wine that they all drank together in small silver glasses in reverent 

silence. 

–This is the perfect symbol of the communion of your soul with ours, 

–the Pontiff stated solemnly–. It represents an unbreakable oath by which 

we commit ourselves to support you in everything you undertake and do 
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in your life. 

Everyone embraced him right away, and the Temple sailboat with 

purple curtains carried Prince Osarsiph back to Lake Merik’s castle. 

It was past midnight, and the waning moon like a golden sailboat 

serenely plowed through the infinite blue immensity. 
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12.  The Viceroy Superintendent  
 

The Governor of the castle of Lake Merik had found a way to be aware 

about the time and day when they could expect the son who had entered 

in the Temple. Elder Amonthep in his paternal solicitude for the Royal 

Princess was able to ascertain that the young man would not be kept in 

the Temple in attention to his loving mother, who had already been so 

deeply sacrificed in her innermost feelings. 

In this way, the Elder Master and the young Governor had everything 

ready to receive him so that his mother's heart would remain in sweet and 

loving tranquility. 

She had retreated to her bedroom since that afternoon when she bade 

farewell to her son. She had drawn the purple curtain that covered the 

canvas of Isis, unveiled, offering her the golden rose of the Divine Light. 

Thimetis had been contemplating the beautiful image, which was a 

representation of the impalpable and ethereal being that had spoken to 

her these silent words: ‘I am the Eternal Mother of all the mothers of the 

divine missionaries come to this Earth’. 

Sweet tears ran from her eyes while her lips murmured: 

–Mother Isis! Keep your word and give me back my son tonight! –She 

prayed and waited, serene and confident. 

Many thoughts kept vigil in the great silence of the old castle. 

The extraordinary news, never heard before, had spread like a fugitive 

comet: –Osarsiph had been summoned by the Pontiff and led to the 

Temple of Isis in Memphis. –The reasons for such an unusual event were 

unknown to all the servants.  

The Royal Princess's seclusion was interpreted as a sad omen of 

something disastrous regarding the young man. 

And that restless whisper, like an open secret ran through the 

corridors, hallways, and yards, creating an atmosphere of restlessness 

and alarm in all the inhabitants of the sumptuous mansion. 

Aaron and Hur, meditative and silent, couldn't find a suitable place for 

their usual activities. The three Masters secluded in their pavilion annex 

to the Temple-Classroom and didn’t let themselves be seen. 

The silhouettes of the silent guards were perceived as immobile 

shadows in the fading light of the moon that slowly lowered from the 

zenith to look at itself in the smooth mirror of the lake, also asleep, like 

the gazelles, the deer, the herons and the turtledoves. 

The night progressed and Osarsiph didn't return. 

The copper gong resounded in the gallery of the dining room calling 

to dinner. Everyone responded to the call, including the Governor, as 

always presiding over the meal, the Lady of the House Jochebed, the 
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Handmaiden Enabi with all the maids, Aaron, Hur, and the Chief of 

Guards. 

There was an empty seat at the table of the three students. as well as 

four empty seats at the central table in the center. This table was normally 

occupied by the Royal Princess, the Governor, the Chief of the Guards, 

and the three Master Priests, but only the Governor and the Chief of 

Guards were present. 

No one said a word during dinner. Their thoughts were filled with 

alarm, although no incident happened. 

And a single thought floated silently in all minds: “Osarsiph’s presence 

filled this whole house. His absence makes it empty.” And those who 

were unaware of the secret mystery of that great human life wondered 

without speaking: “Who really is this young man who seems to personify 

all that is life, light, and joy around him in this castle?” 

At the second hour of the night, the curfew deepened the silence, and 

all the lights were turned off. But in the rooms of the Royal Princess, light 

shone, though very veiled because of the closed curtains. 

The moon hid from time to time among thick pearl-colored clouds, and 

the distant glare of the stars barely allowed to perceive as silent black 

shapes, the statues, obelisks, sphinxes, and guards. Everything was 

quiet and peaceful until Thimetis's attentive ear heard a distant clash of 

oars in the canal's water while leaning out of her balcony. 

It had been perceived by Amram, who was walking along the front 

terrace of the castle while he also saw, like a patch of light, the white 

headdress of the Princess immobile behind her bedroom bars. 

Elder Amonthep with Ohad and Carmi, hidden in the shadow of the 

Temple Tower, listened without speaking to the rhythmic sound of the 

oars on the water of the canal. 

The general anxiety also seized the spirits of Aaron and Hur, and they 

unexpectedly met on that shady bench of palm trees where Osarsiph's 

enlightenment occurred long ago. 

They too listened and waited as if a secret warning ran from one mind 

to another bringing the same hope: Osarsiph will come tonight. A 

powerful current of thought was coming from the great Temple of 

Memphis, sent by the two great sensitives, the Inquisitor and the 

Penitentiary, who perceived the painful restlessness of the castle’s 

inhabitants. 

A call from the highest authorities at the time sometimes meant an 

unexplained disappearance, perpetual confinement, or death, which all 

came to be the same. 

The Royal Princess and the three teachers were the most restless 

because only they knew the inner rebellions of the young man who went 

before the Court, considered the most rigid and severe of that time. 



 87 

Although they knew of the great love the Pontiff and his Hierophants had 

for the son of Thimetis, they feared that Osarsiph, incapable of pretense, 

would express his complete disagreement with the lurid, deceitful politics 

of all times and almost all the leaders. And if this were the case, –they 

thought –the Council could decide to declare him unfit for the 

responsibilities of the important duties assigned to him, and the Court 

could decide this in order to save him from many terrible consequences 

that could follow. 

Those two sensitive Council members had extraordinary mental 

cultivation, and they used it to carry out a secret apostolate of justice, 

goodness, and mutual aid. 

That’s why they were all waiting. 

When the sailboat from the Temple anchored at the pier, several 

torches lit the landing of Osarsiph who, covered with the great white cloak 

of the Hierophants, appeared taller.  

Aaron's simplicity was the first to break the silence: 

–How tall you have grown in one night, Osarsiph! 

The Royal Princess's embrace of her son broke Aaron's and 

everyone's awe. Osarsiph returned taller, according to his external 

appearance, and also more serious and with greater concerns and 

responsibilities. 

Despite having acquired great control of his intimate feelings, he 

couldn't completely hide his emotion when he saw that not only the 

Governor of the castle, but also his teachers and his young classmates 

were accompanying his mother in the anxious wait. 

The waning moon had faded completely, and a soft pink glow, barely 

perceptible, appeared behind the Rwenzori Mountain Range, blending in 

with the humid mist of the muddy waters of the Delta. 

It was already close to dawn. 

–Evening twilight saw you leave from here, my son, and the roses of 

dawn welcome you, –the Princess told him as they all began walking up 

the wide ramp that led to the castle walls. 

–Even more than the roses of dawn, all your love gathered here 

strengthens my hope in the days to come, –Osarsiph replied to his 

mother's sweet words. 

Aaron and Hur were admitted to the Family Council that was held on 

the spot.  

The Chief of Guards, married in his second marriage to Jochebed two 

years ago, and Enabi, sister of the second Chief of Guards, also attended 

the welcome reception with which the Lake Merik’s castle received that 

young Osarsiph, who would one day amaze the world with his 

extraordinary spiritual and moral greatness as Lawgiver and Guide of 

Terrestrial Humankind. 
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Three days later, the royal heralds announced to the entire country the 

coronation of Amenhepat; eldest son of Queen Gala of Syracuse and 

Pharaoh Ramses I, who lived in the immortality of Osiris. 

Since the Regent and her Council knew very well that such event 

would not be well received by the vast majority of the people, the 

announcement of the heralds included a clever addition: “Along with the 

coronation of the young Pharaoh, Osarsiph of Memphis, the adopted son 

of Royal Princess Av-Isis-Thimetis, will be elevated to the position of 

Viceroy Superintendent.” 

The name so beloved by the Egyptian people: Thimetis, daughter of 

Queen Epuvia Ahisa; the name of Osarsiph, her son, who had saved so 

many condemned to death in the terrible past uprisings, were more than 

a shield for the Regent and her son; They were a very strong lightning 

rod where all the popular furies would fade away like foam. 

Nevertheless, the Royal Princess and her son would be immolated for 

the salvation of many thousands of beings. The experience of all times 

tells us, in the language of the most painful realities, that all the Saviors 

are crucified in the end. 

This great and sublime thought became true in all of them: ‘The 

sacrifice by an ideal of human liberation is the supreme consecration of 

Love.’ 

*** 

How could Osarsiph, so fond of solitude, silence, and study, decide to 

accept such appointment that suddenly threw him into the maelstrom 

which is the public life of Chief and Mandate at all times? I’m sure my 

readers ask this question. 

“I am like a bird snatched from its nest and thrown into the storm, 

Osarsiph wrote in his private book. 

“I am like a lamb stolen from his mother and his fold and mercilessly 

thrown into a dark jungle teeming with beasts. 

“I am like a piece of stone torn from the quarry and thrown down the 

slopes full of precipices... Who will save me from them, before I have 

been able to be the savior of others?” 

Osarsiph was alone in his bedroom overwhelmed by such dark 

thoughts. He laid aside the reed pen and leaned his weary head against 

the chair back. 

He had spent a sleepless night and had inadvertently fallen asleep. 

Osarsiph, together with the Council, had celebrated soul communion with 

the white hosts of fine flour and the sacred wine. It was an unbreakable 

oath of perfect unification in thought, in love and in deeds, and none of 

them would ever break it. 

Pthamer, the Elder Pontiff, and all the Hierophants of the Council 

followed Osarsiph with their fixed thoughts that he would be the perfect 
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instrument of the divine designs for humankind at that time, as it had been 

in past ages. 

A Superior Intelligence from the so-called Sirian Legion appeared the 

following night after the return of the sailboat from the Temple that took 

the young man to the Castle of Lake Merik. 

The Council was gathered in a crypt of Temple of Memphis 

deliberating about the great events that would develop involving 

Osarsiph, who neither sought nor desired them. The concern of the 

Elders grew as they received warnings from the Court and the people 

daily. 

The strong antagonism between the government and the people made 

the situation extremely difficult for Osarsiph, who was inexperienced and 

incapable of simulations or deception of any kind. 

They knew him very well. 

Osarsiph was a mirror always ready to reflect a single figure: the truth, 

even if it was against himself. 

–Let’s pray to the One God, Eternal Invisible, so that our brother may 

have at his disposal all the spiritual strength necessary to fulfill the Divine 

Will, –the Pontiff said. 

And those ten Elders, covered with their large white cloaks, removed 

the purple cowl which covered their bare heads, and entered the great 

silence of union with Divinity. 

In that enclosure, which was closed to all other beings except 

themselves, there were no images, only two large wax candles on one 

side and a white marble basin full of crystal-clear water on the other. 

There were ten little silver burners with hot embers around the edges of 

the basin, into which each of them threw three small balls of pure Arabian 

incense. 

At the bottom of the basin, there was a large, gleaming clay jar filed 

with soil in which a beautiful lotus plant displayed the immaculate 

whiteness of its resplendent flowers.  

These phrases were engraved in gold hieroglyphs on a sheet of black 

marble embedded in the front wall higher than the candles: 

 

‘Water, Fire, Light, and Earth, everything is God on this world.’ Shortly 

after beginning the mental concentration, the Pontiff pulled a silk cord that 

hung over his head, and far away the melody of lyres vibrating very gently 

was heard. 

From the high Choir of the sacred Orchestra of the Temple the 

musician Pastophori accompanied the prayer of the Hierophants, 

gathered in the so-called ‘Crypt of Death’. 

The reason for this name was that those dedicated to the superior 

spiritual life believed that in order for the incarnated soul to achieve true 
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union with the elevated spiritual worlds or planes, it was necessary to die 

to all the wretchedness, baseness, and misery in which the vast majority 

of beings on Earth ordinarily live. According to them, there were five major 

sins, blemishes, or wounds that prevented the incarnated soul from true 

union with the Divinity: 

Greed –Lust –Envy –Anger –Hypocrisy. 

They called it the Black Star. It also had five rays as the Star of the 

Divine Light; however, it was very dark and brought with it the painful 

numbness of the soul in the darkness for a very long time. 

Such were the concepts held by the soul master of ancient Egypt. 

Having made this explanation that I deemed necessary, let’s also 

accompany, dear reader, the concentration of the Hierophants, under the 

protection of the Eternal Light, which allows us to see the secret scene 

through long millennia of years. 

The luminous Intelligence of the Sirian Legion, called Aelohin–Wave 

of Divine Energy- appeared to the Hierophants among the soft melodies 

of the sacred music, the incense spirals, the aura of the vitalized water of 

love and faith, and the unmistakable scent of the Nile lotuses. 

To be more similar to them, no doubt, the celestial apparition was 

covered with a transparent and luminous white cape as if woven with the 

glows from the multiple moons of the Sirius constellation. Aelohin didn't 

wear the purple headdress, nor was his head bare; it was covered with 

abundant white hair, like his cloak and the light that enveloped his entire 

figure. 

–“Don’t cry for Osarsiph, –he told them with a noiseless voice with 

which disincarnated Intelligences speak. 

“He will be triumphant. 

“He will be the great sacrifice of our time, but from his holocaust3 of a 

whole long life, the path of Truth, Justice and Love will emerge again for 

this humanity until the final hour. 

“I was designated among his Sirian brothers to be Osarsiph's 

immediate and permanent Assistant on this earthly journey. 

“Be you, yourselves, my auxiliaries in his help and defense. 

“Promise me by touching the water of the fountain with your hands.” 

The ten Elders submerged their right hand in the water blessed by the 

love and faith of those beings who had dedicated their austere lives to 

the service of God and the earthly Humanity in which they lived for years. 

The impalpable and ethereal vision also submerged its hand, a speck of 

light in the water of the basin that drew arabesques like diamond filigree, 

             

 
3 In this book the word holocaust is used in its original historical definition: a 
religious sacrifice or offering, derived from the Ancient Greek holokaustos. 
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and everything disappeared in the silence and penumbra of the crypt. 

When three days later the royal heralds announced to Egypt and 

neighboring and friendly countries that they would have a new Pharaoh 

backed by the son of Royal Princess Thimetis, daughter of Epuvia Ahisa, 

the Temple Council, along with the Royal Princess and all the dwellers of 

Lake Merik’s castle, had taken all necessary and prudent measures to 

support Osarsiph's action at the height to which he had been raised 

without looking for it or asking for it. 

While this was secretly happening in the Crypt of Death, Osarsiph 

stayed awake in his bedroom and wrote his sad and desolate thoughts in 

his personal diary, which were as secret and silent as everything we’ve 

just seen among the Hierophants of the great Temple of Memphis. 

 Osarsiph had witnessed Aelohin's celestial apparition to the 

assembled Elders in his sleep, and waking up and remembering it, he felt 

a profound shock that made him weep tears of comfort and hope. 

He was strong, but he gave free rein to his crying when no one could 

see him. 

Just as the strong and mighty Nile, great and calm, yet had torrents 

and sometimes overflowed, flooding the plains. 

 

*** 

Ten days later, the coronation of the young Pharaoh Amenhepat was 

celebrated in Memphis along with the proclamation of the Viceroy 

Superintendent, Prince Osarsiph, son of the Royal Princess Av-Isis-

Thimetis. The Royal Princess, along with her Council, which was the 

Public Welfare Ministry, had overseen providing the humble population of 

the great capital with everything they needed to present themselves with 

dignity in such a magnificent solemnity. 

My readers should know that the Egyptian working-class at that time 

didn’t wear clothes, but a scant coarse cloth wrap tightened around the 

waist with a leather belt; in other words, they wore the essentials to cover 

men's nakedness. While the women wrapped themselves in a piece of 

thick canvas, that covered them from their shoulders to their knees, 

tightened at the waist with a hemp cord. 

The reader can imagine the joy of the people of both sexes with the 

wonderful gift that the Ministry of Welfare gave them in honor and glory 

of the sovereign who ascended to the throne of his elders. 

And cheers to the Royal Princess resounded on the streets and 

squares causing serious anguish to the Regent’s heart, who was so 

unsympathetic to the people. Alone in her bedroom, she vented her 

suppressed furies, promising to take very just reprisals when Amenhepat 

wielded the scepter that made King-God over his people. The Occult 

Sciences had spread secretly in Sicily, the Regent’s native country. This 
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was a name to conceal what was actually Black Magic, as malignant and 

harmful as it had been in all the countries which had the lack of good 

sense to let it in. 

Syracuse, its brilliant capital, called ‘Ark of Wisdom’ because of its 

numerous Schools, Academies, and Teaching Centers, of all fields of 

human knowledge of that time, didn’t notice the clandestine and 

concealed entry of the black guest, which arrived as a disgusting leper 

from distant countries in decline, which no longer provided it with the 

abundant profit to which it was accustomed. 

And so it happened that a group of black magicians residing in 

Syracuse moved to Memphis as silk merchants, expecting very good 

business with the Regent, who, in addition to her great fondness for 

luxury, had the disadvantage of being so poorly regarded by the people. 

This last circumstance was especially favorable to the black guest, which, 

with its great powers, would assist the Regent and her son in becoming 

true Kings-Gods for that rebellious people. 

The fake silk merchants’ House was established in Memphis under 

the name of ‘The Golden Bee’, and they pretended to be a family of four 

adult brothers of mature age and their respective wives. Of course, 

neither of they were brothers, nor were the women their wives. 

The House was inaugurated when the heralds announced the 

coronation, and they did it so skillfully that they offered the Queen Mother 

a royal mantle of purple silk preciously adorned with golden bees. 

From that moment, they captivated her in such a way that the 

youngest of the four female magicians, who was very beautiful, was 

introduced to the Royal Palace as the Queen's dressmaker and 

hairdresser. 

As a result, the skilled black magicians of the ‘Golden Bee’ gradually 

became governors and tutors of that woman, who was full of resentment, 

envy, and malice against those who had conquered all the love of the 

Egyptian people and neighboring countries that she was unable to 

conquer. 

The consequence of the black magicians’ actions was to create a 

vortex of contradictions, evil, and even crimes, which formed a long chain 

of painful events and setbacks placed before Osarsiph and his mother to 

poison the reverent love of the people. 

‘I am the eternal mother of all the mothers of the divine missionaries 

who come to this world’ –the living Isis repeated to the Royal Princess in 

her long, solitary meditations. – ‘I am with you; fear nothing for the son 

you have given to this humankind.’ 

– “I am Aelohin, your twin brother, and I must accompany you to the 

triumph despite the hurdles and pitfalls,” –the luminous Intelligence of the 

Sirian Legion told Osarsiph, when he prayed in the Crypt of the Temple 
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with the Hierophants for the victory of Justice, Truth, and Love. 

*** 

Amenhepat coronation took on all the most extravagant splendors. It 

was full of all the grandeur, luxury, and excess that can be displayed in 

human ceremonies and feasts. The reader will imagine it without the need 

for a detailed description. Friendly countries sent colorful delegations for 

the undeniable convenience of strengthening ties with the new 

Government, in which the presence of the Royal Princess's son 

guaranteed nobility, justice, and loyal friendships. 

Numidia had been preparing large military forces in case the noxious 

enslavement decree for foreigners was put into effect. 

A large Numida colony had settled many years before in Heliopolis, 

on the eastern bank of the Nile, and considered Egypt to be its second 

homeland; that oppressive decree overturned the prosperity achieved 

after many years of efforts and sacrifices. 

And what was just explained about Numidia could also applied to 

Arabia, Libya, Mauritania, Palestine, and Phoenicia. And even the 

numerous black race tribes of the country of Kush joined the general 

discontent caused by the decree of slavery for foreigners. 

The Viceroy Superintendent of the young Pharaoh was the son of the 

noble and beloved Thimetis, who had been the loving mother for the 

Egyptian people since she was 15. She made no distinction in her 

benefits between natives and foreigners, who made the country great 

with their works. 

All Egypt and neighboring countries waited with unusual anxiety. 

When the week of the celebration passed and everyone returned to 

their usual jobs, the Royal Princess and the Governor of the castle of 

Lake Merik, with a large escort of spearmen, archers, and guards 

accompanied the young Superintendent to take up his post. The young 

Pharaoh Amenhepat sat on his father's huge throne. His flimsy, 

minuscule person seemed to shrink even more on that immense 

millenary throne. 

Under a side canopy was the Queen Mother and next to her, the Royal 

Princess Thimetis. 

Osarsiph approached accompanied by the Governor of the Castle and 

Hierophant Membra, Chief Notary of the Memphis Temple, representing 

the Pontiff and his Council. 

He was about to kneel before the sovereign when the Pharaoh stood 

up quickly and embraced him. He refused to let Osarsiph sit in the 

armchair to his left, but instead, stepping to one side on the wide throne, 

forced him to sit with him. 

–If you don’t see me as your brother, Osarsiph, I can’t be happy on 

my father’s throne, –he told him with a tone of sincere and loyal 
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tenderness. 

–Oh, my King! If this be true, count on me, your subject, to do his best 

to fulfill your wish. 

At a signal from the Queen Mother, the Master of Ceremonies 

approached the throne carrying a magnificent necklace of gold and 

emeralds on a purple silk cushion. It was an ancient jewel worn by a 

younger brother of Queen Hatshepsut who was the first Superintendent 

in her reign. As Amenhepat put it on Osarsiph’s neck, he said: –This is 

the sign of my alliance with you, Osarsiph, and as long as you wear it, I 

will give no other man more love and trust than what I place in you today. 

–Thank you, Pharaoh-King, illustrious son of my mother's father! All 

those present here are witnesses of your noble words and the solemn 

promise that I make to my Sovereign and to the entire country, to spare 

no sacrifices to serve them as they deserve, –Osarsiph responded, 

moved. 

The Queen Mother appeared calm in her ostentatious majesty. The 

Royal Princess wiped away her tears discreetly. She feared so much for 

her son's future; for whom all that grandeur and splendor seemed deceit 

to her! Hierophant Membra, guessing Thimetis's concern, told her in a 

low voice: 

–Don’t fear anything Royal Princess; your son brings with him the 

strength of an entire Sirian Legion, and the worms of the earth will be 

nothing against him. 

–Blessed be your words, good master, –she answered in a low voice, 

while the Queen, the Pharaoh, and Osarsiph, all three seated on the great 

throne, chatted amicably. 

The Queen Mother was splendidly beautiful; with her golden hair 

gathered in a gold filigree comb studded with pearls and half wrapped in 

the great purple mantle embroidered with mother-of-pearl and silver 

lotuses. She devoured Osarsiph with her lively gray eyes, whose graceful 

and slender figure seemed to excite her greatly.  

Suddenly, an agreeable man from the guard announced the royal 

physician Aton-Mosis with his children, and given the essential consent, 

they were led into the royal presence. 

The royal physician and his children, Hur and Merik, had been invited 

to the ceremony by the Queen, but a street incident had delayed them. 

People eagerly surrounded the great palace to show their support for the 

Royal Princess and her son, hence, they experienced great difficulty in 

making their way through the crowd to reach the throne room.  

The astute Queen Mother knew the deep friendship that united the 

doctor and his family with the Royal Princess and her son and used this 

as part of her political agenda. The unfortunate foreigner felt so unloved 

by the people that she tried to win over those kind hearts to heal her 
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deeply wounded pride. Little Merik, all white as a bouquet of lilies, looked 

at Osarsiph with tear-filled eyes, and we, dear reader, have the lens of 

the Divine Light to read her thoughts of innocent love: “–How handsome 

is Osarsiph!..., but how far and how high is the altar to which he has 

climbed!... “And I think that in the subconscious of her pure soul her empty 

inner temple and her altar without flowers or candles must have been 

outlined... All dark!  

The Queen Mother’s voice interrupted her thoughts. 

–Come here, small turtledove, –she told her tenderly–from today I 

want you in the palace every day to occupy an empty place that was left 

by one of my lady-in-waiting. You will be one the youngest of all and also 

the most beautiful. Would you like to be my little lady? 

The girl knelt humbly at her feet and burst into tears. 

The Royal Princess, who had a closer relation with her, intervened to 

calm her down. 

A while later, a sumptuous dinner was served inside the Royal Palace 

in honor of the handsome Viceroy Superintendent, who from then on 

ranked second only to the Pharaoh. 

In this way, Ra-Moses climbed the holy mountain of sacrifice, as called 

by the Eternal Law that governs the Worlds and the Souls incarnated in 

them.  
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13.  The Rosebushes Bloomed  
 

‘When the rosebushes bloom, the thorns ripen’ was a very common 

saying among the good Egyptian society. And this adage turns out to be 

quite accurate when analyzed through the lens of realistic circumstances.  

The rosebush hardens its thorns for defense of its radiant and coveted 

blooms. And, if the rosebush is compared with human life, the same thing 

can be affirmed. 

When the rosebush of a life of great efforts toward a higher ideal, 

which the soul of the righteous glimpses from afar, blossoms into 

beautiful and good deeds, soon the sharp and cruel thorns of 

malevolence appear, fueled by envy, discontent, malicious comments, 

and misinterpretations.  

All of this creates a sinister murmur, like a flock of crows fluttering over 

the fold where the flock rests...  

It took three fruitful years of incessant labor to prove to the civilized 

world of that time that Princess Thimetis's son truly possessed Pharaohs' 

blood, that is, gods' blood.  

The stories and traditions of those times tell us that, due to popular 

ignorance and fanaticism, the Pharaohs, as well as all their descendants, 

were children of the gods.  

As a result, numerous legends, epics, melodramas, and poems were 

formed around our protagonist, some true and many fictional, as always 

happens with men or women who stand out from the crowd.  

And in this case, the mission that I have accepted with enthusiasm 

and love, is to separate the false from the true so that the life and work of 

the seventh incarnated personality of the Man-Light sent by the Eternal 

Law as Instructor and Guide of earthly humankind may appear clear and 

pure.  

Let’s see, then, what Osarsiph did during the first three years of his 

performance next to the throne of the Pharaohs.  

Given who he was, the reader will guess how he would start his tasks. 

The reader will remember that within the vast enclosure encircled by walls 

that surrounded the Royal Palace of Memphis, there were two great 

Temples and a palace called ‘Princess’ among forests of palm trees, 

sphinxes, and obelisks. This was occupied by Thimetis and her servants 

until her final transfer to the castle of Lake Merik.  

At the suggestion of the Pontiff and his Council and with the 

acceptance of the young Pharaoh and his mother, this would be the 

residence of the Superintendent during the days that he devoted to the 

tasks required by his position.  

Such order was made by the Queen Mother and the son-King 
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accepted it immediately, accustomed as he was to obey the maternal 

decisions.  

The Palace of the Princess was indeed the property of Thimetis, for it 

was built and ornamented many years before as the magnificent betrothal 

gift that Pharaoh Seti, father of Ramses I, made to the Royal Princess 

Epuvia Ahisa when she was brought from faraway Mauritania to marry 

his heir. Therefore, it was an inheritance from the Queen to her only 

daughter, Av-Isis-Thimetis. Her father, the Pharaoh, had confirmed it by 

documenting the considerable dowry for his daughter on the day she was 

proclaimed as his heiress.  

This Palace had remained closed since Queen Gala stayed there 

during the short time while waiting for her wedding with the Pharaoh.  

The Royal Princess Thimetis returned to take possession of her house 

because she couldn’t be away from her son. Amram, the Governor of the 

Castle, became the Governor of the Princess’s Palace, while the Chief of 

Guards, along with Aaron and Jochebed as the Lady of the House, 

remained in the beloved castle of Lake Merik, so full of sweet memories 

for Thimetis’s soul!  

Nefru, the second Chief of Guards, and his sister, the handmaiden 

Enabi, accompanied the family on their temporary relocation to the lavish 

Memphis, the royal residence at the time.  

Osarsiph wanted to have Hur on his side as Chief Notary, his friend 

and Classroom companion as the reader will remember.  

And I think the reader will ask how and why the thorns of Osarsiph’s 

rosebush arose and matured, when he was well so well surrounded and 

defended by those who loved him with sincere loyalty?  

We have stated before that the redeemers, saviors, and true 

missionaries of the Truth in worlds of little evolution, such as Earth, are 

usually sacrificed not always in terms of their physical life but, without 

exception, in their personality as spokespersons for a superior ideal. It is 

therefore not surprising that the same thing happened to our protagonist.  

The physician Aton-Mosis, who had witnessed his birth and loved him 

as his own son, told him:  

–Your life amid the Royal Court is for you like living in a jungle full of 

beasts. You will be walking down a path when suddenly a hungry lion 

appears out of nowhere; an aspiring potentate seeking your authority to 

do a lucrative business to become a powerful magnate without any effort. 

You will take another path and encounter a panther disguised as a 

gazelle; a courtesan who will want you for herself or for her daughter, and 

with flower and silk ties she will take you without your noticing to her 

enchanted gardens, where a man never leaves without a guilty 

conscience and stains in his clothes.  

The young superintendent reflected on these wise warnings at night. 
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The next morning, after much thought, Osarsiph took his private diary and 

wrote down his thoughts.  

His thoughts transported him to the Temple of Isis where we have 

seen him before; he seemed to see the Penitentiary waiting for him in the 

same crypt. Osarsiph began to write, but it was not his writing. It was 

another will that made him write.  

He had never experienced this before. This was a phenomenon 

unknown to him. And he wrote like this:  

“Don’t be afraid of my spiritual presence, son of Thimetis. I am 

Djedefre, the Temple Penitentiary. You should not be surprised by my 

presence by your side if you know that the human spirit can act 

independently from its matter when the Law allows it. Listen to me: The 

Queen and the Government in general don’t fully trust the Elders of the 

Temple. I do not include the Pharaoh because, despite wearing the crown 

and wielding the scepter, he doesn't yet rule the country.  

“Due to this mistrust, it would be in your best interest if they don’t see 

you communicating with the Temple so frequently. The Divine Law, 

powerful and wise, has this means of communicating with us without 

anyone noticing it. The Inquisitor and I will use this means of 

communication to help you in overcoming the abyss and setbacks that 

will come your way.  

“Today I must warn you that two members of the Royal Council are 

interested in the great copper mines of Mount Sinai, as well as the gold 

and silver quarries of Libya. They are planning to propose that you decree 

the handing over of the country's cereals in exchange for everything they 

covet. This would bring famine to Egypt and cause uprisings of the 

people.  

“You have been warned. May the Eternal God keep you! “ 

Osarsiph let out a huge, deep sigh, as if he were venting a whole world 

that he carried on his heart.  

–I have not yet begun to fulfill my duties, and I already feel 

overwhelmed by this burden –he murmured sadly–. Invisible and Eternal 

God, adored by my parents and by my teachers! You, the Supreme 

Power and Immovable Strength!... Give me, I beg you, everything I need 

to be what you want me to be! 

He uttered this exclamation from the bottom of his soul, tormented by 

a thousand uncertainties, and soon after he left his room and made his 

way to the great Palace, carrying within himself all the serene strength 

that he had claimed from the Eternal Invisible Power.  

In the great hall-office, the Queen Mother was waiting for him with the 

Seal-Bearer and the Chief Notary. The Queen spoke first, after the young 

Superintendent bowed before her.  

–I called you an hour before the Pharaoh arrives to inform you on the 
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state of the administration and the welfare of the country. The Pharaoh, 

who is your uncle, but your same age, doesn’t have the strength and 

energy that the gods endowed you with. And that being so, we are 

sometimes forced not to reveal him things as they are, so as not to cause 

him strong impressions that could harm his health. Perhaps, in the future, 

he will gain the ability to know everything without suffering any harm. 

“Here you have the Seal-Bearer and the Chief Notary who have been 

my great assistants during the years of my Regency. I am sure that with 

them you will lead the country to the highest progress and well-being, in 

such a way that the name Ramses II will eclipse all kings of the Earth. 

That is my hope!”  

Osarsiph bowed deeply in reverent silent acceptance of the Queen's 

word. The two ministers did likewise.  

The Queen left through an inner door where two guards lifted the 

heavy curtain to let her through.  

Osarsiph realized that all the doors were equally guarded.  

The Seal-Bearer and the Notary started to take the papyruses, 

vellums, and tablets from the large shelves, which gradually filled the 

enormous tables.  

–All of these are requests, proposals, and promotions..., –the Notary 

explained, pointing to another table–, and those are sentences or 

acquittals depending on the scales of justice. 

Osarsiph looked at both tables. He had not uttered a word yet.  

–Let’s start with the sentences–he said–because those await a 

sentence must suffer the horrors of uncertainty. If we were in their place, 

we would want a quick solution.  

And he sat down in front that table. The Notary and the Seal-Bearer 

also sat down. 

Osarsiph began to read the criminal charges that weighed on those 

names marked with a black or red asterisk. He knew well what that meant.  

The red asterisk meant that the person who owned that name, 

according to custom made law, had to suffer the penalty of being whipped 

until blood was shed and also suffer the amputation of an ear. The black 

asterisk indicated the death penalty by beheading, and the corpse was to 

be thrown into the dunghill to serve as food for the beasts.  

He continued reading. The criminal charges dated back to the time 

when the people revolted against the decree of slavery for all foreigners 

residing in the country, with the exception of those who paid the tax set 

by the government. Among the criminals there were Syrians, Arabs, 

Phoenicians, Nubians, Ethiopians, Cretans, Greeks, Libyans, and 

Mauritanians. They were accused of having vociferously demanded the 

Regent's person to be dragged through the streets as well as the 

dignitaries of her Council.  
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The Royal Princess and her son had managed to appease the popular 

rage by promising to of asking to obtain the annulment of the decree from 

the government, and this promise was fulfilled. However, the leading 

agitators had been arrested and awaited their sentence.  

 

On the other table that appeared loaded with parchments and tablets 

there were also arguments that needed a good answer; something not 

easy to deliberate.  

There were requests and proposals from the representatives from all 

those countries whose citizens had fallen out of favor with the Egyptian 

government.  

All these arguments attacked the decree that caused these 

disturbances and emphasized the error of its authors, considering the 

years of prosperity, peace, and growth of the country with the cooperation 

of foreigners. They added that these foreigners had not only contributed 

their efforts as workers but also their knowledge in terms of industries, 

arts, and sciences, apart from the wealth and businesses that they had 

carried out for the benefit of the country.  

And finally, they cited the fact that the Regent was a foreigner, and 

that nearly all the dignitaries and ladies who made up the Royal Court at 

that time were chosen by the Regent from among her relatives and 

friends from her homeland.  

Osarsiph read aloud all these arguments that made sense and 

overwhelming logic. It was the simple truth. Then he looked at the two 

ministers in silence, who understood the question in that look, and they 

both said:  

–I was appointed after the uprising. I am Egyptian by birth. – 

–I am glad it is so, because otherwise, both of you would have a great 

part in the disastrous consequences that this decree brought about, –

Osarsiph said.  

–Those who signed the decree were removed from the Council and 

secretly fled to their homeland, Syracuse, –said the Seal–Bearer.  

–Of course! –added the Chief Notary–because the people would have 

lynched them if they had not left. 

–You know the rest, Royal Prince. You and your noble Mother saved 

the Queen Mother from suffering the same fate. 

After a brief silence, which seemed more like a deep meditation, the 

Viceroy Superintendent spoke again: –I can neither sign these 

sentences, nor authorize any execution, because I would have done the 

same thing if I had been in the place of those accused. Wouldn’t you have 

done it too? What man wouldn't resist with all his might if he were 

condemned to slavery without having done anything to deserve such a 

miserable condition? 
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–Yes, it’s true, absolutely true! –the Notary replied –, but the Queen is 

delirious to see her enemies punished. 

–A hundred thousand more enemies will rise against her if these 

sentences were executed, –Osarsiph stated firmly–. Behind all these 

defendants are their respective countries, And then...?  

–And then we’d have to deal with them all for sure, –the Seal-Bearer 

affirmed.  

–Wait for me here! I will request an audience with the Pharaoh and the 

Queen Mother, –Osarsiph said as he left through the long corridor that 

crossed the great courtyard of the Hall of Weapons, where in his 

childhood he had sometimes attended archery exercises, practiced by all 

the children of the Egyptian nobility.  

The Queen was informing the young Pharaoh about the same matter 

that was being dealt with in the Superintendent's office. And Osarsiph 

was immediately received.  

He explained the situation to them as he understood it and as it really 

was; and then he added calmly:  

–I cannot sign those sentences and even less have them executed 

because all those countries that are affected by their citizens residing 

here would form a coalition against us. And perhaps they would retaliate 

against our compatriots residing in those countries. Do you think that 

enmity is convenient to Egypt, not just towards our people, but towards 

all those who would be affected by our decision? Don’t you think instead 

that a generous pardon, or at least mitigation of the sentence, would 

attract the great compensations of good friendship to your venerable 

persons and to the whole country? 

–I agree with you, Osarsiph, and I have just explained it to the queen. 

I don’t want to start my government by cutting off heads in. I don’t want 

it! 

–But I’ve been so wronged..., so offended, that I can’t conceive how 

the wife of a Pharaoh and mother of another Pharaoh can put up with it 

without taking revenge that would astonish the whole world.  

–I understand! Oh, Queen, I understand!... But if the offenses of 

popular anger were so serious, they will be double if those sentences are 

carried out, and we will all be dragged into that dreadful vortex. The calm 

you see now is an expectation animated by the hope that my mother and 

I interpose our influence before your Royalty; but what will happen when 

that hope is shattered? The resultant riot will be a hundred times worse 

than the previous one. 

–Can't you and the Royal Princess, whom the people love so much, 

force them to humbly accept the punishment that the criminals, authors 

of the uprising, deserve? –asked the Queen, in an attempt to hurt 

Osarsiph’s self-esteem.  
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–Lady, noble Queen of Egypt! You should know that the people love 

the Royal Princess, not because of her name or her lineage, but for all 

the good they have received from her and still receive. The love of the 

peoples entails a certain degree of selfishness: they love in exchange for 

the good they receive. And what do you think will happen to the peoples' 

love for the Princess and her son if you and the Pharaoh carry out around 

a thousand death sentences, flagellations, and mutilations? If that love 

was the shield that defended your lives, and you do these things, you 

would no longer have it, and then...?  

The Pharaoh interrupted him.  

–My mother is today the Queen Mother; but I am the Pharaoh. I have 

said that I don’t want to start my government by cutting off heads. 

Osarsiph!... You are my Viceroy Superintendent. Announce in my name, 

the general pardon for all sentenced for the last riot. 

“And when the notary has it written in the White Book, bring it yourself 

and I will sign it. 

The Queen let out a cry and fainted under her purple canopy.  

Osarsiph hurriedly to pick her up and called the maidens on duty, who 

arrived immediately. An hour later the people acclaimed Pharaoh 

Ramses II, the Viceroy Superintendent, and the Royal Princess, Av-Isis-

Thimetis, in the front square of the Royal Palace.  

The popular enthusiasm such a high degree that the young Pharaoh 

was forced to go out onto the terrace overlooking the square where the 

crowd was bustling. Osarsiph and the Royal Princess accompanied him. 

Out of love for them, the Queen Mother's name was not even spoken. It 

was all anyone could ask or expect from people who had been so 

wronged by her.  

And Osarsiph thought:  

“How true is the eternal proverb of the followers of the Anekh-Aton 

(aka Ahkenaten) doctrine: ‘Love bridges all abysses!’ 

The sun was disappearing among the vivid splendors of the Egyptian 

sunset when Osarsiph was able to leave the great Palace and return to 

secluded home quarters, which his noble mother filled with love, hope, 

and faith.  

It had been necessary to calm the Queen Mother. She had suffered a 

tremendous shock because of her son’s decision, and only the Royal 

Princess, who had the divine gift of force of persuasion, could soothe her 

rage.  

She saw herself completely displaced from everything that formed the 

greatest ideal of her life and it was impossible for her to accept failure 

without venting her fury on all those who in her opinion had caused it. 

She had believed that those passive people who, since the death of 

the Pharaoh, had endured painful burdens increased day by day and 
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humiliations of various forms, would continue to bend their backs in 

silence, without complaint, like a meek flock that only aspires to bite the 

grass and let themselves be locked in the fold. The noble abdication of 

the crown and the throne that the Royal Princess made years before was 

incomprehensible to her and she called it childish nonsense. That 

decision had been highly favorable to her, and she was grateful for it. 

However, when she compared what she had received as Regent and 

Queen Mother to what the Royal Princess had received from her people 

and friendly countries, she realized that the Princess, who had left 

everything, had conquered everything; and she, who in her excessive 

pride and ambition, had ignored all rights, all justice, all logic, had nothing 

but her powerless rage and such emptiness and discontent that it made 

her wish to be death.  

And while Thimetis and Osarsiph visited the Queen Mother after the 

popular ovation, the Council of Hierophants gathered in meditation in the 

great Temple of Isis to collaborate with them through the powerful mental 

contribution that dominates the storms within hearts, that are like the 

furies of the sea and the violence of hurricanes. 
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14.  Uphill  
 

How arid sometimes seems the climb to the summit to which the 

Eternal Law calls certain beings! And it calls them neither by privileges 

nor preferences. It is the divine and sacred freedom of the soul, aware of 

the great duties that it must fulfill. 

How majestic and great is the strength of conscience in souls that 

have reached a high level of evolution! 

Osarsiph meditated in the silence of his private room, in a few days of 

quiet rest sought in the castle of Lake Merik, where he returned with his 

relatives, after having solved the most serious problems in the country. 

It was a warm moonless night, but with a sky so profusely illuminated 

by stars that Osarsiph’s tall silhouette could be clearly seen walking down 

the stairs that led from the terrace to the shores of the lake. 

The maidens performed classical melodies and dances in the Royal 

Princess's rooms, imitating the fantastic allegories created by poets of the 

time in honor of the great queens-matriarchs of the remote past. 

And the name of a daughter of the sun with her blue veil was heard in 

the song lyrics; she had charmed the soul of a powerful prince of the 

highlands where the Nile is born. 

And the spell became so strong that the prince abandoned wealth, 

town, and country; and transformed into a white mallard, he flew around 

the towers of the Goddess’s Temple until she agreed to let him live among 

the lilies of her enchanted garden. 

The melodies and dances took epic tones that celebrated heroic 

deeds of a Matriarch-Queen of the countries of eternal snow, who, 

dressed as a warrior nobleman, saved her country and her people from 

falling into the savage clutches of invading races. 

Only the Palace inhabitants and a few close visitors, who came from 

time to time to visit her, were allowed to attend these soirees for the Royal 

Princess. 

And once, when Osarsiph was walking alone along the shores of the 

lake, he heard oars pounding the water in the canal. Torchlight 

illuminated the sail of the little boat, and Osarsiph saw the colors of Aton-

Mosis, the Royal physician. 

His heart fluttered with joy because he thought it was surely his great 

friend Hur, who loved and understood him so well. 

He approached the dock to received him. It was him indeed, who came 

with his father and his little sister, Merik. 

But, to his surprise, he noticed that they were not happy or relaxed, 

but rather anxious and restless. So, he immediately asked: 

–What happens? You look restless. 
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–We came here to talk to the Royal Princess and to you –responded 

the doctor.  

Hur grabbed his friend's arm, and the girl grabbed his father's hand. 

They walked silently towards the Castle, which stood out in the dark 

shadows of the palm trees and acacias that surrounded it like a large 

white monument. 

Osarsiph led them to the study room so as not to interrupt his mother's 

happy soirees with her maidens with unpleasant news. 

The doctor explained the distressing situation that he was beginning 

to fear for his daughter Merik. The Queen Mother had forced Merik to 

entertain her second son Albek who, due to the great antagonisms 

towards his older brother, kept himself apart in his private rooms. It was 

said that he was somewhat sickly, perhaps to conceal the true reason for 

his withdrawal. 

–And my daughter –Aton-Mosis added–complains of the young 

Prince’s lack of respect for her. It was necessary to pretend that she had 

a chest condition to get permission to take her home. –Osarsiph listened 

to them in silence. 

“I wanted to ask the Royal Princess to help me in this difficult situation 

by sheltering Merik here, as if she had a lung problem and needed this 

fresh air and peace to recover. As you can see, the girl is perfectly 

healthy, and her paleness is only due to the bad impressions she has 

suffered. I assure you that there are no other options for saving her from 

this danger that threatens her. And I believed that only the Royal Princess 

and you could help me.” 

–Well thought, Aton-Mosis! That inspiration undoubtedly came from 

the beneficent genies who serve the Invisible Eternal, –answered 

Osarsiph, in whose always serene face, the doctor noticed a slight 

surprise. 

–Is it true, Osarsiph, that you had feared something like this could 

happen? –the doctor inquired.  

–Yes, it is true; I’ve feared this since the Queen Mother asked her to 

be one of her maidens. 

–Do you think it’s possible that the Princess, your mother, will grant 

me this immense service? 

–Don’t doubt it, even for a moment. Merik, will you be pleased to 

exchange the luxury and grandeur of the court for a quiet life beside my 

mother? 

When Osarsiph approached the saddened teenager and asked her 

this question, he softened his voice as much as he could. 

The poor thing, who had endured the inner anguish of this terrible 

situation, burst into tears. Her father intervened, and Osarsiph, feeling 

guilty, gently told her: 
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–Merik, I have hurt you, because I'm very clumsy at consoling. Please, 

forgive me, and don’t cry anymore. My mother and I will do everything we 

can to make you feel comfortable here. 

Young Hur, who was strong and full of energy, was filled with 

indignation and barely concealed anger, and when he is angry, he usually 

unleashes his rage like a sudden storm. 

Fortunately, he didn’t show his rage, because the evening event had 

ended in the Princess’s Hall and the maidens were leaving, and the 

Princess was left alone, available to them. 

The visitors headed towards the hall. 

When the girl saw Thimetis standing in the center of the great hall, she 

ran towards her, giving no thought to the restrictive laws of etiquette. She 

fell on her knees at Thimetis’s feet, clasped her knees as she burst into 

tears once more. 

–What happens to you, poor girl, that you come to me as a wounded 

turtledove? –the Princess asked, caressing her as she gently lifted her 

up. 

–We’ll talk, madam, if you allow me a few moments to speak with you 

alone, –Aton-Mosis answered, before accepting yet her invitation to sit. 

Thimetis led him into an adjoining room, and what the Royal Princess 

and the physician talked about stayed between them. 

The situation was as follows: the young Pharaoh Amenhepat had 

fallen in love with little Merik, and when the Queen Mother forced her to 

spend time playing checkers and similar board games with her second 

son, Albek, he in turn became fond of her; and in such a state of affairs 

the two brothers became rivals. 

Naturally, the Pharaoh should have been preferred over his brother, 

but Merik liked neither of them. 

And on one occasion, when they were both fighting furiously over her, 

the Pharaoh gave his brother a fierce kick, causing him to fall to the 

ground, moaning in pain. 

The frightened girl fled through the gardens and found shelter in the 

Temple behind the large statue of Isis. When the guardian pastophorus 

was closing the doors of the Temple, he found Merik sleeping. When one 

of the Temple Commissioners found out, he himself took her to her 

father's house because it was getting dark.  

The Royal Princess listened to the doctor’s story in profound silence. 

Then she said this: 

–Good father! Aton-Mosis, you know that I can give you this name just 

as I do to my master Amonthep. I am going to reveal to you a secret I 

would not have told you if it had not been for this complicated situation. 

Osarsiph loves your daughter and hopes to marry her when the time 

comes. If both agree, I believe we should celebrate Osarsiph's betrothal 
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to your daughter in order to free her from the crazy intentions of the royal 

princes. If Osarsiph stands between the Pharaoh and his brother, no one 

will dare to be disrespectful to her. You know, Aton-Mosis, how my son 

has shown authority in the Great Palace and over the people. 

The doctor was extremely moved by the wonderful news she gave him 

so he knelt and kissed both hands of the Princess. 

–It is true what the holy men of the Temple say about you, that you 

are the consolation of all the anguish of our lives. May the One God 

shower you with gifts. 

They called Osarsiph first. Informed of what was happening, he 

accepted his mother’s suggestion and brought Merik himself so that her 

father informed her about the plan. 

The girl, for whom Osarsiph was the first and great love of her short 

life, looked with frightened eyes at the Royal Princess, Osarsiph, at 

Osarsiph and at her father, and lowered her eyes to the pavement without 

answering. 

Then the young man approached her, took her hand, and calmly 

asked her:  

–Do you love me enough, Merik, to accept me as your life partner? 

Already close to crying, the little girl pressed his noble hand to her 

chest; she looked at him deeply but didn’t respond. She was choked with 

emotion and couldn't say anything. 

They all understood what that mute scene meant. 

–Tomorrow at noon we will celebrate the betrothal of Osarsiph and 

Merik, –the Royal Princess said aloud, approaching the young couple and 

tenderly kissing them both.  

The Elder doctor surreptitiously wiped away two furtive tears and the 

four of them went back to the room where the others were waiting. 

The Royal Princess called the three teacher priests of the Classroom, 

the Governor of the Castle, the Chief of Guards and his wife Jochebed, 

Enabi and her brother, and the oldest maidens of the princes. Then 

Thimetis announced the great news to everyone: the celebration of the 

betrothal to be held the next day at noon. 

Hur's enthusiasm was delusional. 

–Now I am truly your brother, –he said as he embraced Osarsiph. 

The Princess spoke in a low voice to Amram, and both looked in 

ecstasy as Osarsiph picked up yellow roses from a large vase that 

adorned the hall and formed a diadem with them. He then placed it on 

the dark curly head of little Merik. Her childish laugh resounded like the 

chirping of birds. 

–I’ve never seen our son so happy, Amram. Have you ever seen him 

smile? –Thimetis asked. 

–I think this is the first time–the Governor answered. 
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–How much fear I feel in my heart when I see these moments of 

supreme bliss in him!... 

–Don’t be pessimistic, my dear wife! 

–Divine missionaries never walk on a bed of roses. May Mother Isis 

pluck all the thorns from the rosebush that blooms for our son tonight, 

Amram. May she do so! 

–May it be so! –Amram replied as he joined the boisterous, happy 

group in the great hall. 

‘Love is stronger than death, and more powerful than an army ready 

for battle,’ the sage king sang these words in his idyllic poem. 

In perfect agreement with this ancient phrase, we add that true love 

knows how to give magnificent solemnities even to the most tender family 

scenes. And such happened to the betrothal of Osarsiph and Merik, only 

witnessed by their close relatives, the three master priests, and the ladies 

of the Royal Princess. 

Two days after the young couple were engaged with all the traditional 

formalities, the Royal Princess, Osarsiph, and Aton-Mosis, visited the 

Great Palace of Memphis. They requested an audience with the Pharaoh, 

who immediately granted it. They were complying with the tradition of 

notifying the sovereign whenever a marriage or future alliance was 

arranged. This custom was a law for the princes and nobles of the higher 

hierarchy. 

The Royal Princess was the one who made the customary 

announcement. 

–I had thought of marrying her myself, –the young Pharaoh replied 

very calmly–, but if my royal nephew anticipated me, that's fine with me. 

When will the wedding take place? 

–There is no set date yet, my noble brother, but if you have a request, 

I’m sure they’d be honored to oblige you, –Thimetis responded. 

–Osarsiph must carry out a campaign of great importance for the 

country this year, which means he’ll be absent for some time that I can’t 

specify. That being the case, the wedding will have to take place after he 

returns. 

Although the Princess and Aton-Mosis suspected the Pharaoh’s 

subterfuge, they didn’t object when Osarsiph answered calmly: 

–Very well, sir, it will be as you say. Can you tell me which campaign 

I must carry out and when? We are currently resolving some serious 

issues, and I would like to see them resolved before leaving, –the young 

Superintendent responded. 

–I know, –the Pharaoh replied –You should be able to settle all these 

issues within 20 days, and you can leave after that. Business with Syria 

and the country of Azur are even more urgent. 

After a brief time of unimportant conversations, the Royal Princess 
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went to the rooms occupied by the Queen Mother and her maidens. 

Osarsiph and Aton-Mosis headed to the adjoining pavilion of the Temple 

of Isis, where the Pontiff and the Council of Hierophants lived. 

The Queen, who was extremely nervous and heartbroken, received 

the Royal Princess immediately. 

–You have arrived at the right time, Thimetis, beloved daughter of my 

great Husband-King. –And the hug that she gave to the daughter of 

Ramses I, clearly showed the serious displeasure that the widow 

suffered. 

–What's the matter, venerable madam? –Thimetis asked, surprised. 

–The most terrible thing that could happen. Your brother, the Pharaoh, 

has locked my son Albek in his rooms with two armed guards at the door; 

and my cousin, Baudouin, Prince of Corsica, has ordered him to leave 

Memphis and the country within 24 hours. Isn't this a despicable abuse 

of power from a Pharaoh? –And the Queen Mother began to cry with sobs 

so intense that her whole body trembled. 

It was whispered in hushed tones throughout the Grand Palace that 

Prince Baudouin maintained an intimate friendship with the Queen. 

Shortly after the death of the Pharaoh, her husband, the handsome and 

gentle Prince of Corsica spent a season at Memphis every year, staying 

at the Royal Palace. People who knew about it associated this friendship 

with the birth of the Queen's second son, who was born outside of the 

normal gestation period. Some of them, with daring imagination, amused 

themselves in weaving a romance between them before the betrothal with 

the Pharaoh. It was said that she had been forced to this marriage out of 

political convenience for the States, as was the old custom in all royal 

courts around the world. Some even speculated that Ramses I's death 

was not natural but provoked in pursuit of a premature widowhood for the 

young and beautiful Queen Gala. 

All these concealed rumors accumulated a deaf hatred in 

Amenhepat’s soul, which he forced to silence during his childhood years. 

But once he saw himself on the throne, with all the powers of a Governor, 

he acted according to what he believed was right. 

He respected his mother, but not Baudouin or the young Albek. 

That was the situation when Osarsiph became a member of the 

Egyptian Government. 

The Royal Princess Thimetis knew of these unpleasant rumors, but in 

her retreat at Lake Merik, she pretended she knew nothing about it. 

And while Thimetis tried to reassure the Queen Mother, Osarsiph and 

Aton-Mosis consulted with the Temple Council about the situation raised 

with Viceroy Superintendent. 

The close communion of souls the Council of the Temple and 

Osarsiph had fused their thoughts and feelings into one, so that both 
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visitors found that the Pontiff and the Hierophants were even more aware 

of all this tangled web of intrigue than they were. 

And the Pontiff spoke thus: 

–Osarsiph, my son, and you, my beloved Aton-Mosis: Nothing can 

defeat true love; it is stronger than death and more powerful than an army 

ready for battle. Osarsiph has in us an indestructible wall of love. He also 

has it in his abode on Lake Merik. He also has it in the vast majority of 

the population. What do you think that the ill will, if any, of three or four 

beings can do, even if one is the Pharaoh, another the Queen Mother, 

the third the Prince of Corsica, and the fourth an illegal son, with no other 

right than the love of the woman he brought you to life? 

“Fear nothing, absolutely nothing. Osarsiph, my son, you are doubly 

protected by our love and by the love of your parents, perhaps stronger 

than ours.” 

“Do you know where the mission assigned to you is?” 

–To Syria and the banks of the great river that flows from the North 

(Euphrates). It seems there’s a threat of conflict with the King of Azur. I 

am not completely aware of the situation. 

Shortly after, the Royal Princess left the Great Palace and met her son 

and Aton-Mosis, who took them back to the castle on Lake Merik. 

With her usual gentleness, Thimetis was able to persuade the Queen 

Mother to let little Merik stay in the Castle by her side. Because the Queen 

deeply resented her son, the Pharaoh, she gladly accepted Osarsiph's 

betrothal. She felt the pleasure of taking revenge for the unfair insults, 

according to her, that the Pharaoh had done to her, to Baudouin, and to 

her son, Albek. 

–I hand Merik over to you with mad joy. Take good care of her because 

the Pharaoh's clutches are long. I confess that I wanted her for my poor 

Albek, who has no joy in his life, –the Queen said at the end of the Royal 

Princess’ visit. 

Thimetis was very concerned about the mission entrusted to her son. 

And while she sailed in the stern of her sailboat standing between her 

son and Aton-Mosis, her love wove a network of strong bronze threads 

to protect the love of her son and the life of her son. 

–I will be like that young Matriarch-queen of the ice countries that is 

mentioned in my mother's secret archives. I will be another Walkyria, and 

I will save this new Abel that heaven placed by my side to illuminate this 

world with the divine clarity of God's messenger. 

We find Thimetis again in her room accompanied by Amram, to whom 

she had just told her decision to accompany her son on his trip to the 

Middle East.  

–Do you think that this decision will displease the Pharaoh? –Thimetis 

asked her husband, who was signing payment orders to the guards and 
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service staff of the castle at Lake Merik. 

–I don’t think so, –he answered–. Your generous renunciation of your 

rights as the only daughter of the Queen Wife has given you the absolute 

independence you enjoy. What was written and signed by your father, 

written and signed is. Nothing is forbidden to you except to aspire to 

regain what you solemnly renounced: the throne and crown of Egypt. The 

conquest of your freedom is great, my Royal Princess, and I fully share 

your happiness in that joyful conquest. 

–It is true, Amram; but even amid this freedom I feel the weight of a 

chain. – 

 –What chain? I don’t see it. 

–I see it and feel it: our son. He’s not free since he was forced to accept 

a position assigned to him that he neither sought nor wished. He’s 

chained to serious duties, and his chain binds us too. Will you come with 

me if I accompany my son on his trip to the Middle East? 

–If you want it. Why not? 

–I plan to take with me Merik, Enabi, and two of the youngest maidens. 

Osarsiph will take Hur and Aaron with him as private secretaries. Surely, 

the Pharaoh will provide him with trustworthy notaries. Do you share my 

thinking and feelings, Amram? 

–I do, indeed. I’m yet to see anything you figure out that I don't agree 

with. 

–Which makes our happiness and perfect harmony that has never 

been altered by a disagreement. How beautiful is love when it’s so 

unwavering, persistent, and sincere! 

Their gazes met for an instant, and in them there was full confirmation 

of the words that the Royal Princess had just pronounced. 

The young Pharaoh, who was only 30-days-old when his father died, 

naturally didn't remember anything about him. But he worshipped his 

memory permanently.  

He loved with delirium everything that had been of his father’s 

personal use and felt great enthusiasm hearing the anecdotes of his life 

and the exaggerated account that fawning ministers made to win his will 

and his trust. For this reason, the Royal Princess was very dear to him. 

His father had loved her so much, and Amenhepat, delighted in seeing 

and rereading all the documents that his father had signed, that talked 

well about Thimetis, before and after her presentation to the people as 

his legal heir. 

It's true that he didn’t understand her in her heroic renunciation nor in 

the life without ambitions that she led, but he loved her because her father 

had loved her. As for Osarsiph, in truth there was no affinity between 

them, because their lives were so different. 

Osarsiph was austere, loyal, sincere, and incapable of feigning. He 
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had no ambitions for power or wealth, and he would not take bribes from 

anyone. 

This bothered the young Pharaoh. Men vested with all-encompassing 

power like to deal with individuals who can only be bought at a high price. 

They value men for the price they paid to win them over. 

Amenhepat knew very well that he needed Osarsiph for the time 

being, and this humiliated him. He hated to admit to himself that the 

adopted son of the Royal Princess was superior to him in every way. And 

this humiliated him even more. 

He longed for a circumstance, a cause, or important reason that would 

put Osarsiph in the humiliating position of having to ask him for a favor. 

But that circumstance, cause, or reason never came. 

One day, the Pharaoh called Osarsiph to his private rooms and 

received him alone, without any witnesses and with great care that no 

one could find out what was happening between them. 

–Osarsiph, my new Viceroy Superintendent, –he said affectionately–. 

I called you because I want to have a private conversation with you. 

–I am at your disposal, sir... 

–Please, don’t address me like that when we’re alone. I am your 

mother’s brother, your uncle, and you are my nephew, but the gods made 

me come into this world the same year as you. We are only two 

youngsters for whom the divine greatness, that we carry like a mountain, 

weighs heavily on us. 

Osarsiph listened in silence. 

–You know well that a Pharaoh doesn’t have and can’t have any 

friends. 

“A Pharaoh can have subjects who are submissive by force; faithful 

servants out of necessity; and thousands of slaves who only work with 

the whip in sight. You know and see all this, don’t you? 

–That’s right, noble Amenhepat, unfortunately. In this world it’s like 

you say because men want it that way, –Osarsiph replied, and again he 

kept silent. 

–Well, I don't want it to be like that, and it won’t be like that. –The 

Pharaoh said with some energy –That's why I've called you. I want you 

to be my only friend, confidante, and partner; I want you to be something 

like my another me, next to me. Do you accept? 

–O Pharaoh! That’d be a great honor for me, and to be honest, I’m not 

sure how you came up with such an idea. 

–I'm fed up with loneliness!... Fed up! That's the word. My heart is like 

a desiccated scarab in a chest of gold, which perhaps was born dead 

because it never felt more than the cold of loneliness, flattery, lies, 

pretense, and fear. I love your mother very much, as you already know, 

but I’ll never be able to have with her the expressions of youth that I can 
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have in your company. 

“You know that here in Memphis, with the severe control of the high 

clergy who have lynx eyes to observe the life of Pharaoh, people live like 

a walking mummy with eyes that see and ears that hear and nothing 

more. I want to live my life, laugh, and have a little fun. I’m only 17-years-

old, like you, and although in our country that’s the age of majority, there 

are times when even a sovereign wants to forget his duties and live life 

of men his age. I’m aware that Thebes today provides its inhabitants with 

a more reasonable life than Memphis. Would you come with me for a 

week of life in Thebes? 

–Will everyone know about our stay in Thebes, Amenhepat? 

–No! by no means. Don’t you see that, if I make it public, the priestly, 

ministerial, and maternal control would follow me? –And Amenhepat 

smiled mischievously. 

–Yes, I understand. And then?... 

–Our stay in Thebes will be completely private. An incognito, closed 

like a tomb. 

–My life has been so busy and so simple that I never thought of 

something like that, –Osarsiph replied–. I became so absorbed in my 

studies that I had no time to think about anything else. 

–And yet, you had time to think about love and betrothed to the most 

graceful maiden in our land. Well, Osarsiph? How’s that? 

The young man's face changed as if he had taken off a mask. 

–That is a closed book, Pharaoh, and I don’t want it to be opened by 

anyone, –he replied with such a vibration of solemn gravity that his 

interlocutor reluctantly turned the page. 

–Well, well, man! I like the way you are. Let's get down to business. 

“So, you’ll accompany me to Thebes for a week, without servants or 

escort, without necklaces or bracelets, like two humble students who take 

a week of joyous vacations. Are we on the same page? 

–First, I’d like to know if you have any objections to me letting my 

mother know. I’ve never concealed anything from her, and I don’t want to 

cause her any grief. If I ask her to keep the secret, I’m sure she will keep 

it. 

–I know that she has followed the path marked by Anekh-Aton long 

ago and although the brave revolution promoted by the clergy forced your 

great-grandfather Seti to erase with blood all innovation, she feels in her 

spirit the need to be holy like the Pharaoh, maker of saints. And perhaps 

she will be scandalized that you and I go incognito for a week in Thebes. 

Don't you fear that? I believe that she sympathizes with the race of Israel, 

since she has an Israelite governor at the head of the castle of Lake 

Merik. For good Israelites, it is an abhorrence to go on vacation to Sidon 

or Babylon. She might feel the same way about our incognito week in 
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Thebes. 

–I’ll tell you something, Amenhepat, if you can believe that I say it 

without conceit or arrogance. 

–I believe you are incapable of pretense. Say what you think. 

–I think that if you went to Thebes with another young person, my 

mother would fear for you; but since I’m the one who accompanies you, 

she’ll be completely calm. No one has ever been able to deceive her, and 

she knows very well the way I think, feel, and act. 

“And what will you tell the Queen Mother? Even though you own your 

own life, I don’t think it’s fair to make her worry about you. 

–You’re right, I will say I’m taking a week off with you, and then she’ll 

think I’m going to Lake Merik. 

Once this was agreed upon, two days later, a modest student in his 

tunic and brown cloak, was advancing through the lonely parks of the 

Grand Palace, carrying a bag over his shoulder. 

It was barely dawn when the Pharaoh opened the so-called gate of 

the slaves and went out into the lonely alleyway where only beggars and 

hungry dogs passed by, waiting for breadcrumbs and leftover food that 

had fallen from the careless provision wagons. 

At the end of the alley, he was joined by another student dressed the 

same way, in the company of a boy leading two good-bred small horses 

by the bridle. 

Amenhepat and Osarsiph mounted gallantly and set out, heading 

south, along the Nile coast. No one was surprised by the early risers 

strolling around, for it was not uncommon for students from the Memphis 

schools to seek merry holidays in the populous and splendid Thebes, the 

city of the hundred golden pilasters that celebrated in vibrant poems the 

poets of that time. 

Before reaching Thebes, they had to spend the night in Abydos, the 

venerable grandmother of the great cities of the Nile; the very old Abydos 

that seemed to live overwhelmed by the great mountain of its memories. 

The past greatness, the past splendors among which shone like stars of 

the first magnitude the names of Zoser, Neferka, Hatshepsut or Unas, 

Mykerino (aka Menkaure), Anubis... 

Osarsiph knew all of these names and many more by heart. The 

sacred archive of the ages that had concentrated in Memphis the 

millennial chronicles which began with the first refugees coming from 

Atlantis, now submerged under the waters of the sea, had given him all 

its secrets, plans, and sketches. These had been carved by unknown 

artists in blocks of granite, basalt, or pink marble brought from the Libyan 

quarries in the long chain of centuries, of years that could not be 

counted... 

With his three teachers from his early youth, he had visited ancient 
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Abydos. And its ruinous pyramids, half-buried in the sand, had shown him 

in the blurred writings of its broken stones, the truth of what the great 

secret archive had revealed to him in the great temple of Memphis. 

 

And as he approached the venerable city of Abydos, surrounded by 

the desert, Osarsiph began to feel immersed in deep thoughts, longings, 

and evocations that seemed to fill his soul with a sweet melancholy. 

Whenever they passed through villages and hamlets, Amenhepat 

played like a little boy with the antelope and goat shepherds, with the 

fishermen, and with the washerwomen on the riverbank. 

Osarsiph would engage in long conversations with some of the old 

priests of the first-degree who lived in the dusty altars and dark crypts of 

almost-forgotten temple. The priest was the village doctor, scribe, and 

advisor, like an archive full of anecdotes, stories, and memories. 

There the stones spoke in the mute language of hieroglyphs that the 

centuries could not erase. And the Elder priest also spoke. His 

octogenarian memory was the most faithful guardian of the oral traditions 

that were passed from one to another, from all those who before him had 

been keepers and wardens of the sad abandoned temple. 

–How strange is your youth, my dear Viceroy Superintendent! –

Amenhepat would say to him when at dusk they met at one of the modest 

inns that were in the region. 

“I’m entertained with beings of flesh and blood, with people alive who 

laugh, chat, and play; and you, on the other hand, amuse yourself with 

the stones, with the ruins, and with a tired, old man who only talks about 

the dead. How do you explain this, Osarsiph? Do you want to tell me how 

you harmonize your gallantry, your energy, your physical beauty, and 

your personal attractiveness, with that way of living among ruins, which 

gives chills? How can you listen for hours to a 100-year-old man, who 

looks more like a mummy escaped from a sarcophagus? I really do not 

understand you! 

Osarsiph smiled affably like a patriarch patiently listening to the insipid 

questions of a lively toddler. 

–What would you have me do, Pharaoh? I was born with old age 

injected to the marrow, and I can’t be any other way than what I am. You 

have fun according to your taste; I do it according to mine. We both feel 

free. You don’t restrict me, and I don’t restrict you. Isn’t this the perfect 

friendship? 

–Not completely!... Something is missing for it to be perfect, –the 

Pharaoh argued. 

–But nothing is missing for our friendship to be faithful, loyal, and firm. 

That’s how I see it. 

–Let’s get things straight! I would like to know: What will you say if you 
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learn that I am in love with a shepherdess, restless as a fawn and as 

graceful as a palm tree opening its first leaves to the wind? 

–What do you want me to say, Amenhepat, if you walk the path that 

all men of your age travel, and even those twice your age? 

–But the thing is, in every inn we’ve stayed, an image has stuck to the 

cobwebs of my heart. But since you’re taller and more handsome than 

me, the eyes of the women are fixed on you first. And then when they feel 

ignored by you, they turn to me, begging for mercy and reciprocity. 

“I admit that I was angry with you at first, but I resigned to being second 

best. I let myself be defeated and convinced. What do you say to this? 

–Nothing, Pharaoh! Nothing! You are free, perfectly free. You have 

asked me to be your vacation companion, not to be your guardian, tutor, 

or counselor. Am I not fulfilling the duty that your trust has imposed on 

me? 

–Come on, come on!... How invulnerable you are, Osarsiph! You are 

as slippery as a water snake; no hand can catch you. I cannot love you, 

nor can I hate you... 

–Amenhepat!... if you can't love me, why do you insist on having me 

by your side, in your government, in your business, in your projects, and 

even on your vacations? 

–Because I want to understand you and get to know you, but you don't 

let yourself be understood or known. Because I want to be like you, to be 

at your level, feel and think like you think and feel, and I am not sure if it’s 

the gods that prevent me or it's you who rejects me! 

–Pharaoh!..., don't break the friendship that you wanted to begin with 

this subject of yours. Why are you so upset by things that neither you nor 

I can change? You are Amenhepat. I am Osarsiph. And, as our names 

are different, so are we. Do you believe in the eternity of the human 

Psyche? 

–That’s what the men of the Temple teach, and I think they know what 

they say. 

–When there are many children in a family, why do the older ones talk, 

walk, run, play, study, and the smallest one lies still in his crib and barely 

manages to moan, cry and squeeze his mother's breast when she gives 

it to him? 

–It’s as simple as that: because he’s not old enough to do like his 

brothers. 

–Could it be that your Psyche is younger than mine, and that when it 

reaches the competent age it will be able to catch up with me and even 

surpass me in every order of faculties and qualities? 

–Oh!... That’s the philosophy of that Pharaoh called the Saint; the one 

that the clergy of Amon-Ra got out of the way because he ruined the 

greatness of the Temples. Be careful, Osarsiph! You may lose 
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everything, even your life, if you go down those paths! 

–Don’t fear for me, Pharaoh, because my path is very clear and 

simple: Truth, Justice, Good... Besides..., I don’t fear ‘death’ ..., but 

rather..., I almost wait for it with the same certainty that a friend 

anticipates his arrival, or a schoolboy anticipates for vacation. 

–Vacation? Is the mummy in the sarcophagus on vacation? 

–Not the mummy, but the Psyche, which comes and goes like an 

eternal swallow that loves to travel and change weather. 

–So, life has no attraction for you? Truly, you were born old, Osarsiph! 

I love life and I want to live it like this, as the gods gave it to me: on a 

throne and seeing a people that is mine, and to which... 

–You can make your people very happy by guiding them along the 

path of Good, Justice, and Truth. Oh, Pharaoh, what a noble heart! 

–But I wasn’t going to say that, but rather something very different. 

–But I beg you, Amenhepat, not to say it because very painful and 

terrible memories come to my mind that would throw mud, blood, and 

death on these vacations that you yourself wanted to be peaceful and 

joyful. Have you forgotten the events of the Regency years? 

–You’re right, Osarsiph! You’re always right! My father was great, 

noble, and strong, and his memory is dear to my heart. But I recognize 

that the Queen-Wife, who came from the other side of the sea, was the 

mistake of his life. Those people, with white skin and blue eyes, bring 

poison of death into our lives. That's why I distrust her, even though she’s 

my mother. 

–She did nothing to you. 

–She did, a lot! The people don’t love me because of her. 

–But you can win the love of your people, Pharaoh, and I assure you 

that you have begun to win it over. 

–You are the one who has won it already, and that’s why you’re in the 

place you are. Don’t you know it? 

–And you should know that I haven’t won it for myself, but for the 

people and for you. What could I want the love of the people for? The 

blissful life in the happy solitude of Lake Merik in that exuberant nature, 

full of the beauties of God was enough for me... My masters, the archive 

full of parchments, my mother who is an amphora of honey and wisdom, 

my classmates... in short, the universe is infinite, Amenhepat, and I feel 

happy, big, and strong, if I can get to know it as it is. 

–I’m listening to you, Osarsiph, and I’m thinking two very opposite 

things: my Viceroy Superintendent is insane, or he is a god made flesh 

like Osiris, like Horus, like the Orpheus, or the Brahma of the rising sun. 

What are you after all? 

–For the moment I’m your vacation companion, and nothing more. 

–Nothing more, you said? 
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–Your Viceroy Superintendent to help you to make Egypt great and 

bring the happiness to your peoples along the path of Truth, Justice, and 

Good. What else do you want me to be? Isn’t all that enough for you? 

–Yes, Osarsiph, yes! But that’s not the point! You’re a mystery to me; 

you don’t let yourself be discovered in any way. 

Luckily for Osarsiph, the innkeeper knocked on the door, calling the 

two students into the modest dining room because it was time for dinner. 

But Amenhepat was tenacious and said in a low voice: 

–We will talk about this again, don’t think I will forget. 

–Everything in due time, –Osarsiph replied. They were reaching the 

room where some steaming pots and a table with a white tablecloth 

indicated that it was the humble dining room of the inn, where the 

Pharaoh of Egypt and the Viceroy Superintendent would satisfy their 

youthful appetite.  
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15.  The Golden City  
 

Thebes! ... Who haven’t heard of it? 

 

Thebes, golden city 

Where the gods remain silent  

and the beating of kettledrums resounds  

and the odalisques dance  

Amid music and laughter... 

 
Thus said the song of the popular bards in the resplendent nights of 

gold and light in the celebrated Thebes; the city of a hundred golden 

pilasters and a hundred obelisks of marble and copper. 

Our two students came from Memphis, the austere and grave matron 

born between the Sphinx and the Pyramids, making it solemn and 

majestic.  

Memphis, the sacred city  

Where the stones speak  

And the immortal gods  

Spread their wings with love  

And keep leading men  

To another homeland far away. 

 
Amenhepat and Osarsiph dismounted 200 fathoms from the 

magnificent Thebes. For a long time, they were dazzled by the light of the 

setting sun falling on the burnished copper of the thousand golden spiers 

of pylons and obelisks of the splendid city, glory of the Thutmosid 

dynasty. 

–I was here when I was four years old, –Osarsiph said after a long 

silence of mute contemplation. 

–And I was here when I was in my mother's womb, so neither you nor 

I knew Thebes, –Amenhepat added. 

What do you say? Shall we go in? 

–That’s why we’ve come, –the Pharaoh replied. 

–Don’t you fear that, among all this luxury and splendor, people will 

take us for two beggars who come to steal to satisfy their hunger? 

The Pharaoh looked at his modest clothes and Osarsiph’s, which were 

covered with dust from the road. 

–You are probably right! What should we do? 

–Go back the way we came. 

–That would be cowardice, which is not right for men like us. We will 

enter through the peasant’s gate. 
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They came up with this idea when they noticed men carrying farm 

tools and large bags on their shoulders disappearing in the distance 

through a stone balustrade. And that's where they headed. 

–You are not farmers, –the guardian told them. 

–Indeed –Osarsiph answered –we’re students from Memphis who 

wish to enjoy our vacations in Thebes. 

–Students enter through the third gate of the Serapeum galleries, you 

have just passed in front of it. 

–Our clothes are too dusty, –Amenhepat added. 

–The guardian doesn’t pay attention to that. Go without fear. Call 

where it says: ‘Gate of the Scribes.’ 

Finally, they were inside that enchanted paradise. Some young black 

servants dressed colorfully but scantily, were the ones who received 

them. 

–We need an inn –they indicated. 

Immediately, a fine, tiny page, agile as a monkey, led them among 

marble sphinxes and obelisks full of engravings, arches, columns, and 

endless gardens. All these made that immense open space to look like a 

circus of vast dimensions, on which innumerable doors opened that led 

to rooms for sale, study, painting, music, food, and entertainment. Some 

were chambers for spending the night. 

When our travelers found what they wanted, they slumped exhausted 

on divans barely rose a cubit from the ground. Both wanted very much to 

sleep until the next day, but it didn't take long two young girls to appear 

in their room. The scantily dressed girls with heavy makeup addressed 

each of them as teacher and asked them how they could serve them. 

–We need a good bath, food, and a good bed –the Pharaoh replied 

dryly. 

The girls flew away and soon returned with two burly boys who brought 

two white, scented stretchers. 

They two travelers were laid on the stretchers after removing their 

dusty clothes, and, and in less time than it takes to describe it, they 

carried them to the mud pools. 

They were bathed and dressed as if they were little toddlers, with 

admirable rapidity; everything in there breathed comfort, luxury, and 

exaggerated attention. After finishing their bath, they went to the dining 

room, where they found all kinds of fruit, delicacies, and preserves. 

After feeling satisfied with everything they could want, they saw 

themselves again in the bedroom. They thought they would be free of 

strange interventions. But that was not the case. The city of Thebes was 

a very farsighted and loving matron. It enjoyed making all visitors happy 

and comfortable. 

Like a swarm of sylphs, a half dozen girls suddenly entered; they were 
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between the ages of 12 and 14, dressed as butterflies, with transparent 

garments covered with multicolored light bulbs. And with flutes, drums, 

and rattles, they made such a huge uproar of dances, music, and laughter 

that the two young men were stupefied. 

The young Pharaoh sat on his divan to better contemplate the 

unexpected show. Osarsiph also sat down and took out his thick diary 

from his traveler’s bag. Making a supreme mental effort to isolate himself 

from the noise and the movement, he began to write: 

“If the Eternal Law has placed me in a world of madness and frenzy, 

of nonsense and injustice, I must strive to be more prudent and sensible, 

more serene and calm, more rational and fair. And thus, I’ll collaborate 

with the Eternal Power to maintain the necessary balance of all the forces 

that move what is alive and what is inert; thus, I will collaborate for the 

peace and well-being of my fellow men. 

“The human species on this Earth differs very little from the animal 

species, which only knows how to eat, drink, sleep, and procreate. All 

their actions are reduced to these four manifestations of life. Instinct 

commands them, guides them, and moves them. 

“I, with more knowledge and inner light, will consider these four 

manifestations of life as secondary. They are accessories, they are 

auxiliaries of life. True life is different. True life is to love without expecting 

or asking anything from love in return. It’s about finding balance and being 

in harmony with the thoughts, feeling, and actions of the tutelary gods of 

peoples and individuals. 

“True life denies itself everything that is outside the orbit of reason and 

justice. It’s the one that can say NO to what should not be, and YES to 

what is in perfect agreement with the beauty, harmony, and serenity of 

what is reasonable, just, and good. If I want to live this True life, I will not 

follow the path of those who do not think or reason; those who don't know 

who they are, or where they came from, or where they are going. 

“If no one around me opens that path, I will open it even if I have to 

move mountains, even if I have to divert rivers, even if I have made 

formidable leaps over the abyss..., and even if I have to die torn to pieces! 

“Anyone who knows that everything around him perishes and is 

temporary, doesn’t become attached to it but instead seeks what is 

always alive, what is always beautiful, what is always sweet. Where’s 

That, which is always the same? Whoever seeks it with love shall find it.  

Whoever asks for it shall receive it.  Whoever call for it insistently shall 

find it in their path. 

“Oh, Eternal Father and Mother! 

“I don’t want to walk through life like those who walk in the dark! I don’t 

want to live in madness and vertigo without reason or justice! I want to 

live in the perfect balance that you marked with fire in my inner self, where 
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I discern good from evil, justice from injustice, beauty from hideous. 

“Oh, Eternal Father and Mother..., if You created me in Your own 

image, I don’t want to distort your divine image, I don’t want to get 

tarnished! May Your divine image in me live eternally, splendid, and 

beautiful, just as Your Divine Idea wants it! 

And he let himself to be absorbed by the rapture amid the effluvia of 

the Heaven of the Love-Beings... 

When Osarsiph closed his diary and raised his head, he found himself 

in completely solitude. 

The noisy swarm of transparently painted sylphs had disappeared, 

and so had Amenhepat with them, without Osarsiph noticing. He was so 

absorbed in what his aching soul was emptying into the pages of his diary 

of intimacies. He had ascended to the Paradise of the tutelary Gods for a 

few moments, and again he descended to the hell of this world of 

misunderstandings, crazy arrogance, and miserable vanities! 

His grief was so intense that he wept, hiding his face in the cushions 

of his divan. He cried inconsolably like a child who had fallen from a 

garden of silent games into a den of beasts. Osarsiph was strong, yet he 

cried! 

He was the Viceroy Superintendent of Egypt who appeased the 

enraged people with a kind word, with a sweet promise; and 

nonetheless..., he cried! 

Those who have experienced these sudden changes, these descents 

from the heavens of love and light to the dark valleys of the Earth, will 

understand Osarsiph's grief and anguished sobs, which he didn’t try to 

contain. 

He was alone!... Completely alone in the magnificent and populous 

Thebes, where everything was laughter, dances, music, and cheerful 

songs. All that tremendous merriment reached him like distant echoes 

that at times sounded like the singing of many voices, the chirping of a 

thousand birds, or the whistling of the wind whipping the pine forests. 

There were storm rumblings in his heart as well! He felt the torrential 

waves of rebellion deep within his inner self, but before the storm broke, 

Osarsiph opened his diary once more and wrote: 

“Eternal Mother who shelters with love your children to whom you have 

given your rose of gold!... Remember that in one breath of yours, 17 years 

ago, you brought me down to this Earth, filled with the agony of death!... 

I have only just begun my assignment, and I’m already fed up with this 

life!... 

“Mother Isis, your rose of gold is divine wisdom, and it tells me that the 

vast majority of earthly creatures are stubborn, mischievous, shameless, 

and immodest little ones who throw stones, mud, and filth at the foreign 

pilgrim who walks among them with clean clothes and his head crowned 
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with olive leaves. 

“Mother Isis!... May my ears not listen to their bacchanalia! May my 

eyes be blind to their feasts! May I neither feel the impact of the stones 

they throw at me; nor receive in my heart the poisoned dart of their 

temptations! Eternal Mother!... May your love and your peace be my 

shield and my armor for all this life! 

He read and reread these writings with tears on his eyes, and a great, 

serene peace invaded his spirit. 

He stretched out on the divan holding his open diary tightly to his chest 

and fell fast asleep. 

When the early morning sun shone in through a window, Osarsiph 

woke up, put his diary in his traveler’s bag, and left the Serapeum through 

the Gate of the Scribes. 

He asked the Guard the direction he should take to find the Temple. 

–If you walk a mile along this same path, you’ll find Luxor, which is the 

oldest and most dilapidated neighborhood you can find. There, you’ll find 

priests who are almost as old as the Temple itself. They can tell you 

anything you want to know from centuries ago, because they’re so old 

that they even know where the Nile originates and when it was born. 

Osarsiph disliked the Guard's mocking sneer, but he thanked him for 

the information and continued walking. 

He suddenly remembered Amenhepat and was about to turn back. 

But then he thought: 

–He left without telling me because he wanted to get rid of my 

company. He is free, and so am I. 

And he continued walking peacefully. 

The golden and amethyst mist from the rising sun, as well as the cool 

breeze from the river, reinvigorated Osarsiph’s spirit who, after a restful 

night sleep, was ready for a favorable reaction. There was silence and 

solitude in the vast city of the Thutmoses because the powerful city of the 

Nile rested from the noisy nocturnal orgies. 

And Osarsiph felt more lenient in his judgments of the city. Little 

merchant children offered him fruit, breads, and pastries to satisfy his 

appetite. At the same time, they provided more information about the 

ancient and dilapidated Luxor. From them he learned that all the 

Pharaohs and princesses of the Thutmoses dynasty were represented 

there in statues of gold, silver, and ivory on pedestals of the finest marble 

and within gloomy chapels draped with curtains of purple damask  so 

moth-eaten they looked more like strips of fabrics. 

Osarsiph was also irritated at the boys’ mocking of the curtains of the 

Temple of Luxor. 

An Elder priest seated on a wide step of the stair at the great entrance 

door, contemplating in ecstasy the beauty of the rising sun. Seeing 
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Osarsiph in front of him, the priest silently pointed to the splendid dawn, 

which dyed the east with lively glares that resembled flames of fire 

piercing through a crimson rose bush. 

The young man's sensitivity perceived the soft wave of devotion and 

love that flowed from that Elder, and like a submissive child, he sat 

confidently by his side without speaking a word. 

The mute contemplation of the Elder priest continued for a long time. 

–I feel that you love as much as I do the beauty of Ra when it appears 

in the East –the priest said in a very low voice, as if he didn’t want to 

interrupt the softness of that special moment. 

–It is true, good Elder, I love it and I admire it, the way I believe that 

everything beautiful and good should be loved, –Osarsiph answered. 

–You are not Theban, are you? 

–No, sir. I came yesterday from Memphis to learn about the great 

things that are said about Thebes, where I was when I was very little. 

–And you leave Thebes splendors to come to these ruins! I see..., I 

see you are young in body, but you have an old soul..., very old! 

–It could be!... I love the wisdom of the Elders; I get excited to learn 

about the past and dream of a better future than the present. 

–Does the present upset you? 

–Yes, it does!... to the point where I sometimes want to run away from 

this life. But I know I must accept and live this life. 

–Life is a burden for you because you don’t find satisfaction that you 

desire. Furthermore, you don’t fit into the way of living, thinking, and 

feeling of the world that surrounds you. Isn’t that right? 

–Wisdom comes out of your mouth, good Elder, and I feel at this 

moment that the tutelary gods have led me to this ancient city of Luxor, 

as a child is led by the hand to his homeland and his home.  

–If my words speak to you of Wisdom, yours speak to me of Truth, 

Sincerity, and Faith in the Supreme Ideal, which is only known and 

followed by those of us who are very Elder in spirit, who come perhaps 

from other worlds of advanced evolution and radiant light, therefore the 

nebulae, the shadows, and the darkness of the earthly plane fill our hearts 

with sadness. 

–Now, my son, allow me to call you that, it is convenient that you and 

I know: who are we, what do we seek, what do we know, and what do we 

still need to learn? The divine Ra who rises in the East, will be the witness 

of our confidences. 

–You command, noble Elder. I listen and obey –Osarsiph replied. 

–Very well, then listen to me, because there’s something in me that 

orders me to tell you what you are about to listen. I am Neferkare of Sais, 

and I received my first education in the great Temple of On, which is today 

is as dilapidated and forgotten as this one, because the pride and vanity 
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of the powerful are the same everywhere, and in all the times. Every great 

Pharaoh wants to create his own glorious immortality, not because of his 

good deeds and high thoughts, but because of the greatness that the 

accumulated gold and the purchased slaves allow him to achieve. And 

so, monuments and temples arise on our deserts that only tell us on their 

millenary marbles about the creator's glory and greatness! And the 

unconscious peoples, always like children, accept what is new and forget 

the works and creations that another great lord made in another distant 

hour to satisfy his pride and to perpetuate his greatness and his memory 

in future ages. They don't want to be forgotten, but they cover with the 

ashes of death and oblivion what was great before them. 

“So that we would not starve to death, we were transferred from the 

abandoned Temple of On to Tanis, and from there to the east of Luxor, 

which, as you can see, suffers today from the oblivion and death as 

everything that is matter on this Earth. But since I’m so old now, 96 years 

have passed over me, I’m not going anywhere anymore and here I await 

my final hour. 

“I bless the Eternal Invisible One for placing you in my path so that I 

could have an heir to whom I could leave all the wealth of knowledge that 

my long life has allowed me to accumulate as a rich inheritance.” 

The Elder's eyes welled up with tears and he choked back a sob in his 

throat. Osarsiph noticed this, and deeply moved, he fell on his knees at 

his feet and kissed his trembling, weakened hands, saying: 

–Don’t cry, good father, because I will be your son and I’ll bring you 

by my side to fill your last days with happiness. 

–No, my son, let me die here. I’m attached to these stones like moss; 

attached to these silent vaults, to these dark crypts flooded with 

memories, echoes, and hymns that only I hear in the dreadful loneliness 

of my days and nights... –Thick tears ran down the Elder's rugged face, 

and Osarsiph couldn't bear to see that tremendous irradiation of pain. 

–Good father –Osarsiph said with a shaky voice–I can't bear any 

longer to see you suffer like this. Let me take you to my home in Memphis, 

where my loving mother will be another daughter for you, taking care of 

your last years and making your last days happy. 

–Calm down, my son, I will not make you suffer anymore. I have many 

things to entrust to you, and you must promise me that everything you 

receive from me you will use for the benefit of our fellow men, who are 

ignorant of everything and destroy and trample on everything. And that’s 

why the Law has already designated those who will be in the future 

distributors of its wisdom, granted for all humankind, even though they 

don’t want to learn anything other than the complete satisfaction of their 

senses. Allow me to tell you about who I was, who I am, and who I will 

become. Have you ever heard of a Pharaoh known as the ‘Holy maker of 
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Saints’? 

–Certainly, Anekh, apostle of the One God, Eternal Living, and 

Invisible. My mother descended from the disciples of that Pharaoh, 

teacher of the Truth, on her mother's side. 

The Elder, raised his arms and his tired eyes to heaven in a silent 

exclamation of loving devotion... 

–My old heart was not wrong about you. You are and will be the one 

that the Law chose to fulfill the eternal will. Oh, Divine Ra!... Shine brightly 

on this land where the spokesperson for the Eternal Truth lives! 

“I’m Neferkare, grandson of that righteous Pharaoh who wanted to 

establish on this Earth, the Truth, Light, and Love of the One God; the 

beginning, the end, and the cause of all that is life in the Universe. But he 

was sacrificed by ignorant by the unconscious, by the ambitious, selfish, 

and arrogant, incapable of feeling love for all being because they were 

foolishly in love with themselves. In order to save my life, my father’s loyal 

servant took me to Sais, which was a deserted and decadent town at the 

time. No one would look in that town for the last descendant of that 

Righteous King. People were determined to kill me because they didn't 

want a descendant, no vestige of the one who sought to reveal the Truth 

to men. 

“The Pharaoh's followers, disciples, and friends were mass murdered. 

Fortunately, I was a little boy at the time, and I didn’t see the carts filled 

with decapitated bodies being thrown into the dunghill, covered with 

bitumen and sulfur, and then set ablaze in a fire that lasted 12 days. 

“The Divine Law saved me from dying with them so that I could wait 

for your arrival, and you could be the heir and continuer of Anekh-Aton, 

the precursor of the Eternal Truth that men of power insist on ignoring 

and destroying. 

“Where is the man who can destroy the Truth? Where is the man who 

can put out the Light? Where is the man who can kill Love? 

“My son: Truth, Light, and Love are God Himself, Infinite and Eternal, 

giving life to the entire Universe! 

“What is the human creature compared to Him? Less than an ant, less 

than a larva, less than a caterpillar!...” 

The Elder's voice trembled with indignation, and his excitement 

caused him great fatigue. 

–Don’t suffer like that, father, for what’s inevitable or what belongs to 

the past. You have Wisdom, and I have the desire for knowledge. 

Between the two of us, let us turn on the Light in the dark and discover 

the Truth to men, even if that leads us to sacrifice and death. Others will 

remain behind us to turn on the Light again and repeat again the song of 

Truth. 

The Elder priest, leaning on Osarsiph’s arm, led him into the Temple. 



 127 

He took him into the darkness of the Crypt, and there, in complete 

solitude, the priest told Osarsiph everything that he knew from the 

remotest past. He opened hiding nooks in the walls where there were old 

papyri, white tanned skins, and sheets of wood, copper, and clay. All this 

hid, a priceless treasure, the immense chain of events of the great souls 

and their great works, condemned to an eternal disappearance from the 

face of the Earth by the men in power. 

–The Divine Light has paths that are unknow to men –continued 

saying the Elder Priest of Sais as he was taking out of the archives hidden 

between the walls of the crypt the unknown secrets of a remote past. 

In the Temple of Memphis, Osarsiph learned of the existence and 

performance of Amphion and his White Prophets in the lost continent of 

Atlantis, as well as that of Antulius, the philosopher and physician of the 

same continent. And he thought he knew a lot about them. 

But, as he started reading all those archives in the old and dilapidated 

Temple of Luxor, he became convinced that he knew only a part of 

humankind’s long passage through the earthly valleys. 

In papyri, in engravings, in pieces of tanned leather, in tree bark, in 

clay and copper plates, and in waxed fabrics, the son of Princess 

Thimetis learned of the existence of the Lemurian civilizations and the 

tremendous cataclysms of a thousand volcanoes spewing fire on the land 

and in the sea, until most of that continent was sunk in the immensity of 

the Serene Sea. He learned about the heroic lives of Juno and Numu, as 

well as the route followed by their dispersed followers to the four cardinal 

points. And when the vestiges of all those stories found within the old 

marble chest in which they had been for centuries remained without 

continuity, Osarsiph, seeing something was missing, with questioning 

eyes, finally asked the Elder priest: 

–And what became of all that immense work of Juno and Numu? Can 

you tell me, good father? 

–If you take the time to check it, this other marble chest will answer 

you, my son, –the Elder replied, uncovering the dusty chest in front of 

them. 

And Osarsiph read: –Scriptures of Patriarch Aldis. 

 

Osarsiph counted 80 papyrus rolls in copper tubes, written in the 

ancient signs used at the time of the first Pharaohs known to history. 

It was a truthful account of the ancient story of the origins of the new 

civilization started by four Atlantean refugees who, fleeing from the 

arbitrariness of a sovereign, even more than from the voracious waters 

that sank that continent, sought refuge in deserted lands. Lands that the 

Divine Law, living providence of all its creatures, had chosen for them 

through the multiple circumstances and variable aspects of life in all 
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worlds destined for the habitation of humanities covered with carnal 

organisms. 

Osarsiph, who at 17 saw himself placed at the head of a powerful 

country, read with supreme eagerness the ‘Law of the Great United 

Nations Alliance’, created by the great Bohindra, known as The Wizard 

of Love and Peace, because he was capable of annulling selfishness and 

ambition in himself only to only think of the good of his fellow men. And 

the Eternal Law granted him as an extraordinary prize very rarely seen 

on this Earth, the flowering of peace, abundance, and happiness of the 

peoples of three continents: Africa, Asia, Europe. 

 

The readers of this story have imbibed, as Osarsiph, the pure water of 

prehistoric Truth contained in the ‘Scriptures of Patriarch Aldis’, which has 

been already published under the title of ‘Origins of the Adamic 

Civilization’. And thus, it will be easy for them to understand Moses the 

Lawgiver, Moses Leader of peoples, Moses Thaumaturge and Prophet 

who sees in the distant future, not only for the people of Israel as they 

generally think, but for all humankind that will inhabit this planet centuries 

after him. 

It was, then, in Thebes and in Luxor where the second awakening of 

the Light-Spirit, the Instructor-Messiah of this world, took place. A 

forgotten priest of Sais, guardian of the ruinous Temple of Luxor, 

irradiated the divine clarity for him, revealing the remote past that the men 

of power had kept unknown and hidden within the walls of a temple in 

ruins. Oh! The men of power who claim rights over the thoughts and 

consciences of the people!... How long will they be the ones who put out 

all the lamps, the ones who dry up all the springs, the ones who silence 

all the harmonies and destroy all the blooming gardens...? 

There Osarsiph learned that Pharaoh Anekh-Aton was a reincarnation 

of Patriarch Mizraim of Tanis, founder of the Egyptian race and 

propagator of the ancient wisdom of the White Prophets, who supported 

the idealistic work of Amphion and Antulius in Atlantis, then asleep under 

the waters of the sea. 

 

There he learned that Bohindra, then his son with the name of Abel-

Aton, continued his sublime work of peace and love until the harmful 

serpent of ambition and selfishness poisoned that life and raised his 

brother Tutankhamon (aka Tutankhamun).  This latter lent himself to 

serve as an instrument for the plans of a priesthood debased by ambition 

and seconded by merchants of living human flesh who enriched 

themselves by buying and selling slaves and by the conquest and plunder 

of countries and peoples by means of tremendous wars that sowed 

desolation and death wherever they passed like hurricanes of blood and 
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fire. 

There Osarsiph met the great Kobda Fraternity of Prehistory and 

ascended with Abel to the highest and most painful summit of the 

immolation of the soul, in that altar of divine fire that purifies and divinizes 

as the burning crucible purifies gold. 

And falling to his knees at the foot of one of the many columns that 

supported that millenary crypt, he burst into great sobs. The Elder Priest 

understood that this tremendous crying crisis responded to a supreme 

exaltation of the spirit caused by a momentary ascension to a higher 

plane whose intense vibrations of love, the incarnated soul could not 

resist and almost lost his life in an ecstasy of divine love. 

Time is irrelevant for the human soul with eternal life, which through 

several millennia of existence perceives the grief of a heroic holocaust, 

of a very deep renunciation, while also sensing the aura of divine and 

sublime love, which is the reward and compensation from the Eternal, 

Invisible Father! 

–Good father –Osarsiph said after he could calm down and speak–will 

you allow me to be the guardian of these papyrus rolls, as you have 

been? 

–Yes, my son, because that’s why the Divine Law has brought you 

here. It is written in the fate of Amenhepat that he will rebuild this old 

Temple of Luxor, as well as that of Karnak, Tanis, and Sais. Because a 

mad desire for fame and greatness, for glory and renown, will awaken in 

him, precisely so that the work done on these Temples, which cost the 

efforts and lives of men of the past, does not perish in the oblivion of the 

desert sands. 

“The familial gods lovingly look after the works they have created, and 

they knew that when Amenhepat performs these temple restorations, he 

would find all these old stories that he’s not enlightened to understand. 

You are the one who must keep them safe to reveal them to humankind 

gradually, as a divine elixir that men can only assimilate a little at a time, 

drop by drop. 

“And that will be your mission and apostolate on this Earth throughout 

a long life of unspeakable sacrifices.” 

Osarsiph wondered how he would be able to transport all those scrolls 

enclosed in copper tubes in his bag without Amenhepat noticing. 

But the Elder Neferkare was the reincarnation of that old king 

Etchebea of Prehistory, who had heard the word of Abel, and he told 

Osarsiph: 

–With my long life of enormous sacrifices and pains I have partly 

erased my errors of my past live in Abel’s time, and now I can kneel 

before you, new Abel, to tell you that: 

“If my loyalty in guarding these treasures of yours can settle my past 
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infidelities, bless this old friend and make the Eternal Law of Justice be 

fulfilled forever.” 

 

Weeping, Osarsiph embraced the humble Elder, unknown, and 

unsung hero of a glorious crusade of love and faith, whose long life was 

now coming to an end after scrupulously fulfilling the mandate of Divine 

Law. 

The Elder Priest chose a loyal man, who had served him for 20 years, 

to accompany Osarsiph to Memphis. The servant carried all the ancient 

scriptures in two buffalo-hide chests. These ancient archives, which he 

gave to the son of the Princess Thimetis, were destined to be delivered 

to Membra, Chief Notary of the Temple of Memphis, who would succeed 

Pthamer as Pontificate three years later. 

 

Two days passed after these scenes. The Elder Priest, Neferkare, 

freed his spirit from the old matter that chained him to this Earth. Osarsiph 

had the satisfaction of receiving his last farewell glance and his last 

breath of life. As the priest had requested, he cremated his corpse and 

scattered his ashes over the waters of the Nile. 

Then Osarsiph remembered his vacation companion. What had 

become of him? He blamed himself for neglecting him, even though 

Amenhepat was the one who parted ways with him first. 

Saddened in his soul by the loss of his Elder friend, he set out for the 

great capital, Thebes, accompanied by the faithful Numbik, who had 

served the priest Neferkare for 20 years and who trusted young Osarsiph, 

being quite sure that his former teacher knew whom he was going to 

serve now. And leading by the halter a stout ash-colored donkey, they 

both set out on foot up the paved road lined with sphinxes, obelisks, and 

palm trees that led from the ruins of Luxor to the golden and resplendent 

Thebes.  
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16.  Where is the Pharaoh?  
 

As soon as Osarsiph arrived at his inn in Thebes, he secured the two 

chests with the papyri, left Numbik in charge of them, and set out in 

search of Amenhepat, whom he had not seen in five days. What had 

become of him? 

He asked all the servants and porters at the inn and the Guard at the 

Gate of the Scribes, who stated that he had seen him leave with a group 

of the dancing sylphs on the day he arrived but had not seen him return. 

After inquiring and obtaining more information about Amenhepat, he 

orientated himself to find his way through the vast maze of the city streets. 

The city was established as a labyrinth with rigorous care to make as 

much order as it was possible in such a complicated setting as the 

populous city was, with the thousands of activities to which its inhabitants 

were devoted. 

The musicians, dancers, singers and all the inhabitants dedicated to 

entertaining the people had a special gate for entering and leaving the 

city. And Osarsiph was informed that he might be able to find out what 

had happened to his friend who had followed the group of dancers who 

worked at the inn. 

And indeed, the guard at that gate confirmed seeing a young man 

dressed in student attire the day and time that Osarsiph indicated. A 

slender boy, so graceful that he seemed to be moved by a spring and 

dressed only in a red and blue pleated skirt, was in charge of guiding him 

to a portico curtained with blue hangings where intense perfumes were 

perceived. Osarsiph notice the strong perfume odor emanating from 

within. Everything there seemed to exude sensuality, fatuity, flattery, and 

satisfaction. 

The contrast could not have been greater for Osarsiph, who had spent 

five days with an octogenarian priest in the crypts of a forgotten temple 

among the ruins of Luxor. 

His soul deeply mourned imagining what would have happened to the 

young Pharaoh abandoned to his own forces in that place. 

He blamed himself for completely neglecting him. Suddenly, as he 

drew back a thick curtain, he saw Amenhepat appear, dressed as the 

Greek Apollo, with a golden sun attached to his forehead, a very short 

yellow tunic trimmed with tassels of small bells that produced a 

harmonious merriment of sounds with each step he took. All of him, from 

head to toe, was a living glow of burnished gold. 

Amenhepat laughed when he saw Osarsiph so austere, dressed in his 

student clothes and still with a sad countenance from the death of the 

great friend who had filled his days in Luxor with greatness. 
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–Osarsiph! –he said, hugging him affectionately–. What bad luck you 

have had! You look even worse than when we first arrived in Thebes. I, 

on the other hand, as you can see, have climbed many steps in a single 

leap, and I have become the divine Apollo who receives the homage of 

the Muses when they surround me, imploring favors and grace. Don’t you 

envy me? 

Osarsiph made a tremendous effort not to show his displeasure and 

disgust at seeing the sovereign of the most powerful country of the Nile 

turned into a miserable clown, happy at having reached such wretched 

and despicable situation. 

He approached Amenhepat and whispered in his ear: 

–Remember that you are the Sovereign of Egypt and that you expose 

yourself to a terrible punishment from the gods because you desecrate 

your dignity and show disrespect for your homeland.” 

–Please, Osarsiph! All my life I’ve been in chains. Let me do all the 

crazy things I want until the day comes to return to Memphis!... 

“Go! Go!... You know where I am now. Don't worry about me, 

Osarsiph. Nobody here knows who I am. I’m perfectly happy in this crazy 

world that surrounds me. I am free of my secret love affairs because here 

they feed me love in broad daylight. When I return to Memphis, you will 

see that I shall be the most solemn Pharaoh Egypt has had since the Nile 

flows on its shores. 

–You are completely free to act as you wish, but I remind you that you 

are the head of a vast country who looks up to you and expect great 

things from you. 

“Please, Amenhepat!... Don’t disappoint the hopes of your people and 

don’t disappoint my hopes, that I have come to love you as a brother! 

Osarsiph uttered these words with his soul shining in his eyes and his 

heart beating in them, and without waiting for an answer he turned and 

left the place, which was not in tune with the austere seriousness with 

which he had lived since early childhood. 

Amenhepat remained speechless in that place as if he had been 

paralyzed by some strange force. 

–This Osarsiph –he thought –does things that would make a mummy 

jump. I sometimes think he’s insane, and other times I think he is wise; 

but one thing is certain: he loves me. 

A clairvoyant subject would have seen the irradiation of Osarsiph as a 

cool golden cloud that enveloped the young Pharaoh until it completely 

covered him from head to toe. Amenhepat wanted to forget him to 

submerge himself again in the atmosphere of joyous madness in which 

he spent all those days, but he couldn't erase him from his memory. He 

threw himself on a divan and soon fell asleep. And for a few moments his 

spirit, detached from his body, remained perplexed. Osarsiph's powerful 
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and tenacious thought drew Amenhepat to him and struggled with the 

restless, perverse, and some dastardly thoughts of the frivolous and 

foolish element that surrounded Amenhepat. 

His indecision was clearly noticeable. But there was a special 

circumstance that tipped the scales. He noticed that one of the dancers 

had recognized his true identity because she was the daughter of a 

former lady of her mother's court, who had removed her from her side for 

having discovered in her excessive ambitions for profit. And the girl began 

to spread her discovery among her friends, who had the bad idea of 

taking advantage of the character who was hiding in the modest attire of 

a young student on vacation. Amenhepat, in spirit, became aware of this 

dangerous situation, as he understood that they were even planning a 

kidnapping to demand a large ransom. 

Amenhepat sensed the thought of Osarsiph that, like a thread of steel 

and fire, reached him from the inn in the austere pavilion of the Court of 

the Scribes. His sleeping body jumped from the divan, and he ran like 

mad towards the cloakroom where he had left his student outfit the day 

of his arrival. He discovered that they had stolen a bill of exchange that 

he was to collect from a banker in Thebes and a silk pocket with the last 

gold rings he had left to pay the expenses incurred during those days.4 

And then he thought of Osarsiph and that he was the only one who 

could save him. 

He walked with hesitant steps toward the Administration room, not 

knowing how to get out of this difficult situation, since he had been robbed 

and he couldn't cover the exaggerated expenses he had made. 

His astonishment turned to amazement when he found Osarsiph 

waiting for him there. He hugged him like a frightened child, or a 

shipwrecked person who sees a driftwood in the current within reach.  

–Have you come for me? –he asked anxiously. 

–That's right, Amenhepat; I have come for you. Suddenly the thought 

came to me that if you are the Pharaoh, I am your Viceroy 

Superintendent, hence it’s my duty to get you out of this lair of pleasure 

and madness in which you’ve plunged, believing, perhaps, that those 

painted butterfly dancers seek only your smile and your glances. I feared 

that you would be robbed and perhaps recognized for who you are, 

putting the Pharaoh of Egypt in a difficult position if this became public. 

Either you leave this place with me right now, or I stop being what you 

wanted me to be by your side. 

“I cannot be the Viceroy Superintendent with honor if you don’t know 

             

 
4 In those days, wealthy people used gold or silver rings of a specific size as 

currency. 
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how to be the sovereign of Egypt with dignity and glory. Let’s go! 

And he took him by the arm like a little boy who doesn't know what 

he’s doing. 

Amenhepat let himself be led without saying a word. No one appeared 

to hinder their way, perhaps because everyone was asleep at that time 

of the morning, or because the spiritual strength of the great son of 

Princess Thimetis neutralized the negative elements that are always on 

the alert to prevent the progress of those who seek Truth and Justice. 

He asked the man in charge of the stables for his horses and, without 

giving any reason for what he was doing, they left the city on their way 

back. But before setting out, they sat on a sphinx in the shade of the palm 

trees. 

–Where do we go? –Amenhepat asked. He was completely stunned 

by what had happened and seemed to have lost the will to dispose of his 

own person. 

–Where there’s no danger for you, Amenhepat. It seems incredible to 

me that the most mundane aspects of life can impair the judgment of a 

ruler of peoples. Have you ever considered that I am, to some extent, 

responsible for you and everything that concerns you? 

–I understand that I’ve behaved like a crazy child; however, Osarsiph, 

please don't hold a grudge against me and continue by my side. Although 

sometimes I think I hate you, I swear to the gods that I am convinced that 

I can only trust you. 

“Tell me, what is it about you that, despite acknowledging that you’re 

on a path contrary to mine, I know for sure that you will never do anything 

to hurt me, not even a hair on my head? 

–What is enigmatic to you is very clear to me. Deep down you know 

that I love duty as the greatest and strongest thing in the human soul. 

And, because it is the duty of every well-born man not to betray the trust 

placed in him, you can be certain that everything I do for you is for your 

own good. 

–True, true; and besides... Do you know Osarsiph that I have a 

suspicion?  

–I don’t know. You tell me. 

–I suspect that you’re not, as they say, just an adoptive son of the 

Royal Princess. 

–Then, who do you think I am?... –Osarsiph asked, and they both 

looked firmly into each other's eyes. 

–I believe you are a son of her blood and flesh..., and I also believe 

you are aware of this. You have her eyes..., her gaze..., her determination 

to act. Am I right?  

Osarsiph turned intensely pale. 

Then he gently raised his hand and placed his index finger on his lips. 
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This was the way in which the Hierophants and the high Egyptian 

nobility indicated that a solemn oath prevented them from speaking. It 

was the silence of Isis! It was the silence of the Sphinx! 

Better to die than to break an oath! 

–I have understood! –exclaimed Amenhepat and then he hugged 

Osarsiph with an indescribable emotion. He had felt the love and radiated 

it over him. 

When he calmed down, he continued reasoning and translating into 

words everything that his imagination suggested to him, exalted by the 

discovery that he believed he had made regarding his brilliant Viceroy 

Superintendent: 

–According to the theory of our Hierophants, the gods incarnate in the 

sons of the Pharaohs and the Kings. 

“Your mother, the Royal Princess, is the daughter of an incarnate god, 

my father Ramses I, and Epuvia Ahisa, firstborn daughter of another 

incarnate god, the Great Sfaz of Mauritania. Your mother, the Royal 

Princess, did not want to take a husband, she renounced the throne and 

the world. She asked permission to devote herself to the study of the 

Sacred Science and to withdraw to the Temples, where the gods 

communicate intimately with their chosen ones on Earth. 

"According to that, isn't it possible that Amon-Ra married her, or 

perhaps Osiris, or Horus and that a god son was begotten in her, and that 

son is you? 5..." 

Osarsiph continued immersed in his impenetrable silence and looked 

at Amenhepat, with that gaze lost in a distant horizon invisible to all eyes, 

but which must exist in who knows what worlds and planes... The young 

Pharaoh continued his monologue, which undoubtedly satisfied his deep 

questions about Osarsiph and his mother, the Royal Princess. 

–That’s why you are the way you are; because you can’t deny that you 

are a man like no other. You’re 17 like me, and yet you remain stone-

numb to the flattery and seductions of life at our age. 

“Furthermore, you seek joy and satisfaction in the Temples, in the dark 

and silent crypts, where it occurs to me that ghosts of grim hierophants 

circulate and the intimidating breath of the gods that punish men's bad 

deeds. Tell me, what draws you to those old papyri worn by the centuries? 

Why do you spend so much time racking your brains comparing old signs 

to new ones to translate legends older than the Nile and more useless 

than the mute, worn-out pyramids that stand throughout our desert? 

             

 
5 We warn the reader that all Pharaoh's arguments were based on the concepts 
and principles that the Egyptian masters spread among the people who were 
unable to understand the Truth, which is another. 
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“Isn’t it better, and more appropriate of our age, to have fun with 

singing, music, dancing, in short, life, and not the death that seems to 

have entered the marrow of your bones?...” 

As Osarsiph remained silent, Amenhepat placed his hand on his 

shoulder and with the soft voice of a child begging, said: 

–Osarsiph, please! Talk to me and trust in me as I trust in you. I 

recognize that there’s a significant gap between us; however, because 

you are on a higher spiritual and intellectual plane, it would be easier for 

you to descend to my level than for me to ascend to yours. Haven't you 

understood this? 

This sweet, humble attitude made a sensitive chord vibrate in 

Osarsiph’s seriousness and, turning his face towards Amenhepat, he 

said: 

–I am pleased that you understood that I am by nature something akin 

to a block of stone. The stones..., you see, are just as still and silent in 

their quarries, as in the walls of a tomb, in temples, and in palaces. 

“This sphinx-shaped rock on which we sit serves its purpose; it serves 

as a seat and bears our weight. I think I’m like this rock. I bear your 

inexperienced as well as the crazy revolts people and the foolish financial 

or political speculations of the Ministerial Council that you have given me. 

–Poor Osarsiph!... on this path I see that you’ll be the victim of all 

human aberrations. You’re determined to change this world. But, if Amon-

Ra, who's divine fire embraces the whole world, couldn't change it, how 

could you, even though you are an incarnate god, son of a gods' wife? 

–Don’t climb so high, dear Pharaoh! That incarnate gods are not called 

to resolve this issue at this time. Instead, I would like to address these 

issues in other ways more accessible to human understanding. Will you 

not get tired of listening to me? 

–By the gods, Osarsiph! How can I get tired if I’m begging you to talk 

to me? 

–Listen to me then. According to the Divine Wisdom taught in strict 

secret in the temples to the aspirants to priesthood and also to the 

pharaohs when they turn 20 years old, the Psyche or human soul 

emerges as a spark of an Invisible and Eternal Divine Fire that has in 

Itself all the powers, forces, and energies that create worlds, stars, and 

suns. This spark becomes greater, progresses; it changes its forms of life 

a thousand times, whether embedded in a stone that becomes a 

diamond; in a moss that adheres to the ruins, to the graves, to the roads; 

in a seed that becomes a flower or fruit, in a germ that becomes a bird 

that flies through the air, or a fish that runs and shines in the waters of 

the rivers or the sea; until after a long pilgrimage of ages and centuries, 

it is sheltered in a maternal womb and a human being like you and me is 

born. That man or woman is born a thousand times until they achieve a 
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perfection that makes them similar to the powerful and eternal Invisible 

Fire from which they emerged as a spark. 

“Isn't a coal transformed into a diamond that shines like a star after 

long centuries of churning in the heart of the mountains, enduring the 

onslaught of the raging waves and the burning of volcanic fires? 

“Everything in the Universe is transformation and incessant change, 

Amenhepat, and what today is stone, in the future will be a tree, flower, 

bird, gazelle, or lion until reaching the Human Kingdom with intelligence 

and reason, with will and memory, with the capacity to understand good 

and evil, and above all, the ability to love with that love that makes man 

similar to God!...” 

–Osarsiph!... That’s what Anekh-Aton, the Pharaoh called ‘Holy maker 

of Saints’, wanted to teach and impose. And he was sunk underground 

like a bat under a stone, and all his descendants exterminated like a 

plague of harmful locusts that kill all life on the face of the Earth!... How 

dangerous is this path, Osarsiph; it could bring you the most complete 

ruin that can crush a man! 

–You are the Pharaoh, head of a government and of a people, who 

crushed like a bat the one who wanted to teach the Eternal Truth to the 

peoples. Therefore, you can also crush me, because I have revealed you 

the great secret doctrine to satisfy your curiosity as to why I was different 

from others. 

“But what would you get out of that? By crushing me, would you kill 

Eternal Truth or change it in the slightest from its eternal indestructible 

life? 

“That Eternal Truth is stronger than all human powers and forces. Only 

the crazy pride and arrogance of men can lead them to believe that by 

killing a man they kill the Idea that is a manifestation of a part of the Divine 

Infinite Wisdom. 

“Amenhepat!... Perhaps I’ve told you more than the oath I swore to my 

teachers in the castle on Lake Merik allows. But the Eternal Infinite knows 

that deep down in my soul there’s something that tells me that you can 

be a just, wise Pharaoh, guide and lighthouse for your people... 

–I want to be a just Pharaoh, Osarsiph!... I will be if you’re always by 

my side. I‘ll be like Zoser, like Anekh-Aton, like Amenhemet, and like you! 

... Now you know where I stand: in the portico of Divine Wisdom, led by 

you. 

“We are going to Abydos, where two holy and martyr Pharaohs sought 

to make Egypt happy, but the people refused. You’ll be like Joseph of 

Israel, the first Viceroy of Egypt..., who brought peace and prosperity; and 

I will be ... 

–The last Amenhepat! –Osarsiph interrupted him–, because if you do 

what you say, men will sacrifice you and me to continue living in the dark 
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pigsty of error, lies, and vice, the only waters they seek to drink. 

–Let’s go to Abydos, –repeated the Pharaoh–, where some old priest 

can initiate me into the occult mysteries that you know and that have 

made you the way you are. 

They both mounted again and headed to the old city. It was a city of 

memories, where the blood of many martyrs had moistened the sand and 

tombstones of the crypts, which were perpetually silent, revealing nothing 

of all the pain and death they had witnessed. 

Numbik, the loyal servant inherited from Elder Neferkare, who was 

carrying the papyri on the back of a donkey led by the halter, followed 

them at a distance and thought: 

–My master would not have trusted any two young students with all 

these holy papyri written by the gods. 

“They must be great figures who are hiding, the gods know why. 

“My master, Neferkare, who inhabits the glory of Osiris! You 

commanded me to follow them!... You are obliged to save me! ... 

–Numbik –Osarsiph shouted–. Quicken the pace of your donkeys so 

that we reach Abydos before night falls. 

–Yes, my Lord! –replied the good man startled, thinking that Osarsiph 

had discovered his secret thoughts. 
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17.  Abydos, The Holy City  
 

Grief, that purifying crucible of human souls, has the same effect in 

cities and mountains or deserts that surround them. 

When a soul has been subjected to harsh tests, which are almost 

always the consequence of mistakes made consciously or 

unconsciously, it is forced to think, to reason. And perhaps grief forces it 

to look up at the infinite blue sky, behind whose immensity it believes to 

perceive that something big, strong, and invisible, in which we all think 

when grief squeezes our hearts with its burning claws… 

Cities, villages, and deserts inhabited by beings severely lashed by 

pain, appear full of vibrations of sacrifices and noble renunciations, which 

form a mystery aura of seclusion and holiness around them. 

 

And all this was perceived by both traveling students when they 

entered the enormous door made of marble blackened by time and 

copper sheets that the centuries had rusted. 

Osarsiph, Amenhepat, and Numbik entered silent and thoughtful. No 

doorman stood guard at the gate. No pedestrian passed through the 

streets.  

Evening was falling slowly, and the shadows of evening were fighting 

with the last glimmers of the dying setting sun. 

–I’m panicking, Osarsiph! –Amenhepat finally exclaimed while at the 

slow pace of their horses they were sliding noiselessly through a great 

open space, in which they could see dark mounds, some broken 

pyramids, obelisks thrown to the ground like unburied giants that time had 

turned to stone. 

That had been, without a doubt, the great square called ‘of the 

Caravans’. Most ancient cities had these squares that provided shelter 

for travelers seeking a safe place to stay and therefore made long 

journeys together. 

Osarsiph, his soul immersed in his deep thoughts, didn’t even hear the 

exclamation of his companion, and continued the march in silence. 

–Where are we going? –the young Pharaoh asked somewhat restless. 

Without stopping his march, Osarsiph took from his pocket a small 

sketch engraved on a piece of paper-white sheepskin. 

–I have the address written down here, –he said–. The Priest 

Neferkare gave it to me. We’re heading there and there we’ll be safe. 

And they entered the silent city of Anekh-Aton, glory of Ancient Egypt, 

centuries ago, and of its Priesthood enlightened by the light of Divine 

Wisdom. 

They only found silent women returning to their homes with water jars 
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that they had filled from the public pond. Others were carrying large 

baskets of clothes that they had washed in the Nile. They also saw some 

old fishermen who tied up their boats and were returning with baskets full 

of fish they had caught. Nothing there revealed joy, prosperity, or wealth. 

–Winds of death have blown over this land! –Amenhepat exclaimed. 

–Selfishness and human recklessness are truly winds of death! –

Osarsiph answered bitterly. 

–Many consider this a cursed city, Osarsiph! Tell me, you who know 

so much, what’s the curse of the gods and why do they throw it whenever 

they please? 

–It’s not the gods who curse people... It’s the ignorant and evil men! 

How can we think that the Higher Intelligences, that we call gods, can get 

angry and curse people like lazy slaves when they are whipped? No, 

man, no! It’s absurd to think that. 

–I can see that everything in the world is like a wind of death. You 

make me think so, and I think you’re right. Do you know what happened 

to Anekh, the Holy Pharaoh, maker of Saints, as the people who mention 

him in secret say? 

 

Moses looked at him with a questioning look which Amenhepat 

immediately understood.  

–Don't judge a traitor, Osarsiph. I ask you all these questions because 

I feel the need to know the truth. And I know you’re the only one who can 

tell me the truth without intentional falsifications. 

–Pharaoh, you do me great honor with your words. I’m not informed 

about the events of that time, but what I’ve gathered from some legends 

makes me suppose that he didn’t die a natural death but rather caused 

by evil drugs that slowly consumed his life. 

“It is believed, according to these legends, that Pontiff Pthamer is a 

descendant of his most faithful Notary and friend.” 

–Do you know if he follows Anekh’s doctrines? 

–Who can penetrate the inner world of Pontiff Pthamer? Not everyone 

can figure out what he thinks! He’s extremely noble and kind, but he 

doesn’t reveal his feelings and thoughts on this matter. He’s 

impenetrable. 

–And you're starting to look like him, Osarsiph! Don’t you think that 

you’re unfair to me? 

–Amenhepat!... You have elevated me to the rank of second in Egypt, 

and I have agreed to collaborate with you in the enormous burden of 

governing and taking care of such a vast country. I believe that neither 

you nor I should incite separatism and divisions in the hearts and minds 

of those who live in peace today. If we stir up injustices committed long 

ago, the descendants of the victims will raise storms of hatred against the 
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descendants of the perpetrators. And once again the fire of discord would 

burn. Who gains anything from this?... 

–It is true! Nothing comes out of hate but destruction and death. Why 

do I have to admit that you’re always right and not me? Answer me! 

–Oh, Pharaoh!... I have a very old soul..., surely long, tough 

experiences that I’ve suffered made me who I am. 

“You must have a younger spirit that lacks the hardships I've had! 

That's it and nothing more than that! 

Osarsiph examined the sketch again, then read in a low voice: 

–Turn east reaching the black stone obelisk. 

“There we have it, –he said. –Hurry up, Numbik, for here we must 

make a turn. 

After a short walk they arrived at the old gate of a house that must 

have been very beautiful in its days. It was attached to a small Temple, 

consecrated to Horus, the great son of Osiris and Isis, according to the 

Egyptian creed of that time. In the portico, the sacred Egyptian trinity 

appeared in high relief on the front wall: Osiris, Isis, and little Horus, taken 

by the hands of his divine parents.   

–This temple belonged to the last descendant of Anekh–Aton, priest 

Neferkare, who died just four days ago, –Osarsiph said as he dismounted 

from his horse–. Let’s enter with confidence, because its owner has given 

me a deed of donation to your sister, my mother, the Royal Princess. 

–Very well then! So, let's enter our house, even if it’s in ruins. At least 

in it, we won’t be afraid of being killed, –answered the young Pharaoh 

almost joyfully–. Who lives here? –he asked. 

–Two servants who were from Neferkare, with a son and a daughter 

who weave blinds of reed, and rugs of esparto and hemp. This old couple 

knows a lot about the glory of Abydos and perhaps Anekh, if you care to 

know. 

“You can see that I trust your nobility as Pharaoh, brother of Thimetis, 

Royal Princess of Egypt. 

–Thanks, Osarsiph!... I swear to the gods that I will never disappoint 

your trust, nor will I ever forget what you’ve done and continue to do for 

me. 

“And even if the Ministers and my mother want me to send you to buy 

ships in the workshops of Phoenicia, I don't think I can do without you. I 

assure you that I can’t trust any of them. You who are so farsighted, what 

do you think of this?” 

–I think my presence in the government annoys the Queen-Mother 

and your Ministers, although they all wanted it because they needed 

someone to act as a shield from the people. 

–Exactly!... I thought the same thing, but I didn't want to tell you. And 

they want to get you away from me and from the country by an apparently 
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honorable means, but horribly ill-intentioned deep down. What will be the 

real motive for all this? 

–If you promise not to take any violent measures, I can tell you. 

–Oh!... so, you knew, and you kept quiet? 

–I’ll explain everything to you inside the temple. Let’s go in. 

The son of the old couple came out to receive them and Osarsiph 

presented the letter of recommendation that the old priest of the Temple 

of Luxor gave him in writing.  

The groans and cries of the family revealed their close relationship 

with the Elder and their grief at having lost him. 

Osarsiph consoled the family as best he could and asked for their 

hospitality for that night. 

–Our deceased master commands in his letter that we host you in 

what was his room every time he came to visit us –said the old woman, 

who let them through a long gallery filled with looms with bales of raw 

material necessary for their weavings. 

When the two young men met in the library of the Elder Priest, 

Osarsiph told his traveling companion: –Amenhepat, I don't know if you’ll 

be upset to learn things here that perhaps you had not thought of or that 

do not interest you. 

–Are you interested in them? 

–Very much so!... Nothing is more interesting to me than discovering 

the truth about anything related to humankind, to the homeland, or to the 

ideal that I support. 

–Then count on it also being of great interest to me... 

–Good! Let’s begin the process to unearth truths and memories–

Osarsiph said.  

And taking some tongs and rusty keys out of his bag, Osarsiph opened 

some little unnoticed doors in the old wood that half covered the front wall 

of the room. There were five little doors, and once opened they revealed 

small leather chests, neatly embossed and with strong silver clasps. 

–By the gods! –exclaimed the Pharaoh–. There must be more gold 

here than in the mines of Kush. 

–I think you’re wrong, Pharaoh. There should be nothing here but 

scriptures, memories, injustices, and pains. In brief, the Truth, which is 

sometimes very bitter. 

And the first little box was placed on the table. The following inscription 

was engraved on its lid in hieroglyphics: 

 

α δ ★ 1 
 

Osarsiph read it mentally without uttering a word and he understood it 
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as follows: Memories of the man who found the Only God. 

Inside was a sheaf of documents including epistles, messages, 

ordinances, and decrees that provided evidence that false friends, greatly 

favored by the author, had woven a sinister web around him, pushing him 

towards misfortune and eventual death. 

–Such is the life of a righteous man who only seeks to do good on 

Earth! –He murmured without having read the documents, just seeing the 

inscription on the sash that wrapped them: Documents proving the 

defamatory intrigues woven to incriminate me. 

Another small chest had a very peculiar engraving on the lid: Seven 

seabirds in flight, painted with blue dye. And under them it said:  The 

Anatidae. 

They were the stories that the crew of sailors of Juno's ship had left 

written, addressed to the warlords and princes allied with the ‘Wizard of 

the Storms’. The stories explained the true events that led to the death of 

the great sailor who rescued children. 

At the bottom of the chest were some gold plates with a name 

engraved on them. 

The discoveries that Osarsiph was making in the chests of the Temple 

of Abydos were easy for him to understand because he was familiar with 

the ancient Scriptures of the Temple of On from Amonthep, which his 

mother had transferred to the temple of Lake Merik. Moreover, he had 

recently read the Scriptures of Patriarch Aldis, which were preserved in 

copper tubes in the forgotten archives of the old Temple of Luxor. 

However, Amenhepat was annoyed by such uninteresting and poor 

findings according to him. He cheered up a little when at the bottom of 

the chest he saw the thick plates of pure gold shine.  

–At last! –he said–. Something appears here that makes up for lost 

time. –And he gave himself fully to examine the plates and feel their 

weight in his hand. 

The third little chest was taken out of the niche that hid it and only ten 

copper–colored candles were engraved on its lid, with bright red flames. 

And below them, there was a drawing of a closed book or codex with a 

little lamb lying on it. 

–Oh! The divine lamb of Numu! –Osarsiph exclaimed joyfully–. And 

the ten living flames he left behind!... – Inside were many sheets of ivory 

held together with a gold chain set with tiny rubies. In then appeared 

written: ‘The Law of the Great Alliance of the United Nations’ and ‘The 

Law of the Kobda Fraternity’. 

At the bottom of the chest shone something like a diadem of mother-

of-pearl lotuses with leaves formed by a filigree of emeralds. 

–Oh! this is starting to get interesting, –exclaimed the young Pharaoh. 

And he amusingly put on the diadem, while Osarsiph carefully 
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examined the ivory sheets, that made up the wonderful book that kept 

Bohindra's brilliant ideas to make earthly humanity happy and good. 

–Oh, Bohindra...Bohindra!... How many Bohindra are needed on Earth 

today, to teach men the divine secret of being good and happy! 

–Don’t dream, Osarsiph..., don’t dream! Nothing is better for men than 

the whip and spear! Don’t you see that? 

“You and I are young, and we’re in a vacation that will end in a few 

days. Let’s not recall tragedies from the past, but rather let’s take 

advantage of the little good that chance offers us. Is it alright with you that 

I take this diadem as spoils of war? 

Osarsiph couldn't help but smile at Amenhepat’s childish remark. 

–And you are the Pharaoh of Egypt, the country that until today has 

deserved the fame of being the master educator of the world? We should 

open these chests while kneeling in front of them, respectfully examining 

them, and not turning this into childish game! Please Pharaoh! 

–Don't get angry with me, Osarsiph, be tolerant with my last pranks as 

a youngster! Think that in three days I will once again be turned into a 

man of stone, mute as the Sphinx. 

At this request, Osarsiph severity softened. 

 

The fourth and fifth chests were significantly larger and heavier than 

the previous three. It took a lot of work to get them out of the niches. The 

surprise of both young people was notorious when they managed to lift 

the heavy lid. It enclosed a thick gold diadem with an enormous ruby in 

the center of a five-pointed star, carved in mother-of-pearl. 

It was wrapped in a wide linen ribbon with this inscription in the 

Atlantean language, which was almost the same as the ancient 

hieroglyphic language of the Temples of On, Memphis, Karnak, and 

Luxor: 

“This diadem was used at his coronation by the last Toltec king, 

Amphion of Orozuma, and it was also used by Anekh-Aton who entrusted 

it before he died to the secret of the crypt of this Temple that would keep 

his mummy and his memories.” 

Inside an onyx case reinforced with burnished silver, there was a swan 

feather, the kind used by kings to sign, and attached to it, was this 

engraving on an ivory ribbon: 

"Amphion King and Anekh Pharaoh used me, and I never signed a 

death sentence." 

The feather spoke through the centuries, and Osarsiph, holding it in 

his hands, leaned over it and kissed it reverently, deeply moved... 

 

When he raised his head, Amenhepat told him: 

–You are crying, Osarsiph!... It’s the first time I’ve seen tears in your 
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eyes. I don’t understand how these archaic things from a past that the 

world barely remembers impress you so deeply. 

–The world only lives in the present because they ignore everything, 

Amenhepat... everything! But those who explore the ancient history of 

humankind, of which you and I are a part, revive memories of the past 

and glimpse the future. 

“What happened a long time ago lives again in the present and will 

live again in the future. And what now sleeps under the sea or at the 

bottom of the crypts of the temples buried in the sand will emerge to the 

light of the day, and other continents and metropolises will descend to the 

bottom of the ocean, so that its waters wash away the blood of so many 

martyrs, poured out by the wild fury of the wicked and the ignorant. 

–This environment is beginning to smell of tragedy, Osarsiph... Please 

don't be like that!... Open the last box and let's finally get out of here; I’m 

afraid of being mummified while alive. 

The chest contained gold plates that the Toltec kings wore on their 

chests, who were later imitated by the Pharaohs that caused the 

disappearance of the Kobdas and their Great Sanctuary of Neghada. 

There were 77 plaques on which the names of 77 Toltec Kings were 

engraved, the last of which was Amphion of Orozuma. 

In a small booklet of white tanned lambskin, there was a writing of 20 

pages made in signs that were difficult to read at first sight. Only at the 

end did this signature appear clear: an Anatidae (mallard) in flight and 

then, Askersa. 

–This is extremely difficult, –the Pharaoh said–. and the only thing my 

eyes see is that everything here is gold of good value. What do you think 

we should do with these valuable treasures? 

–Leave them where they are, they are nowhere safer, –Osarsiph said–

. Everything is yours; since these objects are in your domain, but since 

you don’t need any of these things now, I think it’s reasonable to leave 

them here where you can take them when you think they're necessary. 

“If my thoughts and feelings are of any worth to you, Amenhepat, I beg 

you not to use any of this to subsidize war expenses. It would be an insult 

to the memory of the holy men who brought these valuable items to Egypt 

to protect them from the desecration of invaders who established their 

throne among the bonfires and the blood of victims sacrificed to their 

gods. The hordes of the barbaric Aztekalan! 

–I swear by my deceased father and your living mother that this secret 

will remain between the two of us. I’m an inexperienced young man, 

perhaps a little foolish, but I’m not so miserable and vile as to trespass 

the will of the immortals who live in the Kingdom of Osiris. 

–I thank you on their behalf, Pharaoh, may they be kind to you. 

They locked the chests back where they had found them.  Osarsiph 
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only kept the engravings in his bag. He planned to study them quietly 

when he returned to castle of Lake Merik, together with his mother and 

his three teachers, for whom the discovery meant much more than a 

material treasure. 

–I have gladly accompanied you on your adventures through the past, 

–the Pharaoh said–. I believe it’s time for us to talk about the present, as 

you promised when we arrived. 

–The present!... It’s a costly sacrifice to descend from the high peaks 

where the men of the past have climbed to the muddy plains in which we 

struggle in the present. But I promised you, it’s true, and I’m at your 

service. 

–My question was this: Why do you think my mother and the Ministers 

try to get you away from the country at such a long distance and for so 

long? 

 

Osarsiph thought for a few moments and the replied: 

–You know that one of your mother's sisters is married to the heir of 

the sovereign of Crete, and that a brother of your mother is the son-in-

law of the King of Lycia... 

–Yes, it’s true. They visited my mother three years ago and keep up a 

continuous correspondence. 

–Well. Between the sister married to the heir of Crete and the brother 

married to the heiress of Lycia, they are planning a joint uprising to 

demolish the old sovereigns who take too long to end their days. They 

are requesting from Egypt a mock invasion under a skillfully sought 

pretext. They don't count on your opposition because they think it's easy 

to silence you. But they certainly count on the opposition of me and my 

mother, who despite having renounced the throne and the crown of 

Egypt, has not renounced the love of her people, that at a word from her... 

–Oh, yes, I got it now! They want to keep you far away so that they 

can act freely... Well, that will not happen, I swear by Amon-Ra and by all 

the good and bad gods of the Universe. –With a powerful fist pound on 

the table he was leaning on, the young Pharaoh reaffirmed his oath. 

“And you kept quiet about it, huh? –he added, softening his voice and 

his attitude. 

–I was silent until the moment when your Minister of Finance 

suggested to me the convenience of demanding from the governments 

of Crete and Lycia the exploitation of the iron and copper mines in 

exchange for our cereals, according to the agreements made almost 

three years ago. 

–Now I understand many other things!... –the Pharaoh exclaimed 

thoughtfully–. What happened to that old mine foreman who disappeared 

along with his son on their return from Crete? What happened to the 
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messenger sent to Lycia, who arrived in Memphis one night and didn’t 

wake up at his house the next day? Do you know, Osarsiph? 

–Oh, Amenhepat!... If you start stirring up the swamps like that 

perhaps so much rot will come out that you and I will drown. Three years 

ago, we were both 14 years old, and neither you ruled the country, nor 

was I your Viceroy Superintendent. Hence, we’re not responsible for what 

happened three years ago. 

–That's true; but you say that the past sheds light on the present and 

illuminates the future, and this close past of only three years can shed 

some light for today and tomorrow. 

“I remember having heard a conversation between the foreman 

Dugana and the Chief Scribe about the mines of Crete and Lycia. The old 

miner said that those mines had been heavily exploited and that there 

was not enough silver and copper left in the mines to trade even half of 

our pledged cereals. I knew nothing more but based on what you’ve told 

me, I can see that they reached an agreement despite this. 

 

“Then, there was another hidden purpose behind that agreement. 

What could that purpose be if not to support the treacherous ambitions of 

my mother's brothers to provoke a great uprising that would force the old 

kings to abdicate? I curse the blood in my mother’s veins, which is also 

my blood! – Amenhepat shouted, dominated by a terrible fury, which did 

not disturb Osarsiph's impassive calm. 

–Didn't I tell you not to stir the swamp because the rot would rise to 

the surface? … Come on! Calm down and may this acquired knowledge 

serve you and me to act with justice when the time comes. 

–Promise me by the light of Osiris and by the love of Isis..., by the life 

of your mother, that you will not leave my side under any circumstances 

and that you will support what I intend to do. 

–I will not leave Egypt and I will support you in everything you plan to 

do if there’s justice and righteousness in all of it. I swear to you by the 

light of Osiris and the love of Isis. 

–I will nullify those unfair and criminal agreements! I will send an envoy 

with full authority to the kings of Crete and Lycia, and that despicable act 

will be annulled. 

–You will have to be sure of the loyalty of that envoy, who must be 

invulnerable to any compensation offered to him. Can you find a man of 

such good mettle? 

Amenhepat fell into an almost dreadful silence of hesitation and doubt. 

–I don’t have anyone!... It is horror and shame to say that the Pharaoh 

of Egypt doesn’t have such an invulnerable servant, one who cannot be 

bribed with gold!... Osarsiph!... Isn't this situation desperate? 

–It is instructive, Pharaoh, not despairing. May I suggest an idea? 
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–Speak up now before I go insane! 

–Listen then: Membra, the Chief Notary of the Temple, is a wise man, 

he’s a diplomat and he’s just in every sense of the word. He would carry 

out this delicate mission that you want to entrust. But I believe he 

shouldn’t go alone. The royal physician Aton-Mosis and a small escort of 

four or five men of arms under the command of our faithful Numbik, who 

now governs our pack donkeys… 

–What an escort chief!... –said the Pharaoh between serious and 

laughing. 

–Don't look at the present, Amenhepat, but at the past!! Numbik has 

saved the life of the Elder guardian of these treasures on three occasions. 

The priest Neferkare himself told me this on his deathbed, no more than 

four days ago, and he did to recommend him to me as a rare example of 

loyalty to his master, one of the very few that can be found today. 

“I don’t offer you men from my mother's house so as not to 

compromise her as a collaborator in these actions, but I can assure you 

that my servant will find them, and perhaps also the royal physician, who 

I know is surrounded by men that would be honest before all tests. 

–You’re my Viceroy Superintendent, and you are as of now in charge 

of coordinating this matter along with the Chief Notary Membra, the royal 

physician Aton-Mosis, and your loyal Numbik. And tell me, why do you 

put the good doctor next to Membra? 

–You force me to tell you something I would rather keep to myself so 

that you don’t suffer more. 

–Please speak up, that bitterness is good for health. 

–The Queen-Mother makes much use of alchemists and magicians. 

Some come and some go, and the royal physician has confirmed that 

some of his patients died from poisoning, but it is unknown who was 

responsible. The victims were Palace Scribes who had compromising 

secrets. 

Amenhepat pressed his head with both hands, and Osarsiph noticed 

that thick tears were falling on the table on which he was leaning. 

–The presence of Aton-Mosis on the side of Membra the Notary –

Osarsiph continued saying –would be a preventive measure, because the 

royal doctor is specialized in the knowledge of all harmful drugs and all 

their effects. And we would save ourselves from potential misfortune. 

–It’s okay, Osarsiph, it's okay! So, you're in charge of this whole thing. 

“As soon as we get to Memphis, I’ll talk to the Council, and perhaps 

dismiss all of them!... But she will always remain as a ghost of horror 

because she’s my mother, and I can’t order her to stop being my mother... 

Only death could do that... ‘Those who live by the sword, die by the 

sword’, says the law of the Arabs and the Hebrews. And, in this case... 

–Please, Pharaoh!..., don’t lose your sanity and sail alongside 
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criminals. We can overcome all obstacles with dignity and prudence, with 

the dignity of well-born men. 

The next day, Amenhepat, Osarsiph, and the servant Numbik, bade 

farewell to the elderly guardians of the house of priest Neferkare who left 

it as a donation to the Royal Princess for charitable purposes. They left 

Abydos, the city of memories and the glories of past Egypt of Zoser the 

Righteous and of Anekh-Aton, the Holy Maker of Saints. 
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18.  The Hierophants Of Memphis  
 

The Hierophants of the Great Temple of Memphis, companions and 

allies of the enlightened soul of Osarsiph, held a secret assembly every 

week to thoroughly study the possible obstacles that the future Lawgiver 

Thaumaturge might encounter on his way to the great achievements for 

which he had taken physical matter: Religion with the Single Universal 

One God. 

Terrestrial humankind was drowning in a cloudy flood of errors and 

fanaticism. All human passions had their tutelary god, who sponsored, 

authorized, and even glorified the most abominable superstitions. 

The high Egyptian clergy, made up of only 21 Hierophants, well 

understood all that evil hat was dragging humanity into an abyss, just as 

it had happened centuries before in the ancient Lemurian, Atlantean, and 

Sumerian civilizations. 

The Hierophants had espoused the Truth and remained faithful to it in 

the secret of their hearts and in the silence of the crypts. They knew they 

were powerless to contain the tremendous tidal wave of moral and 

spiritual decay that was engulfing humanity.  

In their meditations, the clairvoyants had perceived the intimate voice 

of a companion and ally who had crossed the threshold of physical life 

and reached them clear and distinct from the distant shore... 

–“Pthamer, my brother!... –said the voice–. I am Neferkare, the last 

descendant of the Pharaoh you loved so much. I’m free in the infinite 

immensity of the One God, and I accompany you from here in the eternal 

loyalty to the Supreme Truth that He wanted to teach men, but they 

refused to accept it.” 

The extraterrestrial notice had arrived, a few days later Osarsiph 

received a verification. 

–I stayed with him until his last moment –the son of Thimetis said in a 

secret assembly with Pontiff Pthamer and his Hierophants gathered in 

the crypt of the great Temple of Memphis. 

Everything the reader knows about Osarsiph's actions in relation to 

the deceased Old Priest was revealed in that assembly, that the young 

man had requested for this purpose. 

There they studied and deciphered all the Scriptures that Osarsiph 

brought from his laborious journey through the southern lands. 

The Elder Pontiff was deeply moved when he held in his hands the 

manuscript that read: ‘Memories of the man who found the One God’. 

He took out from his desk a book of his notes and calling Osarsiph 

next to him, he said to him:  

–Do you see this? Read it out loud. 
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Osarsiph read: 

–“I, Stenefer, Notary of Pharaoh Anekh-Aton I, declare that I have 

seen him write the story of his life that he called ‘Memories of the man 

who found the One God’. And I also declare having heard from his mouth 

that he would leave his treasures, memories of the past, in secret places 

in his house attached to the Temple of the Holy Trinity: Osiris - Isis - 

Horus. These treasures were left in the care of the guardian of his last 

descendant, the girl Merit Aton, miraculously saved from his enemies, 

who poisoned his entire family. 

–This girl –the Pontiff added –was the mother of Neferkare, the one 

who recently died. And the Elder who today guards the Temple and the 

house is the son of that faithful guardian of the girl and his lord's 

treasures. Osarsiph! There are still souls among this unhappy 

humankind; great in Faith, in Hope, and in the Love of Anekh-Aton, who 

was the brave follower of the sublime ideal brought to these lands of 

Egypt by the disciples of Amphion, Antulius, and Abel. 

“May you be blessed, enlightened son of Thimetis, chosen by the One 

God to bring Amphion, Antulius, and Abel back to physical life!” –A 

reverent silence followed these words from the Elder who was deeply 

moved, and once he regain his composure, he was able to add–: 

“The Supreme Power has allowed me to see the light of this day in 

which, through you, I can receive the knowledge and proofs of the truth 

contained in this declaration from Stenefer, the faithful Notary of Pharaoh 

Anekh-Aton I, who lit the light to prepare your path.” 

“Go ahead, Osarsiph! The Divine Truth shines like a star on your 

horizon!” 

Membra, the Chief Notary of the Temple, took the folder with all the 

Scriptures brought by Osarsiph and began the task of deciphering them, 

making comparisons with the data he preserved. 

The Law of the Kobdas and the Law of the Great Alliance of the United 

Nations were almost familiar to them, we can say, since each of the 

Hierophants had a copy of them, taken from the ‘Scriptures of Patriarch 

Aldis’.  

They dedicated themselves to deciphering and studying the 

‘Memories of the man who found the One God’. It began like this: 

–I come from a land that today sleeps the dream of many centuries 

under the waters of two seas that merged when the great Island that 

divided them disappeared: Atlantis, blessed and glorious one day when 

the One God, creator of worlds and beings, saw it walk in harmony with 

His Law of Universal Love! And unfortunate and cursed when the 

Atlanteans erased that Eternal and Holy Law that is Life, Peace, and 

Happiness, for worlds, peoples, families, and individuals with the blood of 

crime and the mud of vices!  
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‘My hometown was called Diosol, and my birth name was Anatidae of 

Askersa, from the country of Zeus. 

“My parents followed the doctrines of the Hermitage in the Hill of the 

Pine Forests6, where some wise and pious men, called White Prophets 

because of the color of their tunics, lived dedicated to the study of Nature 

and to doing everything possible for human beings who crossed their 

path. The cultivation of the land provided them with the sustenance of life. 

I was educated among those solitary men, and I taught those who 

crossed my path what I learned there. For this I found myself harshly 

persecuted by the rulers of the great city, who had closed the School of 

the Holy Mountain and dispersed the solitary men by death or by life 

imprisonment. 

“I, the youngest of them all, was helped to escape from the dungeon, 

and fled to the highlands with three disciples of the School; I arrived in 

the country called Mauritania, I crossed the high mountains on the back 

of a donkey, I bordered the great waters that flooded the plain through 

the opening of the mountain range, until after a very long journey, I 

reached the fresh waters of a crystalline stream that flowed through a 

valley of giant and dwarf palms.” 

Membra, the Notary, provided clarification for those last words: 

–These fresh waters and this stream–he said, –cannot be other than 

our Nile of today that runs in a valley of giant palm trees and dwarf palm 

trees as the narrator calls what we call papyrus plants. 

Everyone agreed and the reading continued like this: 

–I found a small colony of Atlantean refugees, who had been joined 

by some refugees who had come from the countries of eternal ice near 

the almost uninhabitable northern polar regions. From both I heard 

stories, chronicles, traditions, in which I clearly saw the divine design of 

uniting us in this land, which at that time was called the Country of Kemi, 

centuries later Shihor or currently Egypt.” 

“The northern people kept the traditional stories of an extraordinary 

archangel, prophet, or genius called Jima. Jima had descended to Earth 

in a ray of the dawning sun. The Eternal Invisible had sent Jima to gather 

the few brave men on Earth to form a race of chosen ones. Hence, they 

worshiped fire because they believed it emanated from the same sun 

from which their Prophet had come. So, they lit a fire. They waited for the 

burning midday sun and placing a well-polished piece of rock crystal in 

its reflection, they brought it close to a dry palm leaf and that solar 

reflection made it burn. At that moment they sang their dawn prayer: 

“Oh, Agni, sacred purifying flame that sleeps in the withered leaf and 

             

 
6 Cerro de los Pinares 
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in the dry log and rises in brilliant tongues of fire on the sacred altar! You 

are the spirit of sacrifice; the eager flight of prayer; the celestial spark lit 

in all beings and in all things, dead and alive, of this world!! Kindle in the 

hearts of all men who inhabit the Earth and make everyone good, noble, 

and brave, because in you is the glorified soul of the Sun!” 

“The Light Spirit that leads the evolution of this world took on carnal 

matter in Atlantis, after a cycle and a half, which is 37,500 years, since 

conscious humanity existed on the planet. His name was Amphion, also 

called the Holy King. It was the country of Otlana, and its capital was 

Orozuma. He had a glorious and tormented life, and I accompanied him 

in his civilizing works to educate people with the foundation of a School 

in which the Science of God and of Souls united with human sciences 

and arts would form societies, peoples, and families of a perfect 

evolution. 

“Amphion, the son of parents who worshiped the One God, Creator 

and Sustainer of worlds and beings, was like his ancestors: the noble and 

mighty Toltecs who made the Atlantean Continent great. His father was 

Senegaldo of Otlana, the 38th king of the glorious Athaulphus dynasty. As 

a reward for his righteousness, the Eternal Owner of souls and lives 

granted him a son like no other on Earth, and such was Amphion 

Athaulph, the crown and glory of his father. King Senegaldo had donated 

me a hill in his domain that was called the Hill of the Pine Forests because 

of the enormous pine trees that grew on its slopes.7 

“I was a young man without a family because pirates from the other 

shore of the South Sea had murdered my parents and devastated my 

home and assets. 

“The Law of the One God led me to the domains of a righteous man. 

That man was King Senegaldo, who heard my story, believed in my 

honesty, and told me: 

“–I think you’re the one that the Eternal Lord of the Worlds has 

promised me in my dreams, so that I make of my peoples, honorable and 

good crowds that will bring to life legions of their angels that make this 

world a paradise of bliss, abundance, and peace. We will build a Temple, 

School and Refuge on the Hill of the Pine Forests, where you, along with 

those feel your same educational impulse, dedicate themselves to 

educating the youth of these countries in the faith, hope and love of a 

God, Father, Author and Cause of all life. This God is the One that 

provides for all our needs, requiring nothing more than the will to 

collaborate with Him according to our strength, to create responsible 

humankinds aware of the duty of each individual to aspire to the right of 

             

 
7 It was the same mountain where the Hermits lived many centuries before. 
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all to participate in the general well-being. 

“The Temple School was built by Senegaldo Athaulph of Otlana, and 

by his will, I was its first Regent, with the title of Patriarch of the 'Holy 

Mountain,' as the Pine Grooves Hills has been known since then. 

“King Senegaldo had been married for 14 years and had no children. 

He really wanted to have children, to have followers of his faith and his 

work. –He used to say sorrowfully –“The Athaulphus dynasty will become 

extinct with me if the Eternal Lord of the Worlds doesn’t give me a son to 

continue our faith and our life. –And I, a man of his same age at the time, 

and told him: 

“–God is our Father! And He has not given you children, not because 

He doesn’t love you, but because He wants you, O King, to begin your 

task of educating the peoples, and then He will give you a son to continue 

your work. 

“I told him this to comfort him and give him the light of hope, but it 

came out just as I told him, for which he had great confidence in me, 

believing that I was enlightened by God who was making announcements 

in his name. The desired son arrived a year after pronouncing those 

words. And it was Amphion Athaulph, who fulfilled and far exceeded his 

father’s dream and hope.  

“When the beloved King Senegaldo was convinced that the hope of 

having a son was a reality, he ran to the Holy Mountain with the great 

news: 

“–Sphano-San, my prophet friend –he told me in an intimate hug–your 

announcement is fulfilled; within three moons I will be a happy father. My 

Father God knows I want a male child to replace me in the government 

of these people. But if in his Sovereign Will he decrees that I should have 

a daughter, I still receive her with love because she will be the first woman 

to govern the people. She will also be an Athaulphus and will know how 

to be like all her ancestors. 

 “–He will be a son –I dared to tell him, and I don’t know why–and he 

will be so noble, just, and good that when our Father God calls you to His 

Heavenly Kingdom, you will leave without regret because you will leave 

another you at the head of your peoples. – The joy of King Senegaldo 

reached its peak with these words from his solitary friend from the Holy 

Mountain. I, who with only six companions of ideal and vocation, worked 

on the land as a farmer, in the forest as a shepherd, in the School as a 

teacher of orphaned children, and in the Sanctuary as propitiation candle 

asking God, our Eternal Father for more workers in the fields, more 

children to educate, more sorrow to comfort..., more illnesses of the soul 

to heal. 

“And the moons passed, and the promised son arrived on the full 

moon of the first month of winter, when the snow whitened, like the veils 
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of the virgins, on the tops of our pine forests, on the towers of our 

observatories, and on the ancient towers of King Senegaldo's palace. 

“The tops of the hills were also white; everything was dressed in white 

at the arrival of the crown prince of the Athaulphus, the oldest and most 

glorious of the reigning dynasties on the Continent. 

“All friendly nations called the sovereigns of Otlana ‘Geniuses of 

Concord’. Their heraldic coat of arms had a vine climbing up the thick 

trunk of a centenary olive tree and around it the inscription: ‘Concord, 

Mother of Peace and Abundance’. The child was named Amphion 

Athaulph, after the first king of the dynasty. 

“The entire Continent received with joy the arrival of the first son of the 

sovereigns of Otlana. They had waited 14 years for a successor to the 

throne. They feared that if King Senegaldo died without leaving an heir, 

his half-brother would be the indisputable rightful heir. This half-brother 

toured the Continent announcing the words of black magicians who 

predicted a close death of Senegaldo due to a terrible accident after 

which he would be the successor. 

 “’Man proposes, God disposes’, the King used to say. His 

unshakeable faith in Divine Power and the Wisdom of the Law made him 

hope for a loyal follower in the Faith and the civilizing Work of the dynasty 

that was already almost millenary. 

“My life was peaceful and calm on the Holy Mountain because even 

the most painful work, done with love, becomes a delight for the body and 

a glorious joy for the spirit. 

“King Senegaldo and I were like two brothers who had been born 

under the same roof and the same mother had lulled us to sleep. 

“Many mothers were so afraid of the King’s half-brother, Aztekalan, 

that they took solemn vows to offer their children to God’s service if He 

would grant a successor to the rulers of Otlana. They feared that if the 

half-brother was elevated to heir he would found his own dynasty. This 

dynasty would be different in faith because he would enforce the customs 

that the wizards of the Far East had injected into the marrow of his bones. 

“And due to the happy birth of Amphion Athaulph of Otlana, our Holy 

Mountain overflowed with noble and handsome young men who asked to 

serve God, the loving Father of humankind, in compliance with the vow 

of their mothers. 

“My solitary and I welcomed them with love, but before we gave them 

our white sackcloth, we made them understand that they were not bound 

by a chain, but they were free to be with us in close coexistence. Because 

they could also fulfill the vow to serve God in the Sanctuary of their home 

and family if they made with their faith and their works a sacred temple of 

their own house. 

“Amphion was noble and good as a child, as a youth and as a man. 
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And when his father passed to the kingdom of our God and Lord, 

Amphion was his faithful follower. He married his great chosen 

companion, Princess Odina, heiress of the rulers of Dyaus, with whom 

he immensely fulfilled the civilizing scope of the works of his father.     His 

influence reached three countries most directly: Theos-Kandia, the 

country of his mother; Dyaus, country of his wife, and Otlana, country of 

his birth. 

“Our school built new classrooms for the abundant youth that came 

from those three countries and others from the continent. 

“But..., happiness doesn't last long in this world, and it’s a death 

sadness for my soul to say that the happy peace of the holy king lasted 

only a quarter of a century. His brother’s heart filled with ambition like a 

fatal fire, bringing discord that corrodes and destroys all. 

“Thousands of human lives would have been sacrificed if King 

Amphion had not prevented it with his heroic renunciation. 

“He avoided the loss of life, but not the division and hatred of the rebels 

towards the faithful; hatred is like gangrene that runs everywhere 

poisoning everything, corrupting everything... destroying everything. 

“In the midst of the rude storm, my Father God called me to His 

kingdom, and I lost sight of the earthly shores for a long time. Surely, 

Divine Goodness wanted to spare me from witnessing the destruction of 

a large portion of Senegaldo's, Amphion's, and my work. I was led to 

study possibilities in a near future in another part on the Earth, where I 

had to work for a long time. 

 

*** 

 
“Humble lives, without significant events, with sorrows and joys, 

struggles and victories in the depths of my inner world or in the midst of 

the beings that surrounded me, passed by one after the other in the 

innermost of my Self, and I don’t have vivid memories, as to make an 

account of it. I only know that the western lands of Atlantis had already 

disappeared under the waters, according to the lore and old stories 

preserved in the archives of the temples. 

“Besides..., whoever encourages me to write wants me to only 

mention my lives related to the times when the Light Spirit descended to 

Earth. It is their lives and not mine, that can bring light, life, and love to 

those who read my words. 

“Centuries go by like the flames of a vast fire wiping out everything, 

leaving only mute and dilapidated traces of what existed..., of what was..., 

of what had beauty and life in distant days already lost in that mysterious 

and dark night we call the past. 

“And today's populous Manh-Ethel has tarnished the glory of Diosol, 



 157 

already in decline like a decrepit old woman, half-forgotten and hidden 

among olive groves and holm oaks that are dying of old age, and cracked 

walls and broken pyramids, dilapidated and deserted temples where bats 

screech and night vultures take shelter. 

“But I, of my own free will, have come to this life in this ancient city of 

Diosol, where I know I lived other lives and where I found parents capable 

of guiding me towards the path of truth and light.  

“And in the most dilapidated part of the old city there is a Tower 

blackened by time, where ivy and moss cover stones, slabs, colonnades, 

and ogive bars. When I cautiously penetrate through its rubble, 

something very deep awakens in my inner self. And in my mind, I see 

myself again in what I was in this tragic place: a convict because of my 

ideals, and they called me EightSix. 

“Oh, the lives..., they follow one another like the nights and days in an 

eternal rollover until the divine Psyche sees its wings grow and its 

garments turn white. 

“In the resplendent city of Manh-Ethel was the residence of the 

sovereigns who ruled that country. He was the fourteenth king of the 

Talpaken dynasty, a branch of the Toltec race that was widespread in all 

the countries of the Continent. 

“The magnificent city absorbed everything, even the memory of my 

beloved Diosol, converted then into a poor village of farmers and goat 

herders who barely gave them enough to sustain their lives. 

“A fierce earthquake destroyed it, and as rumors of new earthquakes 

and tidal waves began, I joined some emigrants who planned to go 

overseas, to highlands of formidable mountain ranges, where mines 

abounded and there was a shortage of people to exploit them. 

“My parents were no longer alive, and nothing tied me to the smoking 

rubble of what used to be Diosol. But my decision to immigrate came after 

I started to have mysterious dreams populated with legends or stories of 

unknown beings, who in the dream showed me great friendship and 

sympathy: 

“You were born to carnal life here because the parents you had 

chosen were here. They now live in God, Universal Father, and watch 

over you. Your Law marks other lands and other farm fields for you 

because you are a bee from the Eternal hive that produces the honey of 

Divine Truth for all earthly humanity. 

“I was fond of writing down all my thoughts, projects, and dreams, and 

sometimes my writings sprouted from my soul, like a song, like a musical 

composition. And during the journey I wrote one of those rhymed 

thoughts:  

 

“Oh, Invisible Eternal!  
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                 Soulfully, I am your very image. 

              If Eternal you have forged me 

     Rich I am of your Truths,  

     Immortal like my Father,  

         Son of yours, You know it.” 

 
“The first letter of each line made up a name that I had never heard of 

and that sprang up by chance: ‘OSIRIS’. 

“And when my eyes saw the immense desert of sand that surrounded 

the oasis where I arrived, I said to myself: Under these blankets of sand 

of this immense desert, bury your name that recalls wealth and lineages, 

because today you are an outcast without homeland, family, or name. 

Anatidae of Askersa was thus buried beneath the sand. And everyone 

addressed me as I had wished: Osiris. 

“And today as I write these stories in my seventh life on this land, which 

I now consider as my homeland, I find with the great news that I, an 

unfortunate outcast whom I called Osiris, had been elevated to the 

category of god protector of all mortals, due to the ignorance and 

superstition of the people. A god who gathers the righteous men to make 

them happy in his Kingdom, alien to this world, and leaves the wicked 

abandoned subject to a thousand calamities.  

“I listened in silence to traditions and legends about the past, and thus 

learned that this sandy area was a sea that overflowed into the Deep 

Valley8, when the Pillars of Hercules9 opened in the first sinking of Atlantis 

and Great Sierra10 of the Deep Valley was dismembered in fragments, 

remaining as Costa Brava (Rugged Coast) of the new Sea. 

“I had made friends with some of the Tribe who as refugees followed 

a Patriarch named Kermes and a young Prophet named Mizraim, who 

had come to this land many years before. And pointing to the huge cube 

of gray stone that stood by the sea, they told me: "Those who live there 

are magicians dressed in blue, and they cure all diseases with a lamb 

that their God carries in his arms.  

“Potemis was the name of my first friend from the oasis. He was great-

great-grandson of Patriarch Kermes, whose memory was revered as the 

tutelary genius spirit of the tribe. Through him I learned about the terrible 

tragedy of the sunken land from which they came. And I learned about 

the ‘great mystery’ of the succession of lives for all human and non-

human beings. 

             

 
8 The region today known as Mediterranean Sea 
9 Today called the Gibraltar Strait 
10 The Sierras of Southern Spain 
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“Which allows –my new friend told me–, to return to live in a physical 

body, repeatedly until the soul acquires the greatness, strength, and 

power, to which it was destined by the Eternal Creative Power.  

“And following this theory, which they called the Great Mystery, they 

were certain that the Patriarch Kermes and the Prophet Mizraim, 

founders of their people and their race, had already come back to life and 

were still very young. They were living among the good magicians 

dressed in blue who were teachers, doctors, and priests, who preached 

the brotherhood of all men under the protection of the Eternal Father, 

owner and lord of this and all worlds. 

“They work, study, and pray. We work and create children that make 

our race great. And the most advanced among the children will join the 

ranks of those workers of thought, truth, justice, and love for one another. 

“Potemis and I were bound by a strong spiritual alliance, promising 

that whoever died first would announce to the other when and where he 

would return to physical life. He died first. After 20 moons of suffering 

great loneliness in my soul, he revealed to me in a dream that he would 

take the physical matter of a maiden, his niece, who despised life for the 

death of her beloved man. He told me: ‘This is one of the great mysteries 

that they teach in the stone cube, and you must keep it in the depths of 

your heart’. I also knew of that mystery, which I had learned from the 

teachers of the Toltec race, who, in turn had received it as a secret legacy 

from a pilgrim from the eternal snows. 

“Two days after the announcement, the maiden fell ill, and everyone 

thought that she would die of grief for her dead lover. I comforted her 

mother and promised her in the name of Universal Father God that she 

would live.  

“–If you keep your word, –she said–I will give her to you as a wife even 

if you’re so many moons older than her. 

“The maiden recovered her health and showed signs of having 

forgotten her beloved dead love. She became very fond of me, and her 

mother gave her to me as a wife. I accepted knowing the great secret. 

And after ten moons they proclaimed me Patriarch of the Tribe, which 

was already very large. 

“It was then that I made friends with the solitary of the stone house, 

following traditions established years before.  

“The recently elected Patriarch had to go and offer his services to 

those men who selflessly served as physicians, teachers, and protectors 

for anyone in need. 

“–You, who are the great friend of our brother Potemis who gave us 

three children who are here with us, will also give us many others 

because we need many workers, servants of God, Our Father and of all 

humanity, His daughter.  
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“And as Patriarch of this people, it is your duty to make unions like the 

one you made, so that the angels of heaven come to populate this country 

destined by their sovereign will to be the Herald of Truth, Good and Love 

that will make all men happy. 

“We had two boys and three girls, and as soon as they reached ten 

springs, they were admitted to the School of the Solitary where they 

learned all the knowledge from them and all the beauty that can fit within 

a human being.  

“Two of my daughters, Merik and Enek, were chosen by the masters 

as regents of a Temple School for women; they were the founders and 

were called Matriarchs. The third daughter married a great-grandson of 

the prophet Mizraim, who bore the same name as his grandfather, and 

the elders said that he was as similar to him as one drop of water to 

another.  

“My third daughter married a great-grandson of the prophet Mizraim, 

who shared his grandfather's name. The elders said he was as similar to 

him as two peas in a pod. 

“As I knew of the great mystery of successive lives, I thought: Couldn’t 

it be he himself who bravely returned to live in the pain of mortal flesh? 

“Oh, pain of agony which is life in the flesh!... 

“Today as I write these lines that may shed a dim light in the darkness 

to those who are less clear than me, I’m sad to be convinced that I am 

being poisoned by a relative of mine, eager to occupy this place of 

torture... 

“I think again about what I am currently: Anekh-Aton, Pharaoh of 

Egypt, by right of inheritance from my father, Amenhotep III, who is now 

in the Kingdom of the Eternal God, Sole Sovereign of the Worlds. 

“In 13 moons from today I will die, according to my doctor. The poison 

they have given me will allow me to live only that long. I don’t fear death, 

nor do I desire to continue my physical life...” 

At a signal from the Pontiff, Notary Membra put down the folder 

showing visible signs of emotion and fatigue.  

–Enough for today. We’ll continue at our next meeting. 

“Osarsiph, my son! –said the Pontiff–, you have made a discovery that 

sheds lovely light on the history that we, lovers of truth, avidly seek. 

–You say so, Your Holiness, and I’m infinitely glad to serve the truth.” 

And he withdrew silent and meditative to take the boat with yellow and 

white sails that was waiting for him at the canal dock to take him to the 

castle on Lake Merik where his parents were waiting for him.  
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19.  The Crossroads  
 

Osarsiph only rested for ten days in the calmness of heaven that 

spread like a perfume over the castle of Lake Merik and the vast park that 

surrounded it. 

–Mother, I have a paradise, and it’s your house, it’s your dwelling –he 

said to the Royal Princess–. Is it possible that you have it in your heart, a 

whole heaven in which you make everyone around you enter? 

She smiled happily as she only smiled when she had the son of her 

only love by her side. 

–This heaven comes with you, my son, because when you are away, 

there’s no heaven in the castle. My dear Osarsiph, you have no idea to 

what extent you fill everything with your presence. 

Osarsiph was a quiet man, silent and usually lost in thoughts, but only 

with his mother did he allow himself to open his soul, something he did 

not do with anyone else. 

During those ten days in the tranquility of the castle on Lake Merik, the 

future Lawgiver of Terrestrial Humanity emptied his soul full of 

magnificent, sublime dreams into the soul of his mother, who, despite 

understanding him very well, told him: 

–Our secret books teach us that advanced souls can take possession 

of incarnated beings for an indefinite time or even permanently, if there’s 

no resistance or any damage to the Intelligence that inhabits that matter. 

In the Light of this Law, the thought came to me that the Bohindra of the 

Kobda Fraternity might be taking possession of you when you dream of 

turning the world into a huge garden of peace and love. 

“Bohindra was able to make this world a better place because many 

favorable circumstances helped him at that time; circumstances that don’t 

exist today. Today the people have been divided into hundreds of small 

kingdoms and states, in which each sovereign enacts a law that imposes 

his will by force on his people and even other countries. 

“If we manage to elevate our country to the spiritual height to which 

Bohindra raised three Continents, we must thank Divine Goodness, my 

son, and not allow ourselves to be swayed by the sweet illusion of 

changing this world, into the world that your desire dreams of." 

This conversation between mother and son was interrupted when a 

messenger from the Pharaoh arrived with an urgent request for 

Osarsiph's presence. 

Amram, who always strolled along the great avenues of the park 

among the many market gardeners and farmers, was the first to respond 

to the call of the Pharaoh's messenger, which was announced with three 

loud clarion calls on the canal quay, as was customary. 
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The messenger handed Osarsiph a tablet that read: “Come right now. 

I need you urgently”. Amram and the Royal Princess questioned the royal 

messenger, who could only say: 

–Messengers from overseas arrived in Memphis. There’s alarm in the 

Palace!  

Thimetis’s soul rose high. 

–Mother Isis!... –she thought deeply, and her thought was like a golden 

arrow that pierced the heavens. –Mother Isis! You’ve promised me 

protection, long life for great works that my son will do!... I always wait for 

the fulfillment of your words.!  

A most sweet wave of peace and infinite love flooded her, and turning 

to her husband and her son who were approaching her, she told them: 

–Nothing will happen! Everything will work out fine. Amram, please 

accompany him to Memphis, so that you can bring me the good news. 

Moments later, Osarsiph and her father boarded the Royal Sailboat 

which sped down the canal. 

The young Pharaoh paced nervously across the terrace toward where 

the door of his private room. 

Amram stayed in his son’s study, while Osarsiph ran up the stairs. 

Osarsiph had orders to suppress all etiquette when Pharaoh was 

alone in his private room, so he met him immediately.  

–What is it, Amenhepat? You look ghastly!... 

–We have arrived at the first crossroads, Osarsiph, and it’s as dark as 

a hellhole! 

And Amenhepat entered his room followed by the serene 

Superintendent who radiated absolute peace. With the doors closed and 

the curtains drawn, the Pharaoh spoke. 

–Armed conflict on all four sides!... What do you say, Osarsiph?  

–Explain it to me more clearly. Who are our enemies? 

–The closest and most fearsome is Meryey, King of Libya. He protests 

bravely because my subjects have crossed the border and opened their 

shops at the foot of the Red Mountain, and they exploit their good marbles 

without prior permission or any official agreement. They’re all in prison 

and he urgently asks for explanations. If we don’t answer within three 

days, he hangs them all, and they're 187, including two foremen, who are 

the son and the brother of our great Engineer Ned-Enek. 

–How come they are there? How come Ned has allowed such a thing? 

–Osarsiph asked. 

–That’s what we must find out later; right now, we only have time to 

act. 

–Give me an escort, and I will get there as fast as the horse can. 

–No way! You can't get out of here. There’s war with Crete and another 

war with Lycia!...War with Syria! By the gods! We are sinking into the 
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abyss! 

–Calm down, Pharaoh, regrets don’t fix anything. Head over to your 

office in a little while and I'll be there with a solution in place. 

Osarsiph left without waiting a second longer. Amenhepat sank back 

into his chair, hands on his face, utterly dejected. Osarsiph's serenity and 

integrity did much to calm him down and once he felt more composed, he 

headed for the great room known as the Audience Chamber. 

He discovered that he wasn’t alone when he entered the great room. 

Three men stood in a corner, surrounded by guards with drawn swords. 

Osarsiph was seated at the large table in front of the royal chair. He 

was looking over sheets of parchment and written tablets and waxed 

fabrics. 

–Everything is now clear, Pharaoh, –the Viceroy Superintendent said 

as soon as he saw the Pharaoh sitting down–. These three men you see 

here, who were brought by your guards, will tell you what happened. 

–I would rather you told me, –the Pharaoh said dryly. 

–I'll do it right away: Numbik has just left with an escort to Libya, where 

he will arrive at dawn the day after tomorrow. In a parchment with my 

signature and your seal we give the due explanations to King Meryey. 

“The expedition of miners was sent with false documentation to 

provoke the conflict. We ask the King to determine the compensation he 

deems fair for any damaged suffered. The miners will return with Numbik 

without delay. 

“These three men you see here, Pharaoh, are the ones who arrived at 

our port last night. They are the messengers of your mother's relatives 

from Crete and Lycia requesting for the urgent dispatch of troops to both 

countries. 

“They declare that they were paid to carry this dangerous message; 

but they believed there was a secret agreement with your Government. 

And for their protection, here’s the document endorsed by you with your 

royal seal, which was delivered to them before embarking in their 

respective countries. 

Osarsiph spread the indicated document on the table. Pharaoh gazed 

in silence for a long time at that parchment. The document said: “I will 

send invasion troops as soon as I receive your request. Authorized by”. 

The seal and signature with which Pharaoh legalized his edicts and 

mandates appeared.  

–I, too, have been deceived –Amenhepat said angrily–. About 40 days 

ago the Queen Mother asked my consent for my brother to celebrate 

betrothal with a granddaughter of the King of Syria, and I this seal and 

this ‘Authorized by’ was stamped by myself on that document. I notice 

that the writing was erased, and this one was written in its place. 

“It is a criminal deception, well-orchestrated, but I’ll have to avenge it 
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with the lives of its authors! 

–Keep the document in a safe place and hold these men isolated until 

I decide what to do. – The Pharaoh gave the document back to Osarsiph, 

and the guards left the room with the three messengers, who surely did 

not expect to live for long. 

The Pharaoh and his Viceroy Superintendent were left alone in the 

great Audience room. 

All the serenity of the young Sovereign fell to the ground. And he 

began to tear his hair and squeeze his clothes dominated by a nervous 

breakdown. Osarsiph bolted all the doors and approached the Pharaoh, 

who saw himself defeated by a dark force that had subjected him since 

his birth. 

–I will kill my mother! She’s the cause of all the intrigues that drive me 

crazy. 

–Calm down, please, Amenhepat. My mother and I will fix everything 

if we can thrust you to remain calm! –And as a good father does with a 

desperate and rebellious child, Osarsiph did it with the Sovereign of the 

most powerful country at that time.  

–I will kill my mother!... I’ll kill her!... –Amenhepat kept shouting madly. 

–I curse the time when my father married her, giving me this life 

dishonored by her falsehoods and her crimes!... Father, father! if you hear 

me in your grave, curse her and may her be swallowed by an abyss... 

A few discreet knocks on the inner door of the room were faintly heard.  

Osarsiph was waiting for them and opened quickly. The Royal 

Princess, all wrapped in heavy veils, entered like a ghost. 

Only she had the strength and the secret to calm the young Pharaoh 

in his moments of mad rage. How did she get here? 

When Osarsip began to remove that dark labyrinth of falsehoods and 

intrigues, he foresaw what would be the end of that tragicomedy, and he 

sent his father in search of the Royal Princess, which would not be the 

first or the last time that her presence would be necessary to that the 

young Pharaoh did not end his mother's life. 

–Amenhe... Amenhe, my dear child! –Thimetis whispered in his ear, 

while she fixed his hair and arranged his clothes as a tender mother would 

with her sick and suffering child.  

She called him by his childhood nickname, with all the tenderness that 

only she was capable of. 

–Our Osarsiph will resolve everything the way it should be –she 

continued–. Don't disturb the peace of our father who’s in the kingdom of 

Osiris and cannot understand the evil that surrounds us in this world. 

The young Pharaoh embraced the Royal Princess with mad despair, 

and his sobs seemed to break his chest like a hurricane of fury and pain 

that had suddenly been unleashed. 
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Osarsiph had disappeared from the room, which little by little was 

covered with the twilight of sunset, at the same time that the Pharaoh's 

furies began to calm down. 

Let's take a look at how Osarsiph untangled this mess. He realized 

that the time had come to act calmly and decisively with the Queen 

Mother, since she was the sole author of all the upheavals that had 

occurred in the country during the Regency and afterwards. The Queen 

Mother and her ambitious relatives would lead the country into 

irremediable disaster. 

Consequently, Osarsiph ordered the Chief of the Royal Guard to lock 

from the outside all the entrances of the right wing of the great Palace, 

which was the section occupied by the Queen Mother and her servants. 

This measure was carried out immediately once the Chief of the Guard 

made sure that only the Queen and her servants were inside. 

The Royal Princess, who knew all the details of the great house, had 

informed her son about the secret corridors and passages that existed 

among the walls, from the moment he was proclaimed Viceroy 

Superintendent. She had to protect him from all the assassination 

attempts that she feared from the ambitious people loaded with envy and 

other vile feelings that abound in royal palaces when there are beings like 

the Queen Mother and the type of people that she liked to surround 

herself with in the courts. From that moment no one could enter or leave 

that part of the Palace without the consent of the Chief of the Royal 

Guard, who had to notify the bewildered great lady of the Pharaoh's order.  

Neither screams nor curses nor crying moved the steel fiber of the 

grim soldier who was also fed up with that hellish life that the august lady 

forced all the inhabitants of the sumptuous and enormous royal mansion 

to live. 

With the plan of the huge building in hand, the Chief of the Guard with 

a large group of locksmiths applied thick iron bars to doors, windows, and 

secret and non-secret corridors. And finally, he placed the key to the only 

door that was left unlocked on his gold keyring.  He left four guardians of 

all his trust in front of this door, with orders not to let pass even the 

swallows that sought refuge on the cornices. To the furious protests and 

shouts of the Queen Mother, the soldier had only replied: 

–Lady!... You should bless the gods that thanks to this you’re still alive. 

The Pharaoh wants you dead, but the Viceroy Superintendent is saving 

your life in this way. –Saying this, he closed the large door on which she 

had had her monogram engraved in large letters of gold and precious 

stones. Her eyes would no longer see them because this plight meant life 

imprisonment. 

Her maidens threw themselves at her feet, weeping desperately. 

All of them were accomplices in the royal intrigues through which they 
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reaped great fortunes. During her regency, the great lady enriched all 

who assisted her in her daring schemes. 

 

The Pharaoh confiscated the palaces and pleasure houses that she 

had given to her maidens and favorites and seized estates and valuables 

of the Queen and her youngest son. The Queen’s youngest son, who had 

his own separate pavilion in the great Palace, was not locked up, but he 

was also forbidden to see and speak to his mother. 

It was late at night when Osarsiph presented himself again to the 

Pharaoh. 

Before opening the door, Osarsiph heard the voice of his mother 

reading for Amenhepat the most beautiful passages from the life of 

Amphion Athaulph of Otlana, called the Holy King. And he also heard the 

calm voice of the Pharaoh making this comment: –I would’ve liked to have 

had that happy peace in my life!... Oh! Why did the gods give me such an 

unfortunate life? 

 –Pharaoh!... –Osarsiph said, entering. –We’re seeing the birth of 

peace and happiness for you. Be a little more patient and you’ll see it 

arrive like a beneficial fairy for you. –The Pharaoh's eyes were 

questioning. –Everything is going well –Osarsiph hastened to answer –I 

think it is a magnificent to settle all without bloodshed. 

“No one was hanged, no one was beheaded, or whipped, but those 

who had raised their heads more than what was convenient were forced 

to bow their heads. 

“Don’t you think that’s fair?” 

 –There is a very vulgar saying among the Bedouins of the desert –

The Pharaoh answered calmly–it says: “If you don’t cut off the head of 

the cobra, sooner or later you’ll die from its poison”. Huh, Osarsiph, what 

do you say to this? 

–Look, Amenhepat! This is the first crossroads on the road that you 

placed me as Viceroy Superintendent. Let me try to solve it without blood 

or death. If this works for us, blessed be the Light and the Divine Force 

that has assisted us. If it fails, I will relinquish the glorious position of 

Viceroy Superintendent you gave me and flee to the desert to live among 

the Bedouins and the outcasts, because I’d rather be a Bedouins and an 

outcast than to live among people who call themselves honest. 

The Royal Princess, in a flight of love to which she was always ready, 

embraced her son and brother, and closely uniting the three heads, said 

with a voice trembling with emotion: 

–Thank you, Mother Isis, because you have made your radiant star of 

peace shine over this house and this country, a start that is silence and 

melody for the souls that invoke and pray to you! 

The complicit ministers of the Queen Mother were dismissed and 
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banished. Then, faithful messengers were sent to the governments, 

which, falsely informed, threatened with baseless wars. In this way, the 

ambitious intrigues with which the Queen Mother and her relatives 

brought continuous agitation to the peaceful country of the Nile, where 

the Kobdas of prehistory had given abundance and happiness to all its 

inhabitants, were definitively annulled. 
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20.  Veil of Illusion  
 

The Chief Notary Membra with a good escort had embarked on a fast 

sailboat as Pharaoh's Ambassador to the Sovereigns of Crete and Lycia. 

He was accompanied by the Royal Physician Aton-Mosis, according to a 

joint resolution from the Sacred Council and the Pharaoh, who had 

elected his sister Princess Thimetis, the General Captain of his army, 

Ned-Enek, the Engineer of Public Works, Seti-Kef, and the General 

Captain of the Squad, Neme-Amon, as his new Councilors. 

They had been suggested to him by the Royal Princess, and the 

Pharaoh trusts her fully. The Government and the people had entered a 

period of peace and absolute tranquility. 

The Pharaoh, with his Engineer Director of Public Works, devoted 

himself fully to the great projects that years later completely absorbed his 

life.  

Osarsiph, who, despite being strong in spirit and body, felt a great 

internal fatigue, retired to the castle of Lake Merik, quite sure that 

Ambassador Membra would dispel all the alarms that agitated the friendly 

Governments of Egypt.  

Speaking figuratively, we can think and say that the angels of God 

plucked honeysuckle of peace and infinite softness in the heart of 

Osarsiph, tired –as the great and strong on this Earth also get tired –after 

having dreamed of noble and beautiful ideals and be forced to feel and 

live the bitter realities of life in matter. 

The Viceroy Superintendent had been through such difficult days 

while putting all his efforts into solving the serious problems, mentioned 

lightly so as not to tire the reader. He returned to the soft maternal nest 

with his soul shadowed with sadness and mentally asking himself:  

–“Shall I spend my whole life in this way?”  

In the sailboat of the yellow and white sails, which led him along the 

canal in a serene evening, Osarsiph, half reclining on a sofa with the 

curtains open, gazed with sad eyes at the evening star, the radiant 

Venus. And he thought he heard the distant echo of a beloved voice, full 

of hope, faith, optimism, reaching his poor soul, in pain that could not 

respond in the same tone. His inner strength seemed to have abandoned 

him after the inflexible severity that he had to use to put an end to the 

very serious concerns that the country had been suffering for several 

years.  

His thoughts floated indecisively like a bird tired of flying over frozen 

seas and parched, barren deserts without finding a hospitable tree where 

to set foot. He felt exhausted, saddened, and morally almost dead. He 

remembered old passages, that he had read and reread in archaic 
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writings, which recalled lives and deeds of other idealistic, dreamy men. 

Men who in distant ages had lived and struggled to make this earthly 

humanity worthy inhabitants and owners of the wandering earthly star, 

which has been greatly gifted of imponderable beauties by the supreme 

power. And he thought almost with aversion and horror: –“This humanity 

doesn’t deserve the Divine gift of such a planetary dwelling. They’ve 

never deserved it, that’s why the fire of a hundred volcanoes consumed 

Lemuria, that’s why the raging seas swallowed Atlantis. 

“A humanity that had Juno and Numu and sacrificed them; Amphion 

and Antulius and sacrificed them; Abel and Krishna and sacrificed them 

too!... What terrible forces will descend on humanity for having sacrificed 

so many great idealists?  

“Those of us who, through a ray of light, have come to understand the 

Eternal Law of solidarity and love, cannot dominate the great beast that 

runs over everything, that tramples everything, that muddies 

everything!... And, not being able to do the same with the sun and the 

stars that populate the infinite spaces, they daub them with their miseries, 

transforming them into protective gods of lusts, crimes, and vices! 

“Holy Heaven! This is the humanity among which I live! Is it a blind 

force that has brought me amid men or are you, Divine Power, to open 

an oasis in the barren desert, where those who feel and love you find 

refuge?” 

When Osarsiph’s heart was about to explode like a high-pressure 

pump, a tired seagull fell at his feet. Its little, white-feathered body was 

pulsing with an almost imperceptible rhythm. A pair of black ravens 

brushed past the boat’s sails. The unfortunate seagull found no other 

means of salvation than the sailboat that floated over the canal, almost 

reaching the castle of Lake Merik. 

Osarsiph quickly picked it up and tucked it lovingly into his chest. –As 

you were amid those ravens that wanted to devour you –he told the 

seagull–, so am I amid men. In my hands you found refuge and 

protection. In whom will I find it? 

The anchor thumped as it dropped to the bottom of the canal and the 

sailboat was moored at the small dock where the great multicolored 

lantern cast its iridescent rays of light over the calm waters and the 

buzzing park. 

Osarsiph disembarked at the same time that the Royal Princess with 

the young Merik were approaching to receive him. 

–My son, we were just walking around, waiting for you –said the sweet 

motherly voice. 

–I saved this seagull from the ravens that were chasing it, and you 

both save me, –answered Osarsiph, making great efforts to change his 

inner state that was well reflected in his countenance. 
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–We saved you! From whom? 

–From my own thoughts, mother. Sometimes, life has horrible mirages 

that make even the strongest doubt. 

–It is true, my son, and you have done well to run toward the paternal 

nest, which for you is soft as silk down. Isn't it true, Merik, that you find 

this nest, sweet and soft for yourself? 

–Oh, yes! Nowhere do I feel more comfortable than here –and when 

saying so the beautiful teenager hugged the Royal Princess as if she 

wanted to convince everyone that it was she who filled that lonely home 

with soft charms. 

 

The warm evening on the shores of the lake immediately exerted a 

powerful influence on the sorrowful soul of the young man, who continued 

walking in silent contemplation of all the beauty that surrounded him, 

followed by his mother and the young girl. 

–Do you want to stay here, or do we enter the castle? –Thimetis 

asked–. Dinner will be served soon. 

–I'll stay here for a few moments, –he said, settling into one of the 

large marble benches in the shade of the palm trees–. Perhaps this is the 

same place where I was enlightened years ago. 

–And you want to enlighten yourself again, –his mother told him, 

caressing his head–. Well, you stay, I must go in there to tidy up some 

things. Stay with him, Merik, because my Osarsiph needs comfort and 

company like this poor seagull. –And she walked away towards the 

house. The young girl remained standing by the bench, while she covered 

the quivering little bird with her shawl, warming it with her bosom. 

–Sit down, –said Osarsiph–, there plenty of room for the three of us. 

–Do you also count the seagull? It takes up no space on the bench 

because it is taking shelter in my arms. 

–All living beings need something soft and tender like a mother's lap, 

so they don't perish at certain times. All beings, even the strongest, are 

like that poor little seagull, when the hurricanes of life hit us with her 

infernal fury. 

“Your soul is also hurt, Merik. It seems to be complaining. Am I right? 

–Yes, Osarsiph. You’re right. 

–Can I know why? 

–It can't be any other way. In my house there has been anguish and 

anxiety for a long time. Few are the days of joy that I’ve had in my life. 

You already know that my father is more linked to the Great Palace than 

to his home, and from there as many hardships are collected as ears of 

wheat in a ripe wheat field. 

–You’re so young, and you already know so much about life's sorrow. 

I would never have imagined it. 
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–You’re also very young and you look like an old soldier fresh from the 

war. It’s easy to see that you come from the Great Palace. That’s how my 

father always came home. And my poor mother, who suffers from 

neuralgia, seeing him like that all the time... Imagine how that home is 

like. Now she’s calmer when my father leaves with the venerable Chief 

Notary. Mother is resting and she also has the Mangrave, who came to 

spend the winter with us. 

–Sure! The Mangrave does with her, as you do with the frightened 

seagull. Oh! mothers are made to comfort. 

–The Earth is bad and dark, Osarsiph. When I look at the blue sky and 

the stars, I would like to escape to any of them. They teach us that there’s 

happy life in many of those stars. Couldn't we just leave Earth and go 

there? 

This question from the saddened girl struck a wounded chord in 

Osarsiph's heart, and turning quickly to her, he said: 

–You too? So young and disown this Earth? Listen carefully, Merik, 

because what I’m about to tell you is very important: the Earth where we 

live is a star in the middle of the Universe, like the ones we see shining 

in the distance. I assure you that the beings that inhabit those distant 

stars observe our Earth from afar in the same way that we do. And who 

knows, maybe those beings also think, as you said, that it would be better 

to live on that distant star. Do you understand? With this I want to tell you 

that this Earth is brimming with light, with joy, and with indescribable 

beauty. Darkness, sadness, sorrow, ugliness, and shadows are not on 

the Earth, but in the souls of the beings that inhabit it. 

 

Merik's large dark eyes searched Osarsiph's with the natural awe of 

someone who hears something unexpected. 

–Oh, –she exclaimed–, everyone complains about how bad this Earth 

is, and they call it Hell, full of vipers and demons, and they live yearning 

for the stars, the abodes of the gods. 

–Vipers and demons are engendered and given birth to by human 

beings who live on Earth but are unworthy to inhabit it. God, the Supreme 

Power, makes us be born in it to live happily, fulfilling the mandate of His 

Law: ‘Love for one another’. Human beings instead of devoting their time 

and lives to fill this Earth with flowers and fruits, instead of using the water 

of its torrents, rivers, seas, and lakes for the happiness of all; the stone 

of its mountains, the wood of its forests, the immense wealth and 

treasures that its entrails keep, the strongest exploit and hoard for 

themselves and make frightful fights to hoard more and more, without 

caring about leaving starving and naked, those like him who have been 

brought by the Supreme Power as inhabitants of Earth. Do you 

understand this, Merik? 
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“Instead of flowers and fruits for all, they fill it with pain, anguish, 

misery, and hunger for those who couldn't or didn't want to exploit and 

hoard what Father-God gave to all with infinite generosity and 

benevolence.” 

“It’s a veil of illusion, Merik; the idea that this Earth is cold, gloomy, 

and dark is just a veil of illusion. It’s beautiful and marvelous in all the 

many aspects that the Eternal Creator has bestowed upon it, like all those 

radiant globes that we see shining in infinite space.” 

“Darkness is made by humans with the crazy rampage of our 

passions, with criminal and hungry selfishness for our personal benefit 

causing pain and misery for others.” 

“Oh, Merik..., dear innocent child, and scared like that seagull you 

shelter in your arms! The Earth is beautiful, it’s a star that also shines in 

the blue space, it’s beautiful with its mountains that are entwined with the 

clouds, with the forests that offer us their shade, with its lakes and rivers 

that give us their freshness, with their flowers and their fruits, with their 

singing birds, the beasts of the jungles that give us everything they 

possess..., and even the smallest insects, Merik, even them!... Butterflies 

give us their colors, imitation of the petals where they hide, the fireflies 

their elusive lights..., and the bees the golden honey from their hives! Oh, 

Merik!... Look as I do at the beauties of this Earth, and may I see other 

eyes beside mine that don’t allow themselves to be covered by the cold 

veil of illusion of the hellish horrors of our Mother Earth!...” 

 

The resounding castle bell calling for dinner interrupted Osarsiph's 

vibrant dialogue with the innocent girl next to him, who was astonished to 

hear such profound statements which she had not expected to hear. 

The Royal Princess and the Governor of the castle of Lake Merik were 

overjoy that their beloved son had successfully defeated and resolved the 

grave problems that threatened the peace of the country. And although 

they regretted that the Queen Mother's guilt had been brought to light, 

they valued as a glorious triumph that neither physical torture, nor blood, 

nor death had played a part in Osarsiph's solutions, which was a lot to 

say in those days. 

To celebrate such a happy event, that same evening a musical 

evening was organized in agreement with all the castle staff. 

The Elder priest Amonthep, along with his companions Ohad and 

Carmi, would give the evening the serious tone that pleased Osarsiph, 

reading and commenting on fragments of ancient sacred writings that 

related heroic lives of noble greatness accomplished centuries before, 

when the first Atlantean emigrants founded the Egyptian race and left the 

great pyramids and the Sphinx of Gizeh as a memory of their passage 

through that land. 
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A nephew of priest Amonthep, together with Aaron and Hur, formed 

an admirable trio of stringed instruments. The first, Laius, played the lyre, 

Aaron the zither, and Hur the lute. The priest Ohad was the harpsichord 

master and conductor of the small orchestra which accompanied the 

meditations of the Royal Princess in the castle’s oratory.  

–Let’s all try to bring joy to our Osarsiph, who’s always taciturn–said 

the Princess to all those who participated, in one way or another, in that 

evening of tribute to him. 

–And what can I do if I don’t have any skills? –Merik asked her. 

–Oh, my dear child! You will collect all the white roses and all the 

jonquils and lotuses from the shores of the lake and decorate the hall as 

you wish. 

Osarsiph saw the young woman, by the moonlight and the 

multicolored lanterns that illuminated the paths of the park, picking 

flowers and filling one basket after another. He came to help her and keep 

her company.  

–I’ll help you, Merik, and thus I’ll drive away disturbing thoughts. 

–I accept your company and your help in my work, but please don't 

talk to me about such deep and serious things because I don’t think the 

time has come for me. I still want to laugh and play with the gazelles in 

the park and with the little ones from the gardeners. 

–You’re right, Merik..., absolutely right. I will be for you a cheerful 

young man like you. Ever since we parted ways this afternoon, I’ve been 

thinking very beautiful and good things. The waters of this lake and the 

whispers of the forest hold magic of love and joy, Merik, and when I’m 

here I feel like a little child, capable of mischief even. For example... this 

one! –, and Osarsiph, who was picking up the flowers and intertwining 

them into a garland, left the large basket full of flowers on a bench and 

placed the garland of white roses on the girl’s head. She didn’t have time 

to avoid it, and said with great submission: 

–Wow!... This is better than your terrible speeches against all human 

beings... Thank you, Osarsiph! 

“You’ve crowned me with roses. It makes no difference whether I carry 

them in a basket or on my head.” 

–But these ones are for you, especially for you. Won't you gladly 

accept my gift? 

–Yes, I like it very much! But you will understand that I cannot enter 

the room like this: disguised. 

–Why disguised? The virgins of all the temples are crowned with roses 

to sing hymns and perform the cult rituals. 

–But I’m not going to perform any worship ritual or sing any hymn. 

–That's what you say, not me, because ever since I arrived at the 

castle today, I've been thinking very beautiful things. Didn’t I tell you that 
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the lake and the forest have magic of love and joy? 

–Oh!... Yeah, yeah!... And this crown of roses is the result of that 

magic you say? 

–Exactly, Merik. It’s the beginning of the effects of that divine magic. 

–It’s the beginning, you say? So, you think the results will go on and 

on? 

–Of course, Merik. How could you want it to end so quickly? I do and 

will do everything big and well done. I don’t like mediocrities, nor half 

measures. Everything in the Eternal Infinite’s Creation speaks to me of 

great beauties..., of magnificent and supreme beauties.  

 

The meanness, the pettiness, the ugliness, and darkness disgust me, 

Merik, they nauseate me and make me sullen and taciturn. If I want to be 

happy and good, I need to see everything beautiful, noble, great..., 

sublime! 

–It seems, Osarsiph, that you’re a little bit arrogant and conceited. A 

ragged beggar, much less a shattered leper, will never be able to appear 

before you... So, don’t you know mercy? 

–Merik, please! Today I don't want anything sad, ugly, or painful. All 

this last season I have spent watching the pain and human misery. Only 

in Luxor and Abydos did I find sublimity and beauty... The rest... Oh, dear 

girl! Let's erase the past for today. 

"Today it's you and me, picking flowers... okay?" 

–Yes, yes, all right! 

–Now, listen to me, Merik: when we get to the castle, you’ll leave me 

the baskets of flowers, and I with the lady on duty will decorate the room. 

–No, certainly not! We’re decorating the hall in your honor, Osarsiph. 

How will the Royal Princess allow you to climb ladders and hang 

garlands? It must be me with the young ladies. 

–And won’t you let yourself be dressed the way I want to? 

–Since when did you learn about women’s fashion? 

–Only since today. 

–Why since today? 

–Didn't I already tell you that today I want to be a cheerful and 

mischievous boy? Did you forget, Merik? 

–Oh, yes!... The results, the effects of that magic from the lake and the 

forest... I had forgotten. And, is dressing as you want also one of the 

results? 

–Exactly! Have you ever noticed the magnificent Greek tapestry in the 

hall of the Royal Princess?  

–Oh! It is the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen. 

 

–Do you remember the garments of the maidens who go in procession 
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to the Temple of Delphi? Wrapped in long veils, crowned with roses, 

carrying censers that emit the perfumed smoke of Arabian incense 

burning in the embers.  

–Oh, yes!... I look at them with love and wish to be one of them!  

–Really?... Well, I want you to be one of them tonight. 

–And will the young ladies dress like that too? 

–We’ll about that, …let’ see if they want to. 

–And they must want to, otherwise, what kind of procession would I 

do alone?... 

–Oh, my silly girl!... Let me handle it. I’ll talk to them and arrange 

everything. You’re the youngest of them all, so you must allow those older 

than you arrange things as they see fit. We agree? 

–Yes, Osarsiph, do as you wish. The Princess wants all the joy for you 

tonight, and I’m not going to stand in her way. Let's go, the baskets are 

overflowing with flowers. –And they both headed quickly to the castle. 

 

The great and strong also become like children when the angels of 

God drop honeysuckles of peace in their hearts, at other times 

overwhelmed by the fear and horror of the miseries of life. 

And thus, the brilliant, serious Viceroy Superintendent of Egypt felt his 

heart refreshed among the innocence of the beautiful girl that gathered 

flowers, the sweet and pure love of his mother, the beauty of everything 

that surrounded him and the irradiation of love from all the inhabitants of 

the castle of Lake Merik. 

Osarsiph was, that night, a handsome young man of 17 springs and 

nothing more. 

When it was time to begin the evening, the Royal Princess and 

Amram, Governor of the castle, Elder Amonthep and his two companions, 

the Head of the Guard, and other dignitaries of the house, took their 

places in the great hall. 

Osarsiph, who was the honoree, was nowhere to be found. 

Suddenly, two pageboys opened the curtain of an inner door and the 

young man appeared dressed in the resplendent attire of Prince of Egypt 

and Viceroy Superintendent, holding the hand of the little Merik wrapped 

in a cloud of tulle of illusion, crowned with white roses, and followed by a 

row of maidens also crowned with roses and covered in white veils. 

 

They carried censers that undulated their spirals of perfumed smoke 

into the air, and the trio of musicians filled the hall with the divine melodies 

of their strings. 

For everyone, it was a program performance, a recreation of the Greek 

festivities in the Temple of Delphi, a replica of the great tapestry that 

adorned the hall. But the tapestry’s replica became a beautiful reality 
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when Osarsiph arrived in front of the Royal Princess's chair, and they 

heard his voice, clear and sonorous, saying: 

–Royal Princess of Egypt! Deign to consecrate my betrothal to this 

maiden chosen by my heart as my lifelong companion. 

 

They both knelt before Princess Thimetis, whose astonishment turned 

to deepest emotion, and between tears and kisses, she joined their two 

heads on her chest while the orchestra played all its arpeggios, the bells 

of the castle tolled in celebration, and the bugles of the Guard blew their 

triumphal reveille... 

When the consecration of the betrothal ended, the Royal Princess, 

revived, said: 

–So, you were all complicit in this great event that only I was unaware 

of? 

 –No, mother!... No one was complicit. Everyone thought that it was 

just a reproduction of your favorite Greek tapestry. And in that sense, 

everyone collaborated.  

“But I was the only one who knew the truth. Do you forgive me? 

The sweet mother embraced her son once more, and between tears 

and laughter, she said to him: 

–Everything you do is extraordinary and well done. From you I can 

only expect great and beautiful things. 

“May God bless you, my son, and with you the one your heart has 

chosen!” 

The innocent Merik, who couldn't get over her astonishment, said at 

last: 

–This veil of illusion in which you have wrapped me, doesn't it make 

you as angry as that other one in your angry speech this afternoon? 

–No, Merik. This is not a veil of illusion, but a beautiful reality that can 

be seen through a veil of illusion.  

With that, Osarsiph lifted the veil that covered the girl's face and they 

both looked into each other's souls.  

–Yes, Merik! It’s a beautiful reality!... 

 

Great and strong soul of Moses, Prophet and Anointed of God! You 

dreamed of tender sweetness of love, when your destiny by Law was 

austere and arid like the terrifying Sinai of your mature years!... 
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21.  Stars and Lotuses  
 

The Divine Law, always generous with those who are generous with 

It, and even with those who are not, overflowed with beautiful blessings 

during the second half of the seventeenth year, and almost the entire 

eighteenth year of Osarsiph’s life. The whole country was a calm sea 

covered by a serene blue sky that made peace and joy flourish in beings, 

abundance in the golden wheat fields and in the fruit and flower orchards. 

Osarsiph's noble and pure soul also flourished among the love of his 

parents and everyone around him. 

If he passed through the avenues of the big cities, he only saw 

friendliness and love in everyone's eyes, and occasionally heard the 

rumors among the passers-by such as this one: 

 –May the gods bless our beloved Viceroy who brings us peace and 

abundance. 

But Osarsiph, who had an old soul full of knowledge and experience, 

thought: –“How sweet and noble is the peace and joy with which the 

Eternal Infinite fills my days!... I will drink it eagerly, not wasting a single 

drop, because it’s a treasure of divine love that will not last long since 

selfishness abounds amidst humankind, occupying nine parts of them 

and leaving only one for love.” 

The Embassy of the Notary Membra to the countries that had believed 

an armed conflict was inevitable would take six or seven moons, perhaps 

a year. 

The conflict with Syria referred to the annulment of the posthumous 

ordinance of Pharaoh Ramses I, father of Amenhepat, crowned with the 

name of Ramses II by his father’s will. 

Even before the birth of the son given to him by Queen Gala, Pharaoh 

Ramses I signed an alliance with the King of Syria. The King had just 

announced the birth of a third female daughter, the eldest daughter of 

Princess Daria, with whom he had married for the third time. This alliance 

consisted of several matters of importance to both sovereigns. The 

alliance stipulated, among other things: ... “that if the son that the Pharaoh 

was expecting was a boy, he would unite in marriage with the newborn 

princess, with whom he would celebrate his betrothal at the age of ten.” 

The betrothal had been celebrated without the future spouses having 

ever seen each other. That didn't matter among the blue-blooded people. 

Queen Gala, who wanted to marry her son to the eldest daughter of 

one of her brothers, year after year delayed the fulfillment of this old 

commitment. 

And Amenhepat was not very interested in that matter. He never ever 

considered it. The conflict arose when the Queen Mother sent a 
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document of those forged by her, announcing that the young Pharaoh 

was unwilling to fulfill a paternal commitment made before his birth and 

offering his brother, his mother's second son, as a replacement. 

The King of Syria took it as a mockery that dishonored him, and his 

anger knew no bounds. 

The reader may wonder: “How did the Viceroy Superintendent of 

Egypt manage to order this delicate and at the same time absurd matter?” 

–Amenhepat –Osarsiph told the Pharaoh at the right moment–if you’re 

willing to fulfill your father's promise, there will be no war with Syria. 

–I will fulfill the commitment signed by my father–he replied. 

–In that case, it is necessary that Notary Membra annuls, by your 

mandate, what your mother did during the Regency. 

The Pharaoh, for all answer, took his order seal ring used to seal 

orders and stuck it angrily on a parchment. 

–Write here the annulment of what the Regent did during her 

government and send copies to the governments that feel wronged by 

her. 

In this way, the Viceroy Superintendent settled all the conflicts, and 

because of this, he rested in the sweet peace of his home, among the 

love of his parents and the charm that the company of the innocent 

daughter of the Royal Physician Aton-Mosis produced in him. 

It was getting dark. The serene blue of the sky was reflected on the 

mirror of the lake populated with radiant stars, while the white lotuses 

emerged from the bottom of the waters like the wings of doves that 

trembled rippling the waves.  

–How beautiful is everything that Father-God has placed on this Earth, 

Merik! –Osarsiph exclaimed while walking along the lake shore, taking 

the girl by the hand. She was tiny and graceful like a jonquil. Her head 

covered with dark ringlets didn’t even reach Osarsiph’s shoulder, who 

was as tall and slender as a young desert palm tree. 

–If you like, we can pick lotuses, but we can't pick up the stars that are 

seen in the water –she answered amusingly. 

–Neither do I like to remove the stars or the lotuses from where they 

are. Isn't it more beautiful to contemplate the dear lake strewn with stars 

and lotuses? Oh, Merik! No painter would be able to copy such a beauty. 

–And I think that no one but you, pays attention to this detail, Osarsiph. 

You are different from the others in every way. I’ve come here so many 

times with the ladies and the pages, and no one saw that the lake was 

embroidered with stars and lotuses. And it's true! Now I see it marvelous! 

Could it be that now I look at it through your eyes? 

–My girl, I’d like you to look at everything through my eyes. 

–Why? 

–Because then there would be perfect harmony between you and me. 
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We would be like two lutes tuned to the same key. 

–Do you mean that we would never argue? 

–Precisely. We would be like a symbol of perfect love. The Father-

God of all the worlds wants it that way, and it will be that way in a very 

distant day on this Earth and on all the planets inhabited by humanities 

like this one. 

–What should I do to look at all things through your eyes? 

–Nothing more than to love me as I love you. When two souls truly 

love each other, without any selfishness, without anything of interest, 

when there’s nobility in them, the miracle, the prodigy, occurs. 

–Because true love on this Earth is a prodigy! Merik, it is a miracle that 

the angels of God gaze upon in amazement. And God himself, if I may 

say so, is pleased to see true love blooming in two soulmates. 

–How do you know when soul are mates? 

–You can tell that two souls are mates when they think in the same 

way in everything; when they have the same tastes, identical desires, and 

each of them is only happy when it pleases the other, even in the smallest 

things of daily life. It is the perfection of love, Merik, just as God, the 

Universal Father of all souls, wants it. And then a great desire to sacrifice 

themselves for that other soul who is their equal and whom they love so 

deeply is awakened in them. 

–And do you know who your soulmate is? –As she asked this 

question, the girl looked at Osarsiph with curiosity as his response 

interested her greatly.  

 And he, with that serene calm that made him resemble a mature man, 

would answer:  

–Until now I was wondering if it would be my mother, because of how 

much we resemble each other in all aspects of our inner world. But now, 

after observing you, as you are revealing yourself to me, and finding how 

similar we are in many ways, it reminds me of an old writing that I found 

in the crypt of a temple in Abydos. 

–Oh! How many things you know, Osarsiph! I think I can know them 

too if you’re willing to teach them to me. 

–Yes, Merik, you can know them. The scripture says that soulmates 

share the same origin, the same principle of life, just as beings are called 

twins when they are born at the same time from the same mother. 

“That writing recounts that in a very distant time, in a planetary system 

of great splendor and more advanced evolution than this one, an 

Intelligence incarnated in one of those brilliant planets was walking along 

the shore of a sea. And a wave washed up on the beach, where he was 

walking, a beautiful tangle resembling silver-green hair that caught his 

attention. As he approached to examine it, since he had vast knowledge 

in natural sciences and was also an eternal lover of the beauties of 
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nature, he understood that many living cells were attached to those 

seaweeds and he wanted to know how they could develop. 

“Merik, there are holy, sublime curiosities that can lead a man up to 

the august temple of true wisdom, just as there are low, evil curiosities 

that may drag a being into the dark abyss of vice and even crime. As the 

old axiom of the most ancient schools of divine knowledge says: 

‘Curiosity for vile things sinks one into the mud. Curiosity for higher things 

lifts one to the stars’. 

“That's how the man walking on the seashore took to his home the 

silvery-green skein that had caught his attention. After examining it 

through a powerful lens, he was able to count 70 living cells, and he left 

them in a pond in his garden. Lotuses and jonquils emerged from those 

serene waters, and surely, he would contemplate with love, in his pond, 

like us, this lake populated with stars and lotuses. 

“Those cells turned into little bubbles first, then into small larvae. 

Those larvae detached themselves from the greenish skein and crawled 

along the stones of the shore. 

“Such was the distant origin of 70 lives that responded with grateful 

love to the intelligent, good man who, through his holy curiosity for the 

skein of seaweed, collaborated with the faster evolution of those tiny 

principles of life. After long ages and thousands of transformations, they 

became beings with intelligence and the ability to reason, feel and love. 

Those seventy lives are soul mates. Have you understood, Merik? 

–The way you explain it to me, it’s as clear as the water in this lake, 

and I think I can also be soulmate with others I ignore and don't know, 

can't it be like that? 

–It can and it is. 

–And where are my soulmates, Osarsiph? Where are they? I think it’s 

only fair that I know. 

–Don't run so fast my dear child. Time, observation, the study of divine 

laws, and meditation will lift the veils that hide all the greatness, gifts, and 

laws of our Father God. Rest assured that He gives us everything that 

we’re capable of understanding and assimilating, just as a mother gives 

her children the food they need as they grow. 

–What I don’t understand is how Father God can pay attention even 

to small beings, when He has to rule the entire Universe. How can He 

take care of me, for example, and think about what I want and need when 

this world, and all worlds, demand His attention? 

–My dear girl, I see you’re delving into topics in which you won’t be 

able to wander on your own. Who is the human being on this Earth that 

can understand who our Father God is? Have you heard your father 

secretly mention the sacred name of Aton? –The girl looked at Osarsiph 

in amazement. 
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–Yes, I have heard him many times when he prays alone in his study 

–she said–. When he noticed that I stand by his side because I also want 

to learn how to pray, sometimes I’ve heard him call desperately: ‘Aton... 

Aton, may your strength come to me! May your light come to me!’ 

–And what did you think when you heard that? 

–I realized that He was someone strong, great, and wise, perhaps 

someone my father saw among the golden clouds of sunset because he 

looked over there through the open window. I also understood that it was 

something which no one should know, because he said to me when he 

noticed my presence: Never mention that you have heard your father 

invoke Aton, because you would lead me to death. Those who think and 

live as I do, my dear daughter, call the Supreme Creator of everything by 

that name. But it is not yet time for humankind to understand it, and those 

who mention His name face the death penalty. –And I promised my father 

that I would never tell anyone about it, not even my mother. 

–Why have you told me? 

–Because you have just pronounced that name, and I have thought 

that you think and live like my father. Did I do wrong? 

–No, Merik, you have not done anything wrong; on the contrary, this 

opens the doors of your little soul even more for me. And it will allow me 

to have very beautiful confidences with you on these topics that are only 

possible in the close trust of those we love. Do you see this light that is 

seen in all things, in these flowers that give us their colors, in the blue 

waters of this lake, in the shiny leaves of these palm trees, in the 

flagstones we walk on, in the distant mountains, on the roofs of palaces, 

temples, and huts? 

–I see it, yes, I see it, Osarsiph. 

–Well, that eternal force and power that we call Father-God is like this 

light that is reflected in everything; that sees, feels, touches, and 

penetrates everything. The Eternal Light sees you and me as we walk 

along the shore of this lake, hearing our conversation and even our 

thoughts. 

“This being so, isn't it wretched and sad ignorance to think and believe 

that those crude statues of gold or marble made by men with the blow of 

chisel and hammer, or in the heat of a forge, can feel the prayers of men, 

receive their tributes, ask for sacrifices, and give punishments like a 

master to his slaves? 

–Osarsiph..., tell me the truth, is Father-God in the sun? 

–Yes, as well as in these roses that tremble with the afternoon breeze. 

As well as these lotuses that embroider in white the blue waters of this 

lake. As well as in that brilliant star that has just appeared among the fan 

of the palm trees and now is reflected in the lake; do you see it? 

“It seems that we can touch it if we put our hands in the water. 
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–I believe that I’m understanding..., Osarsiph. But suddenly something 

darkens, here, inside of me and I can't go any further. 

–Let's not try to advance further, my dear, for today. Everything has 

its time and its precise moment. Let us simply be satisfied with feeling, 

loving, and blessing that Supreme Power that sustains and governs the 

entire Universe in perfect balance. 

“Let's learn to find It in everything that exists, especially in our fellow 

men, so that we are incapable of harming them even with our thoughts. 

“Isn't it beautiful, Merik, tell me, isn't it beautiful to be reflections of 

Father-God for all beings, like the stars and lotuses are reflected in the 

lake, beautifying it with light and color? 

“Like stars and lotuses, we will be, you and I, if we are capable of 

loving each other and all humanity as Father-God loves all His creations. 

The young strollers arrived before the illuminated castle and heard in 

the Oratory the first chords of the small orchestra that tuned the 

instruments for the afternoon prayer. 

When the young walkers arrived in front of the illuminated palace, they 

could already hear the first chords of the small orchestra tuning the 

instruments for the evening meditation in the Oratory. 
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22.  Thistles in the Path  
 

The days of serene placidity passed lightly and fleetingly, leaving 

splendors of glory and divine resonances in the soul, as if thousands of 

lyres filled the air with ineffable harmonies.  

The time between the ages of 17 and 19 in Osarsiph's life was like an 

overflowing of Divine Love and Kindness in order to shield his spirit with 

strength, energy, and power, because he would face formidable struggles 

with all the evil forces unleashed to stand in his way in future years.  

His mother's presence was for him like a nimbus of clarity and 

tenderness, hard to find in other mothers in relation to an exceptional son.  

The love and understanding of Amram, his father, was like a passive, 

silent force, but real and tangible. The artist of the jewels of the royal 

coffers, appreciated at its fair value this other precious jewel that the God 

of his parents, as he said, put in his path in the person of this son, whom 

he couldn’t acknowledge in public, before all the world, but whom he 

loved and admired almost adoringly.  

  –How great is our son, Thimetis! –Amram said to his wife in their 

private conversations–. When I read the premonitions of our Prophets in 

our most ancient scriptures, where the Lord promises great things to 

Israel, it occurs to me that perhaps our son is the one destined to fulfill 

them. Tell me, where have you seen a 17-year-old boy capable of giving 

lessons to Kings and leading a people along the paths of equity, peace, 

and justice?  

–There have been young boys like our son from your race, –she 

replied–. We mustn't forget young Joseph, son of Jacob, who, having 

come to Egypt as a slave bought by merchants from his own brothers, 

became Viceroy of Egypt and gave lessons to the Pharaoh; he brought 

happiness and peace to the people, who loved him deliriously.  

–It is true!... and believe me that sometimes I feel like inside his 

father's heart, and I imagine that I love Osarsiph as much as Jacob loved 

Joseph, and that this love sometimes causes wounds in my conscience, 

because I begin to fear idolatry in me.  

“In this country where so many gods are worshiped to whom they 

attribute stupendous values, I ask: which of them does what our son does 

in such a short period of time and with such stunning visual accuracy?  

–Do you believe perhaps Osarsiph is an incarnated god? –the 

Princess inquired, setting aside her embroidery work that she had in her 

hands, undoubtedly willing to pay her full attention to the conversation 

that had begun.  

–It depends on the scope and meaning we give to that phrase: “A god 

incarnate” –Amram replied, deeply absorbed in his thoughts.  
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–The Divine Wisdom which from time to time has enlightened the 

clairvoyants of your race, –said Thimetis–, has made announcements of 

a Liberator, of a Guide or Conductor. Whether these announcements 

refer to all humanity or in particular to the race of Israel, we don't know.  

“What does Grandfather think about this?  

–Oh, my father! He’s a dear old man, and his mind is like a wandering 

butterfly that doesn't pay attention to anything grave and serious for a 

long period of time. Besides, he’s very exhausted and forgets everything. 

He sleeps all the time, so you can rarely visit him. By the way, do you 

remember how our doctor, Aton-Mosis, only gave him 15 moons to live? 

That day is approaching, which is why I visit him several times a day. 

Osarsiph also visits him, even if only to see him sleep.  

    –I’ll do the same, Amram. Come with me to see him even if he’s asleep.  

And they both crossed the long corridor that separated them from the 

rooms occupied by the Elder and his daughter Jochebed. She was with 

some of the ladies in the loom workshop, engaged in their needlework. 

She accompanied them to see her father, whom they looked at from the 

door, lying on his bed.  

–He sleeps, as usual at this time of day, –Jochebed said. But Amram 

and the Princess approached his bed. His absolute immobility alarmed 

them. Amram took his hand, felt his forehead; then he moved closer to 

his face and then looked at his wife with a look that spoke... Thimetis knelt 

by the bed and laid her hand on the Elder's chest.  

–I believe your father no longer alive, Amram. It saddens me that he 

left without giving us his blessing and his farewell. His chest is silent, 

there’s no heartbeat. There’s no life, but he’s still warm. Had we arrived 

just a moment sooner, we would have found him alive.  

“Oh, how much Osarsiph will regret not having said goodbye to him as 

was his wish! They both loved each other so much! The angels of the 

Lord must have received him with joy because his life was the life of a 

righteous life.  

The news spread through the castle with extraordinary speed, and a 

few moments later Osarsiph, Jochebed, the Princess's ladies, the three 

priests and the most of the castle’s inhabitants surrounded the white bed.  

Osarsiph approached the bed and took both his hands.  

–Grandfather Eleazar! –he said with an energy and trembling in his 

voice that imposed silence and awe on all. –If our Father-God allows you, 

we ask your blessing and your farewell, which you cannot refuse before 

such a long journey, –and holding tightly those limp and emaciated 

hands, Osarsiph made him sit down on the bed.  

The Elder opened his eyes, looked around, lovingly fixed his gaze on 

his son and Thimetis, and muttered: –How many thistles in your path, my 

child! –And his white head fell on Osarsiph's hand that held his. He had 
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addressed those last words to him. The young man knelt down beside 

the bed and rested his head on the one that would rise no more.  

Those who were there thought of a prodigy of resurgence to life and 

looked at Osarsiph with astonishment, who remained in the same 

position.  

–He’s coming back to life. –they said.  

–He’s the chosen one by the Eternal Infinite. 

–He’s not bringing him back to life, –Elder Amonthep said–. He’s 

helping him to enter in that other form of life to which we must all come in 

its due time. And before all of you, I will go there after grandfather Eleazar 

because I’m the oldest one.  

The death of ‘Grandfather’, as everyone called him, marked the 

beginning of the difficult path full of thistles that Osarsiph's life was to be 

from now on. The nineteenth year of his life was a continuous opening 

and closing of sepulchers, and although Osarsiph knew what we all know, 

that death is not really a misfortune, but a painful separation, he couldn't 

stop an ashen, heavy cloud from forcing him to bend his upright head and 

say in the solitude of his meditations: Father-God, who art Love and 

Goodness, give me the necessary strength to fulfill Your commandments 

even if I am left alone in the world.  

And alone in the world he remained, when two moons later the 

Grandfather’s death was followed by that of grandfather Eleazar, the 

Elder Master Amonthep, and later the Pontiff Pthamer, who was replaced 

by the Chief Notary Membra. The latter wanted at his side the teachers 

Ohad and Carmi as Notaries, so they had to leave the castle to remain 

interned in the Temple of Memphis.  

When Osarsiph was approaching 20 years of life, a cardiac syncope 

took his father away, who was for him a passive and silent force, but 

faithful and constant.  

With a calm that amazed everyone, he said to his mother and little 

Merik:  

–You two are the only ones left in my path, a path not only full of 

thistles, but also of sepulchers and sad memories.  

Perhaps, the reader will think that Osarsiph didn’t suffer from 

loneliness since he was loved and admired by all. But there’s a difference 

between the love of all and the love of those few who understand us and 

share our thoughts and feelings. For this is the only love that gives us 

companionship, strength, solace, and joy in life.  

The love of crowds satisfies to some extent and in various ways.  

Love, which is also understanding, full trust, equal feeling and thinking, 

helps us to live our life as the Eternal Law commands us to live it.  

That’s why his mother and little Merik heard Osarsiph say: –If you 

leave me, I don’t know how I’ll be able to live.   
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When Aton-Mosis passed away, his wife decided to return to her 

family, originally from Argolis, in ancient Greece and she took Hur, her 

eldest son, with her. She left Merik with the Royal Princess because she 

had celebrated the betrothal with her son Osarsiph.  

–You are breaking my orchestra apart, –Thimetis said sadly when the 

young Hur said goodbye to her and his companions in the castle.  

–It will not be for long, Royal Highness, –he replied–. I will accompany 

my mother and leave her well settled among her own. How could I 

abandon you and Osarsiph? Not in your wildest dreams should such a 

thing cross your mind!  

–I was thinking that you could be the Governor of the Castle to replace 

the one who has entered the kingdom of peace.  

The Royal Princess couldn't help the ripple of emotion which made her 

voice tremble at the memory. The man who was her first love, the intense, 

pure love when she was 15, had left her to walk alone the painful path of 

life.  

–No, not alone! –she exclaimed to herself when the painful thought 

shook her heart and filled her eyes with tears–. Not alone, because I have 

my son, Merik, Hur, Laius, Enabi, and above all, I have within me and 

around me that multiple something, which is love, strength, and light..., 

which is everything despite being invisible and their voices soundless!  

Once the storm of emotions caused by such painful separations had 

passed, life in Lake Merik’s castle began to normalize under the watchful 

tutelage of the first Chief of Guards, Enabi's brother, who was appointed 

Governor of the Castle, succeeding the unforgettable Amram.  

Young Laius, who played the lyre and at the same time was an artist 

on the clavichord, would take the place of master Ohad, who had been 

interned in the Temple of Memphis by order of the new Pontiff.  

Hur, Aaron, and Laius* were to be in the future the three rock pillars 

on which Osarsiph would lean from the moment he abandoned his 

Egyptian name to take the one that would accompany him throughout his 

long life of tremendous struggle and glorious eternal triumph: MOSES11.   

             

 
11 The scriptures we know are of Israelite origin, and Laius being of Greek race 
was left in oblivion by the first chroniclers. 
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23.  The Loneliness of the Summits  
 

How dreadful is the loneliness of the summits! And Osarsiph had 

begun to climb them, but because he had a heart of flesh and was only 

19 years old, it can be no wonder that he suffered infinite sadness and 

anguish of death in fulfilling the duty of intervening in the embalming of 

so many beloved dead, and of giving them the honorable burial that his 

own heart asked for and that custom ordered him to do. 

The so-called ‘House of Death’ was the sad lodging of four beloved 

dead, who, after undergoing the meticulous procedures required for 

mummification, remained for at least 90 days in the rooms of that 

enormous building, destined to embalm the corpses of the Egyptian 

aristocracy. 

And then the unexpected happened, which was that one of them had 

barely finished leaving that funereal place when he had to bring another 

corpse, and another, and another, and another. 

Osarsip, like a mourning genius, appeared and disappeared, 

organized and presided over funerals, ordered everything, watched over 

everything, so that the mortal remains of the beings, so dear to his heart, 

were treated with the respect that his love demanded for them. The 

professional embalmers, who due to habit had lost all scruple and 

sensitivity in treating those lifeless bodies, not being closely watched, felt 

like slaughtermen butchering cattle. 

And then the unexpected happened, that is to say, that one of them 

didn't get to leave that funereal place when another one should be taken 

there, and another, and another. 

Osarsiph, like a mournful genius, appeared and disappeared, 

organized, and presided over funerals, ordered and supervised 

everything, so that the mortal remains of the beings so dear to his heart 

would be treated with the respect that his love claimed for them. 

Professional embalmers, who had lost all scruple and delicacy in treating 

those lifeless bodies due to habit, felt like slaughterers butchering cattle. 

When he saw in the glass urns the hearts of his father, of Amonthep, 

of Grandfather Eleazar, and of the physician Aton-Mosis, he couldn't take 

it anymore... He shuddered, as if in a painful spasm, and leaned against 

a column of the crypt to keep from falling. The bodies were opened at the 

chest, revealing an empty interior like a box that was filled with absorbent 

cotton soaked in disinfectant and preserving essences. But Osarsiph 

remained standing, pale, like all the dead. 

In a powerful reaction, his great and strong soul rose again and 

continued climbing the summit..., those summits of pain where the soul 

becomes a radiant star that only lives to give clarity around it. 
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He knew well that he should not bring sorrow to his mother nor to little 

Merik, who had suffered so deeply, one with the death of that first love of 

his youth, and the other with the death of her father, whose death had 

opened a deep abyss in her life. 

When he returned to the castle of Lake Merik and locked himself in his 

room, with the curtains drawn and the bolts locked, the contained pain 

was unleashed in his inner world like a tremendous storm. 

In that strong nature, of an uncommon vehemence, everything was 

great, intense, extraordinary. 

The man of the future was being gestated, the fierce conductor of a 

numerous people, in gigantic exodus, was glimpsed across the desert 

wasteland. 

When a sea of silent weeping exhausted his physical strength and a 

peaceful laxity loosened every fiber of his being, he stretched out on his 

couch of rest and fell asleep. 

In the dream, his great alliances from the infinite nourished his spirit 

with honeys of eternity, with supreme beauties, and Osarsiph returned to 

life renewed, with optimism and hope blooming in his eyes and smiling 

on his lips. He was again the radiant star shining all around him. He was 

again the clear and serene fountain where the weary travelers of life could 

quench their thirst. He was once again the firm support of all travelers in 

danger of falling. 

–How great and strong you are in grief, my son! –his mother told him 

as he approached her serene and smiling, like a happy man walking 

through gardens in bloom. 

–I wish I were as strong as I need for my future years. –he responded. 

–Do you foresee great problems in your future? Don’t we know that 

our Invisible and Eternal Father is also Love? 

–Yes, Mother, we know it and so it is. But since my soul has awakened 

to the consciousness of what we are before Him and for Him, and of what 

we must be if we recognize ourselves as His children, as a creation 

emanating from Himself, there is within my inner self, deep inside where 

no one enters and where I myself cannot understand, there’s something 

like an eternal engraving, like a conviction or certainty that I have to give 

reality to great thoughts that are not mine and whose source of origin I 

don’t know at all. And along with this deep feeling comes the idea that for 

these achievements I will have to overcome the most tremendous 

difficulties a man living on Earth could face. 

“And why this? I don’t know. Mother, you know more than anyone how 

my life has unfolded by your side, with circumstances not common to all 

children born on this Earth. Why me, one of many, why this internal 

restlessness and this vague idea that I’ll have to accomplish something 

big, stupendous, and I have no idea what it is? 
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After thinking in silence for a few moments, the Royal Princess 

responded like this: 

–That is what the wise men of the ancient schools of Divine Wisdom 

have called ‘premonition’ or ‘mental visions’, which are like a vague and 

confused recollection of pacts and alliances made by the spirit before 

descending to a physical plane or taking on matter. 

“The teachers, who have educated and observed you since you were 

a child, all agreed that you’re a spirit of long ages originating from a highly 

evolved world. They logically assume that you have come to this world of 

little evolution with a superior design, which we do not yet see clearly. 

When the Pharaoh had the idea to raise you to the position as his second, 

in which he placed you at the age of 17, your teachers told me: 

–Royal Princess, the extraordinary path of your son is already 

beginning, what will come next? 

“In reality, for me it was not so extraordinary because Amenhepat has 

been almost like another son of mine, and you like his brother. Distrustful 

by nature and dissatisfied with his mother, from the time he was able to 

appreciate the situation around him, he turned everything over to you and 

me, with full confidence.” 

“Now you confide in me that internal certainty that you feel in your 

inner self, which, together with everything I’ve heard from your teachers 

and seen myself, gives indeed reason for you to think of something 

superior, which you must carry out by Divine Will. 

“Let us hope, my son, that if it is a Divine Idea, the Eternal Power and 

Wisdom will be in you to accomplish whatever is His will. 

“He will work in you and through you whatever is His Eternal Idea. 

“Now let’s live crowned with peace and love, thinking that in four 

moons you will complete 20 years of life on Earth. Wouldn't it be fair to 

celebrate it with your marriage, my son? 

“It has been over a year since you celebrated your betrothal, and 

neither you nor Merik have changed your feelings. The poor child may 

almost be considered an orphan, according to the news brought from 

Greece by her brother Hur, that her mother remains there permanently. 

“Believe me, that for me it would be a beautiful tranquility to celebrate 

your wedding. Do I know if I will live much longer than your father?” 

–You are quite right..., so right. But I ponder and think: Am I being fair 

to join Merik's beautiful life, which is just beginning, to my own that I 

foresee as hectic and full of unknown, but deeply felt abysses? 

–Oh!... Osarsiph! You should have asked yourself that question before 

the betrothal. Now... 

–Now it’s late, mother, I know it’s late. You know how I was tormented 

to the utmost by all the wickedness and misery that can be found in 

human souls, which entangled like snakes around me. I came to your 
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side like that dying seagull that fell at my feet, and next to you I found 

innocence with its lotus whiteness, in the girl you had with you... Amid so 

much meanness and baseness that I had just felt, I was like a drowning 

castaway..., and Merik's soul peering into her eyes, and her little voice 

coming timidly from her lips, everything in her appeared to me like the 

vision of a little angel friend reaching out to me to heal my poor soul 

wounded to death. Do you understand, mother? I clung to her with 

madness of love, infinite tenderness, and peace returned to my heart... 

–All this I understand, my son. Don’t think that these are reproachful 

words, but I believe that your honor, as a man who supports the great 

Ideal, obliges you in this case as much as a Law. If on your future path 

abysses open up before you, she and I will be by your side to save them. 

Osarsiph took his mother's hand and kissed it with emotion, and said 

to her:  

–Thank you, mother. Everything will be as you wish. 

Brief days of peace and serenity passed. The Royal Princess had 

prolonged her solitary meditations. It could be said that the evening 

prayer with her relatives and ladies was no longer enough for her. 

 

Alone with the Divinity, one by one she plucked the evergreens of her 

memories in which she believed she found omens, silent announcements 

of what was to come in the future of her son..., of that great son who had 

come to her arms with the indelible mark of the great martyrs of a Higher 

Ideal. And her mother's heart trembled with fear. That is why she 

prolonged her meditations. She needed courage, strength, clarity, to 

continue the path without stumbling. Oh, what a great loneliness! 

Amram was no longer by her side to support her in her hesitations. 

She no longer had master Amonthep, her strong support when she 

was young... 

*** 

A messenger arrived from Memphis with the shocking news that the 

Queen Mother had poisoned herself.  

Osarsiph with his mother ran to the Pharaoh's side. 

They found him serene, tough, and dry as an old tree through which 

not a drop of sap runs. 

–Justice of the gods! –he said when Thimetis and Osarsiph arrived. 

–We are deeply sorry, my brother, for what has happened. My son 

and I are by your side... 

–Justice of the gods! –Amenhepat repeated once more–. Although it 

hurts us, this was necessary for the good of the country and the peace of 

my heart. 

–It would have been better if she had entered the path of equity and 

justice.  
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–But she has not entered it, even at death. 

“She cursed me, her son, you who are the daughter of the one who 

made her Queen, and Osarsiph, the one who has restored peace to our 

country... Oh, my sister! She was a demon incarnate, and my father made 

the mistake of sharing the throne with her. What I regret most is that she 

was my mother...” 

–Enough of your bitter complaints, Amenhepat, –Osarsiph said softly, 

standing beside him and friendly placing his hand on his shoulder–. If you 

follow the path of equity and justice as a man and as the Sovereign of a 

people, no curse can come to you. 

–But you need to get the hatred and resentment out of your heart. 

“Do you want me to take care of taking the corpse to the ‘House of 

Death’ and everything that concerning her funeral honors?” 

The young Pharaoh stared at him aghast. 

–But do you want that miscarriage from hell to be given full funeral 

honors like a good person? No!... A thousand times no! 

“What I want, and command, is that she be painted with tar so that she 

cannot be recognized, and that the slaves in charge of burning the 

garbage in the dunghill make her disappear in the common bonfire. What 

kind of immortality can a demon incarnate expect? It’s the work of justice 

to make her disappear... 

The Royal Princess looked at her son, and her expression said: “–It’s 

useless for you to insist any further.”  

Osarsiph made his way to the door. 

–My Viceroy Superintendent! –the Pharaoh shouted–. Don't forget that 

you’re going to enforce an order from me. And I want to be obeyed. 

–All right, Pharaoh. You will be obeyed. 

Osarsiph disappeared, and there remained sweet, like a honeysuckle 

of infinite pity, trying to calm the rage of her brother-King. 

She spoke no more words, but her thought was a living flame that 

sought the soul of Amenhepat, and wanted to wrap it in a white shroud of 

oblivion that would make him free from hatred and resentment. 

What did Osarsiph do when he left the Pharaoh's presence, his soul 

overwhelmed by the royal command, which was inspired by the most 

horrible hatred and resentment against his mother? 

He locked himself up in his private office for a while. In that moment, 

he felt more alone than ever. After his soul had calmed down, he thought 

serenely: Could there be any way of redemption for the unfortunate being 

who had just added her own tragic death to her life crimes? The fulfillment 

of the Pharaoh's command only meant dishonoring his mother's corpse 

with utter contempt according to the customs of the country, but neither 

increased nor decreased the guilt of the spirit, who is master of herself by 

her free will. 
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“The Pharaoh's mandate was neutral for that spirit who, seeing all her 

criminal ambitions fail, had undoubtedly plunged into the darkness of 

madness.” 

A gentle tapping at the door drew him out of these musings. 

When he opened the door, he saw his two childhood teachers, Ohad 

and Carmi, who came in quickly after him. 

–Your distress has reached the Temple Council–Carmi told him, –and 

the Pontiff has sent us to calm you down. –Carmi said to him. 

“We know you are in charge of all that concerns the death of the 

Queen Mother. 

–Yes, it is true. And you figured it out by spiritual means? 

–Precisely, and we have confirmed it when we got here. The people 

ignore everything, and it is convenient that they continue to ignore it. 

–That’s true. Why throw more mud on that unhappy spirit? If it’s not 

too much to ask, I beg you to come with me. –And Osarsiph showed them 

the great golden key that the Queen herself had had forged for her private 

pavilion. 

The three of them made their way there. Crossing from one wing of 

the great palace to the other was like going to another neighborhood, and 

on the way, they talked in a very low voice. 

–What has been decided regarding her ladies? 

–That they remain cloistered and so have the pages and slaves. 

–Is that the Pharaoh’s resolution? 

–No. It is my resolution. If the secret of what happened is to be kept 

secret, the people around her cannot be released. Now we will know what 

to expect.  

When the great golden door was opened, the three felt a a heavy and 

unpleasant sensation that seemed to want to drown them. But in silence 

they crossed the immense portico full of statues and exotic plants. It was 

an absolute silence; it almost seemed to them like a grandiose sepulchral 

pantheon.  

In the royal chamber, the Queen Mother, lying on her curtained bed of 

purple and gold, lay lifeless with her face a deep purple color. 

To one side of the great bed, the chambermaid, all shrunken like a pile 

of blue cloth, was dead, also with a purple face. 

They went through the rooms of the ladies, of the chambermaids, of 

the pages, of the servants and slaves, and all were dead, and their faces 

were equally purple. 

There were clear indications that a feast had been held there; the 

usual kind of feast for the Queen when she was free and after she found 

herself captive. And surely in the wine she had poisoned them all, 

perhaps so that no one could know what had happened in that pavilion 

since it was closed. 
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The butler, the cook, and a few servants had died while seated or lying 

next to their respective tables, which appeared with remains of the 

gastronomic delicacies served at the feast. 

Osarsiph and his teachers were paralyzed with horror. 

The Queen mother, possessed by a terrible rage, had eliminated 

everyone. And on a piece of parchment that they found on her dressing 

table, they read these words: This is the beginning of my revenge. I only 

regret not being able to kill all the people of Egypt, whom I curse from the 

bottom of my soul. And since I know that I will continue to live, my revenge 

will continue until none of those who caused my misfortune is left without 

having received a terrible punishment. Sekhmet, the goddess of 

extermination and death, has been and continues to be my favorite 

goddess. Gala of Syracuse. 

 

Osarsiph read and reread that dreadful testament of the dismal 

Queen, who was the royal wife of Ramses I, Pharaoh of Egypt. 

–Our clairvoyants saw last night a tremendous fight between Ramses 

I and his unfortunate wife, –Carmi said–. Because there are also 

tremendous hatred and fights in the astral plane that surrounds the Earth 

between beings who loved or hated each other on Earth, and who 

continue with equal feelings in the afterlife. 

–My mother, the Royal Princess, told me that her father was not a bad 

man, although he was very strict –Osarsiph said–. She admits that his 

weakness was his ambition for wealth, and that because of this he made 

the mistake of marrying Princess Gala, who brought him the mines of 

Corsica and Sardinia as a dowry. He would’ve never imagined her to be 

endowed with such bad and dastardly moral conditions as she has turned 

out to be. 

–What shall we do with all this human misery? –Ohad asked after 

pondering for a few moments. 

–The Pharaoh’s order implies disappearance without trace, –Osarsiph 

replied. 

–We’re here to help you. Tell us what we should do, –Carmi said. 

–Wait until very late at night and then take the corpses out through the 

corridor that goes down to the crypt that has an exit to the walls. 

–And once there? 

–We fulfil the Pharaoh's order: to cremate them and ensure that the 

ashes are not scattered on the Nile, because they would poison the 

waters. 

–Indeed, we don’t know what kind of poison this woman used. 

They closed the great door again and returned to the Pharaoh's office, 

where they found the Royal Princess applying compresses of strong 

aromatic essences to the Pharaoh's forehead and chest, because he was 



 194 

having fit of spasms that twisted him like a rag in the claws of a wild beast. 

–Leave this place to us, mother, this task is not for you. –Osarsiph 

said and then led his mother to the other end of the vast hall where a door 

opened into the gardens. More dead than alive, Thimetis slumped on a 

divan and, covering herself with her great widow's veil, she prayed and 

wept silently. 

The Pharaoh continued to shake violently, as if desperately struggling 

to free himself from something that tied him up, doing untold harm. 

Then he fell into a great torpor and complete immobility. Only his 

agitated breathing was perceptible. 

Both priests stood guard by Pharaoh's side, while Osarsiph went out 

to accompany his mother to the pier, where the castle’s sailboat was 

anchored. 

Before leaving, Osarsiph told his companions who were engaged in 

such gloomy tasks:  

–I’ll be back at the agreed time. Wait for me here. 

Mother and son made the walk to the castle without saying a word. 

The small escort and the rowers were nearby, and they could hear them. 

After midnight, when all was silence and darkness around and inside 

the palace, the Viceroy Superintendent of Egypt, and the new Notaries of 

the great Temple of Memphis, dressed like the stable-cleaners took out 

48 sacks or bags that if any passer-by saw them he would think they 

contained the garbage and waste of the Pharaoh's stables. 

The tar-smeared bags soon formed a huge bonfire that gave off black 

plumes of smoke that the night wind carried long distances. 

And the three laborers, armed with long iron forks, vigorously pushed 

into the ravenous flames the sacks of garbage from the Pharaoh's 

stables. When the flames were extinguished and only a pile of ashes 

remained, they let themselves fall on the sand exhausted by the heat and 

fatigue. The sand was still warm from the smoke and the flames that had 

just been extinguished. 

–Not a blade of grass grows in this place, –Carmi said looking at the 

yellowish sand around them. 

–That’s precisely why I lit the bonfire here, –Osarsiph replied–. It would 

have been an offense to the moss and straw to rub up against such 

dreadful human misery. –And in a muffled voice, full of bitter forebodings, 

he added: –I have a feeling that tonight begins my journey as a wanderer 

and an outcast on this Earth on which I was born. 

–What you wrote on heaven, written in heaven it is. Only the Eternal 

Invisible knows–Ohad responded. 

–The crown of the chosen is woven with sacrifices and love. –Carmi 

added.  

–Do you believe I am a chosen one? From whom? 
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–From the Eternal Power to whom you have offered yourself for great 

achievements that we all ignore. 

The three of them went back to the hidden little door that led from the 

dark corridor to the basement of the Great Palace. The palace was 

sleeping in deep stillness, without anyone noticing the horrible tragedy 

that three human beings had just performed. 
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24.  From Light to Darkness  
 

The Pharaoh continued to sleep soundly and the doctor who kept vigil 

by his couch assured that he had not woken up all night. 

Osarsiph, with his two companions in tragedy, chose to rest until the 

new day arrived. 

The sun was already very high when they woke up, and the Pharaoh 

was still asleep. 

–This is no longer a normal sleep. –Ohad observed, approaching him– 

Osarsiph, you must figure out what to do in this case. The Pharaoh has 

been asleep for more than 20 hours. 

The physician who had replaced Aton-Mosis, father of Merik, was the 

brother of the Pontiff Membra, and his name was Nerember. He 

immediately intervened in the conversation.  

–Indeed, this sleep is not normal, –he said–. He sleeps as hypnotized 

people sleep, who only wake up by obeying the mental command of the 

hypnotist. What happened before I came? 

–He had a horrible nervous breakdown with violent spasms and 

confused screams, –Osarsiph answered–. It seemed like a struggle 

against a force greater than his own, and I could understand that he was 

throwing someone: ‘Get out!... Get out of here!’ he shouted. My mother 

and I were at his side, and we could only look at him and hope that he 

would calm down. We didn’t think for a moment that such words were 

addressed to us. 

The doctor remained thoughtful and silent. Suddenly coming out of his 

musings, he said: 

–Please call the Temple and, if possible, have the two sensitives from 

the High Council come. 

Carmi went out through the large open door into the covered gallery 

that connected the Grand Palace with the Temple of Memphis. 

It didn't take long for Pontiff Membra to appear with the two clairvoyant 

sensitive subjects who had been rigorously tested for many years. They 

both had a highly developed faculty to perceive other people's thoughts 

and to see what was happening on the astral plane or sphere of the Earth. 

This didn't require any previous preparation. However, in order to 

perceive characters and scenes from higher planes, they did need a deep 

and absolute concentration in silence, all around them. 

They all placed themselves around the divan on which the Pharaoh 

was sleeping. 

A tremendous invisible force pushed the two sensitives so violently 

that they would have fallen to the floor if they had not been held in time 

by Osarsiph and Carmi who were at their side. 
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When they recovered, the oldest asked his visualization companion: 

–Have you seen clearly? 

–I have seen and understood everything. 

–Me too. Can we give the detail of what we have perceived? –the 

Elder asked to the Pontiff who seemed immersed in deep meditation. 

I am not clairvoyant, but I sense what you are seeing. Speak and let's 

see if my intuition is correct. 

–Two tenebrous Intelligences that dominated the Queen Mother 

during her whole life, have violently awakened her from the turmoil in 

which she was and have tied her to the body of the Pharaoh, making him 

fall into the very heavy turmoil in which she is. 

–I see exactly the same, –observed the youngest one –and I think that 

only a very powerful mental force could return the Pharaoh to his normal 

state. 

–May the Eternal Power grant that force to all of us gathered here! –

said the Pontiff with a clear voice and solemn attitude. There was a deep 

silence. 

Suddenly, the young Pharaoh gave a formidable leap and stood with 

his eyes wide open, full of horror, shouting like a madman: Go away, dam 

you!... You’re not my mother, nor am I your son!... Miscarriage from hell! 

Go away! –And he covered his eyes with both hands so as not to see 

what caused him horror. 

The mental force of those around him gradually calmed him down until 

he fell breathless on the divan. His violent sobs echoed dully through the 

immense Audience Hall. 

Osarsiph went with both clairvoyants to an adjacent study. The Pontiff, 

Ohad, and Carmi remained with the Pharaoh. When he had calmed down 

completely, Membra spoke to him thus: 

–Amenhepat, my son, –he told him with his warm and tender voice –, 

if I was as a brother to your father, I should be as he himself would have 

been to you in circumstances as these. Life itself gives us hard lessons 

to those of us who come into this world with the task of leading peoples 

who are souls, minds, intelligences endowed with free will to do good or 

evil. Do you realize exactly what has happened in you, Amenhepat?... 

The young Pharaoh looked at the Pontiff and his gaze questioned; he 

wanted to speak but could not. He couldn't find the phrases he wanted to 

pronounce. He looked at the walls..., he bit his hands..., he searched; he 

searched and couldn't find them. 

–Speak, my son, –Membra said to him, putting his arm around his 

back–. Imagine that I’m your father. 

Ohad and Carmi wrapped him with all the loving force of thought. At 

last, Amenhepat said in a low and profoundly sad voice: 

–I am defeated. I am trampled, humiliated..., helpless. The gods have 
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abandoned me to the furies of darkness. My mother gave me viper blood, 

and I’m also a viper. I can't be more than a poisonous snake to everyone. 

“Flee..., flee from me, men of the Temple. Don't you see I have turned 

into a monster?...” 

–You’re mistaken, my son!..., these are evil visions that negative 

forces weave before you only to make you despair. You have in you the 

blood of Seti, your grandfather; of Ramses, your father; and they were 

fathers of their people, and they gave peace and clothing to thousands of 

beings. 

–But they repeated many times the word that kills: “Let death fall upon 

you, wretched creature cursed by the gods.”12 

–The Eternal Power judges those who govern people and lead souls, 

–said the Pontiff solemnly. 

And while with serene reflections strengthened by the thought of his 

subjects, Membra was getting the Pharaoh to return to his normal state. 

Osarsiph with both sensitives in the adjoining room, unraveled as from a 

dark abyss what was happening in the astral plane around Amenhepat. 

One of them said: 

–The perverse Intelligences that dominated his mother want to 

incarnate her in the young, healthy body of the Pharaoh, and by such 

means bring back to Egypt the lowest and most base theories to return 

humanity to what it was in the time of the Wormidas13 of Lemuria, as 

they’re doing in Assyria and in other regions of the Planet. We know that 

from time to time, these malign Intelligences manage to seize the 

subjects born on the steps of the thrones, in order to carry out their fatal 

designs by means of their power of obsession. 

“By such means they availed themselves in past ages to destroy the 

great Schools of Divine Wisdom of the White Prophets, the Flamens, and 

the Kobdas, producing epochs of great decadence in former human 

civilizations. 

–It is the whole truth, –his companion added–. We know that there are 

scattered remnants of the Wormid races of Lemuria among the Hyksos, 

the Aztecs, and the Assyrians who have not yet been removed by the 

Eternal Power to inferior worlds. 

“The misunderstood Anekh-Aton was in our Egypt the insurmountable 

barrier that prevented the entry of that fatal current that corrupts souls 

and destroys civilizations. 

             

 
12 Such was the phrase with which the Pharaohs imposed the death penalty. 

13 The Wormidas were an evil and fierce race that caused the decadence in the 
continent of Lemuria, until it was submerged under the ocean. 
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“It’s true that he died exhausted by such a tremendous struggle, and 

humans believed him to be a failure, a defeated man, because his 

doctrine and his ideal were torn away from the people with death threats, 

but he remained alive and triumphant in the Temples where the advanced 

minds assimilated and disseminated them towards the four cardinal 

points. 

“And today..., we need to recognize, Osarsiph, that you’re the chosen 

one to make the Divine Light shine again amidst this world. The high 

priesthood of Sais, of Heliopolis, and of Thebes, follow the path that starts 

from Memphis, which is the path that Anekh-Aton left under the veils of 

the most impenetrable secret and silence of Isis, symbol of the Mother-

Soul that engenders and governs the worlds. 

–Time will tell–Osarsiph answered meditatively–because at the 

present time I see before me several paths and in all of them enormous 

difficulties.  

“What shall we do with the Pharaoh?” 

–Pray and work mentally and materially to free him from the disastrous 

action exerted by the Intelligences that overcame his mother until they 

brought her to the disastrous end she has met. 

“For the moment there’s no other means. Our Father-God will do what 

we cannot, –said the youngest of the clairvoyants. 

Shortly after these events, the Pharaoh ordered the Viceroy 

Superintendent to be in charge of the strict surveillance of the frontiers, 

strengthening the Garrisons with new Forts and Detachments of archers, 

leaving for himself and his councilmen the administration and internal 

government of the country. 

And his sister, the Royal Princess, was designated the supreme 

authority of religious and social education in Egypt. For this, every 

Temple, large or small, in all the major cities and even in the most distant 

villages, had to open a classroom for that purpose. 

–It seems that the Pharaoh is trying to get us away from his side, –

Thimetis said to her son. 

–It is better that way because he has become so sullen and bad-

tempered that it’s not pleasant to be near him at all, –Osarsiph replied. 

 Due to this new arrangement, Osarsiph spent his life traveling in 

continuous surveillance of the fortresses and forts that guarded the 

border. And his mother lived submerged in a network of attention, orders, 

news from all the cities and towns about the creation of schools and the 

needs they had. 

These long absences of the Viceroy Superintendent resulted in the 

approach to the Pharaoh of characters who had remained somewhat 

distant from the righteous Viceroy, whom they secretly called ‘Eagle 

Eyes’. These characters were not in complete agreement with him 
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regarding the forms of government and way of dealing with the big issues 

that are always debated in the administration and progress of a great 

country. 

The Viceroy Superintendent had completely cut off everything that 

excessively favored some to the detriment of the vast majority. The 

always debated question of slaves and masters, of servants and lords; of 

the big businesses that are wealth of clandestine origin for some, and that 

leave an enormous deficit in the State treasury, which ends up covering 

it with privations and sacrifices of the peoples... Everything had been duly 

regulated by the Viceroy Superintendent, who did not compromise in any 

way with anything that was not strictly fair. 

The ill-intentioned had a concealed aversion towards him, and in their 

secret talks on politics and finances they nicknamed him the ‘Sphinx of 

Gizeh’. Because they saw him as hard as that enormous immovable 

stone mass among the desert sands. 

And as there was no shortage of people who saw him take solitary 

walks on moonlit nights towards one of the great pyramids near Memphis 

and the Sphinx, monstrously large and solitary, surrounded by dreadful 

and unearthly traditions, Osarsiph conquered the secret qualification of 

‘Super-Wizard’ who, armed with hidden powers, subjugated everything to 

his will. 

This is how ignorance, together with human malice, little by little forms 

those dubious, complex environments where no one is able to determine 

what is true in the winding labyrinth. 

The Viceroy Superintendent, aware of his enormous responsibilities, 

didn't care if people liked or disliked the way he acted as the second-in-

command, Administrator of a great people. He knew that he was acting 

justly, and that was enough for him. 

In one of Osarsiph's trips, he had to accompany Princess Dami, 

daughter of the King of Syria, who had promised her to Ramses I to be 

the wife of Ramses II, when they both came of age. 

Due to the intrigues of Queen Gala, already known to the reader, that 

date had passed, and it was urgent for the Pharaoh of Egypt comply with 

the agreement. 

King Arihok of Syria had his residence in Sidon, which was then the 

capital of his vast dominions. When Osarsiph landed in that port, the King 

himself went out to meet him with a large escort. 

The young son of Thimetis, Royal Princess, dazzled the Syrian King 

with his vigorous manly beauty, enhanced the splendor of his robes and 

decorations of Royal Prince and Viceroy of Egypt, and believed that the 

Pharaoh himself came to celebrate in his own palace the marriage with 

his daughter. This was not really the custom in such cases, but as a war 

was about to break out for lack of compliance with previous agreements, 
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this great concession on the part of the Sovereign of Egypt was not out 

of place. 

The Syrian King overflowed in reverences and tributes at the moment 

when Osarsiph descended from the great ship illuminated with torches 

and dressed in full regalia that anchored at dusk in the great port of Sidon. 

When Osarsiph bowed before Arihok and handed him his credentials, 

the King, very astonished, said to him: 

–Aren't you the Pharaoh, my future son-in-law? 

–I’m only the Viceroy-Superintendent of Egypt sent by my Sovereign 

to lead to Memphis the one who will be his queenly wife –Osarsiph 

answered. 

The silence of the King made him realize that he didn't like the answer, 

but he couldn't give him any other answer, and he remained   absolutely 

calm as anyone who does his duty and speaks the truth. He did not even 

stop to think that the Syrian King had suffered a disappointment.  

Later, when clarifications took place leading to closer ties between the 

two countries and the King understood the ability of the Viceroy of Egypt, 

and that he was the one who had put in order the relations of the country 

with all neighboring countries, he blurted out this extremely revealing 

phrase for Osarsiph: 

–In confidence, here between us, young friend..., you should be the 

Pharaoh of Egypt.  

–Why? 

–Because your mother, the Royal Princess, has made you a great 

leader of the peoples. 

–Thank you, on behalf of my mother. But, as for me, I can say, oh! 

King, that I have barely begun to know and understand the Kings and 

peoples, after first understanding and knowing myself. 

“It is quite difficult, but I think I have succeeded in a tenth part.” 

King Arihok of Syria looked at him, astonished at the response to 

which he was about to reply. But Osarsiph gave him no time, for he didn’t 

think it wise to follow the turn the conversation had taken. 

–I beg you to introduce me to your daughter, my future Sovereign, and 

give me your permission to present her with the gifts of my sovereign the 

Pharaoh. 

Osarsiph took out a precious ivory casket inlaid with gold and rubies 

from an inner pocket of his leopard-skin cloak. He opened it in front of the 

King. 

The small casket, which in itself was a valuable jewel, contained a 

necklace of very fine gold filigree with a diamond set in each knot. 

–This is a fabulous wealth, –exclaimed the King–. The Pharaoh shows 

himself to be splendid. 

–He’s greatly generous and noble, which is why I anticipate in my 
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auguries of happiness for his Queen Wife to be, and for you, O King, who 

gave her this path. 

The King thanked the praise with great satisfaction and disappeared 

behind a curtain. Osarsiph took advantage of his absence to signal to the 

Chief and Officers of his escort, who were waiting for him in the 

antechamber, for he was to deliver the Pharaoh's offering in their 

presence. 

When King Arihok returned, he was holding his young daughter, 

princess Dami, by the hand. She was covered with a very rich golden-

yellow veil that trailed behind her in a long train held by six brightly attired 

young girls. The King lifted the veil, and Osarsiph bowed to her presenting 

her with the Pharaoh's offering. The young woman was so absorbed 

looking at him that she didn’t extend her hand to accept the present. 

–My dear daughter, receive the gift that the Pharaoh has sent you. 

The visible confusion of the young woman was interpreted differently 

from reality. But everything remained hidden as in a closed casket, in the 

heart of the maiden favored with such a valuable gift. 

And that heart said without words: “–If the messenger had been the 

Pharaoh!... What will the other one be like?” 

Osarsiph, who was highly sensitive to thoughts related to him, 

perceived the thought of the vehement little Syrian princess, and as soon 

as the King placed the necklace around his daughter’s neck and 

expressed his gratitude, the Viceroy Superintendent said goodbye, 

announcing that he would await the indication of the day chosen for 

departure. 

The young lady went immediately to her mother's chamber, Queen 

Daria, and she noticed her daughter came saddened, despite seeing that 

she was wearing a necklace like she had never had before. 

–Do you dislike the Pharaoh's gift? 

–No, mother –she answered–. The only thing that makes me sad is 

that the Pharaoh's messenger is worth a thousand times more to me than 

the gift of a stranger... 

–But that stranger is the Pharaoh, my daughter!... the greatest and 

most powerful King in the world!... How can you say those words? 

–Have you not advised me to always speak the truth, like the noblest 

Queens of Persia? Well, the truth is in the words I spoke. 

–There are truths that you and I must make die in the depths of our 

hearts, for such is the life for those of us who were born on the steps of 

the throne. Let there be no more talk about this. When will the departure 

be? 

–My father, the King, will indicate it. 

–The King and I have agreed to let you choose among the ladies of 

the palace who will accompany you. Devote yourself to that, my daughter, 
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and don't think about anything else.  

Twelve days later, the great Egyptian ship unfurled its sails, waved the 

Egyptian and Syrian flags, and sailed from the port of Sidon southward, 

amid the music chords and the clamor of the people who, from the coast, 

bade farewell to Princess Dami and cheered the Pharaoh of Egypt, 

represented by the son of Thimetis, the Royal Princess of the Nile 

countries. 

Osarsiph as the master of the house of the luxurious vessel, was 

obligated to do the usual honors to his royal guest. Thus, it was his duty 

to lead her to the table at mealtimes and to accompany her therein, as 

well as whenever the young princess wished to go on deck or alight at 

the ports where they stopped. She, in turn, had noticed that the Prince of 

Egypt was continually leafing through large bundles of papyrus, 

comparing them to maps and making notes. 

She was intrigued about this serious and austere young man who 

never allowed himself a joke and who never laughed. He was affable and 

gentle in his manner, but never cheerful and lively. He always seemed to 

be studying, always investigating, and when he abandoned his bundles 

of papyrus, he sank into silent meditations. The little Syrian princess 

talked to her young ladies as follows: 

–He must be very sad, –she said. 

–Or he will have love tragedies, –one of her companions added. 

–Or a dead girlfriend, –another said. 

–Or an impossible love, –a third said. 

And they were all wrong. Osarsiph had always believed that his 

present life was a waiting period, after which the thunderous symphony 

whose vibrations he felt, perhaps, since adolescence, would sound in 

space. He thought he was living in a parenthesis, perhaps too long, and 

that after which he would read in the book of his destinies what awaited 

him beyond that vigorous youth, among the palace vicissitudes, the 

deliberations of government, and the sweet tenderness of home... His 

mother, oh, the beneficent and radiant star of his life, who occupied such 

an important place in it! 

Little Merik, the white lotus pinned like a pearl on the mantle of 

Thimetis, under whose guardianship she lived, until he returned to 

Memphis to marry her.  

Then a slight smile played for an instant on the beautiful and grave 

countenance of Osarsiph.  

To the little princess Dami none of these details escaped, whereupon 

the Handmaiden of her young ladies gently called her to order.   

–Girl, don't stare so much at the Prince of Egypt, for if he notices, he 

may think badly of you! 

–When you were my age, did you not like to look at beauty? –She 
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inquired. 

–Of course, I did, but I was not the daughter of Kings, nor was I 

destined to be the Queen Wife of the Pharaoh of Egypt. 

–Here we go again! We always come back to the same matter. How 

good it would be to have been born a villager or a shepherdess, and to 

be able to do as I please!  

–The villagers walk around barefoot and carry firewood, –one of the 

companion ladies added. 

–And the shepherdesses clean the sheepfolds, and they smell as 

sheep, –added another one. 

–Shut up, all of you, for you speak very badly! You should rather be 

entertaining yourself with your zithers and lutes, which sound far better 

than those useless chatter, –The words of the Chief Lady were followed 

by the singing of lutes and sweet Syrian songs that sounded like the 

cooing of turtledoves and the murmur of gentle waters. 

The great Egyptian ship, named after Queen Epuvia, glided 

majestically on the high seas. When it reached the port of Tyre, the 

magnificent Tyre of the time called the Glory of Hammurabi, Osarsiph 

knocked discreetly at the door of the little saloon, called ‘The Recess’, 

where the Princess and her ladies were enjoying themself with music and 

dances. He inquired whether Princess Dami wished to visit the city or 

preferred to stay on the ship. 

–With such a companion as you, Prince of Egypt –she replied. –I think 

I will have no danger in visiting the city from which I have been brought 

the most beautiful ornaments and jewels that I have known before 

receiving the Pharaoh's necklace,  

–Very well, –Osarsiph replied–. Please, get ready. I will come for you 

when the Queen Epuvia ship anchors. 

–Prince, if you don't mind, I would beg you to let me participate in your 

readings, which seem to be very interesting. I always see you absorbed 

in bundles of writings. I am also eager for knowledge, –Dami stated. 

–I am glad to learn that, Princess Dami, and since you wish, we can 

set aside some evenings of the trip for what you call ‘my readings’. 

–If it was for me, I would devote every evening to listening to you read 

your great books. 

–Agreed, if you wish. See you later, with your permission. 

The young man disappeared behind the curtain that covered the door. 

–Good heavens! –exclaimed one of the ladies–. Everything beautiful 

about this Prince of Egypt is lost behind his elusive gravity. He looks like 

a captain of lancers. 

–You don’t see a smile on his face by any chance, –added another. 

The Handmaiden had followed the Princess to her private cabin, 

otherwise this maidens’ conversation would not have taken place. 
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The ‘Queen Epuvia’ dropped anchor in front of the port of Tyre. The 

crew laid a gangplank covered with a rich Persian tapestry, so that the 

future wife of the Pharaoh could go down to visit the city. 

The Viceroy Superintendent, in charge of her care and safety, 

appeared in full regalia and led her, followed by her ladies, to the port 

steps, where a large crowd awaited the great ship carrying the daughter 

of their King. 

The reader, who’s very capable of imagining everything that can be 

assumed behind the quick descriptions I make, so that the personality of 

our central character is fully understood, will have already clearly 

outlined, as in a living painting, everything that was born, grew, and 

expanded in the Syrian Princess's heart regarding her gentle and 

respectful escort. 

The mischievous young ladies of her court murmured discreetly 

among them: 

–She has fallen in love with the Pharaoh's messenger, –one of the 

maidens said.  

–If the voyage lasts too long, not even the crumbs of the feast will be 

left for Pharaoh–added another. 

–I would do the same, –said another–. Imagine sending such 

messenger! 

–In the country of the mummies, won’t there be some old man with the 

face of a gravedigger to come and fetch the Pharaoh's bride? 

–I bet our Princess will win him over... 

–I accept the bet. A fan of ivory and feathers. I bet she does not! 

–All right, all right! We have just arrived in Tyre. I’m going for the 

Princess!... 

–And I’m going for the Prince!... Can't you see he's like a marble 

obelisk? Not a hair can move on him, and he's got a head full of hair... 

–But she’s in love, and she’s so graceful and beautiful! –The feminine 

chatter continued in this style while the procession advanced along the 

gangplank with the majestic slowness of a sacred procession. 

 Returning from her visit to the city of Tyre, as Osarsiph led her to her 

private cabin on the Queen Epuvia ship anchored in the harbor, Princess 

Dami asked him in her little lark's voice.  

–Shall we begin the reading evenings, Prince of Egypt? 

–When you command it, –he answered. 

–If you’re so kind, I’d like to start this evening. 

–Fine. We’ll meet in the dining-room after dinner. Your Handmaiden 

will accompany you, and if you wish, your young ladies. Perhaps they 

also feel the same desire to learn that you do, Princess. 

–They will become jaded, bored. They only understand about music 

and dance. 
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–As you wish, Princess. If you will excuse me, see you then. –The 

Prince bowed as usual and left. Then, one of the maidens lifted the curtain 

of the Princess's cabin. 

The maiden who had bet on the Prince, whispered to her companion 

in her ear:  

–I will win you the fan of ivory and feathers! 

The other maiden opened her eyes wide and bit her lower lip: 

–I still can’t picture you cooling off with the fan! Let the evenings start, 

and then you’ll see... 

–Shh! The Handmaiden is coming. 

When a few hours later the servants cleared the dining-room of dishes 

and delicacies, the evenings began with Osarsiph seated beside a large 

candelabra where scented wax candles were burning, and the Princess 

Dami with her Handmaiden and the two young ladies who had made the 

bet of the ivory and feather fan. 

–This large book –said Osarsiph–is a very ancient scripture that 

narrates the life of an Atlantean King of the Toltec race of the dynasty of 

the Athaulphus, called Amphion of Orozuma, surnamed the Holy King. I 

will read the passage that tells the journey in which the Princess who was 

to be his Wife was led to him, because of the similarity that exists between 

this passage and our present situation, Princess, in which I am highly 

honored to lead the one who will be the Wife of my Sovereign.14 

Osarsiph undoubtedly chose that passage to urge Princess Dami to 

look at herself in the limpid mirror of Princess Odina of Dyaus, in whose 

pristine dignity the daring gallantries of her escort Alpha-Huari, brother of 

King Amphion of Orozuma, crashed. 

Two more weeks the Queen Epuvia sailed until anchoring in the port 

of Said, where the Pharaoh with great escort awaited the bride in a small 

sailboat that continued its journey down the Nile to the Great Palace in 

Memphis, located on the very shore of the river. 

Princess Dami's nervousness was very noticeable to those who had 

accompanied her on the long journey. Although the appearance of the 

Pharaoh was not unpleasant to anyone, it was extremely unpleasant to 

her for the simple reason that the feeling awakened by Osarsiph had 

intensified more than was convenient. The evenings in the ship's dining 

room didn't produce the results that one of the ladies of the bet expected, 

and she graciously said, resigned to her bad luck: 

             

 
14 This ancient scripture was one of the scriptures that Priest Neferkare gave to 

Osarsiph when they met in the temple of Luxor. This scripture, he claims, came from 

Atlantis emigrants after the continent sank into the sea. 
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–Truly, I see clearly that I’ll not cool off with the ivory and feathers fan. 

You won. The Prince was nothing more than a complacent reader. 

–Now we will have to endure the tragedy of her rebellion against a 

love that is imposed on her. 

–Don't think so... She will eventually submit to what must be. In Tyre 

she would always come second to her brother, the heir. Here she will be 

the first, the Queen Wife. Is it not enough to be Queen of Egypt?... 

Around this same topic, Osarsiph had another conversation with the 

Pharaoh on board the Royal Swan, decked out luxuriously, which would 

take them to Thebes where Amenhepat had ordered a special pavilion 

for the future wife to be set up in the ancient royal palace. 

–I didn't want her to live under the same roof that has witnessed such 

dreadful tragedies, –he explained to Osarsiph. 

–Well thought out, Pharaoh. I have thought the same thing more than 

once during the trip. If you don't have anything else, the Great Palace of 

Memphis can be occupied by the numerous offices necessary to the 

Public Administration, which are now scattered in several buildings. 

–So now we continue our journey to Thebes. If you want, you can stay 

in Memphis. 

–Thank you, Pharaoh. I must see my mother and I don't want to take 

another day. 

–By the way... Maybe the Royal Princess resents me. 

–How come? Why should she? 

–You’ll see. She came to visit me twice, but I didn't receive her. 

–What happened? It is a bit strange. 

–Since the horrible tragedy that you know about, and which I don't 

want to name, I think I am half sick or half crazy.  I have moments of 

complete tranquility and absolute trust in all those who surround me and 

serve me. But fatal bursts come, when a dull anger invades me and if I 

am not alert I understand that I would be quite capable of killing anyone. 

Osarsiph didn't flinch but remained silent and thoughtful. He 

remembered the alarming omens made by Pontiff Membra and the 

clairvoyants of the Temple Council, as they watched so closely the 

horrible crisis of convulsions, fainting, loss of consciousness, hypnotic 

lethargy, and so on, that the Pharaoh had after the death of Queen Gala. 

–“We see him in great danger of suffering an obsession from the entity 

that has just left her matter. And such disastrous domination is possible 

because of his hatred and resentment for her.” 

 

The Pontiff had spoken these words after a secret conversation with 

both clairvoyants who thought the same way. 

Osarsiph remembered this, but he maintained absolute serenity. 

–That will pass, Amenhepat, in the new scenario in which you will be 
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acting. I will talk to my mother, who’s much more aware than you think. 

She will completely understand the state of mind in which you have been 

all this time. Believe me, I accepted the honorable mission of bringing 

from Syria the woman who will be your Bride and Queen of Egypt solely 

to please your desire. I would not have wanted to leave your side. There 

are many who could have fulfilled the high mission you entrusted to me 

better than I. However, what I could be for you in the circumstances you 

were in..., so reserved and secret. Anyway, it’s over now, and I think 

everything will go back to normal. 

–May the gods hear you!... What can you tell me about the wife you 

have brought me?  

–That she deserves to be your companion on the throne of Egypt. She 

is a great lady.  

–There was a moment, I assure you, when I thought I had acted 

erroneously in sending you to escort her. I should have sent the Captain 

General of the Army with the Chief Notary of the Temple...–The Pharaoh 

looked at Osarsiph with malice as he said this. 

Osarsiph calmly held his gaze, although his sensitivity grasped vividly 

the subtle flash of distrust, undignified and almost offensive suspicion that 

he thought he discovered in the Pharaoh's words and in his gaze.  

–You would have done wonderfully well, Pharaoh, –he replied–. You 

know that my elusive and somewhat rough temperament does not make 

me the most suitable person to make myself agreeable to a young 

Princess, accustomed, without a doubt, to those exquisite tributes and 

very fine attentions that hardy men like me are not capable of giving. But 

I assure you that I did all I could to make myself worthy of you, who had 

bestowed that honor upon me. I don't know if I was able to please her. If 

I have not succeeded, please forgive me, and may she forgive me too. 

–Oh, she’s overjoyed with my messenger... So much so that I am 

afraid you have superseded me. 

–You’re kidding, Pharaoh! By no means! No one can ever replace the 

sovereign of Egypt in the heart of a young woman who since she was a 

child has heard herself being called Queen Wife of the Pharaoh! Her 

mother told me that the young woman had no other dream than to make 

this trip to the country of the Nile. 

“She had in her room your oil portrait when you were 12 years old, as 

well as the maps and sketches of our great cities and our beautiful river 

lined with palm trees and white sails floating on its waves.” 

Osarsiph's serenity when giving him this very skillful answer changed 

the Pharaoh's gaze, which became confident and soft, as on those 

student vacations when Osarsiph was the brother and faithful guardian 

who saved him from the thousand setbacks that his imprudent youthful 

dalliances exposed him to. 
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25.  The Outlaw  
 

It is evident the existence of that force that is invisible, but that exists 

real and true, called negative force, that is to say, Evil, in open and eternal 

struggle against Good., real force known as negative force is evident. 

That is, Evil, in an open and eternal struggle against Good. 

Hatred lives in Evil. In Good lives and reigns Love.  

Evil is a spawn, the fruit of perverted Intelligences aware of the evil 

they do and want to continue doing to satisfy base desires, crazy 

ambitions, or carry out criminal revenges mentally elaborated for a long 

time.  

Evil is a monstrosity, the fruit of perverted Intelligences aware of the 

evil they do and want to continue doing to satisfy base desires, insane 

ambitions, or to carry out criminal revenge mentally elaborated over a 

long time. 

Good is begetting, fruit and creation of Intelligences illuminated by the 

Divine Truth, which is Light, Knowledge, Love, and perfect Harmony. It is 

God living in them. 

Reader friend: if you meditate and analyze strand by strand, thread by 

thread, these brief lines that you have just read, you will easily understand 

the transformation that took place in Amenhepat, the young Pharaoh of 

Egypt, who has been known by the name of Ramses II. 

When his wretched mother, Queen Gala, left the body after poisoning 

herself and all her servants, she was naturally joined on the astral plane 

to the numerous legions of intelligences deviated from the path of equity, 

rectitude, and justice, which is to say that logically, she was bound by that 

tremendous negative force, invisible to living beings on Earth. Her body 

died poisoned, and her soul was poisoned by the deepest hatred against 

her own son and all those who were with him; above all, the Viceroy 

Superintendent and his mother the Royal Princess. 

Osarsiph and Thimetis were two names she loathed. In her opinion, 

they were guilty of her inability to dominate at will her son, who had been 

so incapable and weak before her during his early youth. 

She felt alive and strong, ready to take revenge on all those who had 

stood in her way and led to her huge failure. 

On the astral plane, immediate to the physical plane, all activities 

resemble to the point of exactitude those that take place on our physical 

plane, and stupendous alliances are forged, not only against a particular 

individual but against institutions, governments, towns, cities. 

It is true that Evil never ultimately triumphs over Good, but it slows 

down its glorious path toward Light, Truth, and perfect Love. It creates 

difficulties, raises obstacles, interposes barriers that seem 
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insurmountable, with all of which it produces great martyrdoms, pains, 

fatigue to all those who, constituted by Divine Law as apostles of the 

Eternal Ideal, strive and struggle with bold eagerness to carry out the 

Work to which they are consecrated. 

Osarsiph and Thimetis found themselves face to face with this barrage 

of negative forces determined to hinder their way to the high and noble 

goal to which they had been appointed. 

And the instrument chosen to crush and defeat them was the son of 

Gala of Syracuse himself, who thus carried out his revenge on the three 

chosen victims: Amenhepat, Osarsiph, and Thimetis. 

Dominated by terrible obsession, the Pharaoh was filled with jealousy 

against Osarsiph because of his wife's esteem for the Viceroy 

Superintendent. Without her being guilty of the slightest impropriety, he 

abruptly removed her from social life, in such a way that it was almost an 

absolute confinement in the quarters of the Golden Palace of Thebes, 

which since his coronation was destined for her. 

Princess Dami, who was extremely desolated, asked for help from the 

Royal Princess, her husband's elder sister, and the Viceroy 

Superintendent, whom her people loved. But when the messenger was 

caught, he paid with his life for having lent himself to be so. 

Osarsiph and his mother were also threatened with death. 

Membra, the Pontiff, called Osarsiph to his private study. 

–I have reliable knowledge that the Pharaoh wants your mother's 

death and exile for you, –he told him–. Be warned, my son. The hurdle in 

your path has begun. Don’t lose courage, because the Eternal Power 

assists you, and your friends in the Temple are your allies forever. Don’t 

forget this. 

As he left the Pontiff's office, his two childhood masters, Ohad and 

Carmi, were waiting for him in the anteroom, and after the customary 

greetings, the latter said to him:  

–Return immediately to the Castle because before sunset the new 

Royal Physician, who is at the same time the Supreme Head of the 

‘House of Life’15 will arrive, carrying a bouquet of red roses from Persia 

as a tribute to the Royal Princess's birth anniversary. The flowers have 

been poisoned and cause death within three days. 

–But is it possible that this man is a criminal? –inquired Osarsiph, who 

could not believe his ears. 

–Our clairvoyants have been observing his practices of black magic 

for some time now. And when he was treating the Pharaoh during his 

             

 
15 Name given to the Hospital or Clinic that existed for public assistance in big 
cities. 



 212 

epileptic seizures, the Physician learned of Pharaoh’s intention to make 

your mother disappear by poisoning and you by banishment. He offered 

to please the Pharaoh, and they chose this date to disguise the crime. 

–The warning that the Pontiff has just given me, does it also come 

from what was perceived by the clairvoyants? 

–No, –they both answered at the same time–. We were doing the 

sunset meditation while you were in his study, and it was there that our 

clairvoyants saw about the bouquet of Persian roses. 

–The Pontiff's warning must have come from the information given by 

the Queen's Handmaiden, who is the widow of one of Membra's brothers. 

She keeps him informed of everything that happens in the Golden House 

in Thebes. 

“The Queen, who loves your mother and you very much, sends her 

Handmaiden to bring messages to the Pontiff when something serious 

happens and can be remedied. 

Numbik, the loyal servant that Osarsiph inherited from the Elder Priest 

Neferkare, was waiting for in the outer atrium of the temple. 

–My master! –he said, full of anguish–. If we don’t hurry and set sail 

immediately in our sailboat, we’ll arrive too late at the castle. 

As they both took long strides towards the quay, Osarsiph asked him: 

 –What do you mean by that? 

–They want to kill your mother before sunset. 

–Good heavens!... Are you also a victim of this tragedy? –asked 

Osarsiph indignantly.  

–A slave of the Queen's Handmaiden just told me by order of her 

mistress, crying. How much everyone loves your mother, my master! 

And the reader will imagine that the boat with the golden sail was 

racing over the waters of the canal with the speed of a mallard being 

chased by a flock of black vultures. 

When they disembarked at the little marble pier of the Castle, they saw 

in the distance in the central avenue of flowering acacias the Royal 

Princess, who was strolling slowly followed at some distance by two 

ladies and the eldest of her pages.   

Osarsiph headed toward her. 

–Mother, –he said after kissing her hand–. Before sunset, the Royal 

Physician will come from Thebes as ambassador of your brother, the 

Pharaoh. 

–Is that so? Then he has not forgotten this date and wants to erase 

today his strange coldness towards me, –Thimetis replied with a smile. 

–He wants to celebrate your birth anniversary with your death. 

–What?... Don't say that my son, please! Amenhepat is full of strange 

things since his mother's death, but he will never become a criminal. He 

is more sick than bad. 
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Osarsiph told his mother in great detail what he had been told in the 

Temple, by the Pontiff and his two masters, Ohad and Carmi. Plus, the 

last-minute warning that the slave of the Queen's Handmaiden gave 

Numbik in the outer atrium of the Temple.  

She stood thoughtful.  

She recalled the teachings she heard in her youth, from her 

unforgettable master Amonthep: 

“–The phenomenon of temporary or permanent possession occurs 

more frequently than is commonly believed. The disincarnate Intelligence 

takes possession of a living being in the physical body for good or bad 

purposes, depending on whether that Intelligence is a herald of hatred or 

of Love; of error or Truth; of Divine Light or of the darkness of evil.” 

Having relived in Thimetis this memory, she spoke restfully as she 

leaned on her son's arm to continue her walk: 

–All this that you reveal to me, if true, leads me to the conclusion that 

something terrible has happened in the Pharaoh: the obsession 

exercised perhaps by his own mother for the purpose of revenge, 

because Amenhepat by himself is not capable of wickedness or crime. 

–I have watched him since he was a child and I know him well, my 

poor unfortunate brother... What a serious mistake my father made by 

joining himself to that woman! 

–But..., that frightful domination of an invisible entity over a living being 

in the physical body is only possible if that being opens his inner doors 

due to a serious moral deficiency. What could the Pharaoh's deficiency 

be? Do you know it, my son? 

–Yes, mother, I do! 

–You never told me. What is it, Osarsiph? 

–Ever since I brought Princess Dami from Syria, jealousy has been at 

work in Pharaoh's mind. He believes her in love with me and keeps her 

confined to her private quarters in the Golden House of Thebes, denying 

her any social life. She sent you a messenger to ask for help, but the 

messenger was caught on the road before he arrived. The unfortunate 

man lost his life in the struggle not to give up the epistle he was carrying 

for you, and the epistle fell into the hands of the Pharaoh. 

–Although I was unaware of all of this, a vague fear had been afflicting 

me since before your father died, because of a dream he had in 

connection with all that you have just told me, and reinforced by your 

dream of two years ago, when the Pharaoh announced to you his 

intention of sending you to bring him his promised wife from Syria. Do 

you remember it? 

–Yes, mother. It is written in my Diary. I dreamed that Master 

Amonthep said to me: “–The day is coming when the Pharaoh will order 

your mother's death and your exile.” 
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–Oh, my master Amonthep, who watches over the mother and the son! 

The heaven of light given to you by Mother Isis is the compensation for 

your admirable loyalty! 

The Royal Princess was finishing this affectionate evocation when, 

being already close to the pier, they saw one of the royal sailboats 

anchoring. The dock guards presented arms before the personage 

disembarking, who was the Royal Physician with a large bouquet of red 

Persian roses, skillfully enclosed in a golden yellow glass globe, like the 

color of the flag that represented the Royal Princess. She and Osarsiph 

stopped their steps and he said to her in a low voice: 

–What was announced has arrived. 

Thimetis's face turned as white as the wimple that covered her head, 

but she didn't move. Osarsiph closed his eyes, stood up as straight as he 

could, as one who makes a supreme effort deep within, and when the 

Royal Physician was ten paces away, he shouted at him with all his 

strength, extending his trembling right hand toward him: 

–Stop! Don't take another step! 

That man fell flat backwards onto the stone paving that covered the 

central avenue of the park and didn’t make the slightest movement. 

When his escort saw him fall, they quickly lifted him up. The terrified 

looks they gave the Viceroy Superintendent said clearly: 

You’ve killed him. 

They saw Osarsiph tear off the branch of a tree and with it push the 

bouquet of roses into the pit in which the dry leaves torn by the autumn 

winds were burned daily. 

–My son! –the Royal Princess cried out with supreme anguish–. It is 

the beginning of your exile, run away!... 

–Not yet, mother! –And Osarsiph with a powerful whistle called the 

entire Corps of Guards to seize the Royal sailboat, preventing it from 

returning to Thebes. –I’m still the Viceroy Superintendent, and without a 

written order from Pharaoh withdrawing the power he himself gave me, 

the Forces of land and sea must obey me! 

“The Supreme Divinity is also Justice, dear mother, and It will always 

be with me,” –saying so, he led the Royal Princess to her rooms.  

Before reaching the steps at the entrance to the Castle they found 

Merik, all alarmed and crying, because the maids who had accompanied 

Thimetis on the walk brought the alarming news to the castle. 

The young girl embraced her while looking with horror at Osarsiph, 

she said to him:  

–You killed that man!... Why did you do it, Osarsiph, and bring horror 

to this paradise of peace and love that Mother Isis gave me as a shelter 

from my orphanage? 

–This place will remain for you a paradise, do not suffer so, nor be 
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alarmed, for this means nothing. Go both of you up there to the oratory 

to call the angels of heaven to throw flowers of peace on Earth. 

He watched them go up the steps and then approached the men of 

the royal sailboat, who, unarmed and surrounded by the entire castle 

guard, were awaiting orders.  

The Royal Physician's escort consisted of six guards of the Golden 

Palace of Thebes. Osarsiph addressed them. 

–Which one is the head of the escort here? –he asked with a calmness 

and serenity that astonished everyone. 

A dour military man in a brilliant uniform, his chest covered with 

decorations, immediately appeared. 

–It is I –he said. –At your orders, Viceroy Superintendent. 

The thick foreign accent in which he pronounced these words caught 

Osarsiph's attention. 

His lynx gaze, the intuition, and superior light all together came 

immediately to Osarsiph's, and he said to him without flinching: 

–I was unaware, Prince Leon Bardi, of your presence in Egypt. And 

I’m sure that you were unaware of the mission that the Royal Physician 

brought before my mother. 

–The Pharaoh honored the Royal Princess on this day with a special 

embassy, and you have seen an enemy in the ambassador sent. I believe 

it is up to you to settle this conflict. The Royal Physician is almost dead. 

What have you done with him, Viceroy Superintendent of Egypt? 

–I stopped him from killing my mother. But don't fear, he will not die. 

The Pharaoh is not surrounded by loyalty in Thebes, and I was warned 

that a messenger of his would come bringing death to my mother, in a 

bouquet of poisoned roses. 

The dour military man showed a badly contained nervousness. 

–Come with me and see for yourselves –Osarsiph said–. Let the men 

of the escort come if you fear disloyalty from me. 

Some men of the escort came down and some of the Castle Guards 

followed them as Osarsiph and the military man made their way to the pit. 

The bouquet of roses had fallen among the stones that surrounded 

the pit. The glass globe, broken by the violent fall, showed the purple 

blood of those beautiful flowers that bore death. 

–Don't come a step closer and watch them for a moment. 

It was not a pleasant place, of course, for it was frequented by rodents 

that feed on food scraps, by birds of prey, and, above all, by insects that 

live in putrefaction. 

A little mouse with its young were the first victims of the beautiful 

bouquet of red Persian roses, which was soon surrounded by insects, 

birds, and dead lizards. 

It was not necessary to touch the flowers to die. It was enough to get 



 216 

close to them. 

When Osarsiph saw two seagulls coming to peck at the grass growing 

between the stones, he took a quick step and shooed them away. 

–Put it on fire, fire! –he shouted to his guards. –Or else death will reap 

all life here. 

As the reader will have guessed, the witnesses of that scene had 

already moved to a greater distance and were horrified by what they saw. 

–Prince Leon Bardi, –said Osarsiph–, I think you’ll be convinced that 

the mission you had come to fulfill before my mother was not worthy of 

your royalty. I don’t know whether your country uses these methods to 

remove people when they are in the way, but if the Pharaoh wanted to 

get rid of my mother and me, it would have been more humane to order 

exile rather than death. 

–I came from my homeland to avenge the death of my sister Gala 

Vatis, and you are the chosen victim. Defend yourself!...–he shouted with 

fury, drawing from his belt a sharp dagger which he sent like an arrow 

into Osarsiph's chest. Osarsip leapt quickly to one side, and the whole 

Guard rushed at the foreign Prince, pinning him down until he was 

immobilized. 

The reader will remember Prince Leon Bardi coming from Syracuse to 

the proclamation of Princess Thimetis as Crown Princess of Egypt. He 

will also remember that he asked for her hand, which was not granted, 

and since then the Sicilian prince held a secret grudge because the 

refusal left unsatisfied his greatest ambition: to ascend to the millenary 

throne of the Pharaohs, by a nuptial bond with the heiress. 

 The audacious events that in the course of time were happening and 

that had tragic end, which the reader knows, in such a way fanned the 

flame of hatred, that when he learned of the death of his sister, after the 

imprisonment to which she was subjected, he arrived in Egypt determined 

to take revenge, obtaining the exile of Osarsiph and the perpetual 

imprisonment or death of his mother, the Royal Princess. 

The Pharaoh was being dominated by that strange fury that attacked 

him at certain moments and on certain days. Leon Bardi took advantage 

of one of those days and obtained the consent to act in the manner he 

did, aided by tremendous but invisible negative forces. 

 

Perhaps the Pharaoh would react by changing his mind, but if this 

happened, everything would already be done, and what’s done is done, 

the Sicilian prince said to himself. 

But the Eternal Power, which protects its chosen ones in order to carry 

out its grand designs, had planned the events in very different ways. 

A son of the Great Sfaz of Mauritania had been studying in the Temple 

of Memphis for several years and would soon become one of the most 
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prestigious hierophants of the Sacred College. 

Pontiff Membra, who was enlighten about the future, was in frequent 

correspondence with the Sovereign of Mauritania, who was the brother 

of Queen Epuvia, Thimetis's mother and had obtained from him ample 

powers to defend Thimetis from the hatred and intrigues of Queen Gala. 

Pontiff Membra was therefore like a representative of the Great Sfaz of 

Mauritania, and he had set up an office in his private residence where the 

Mauritanian residents could solve all their problems. 

Such a state of affairs had been accepted by the Egyptian government 

for years. 

When the tragedy of the bouquet of poisoned roses occurred, and 

while the royal sailboat was still at the dock of the castle on Lake Merik, 

a commission of 20 Mauritanian citizens arrived, led by the son of the 

Grand Sfaz.  

What serious business brought them in the evening to the quiet abode 

of the Royal Princess? 

After a long and very secret confidence with her and her son, Thimetis 

came out, covered in her great gold-colored cloak taking holding little 

Merik by the hand. The son of Great Sfaz made them embark on the 

sailboat with the Mauritanian flag, and after them, boarded himself and 

the 20 Mauritanian citizens that had come with him. Osarsiph, dressed in 

all the ornaments of his high hierarchy, ordered the Castle Guard to 

release the Royal sailboat and all those onboard. After which, he climbed 

up the gangplank of the Mauritanian ship, which weighed anchor and 

sped through the canal with the speed of its 40 sturdy oarsmen.  

The Royal Princess and her son, the ex-Viceroy Superintendent of 

Egypt, were from that moment under the Mauritanian flag and no one 

could make an attempt on their lives without producing armed strife. 

They were guests of honor in the austere private mansion of Pontiff 

Membra, representative in Egypt of the powerful country of the Children 

of the Sun. At the same time, messengers by land and sea had been 

dispatched to the distant country where a brother of Queen Epuvia, 

Thimetis's mother, ruled the country with the justice and equity that had 

always shone in the kings descended from the glorious Toltecs of 

Atlantis. 

Among the wise hierophants of the Temple of Memphis, Thimetis and 

Osarsiph, outlined the extensive and radiant program of their lives 

devoted to a higher Ideal: ‘The moral and spiritual elevation of the 

humankind that surrounded them.’ 

 

For many days, Osarsiph pondered on his new situation, neither 

created nor sought by him, but come to him by a will alien to his own. 

And in the old scriptures of the Temple Archives, he had read this: 
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‘When events beyond your will come to you, study, meditate, reflect and 

ask for the divine light that will come to you, showing you the path to 

follow.’ 

–Mother, –he said one day to the Royal Princess–. I must set out on 

a journey far from the country. There’s something within myself that 

advises me to do so, and I think it is convenient in order to assure your 

peace of mind and to fulfill something that I will have to do. I don't see 

clearly what it is, but I know that I must do it. 

“Would you mind giving me a recommendatory epistle for our relative, 

priest Jethro, who was exiled by your father to the mountains of Midian?” 

The most vivid anguish was painted on Thimetis's beautiful face. 

–That’s so far away, my son!... When will I see you again? 

–Our uncle Jethro was ordered out of the country by your father. 

Perhaps Amenhepat will order me to another place more remote and 

deadly than that. I exile myself to where his claw cannot reach me, and 

where I shall have by my side the wisdom of that good Elder, and the 

warmth of his heart. 

Thimetis bowed her whitened head and two tears fell on Osarsiph's 

hands folded in her lap. 

–Yes, my son, leave. Mother Isis carries you covered with her veil. The 

Eternal Invisible One guides your steps. He’s in you, and you in Him. I 

bless you, and my thoughts follow you. Go. 

–I leave in Egypt the name you gave me at birth: Osarsiph, and I take 

the name that Wisdom gave me in my luminous nights of Initiation in the 

Sacred Crypt where the Eternal is betrothed to the soul that seeks It: Ra-

Moses. 

–Ra-Moses! –Thimetis repeated as if electrified by a distant and 

resplendent vision–. There on the Mount! What mount will that be that 

which the men of the Temple saw when that name shone in the darkness 

of the Crypt? 

–Time will tell, Mother, how can we decipher the divine mysteries 

enclosed in the heavy flesh that envelops us?... 

Moses couldn't leave land where he was born without paying one last 

visit to a very old, nearly abandoned, and dilapidated Temple that on the 

eastern bank of the Nile in a suburb of Heliopolis, was still continuing its 

millenary life of stone loaded with the memories of past splendors. 

It was the Temple of On, which had been the classroom where 

Pharaoh Anekh-Aton drank the Light of Divine Truth, and the Elder Priest 

he found in the Temple of Luxor, Neferkare, had told him that the most 

ancient scriptures kept in Egypt could be found in its secret crypt. 

Amonthep, his mother's teacher, had also confirmed it to him, but the 

numerous and complicated tasks to which his high position in the 

Pharaoh's Government had tied him, had prevented him from devoting 
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himself to idealistic investigations of such importance. 

 

But now that he was nothing in the land of the Pharaohs, while he was 

waiting for the departure of the caravan from Midian, he could devote 

himself in all tranquility to give to his spirit, disgusted with vain and fleeting 

things, the clear water of the Divine Wisdom that made Anekh-Aton, the 

only Pharaoh who had the courage to tell all Egypt and the whole world 

that the gods venerated by earthly creatures were nothing more than 

sparks of light thrown into the life of the worlds by the Eternal Invisible, 

sole owner of worlds, beings, things, whom he called Athon in the Toltec 

language, which means height. 

The farewell of the mother and of the promised adolescent wife, was 

hard and cruel for the heart of Moses who foresaw an indeterminate 

duration. He was an exile without a written order, but an order that was 

desired, thought, and resolved, and to which he complied ahead of time, 

driven by his own dignity. 

His mother and Merik did not have the physical stamina to cross the 

deserts of Shur and Zin, with all the horrors that could ensue, sandstorms, 

the dragging force of the winds, the burning of the sun that brought the 

fermentation of food long before it was digested, which produced 

intestinal hemorrhages that ended in death, assaults by pirates who 

abducted young women to sell them as slaves, and the thousand 

incidents that are possible and common on long voyages through 

uninhabited and rocky deserts. 

 And even with the almost certainty of a definitive separation, he 

accepted it, and his steel willpower decided it. The inner persuasion of 

his higher Self said to him that over there far away..., in the solitude of 

unknown deserts, he would find his future life clearly outlined. 

–Before leaving, I will see you again tomorrow at dawn, –he said to 

them in the private oratory of Pontiff Membra, where they would stay. But 

he felt that he lacked the courage..., that they would suffer and make him 

suffer even more, so he left in the darkness of the night, so that no one 

would notice, to wait for the caravan departure outside the walls of 

Memphis.  
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26.  From Memphis to the Desert  
 

The Hierophants, gathered in the Sacred Crypt, had placed their 

hands on the bowed head of Moses in a supreme blessing of love, and 

their thoughts, as a divine liquor of holy fire, produced in him that kind of 

rapture of the great mystics which in its intensity sometimes resembles 

madness, vertigo, delirium. 

And that delirious rapture carried him, like a hurricane of the desert 

carries a broken branch, with no other thought than an unknown, ignored 

future..., lost among dark shadows... What would lie beyond? 

From time to time the memory of his mother, pained by her heroic 

renunciation, raised the beating of his heart and bursts of agonizing pain 

shook his whole being. 

Moses then closed his eyes and brought his camel almost to a stop 

on the road, until one of the slaves driving the beasts made his voice 

heard:  

–Come on, young master, we’re already being pushed by those 

behind us!... 

After the first few days of the journey, Moses thought he recognized 

the voice of the slave who was close to him, and when he heard for the 

hundredth time the phrase:  

–Come on, master, come on! –, he turned sharply towards the one 

who had uttered it, and lifting the hood with which they protected 

themselves from the wind and the sun, he looked at him fixedly. 

–Numbik! –he shouted with a voice of surprise, anger, pain, joy...–. 

Didn't Hur give you the letter of manumission signed by your old master 

Neferkare and then by me?... How is it that you have disobeyed my order 

to stay in the castle of Lake Merik? 

––Master!... Your nobility made me a free man and because you made 

me free I wanted to follow your path and here I am. Did I do wrong? 

–And what about my mother? I don't need a guardian, but she does. 

–It is she and my freedom that have commanded me to follow you, 

master... 

Moses silenced his voice, but he didn’t silence the louder voice of his 

own heart, which received like little silk-winged winds the softest effluvium 

of the great loves that followed him, like the radiance of distant stars that 

would always illuminate the uncertain path that unknown forces were 

opening before him: his mother, his promised wife, his teachers, his 

young friends... 

And then Moses pronounced the same words pronounced many 

centuries before by Abel, the young Kobda, visitor to the Sanctuary of 

Neghada, while meditating on the gratitude of Nipo who refused to 
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separate himself from the Kobdas of the Nile: "Nipo is a pearl lost in the 

stubble": But with the unique difference that this time he said again: –

Numbik! You are a pearl lost in the desert sands. If we are to call Aton 

the God of Love, may Aton bless you16. 

And Moses continued walking closely followed by the love of the 

faithful servant, feeling less alone in the vast expanse of the desolate and 

dry desert. 

From Memphis to Pithom, our traveler had been like a sleepwalker in 

a trance. He had done the journey without reasoning of any kind, without 

accepting any thought other than this: "Run, run, walk far, far away, to the 

last corner of the world where nothing reminds me of the past..., what I 

was..., what I am..., what I have left behind. 

But on crossing the border of the native land, the discovery of the old 

servant took place and then everything came to life again as if a 

magician's hand had lit the old votive lamp in the abandoned temple... 

The beloved shadow of the castle on Lake Merik... The august image 

of his mother, the well-loved figurine of Merik, the sweet girl of his first 

dreams as a young man, were rising again amidst dawning splendors on 

his misty and uncertain horizon... Everything was left behind!  

He had left everything, thinking that perhaps he would never get it 

back! And his heart of flesh trembled in supreme anguish. But his camel 

continued to move on, indifferent, like his master, to the curious inquiries 

of the inhabitants of the towns they passed through.  

In Pithom, someone had whispered that in that caravan was traveling 

incognito a high personage of the court. But no one imagined that the 

Viceroy-Superintendent, the beloved son of the Royal Princess, was 

abandoning his lofty post and fleeing to the desert like a criminal pursued 

by justice. 

Had they known, the people would have come together to defend him. 

They had only seen in him, acts and deeds of a pristine honesty, of a 

probity and justice that almost reached the point of exaggeration. 

Why should he have to flee; he who was like the sun illuminating 

everything, like the Nile that gave abundance to all...? 

They would have never been able to understand why. How could the 

caterpillar clinging to the roots that give it life understand that the 

gardener would pull up the sapling, wash its roots, and transplant it to 

another place? 

When the caravan stopped at the gates of Ectham (aka Etham), 

Moses said to Numbik: 

–I must deliver an epistle addressed to the Pharaoh, and it must bear 

             

 
16 Narrated in the book "Origins of the Adamic Civilization” 
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on the cover the seal of the Ethnarch, who represents here the supreme 

authority of the Negev. 

“Leave our beasts to one of the camel-drivers, and you will enter the 

city with me. 

Etham was then the Port-City and Fortress of the vast region of the 

Negev and marked the border of that country which the Bitter Lakes 

separated from Egypt, whose frontier city was Pithom. The Ethnarch had 

as his first wife an Egyptian princess, daughter of a secondary wife of 

Ramses I, father of Thimetis, Royal Princess of Egypt. She was, 

therefore, her half-sister and both had maintained good relations. The 

Ethnarch had studied in the Classroom of the Temple of On, which was 

the hometown of Pontiff Membra. They had been fellow students and had 

also maintained cordial relations at a distance.  

Both the Royal Princess and Pontiff Membra didn’t forget such an 

important detail when trying to make the hard life of his voluntary exile 

easier for Moses. 

From the first City-Fortress and now outside the domain of the 

Pharaoh, he was able to address his epistle of resignation and farewell 

conceived in these terms: 

“May the gods of Egypt protect you, Pharaoh, and may there be peace 

and abundance in your kingdom. 

“With the freedom acquired by every man who works justice, I decided 

to leave the country of your dominion considering that my services are no 

longer necessary either to you or to the country. 

“Grateful for the deference and friendship granted by you, Pharaoh, to 

me and my family I send you my farewell, which is also an immutable 

resignation. 

Osarsiph of Memphis” 

The reader will already understand that the Ethnarch of Negev and his 

wife welcomed Moses with kindness and sympathy because his 

performance as Viceroy-Superintendent had been greatly beneficial for 

all the neighboring countries, and they couldn't explain his decision to 

abandon such a glorious path. And when they spoke amicably about this 

in his presence, he replied: 

–I come from the Temple of Memphis and at the entrance there is Isis 

veiled and with her index finger on her lips indicating silence... 

–Understood–, said the Ethnarch, who in his early youth had been a 

student in the classroom of an Egyptian Temple. 

Complacent, if not content, he sealed the cover of Moses' renunciation 

and placed it among the epistolary that was to be sent to Thebes as soon 

as possible.  

–And now? –the Ethnarch Aradem asked sadly–. Where are you 

going, big 20-year-old boy? 
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–You say it, Ethnarch, big boy of 20 years; you must know what I am 

doing and where I am going. I am your subject. I’m going to Midian.  

“Very close to the Abu port is the village that has taken the name of 

the well that gives it water, Durba, where the few inhabitants are 

shepherds of sheep, goats, and antelopes. They are calm and meek 

people like the beasts they guard. I have a relative of my mother’s there, 

who was exiled like me, many years ago. 

“That’s the end of my journey. 

–Oh, Jethro!... A great man! It is indeed pitiful to see how rulers of 

peoples banish those who are worthy and surround themselves with 

crows that eat their entrails. 

–Did you know Jethro? I’m glad to hear that. 

–Who doesn't know him in the entire Negev? He’s the judge, the 

physician, the teacher, and the priest who peacefully resolves all issues. 

I have governed this country for many years, and I have never received 

a complaint for the actions, solutions, or advice of your relative Jethro. 

And I’ve always thought he has the blood of Epuvia, the blood of the 

Children of the Sun. Isn't that the name of the Mauritanians? 

–Precisely. Jethro is the second of my grandmother's brothers, Queen 

Epuvia. 

–And he’s like you in the inconceivable resolutions they make for 

themselves. 

–Why do you say that Ethnarch? 

–Because being the Great Sfaz of Mauritania his brother, wouldn't he 

be a thousand times better off in his land than among the deserted rocks 

of Midian? Weren’t you better off among the royal splendors of Memphis 

and Thebes than among the sheep and goat herds of the miserable 

village of the Durba Well?  

–We have talked about this same thing with my mother more than 

once, and we have both agreed on the same thoughts. 

“Ethnarch!... Student of the Temple of On, where the golden thread for 

the networks of Psyche was spun very finely, you must not be oblivious 

to the daring and audacious flights that It undertakes, pushed by 

tremendous forces unknown to all and sometimes even of Itself. What is 

It looking for there, Jethro? What am I looking for?” 

“Time will tell, Ethnarch, and it will say it so loudly that the whole world 

will find out the secret which will perhaps be immovable and eternal like 

the Pyramids and the Sphinx of the Nile Valleys. 

–You might be right, big boy of 20 years... Jethro is great in his 

seclusion and his silence, and he fulfils a command from Aton, the 

Invisible God of peace and love... You follow the same path as him. I don't 

know what you will do but I know for a fact that it will be something 

wonderfully great and good... You carry the light of the chosen ones in 
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your eyes. 

“Go, may the Eternal Invisible One guide you!...” 

Wearing the dark tunic and hood of the travelers, Moses walked 

headed towards the south, at the slow pace of the caravan, without 

turning his head back. 

The first day ended in Etham, the last village before entering the 

desolate desert of Sin. The dessert (aka Wilderness of Sin) lay like a 

moving sea of yellowish sand along the entire length of the great gulf that 

announces the Red Sea, a magnificent open mirror between dry sandy 

beaches and abrupt, rocky mountain ranges. 

The panorama that appears to the traveler who contemplates it for the 

first time is enough to frighten and overwhelm the soul with fear, anxiety, 

and uncertainty. 

In Etham, the caravan had to spend two days and two nights hiring the 

pack donkeys to carry all the provisions for the crossing of the desert and 

for the towns of Marah (aka Maraba), Elim, Dophkas, Alush, Rephidim 

and Paran.  

The people traveling in the caravan were completely unknown and 

ignorant of each other. And our exalted traveler was only known as “the 

traveler and his servant.” They had never heard a word from them. 

Someone had murmured: 

–Are those two men mute?  

The reader and I know that they didn’t lack the beautiful faculty of voice 

and word. 

But the leap over the abyss that Moses had taken at the age of 20 was 

so great, so immense, that the tremendous sensation of loneliness, 

abandonment, eternal absence, and eternal goodbye to everything that 

had been his life, overwhelmed him like in a lethargy of passive and cold 

indifference which the faithful Numbik couldn’t break or dominate, and 

limited himself to respecting with absolute submission. 

Also, given that he was accustomed to the long contemplative silences 

of his previous master, priest Neferkare, he was not greatly surprised and 

only allowed himself to think: 

“This new master begins the silence of Isis far too soon.” 

But upon arriving at Shur, the soul of Moses, a harp with steel strings, 

had already reacted. And shortly after dismounting from his camel, he 

affably t said o his servant: 

–Look for a good spot to pitch the tent because we will spend two days 

and two nights here. 

Numbik, very skilled in this kind of work, nailed the tent to a large 

boulder that would protect them from the south winds and allow them a 

view of the wild waters of the gulf, where animals of all species came to 

drink, large seabirds, and skiffs of nomadic Bedouins and Targui hunters 
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also prowled in search of good fur animals. All this would distract his 

master from his deep sadness. 

But Moses was no longer suffering from sadness. A big question 

absorbed everything without giving him time to think about anything other 

than himself: “What will I do at the end of the trip? Why do I walk so far? 

Why have I not been left in peace in a cabin in Etham with the kind 

protection of the Ethnarch?” 

Immersed in these persistent questions, Moses climbed the enormous 

rock that provided support and shade to his tent, while his servant 

prepared dinner, the first meal in the middle desert. 

A radiant crescent moon shone in the deep blue abyss, reflected in 

the waters of the gulf with all the profuse ornamentation of distant stars 

that silently followed the eternal march marked by their orbits.  

Moses, in silent contemplation, recalled ancient scriptures found in the 

Temple of On. In one of them, there was a story of some missionaries 

dressed in blue tunics who, in a cabin of a passenger ship, sang the hymn 

called “The Dance of the Stars” before a group of disabled children. 

Since one memory brings another and, in solitude, ideas are linked to 

each other like the links of a long chain, he remembered a young 

shepherd, Bohindra, who, as a fugitive persecuted by a powerful king, 

fled from his native land to overseas, to unknown places, and years later, 

without seeking it and without wanting it, he was King of the countries of 

the Nile, and later Sovereign and arbiter of the peoples of three 

continents. 

Would his soul, devastated and broken due to the opprobrium of an 

unjust sentence, perhaps dream that the Eternal Power was leading him 

to a determined destiny of which he was totally unaware? 

He recalled a solitary hermit who in the distant country of Ethea lived 

for more than fifty years in a cave taming reindeer and sowing cereals 

and vegetables, awaiting the arrival of an archangel from the Seventh 

Heaven, who would come to Earth in a daring flight to heal the leprosy of 

humanity. Oh!... the archaic scriptures of the Egyptian temples in ruins 

narrated facts and sketched profiles and lives of men and women who 

didn't seem to be of equal nature as earthly beings, whom the winds of 

life carried from one country to another, from one continent to another 

through immense seas; like leaves dragged by the gale or wandering 

birds without native forest or tree in which to perch, nor branch in which 

to hang their nest ...and they had been faithful to unknown fates, not even 

anticipated... Why couldn't he be one too, feeling an indomitable force 

had ripped him away from home, from the homeland full of greatness, 

and from his mother's loving arms... from a bright twilight of love born like 

the sun among the rose garden of dawn...? 

Moses fell on a ledge of the mountain with both hands, covered his 
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face with both hands, and a choked sobbing like a distant tempest 

mingled with the murmur of the waves of the gulf, where the black swans 

with arched necks and pearl-colored herons glided serenely.  

This was the last weakness of Moses, like an immense mallard flying 

boldly over a palace in ruins, he suddenly rose to his feet and, rather than 

going slowly down the mountain, but with a formidable leap, he stood 

before the fire that was burning at the entrance of his tent and calmly said 

to his servant: 

–Numbik..., the gulf air has made me hungry. Please, give me 

something to eat. 

–Oh! Thanks be to the gods, master, who bring you back to life! Here 

are quails stewed with lentils and freshly baked bread from the tiny oven. 

Moses was like on a feast day. He had conquered everything; he had 

jumped over everything... even over his own heart! He had conquered 

himself and seemed ready to jubilantly celebrate his magnificent victory. 

The wonderful sensation experienced by Moses at that moment is 

known by all the souls that the Eternal Law calls to a higher life, and even 

more so by those chosen to fulfill a mission from heaven before the 

humankind on Earth. 

The divine ambassadors are well aware of the price of this formidable 

leap over the abyss. The inner tears, so painful and so deep, the supreme 

farewells to all that is loved, the eternal absences like tombs that open up 

devouring desires, illusions like living pictures, and then close to never 

open again. 

Moses was only 20 years old when he celebrated his first great victory. 

The Eternal Power, which is Love and Justice, never lets itself be 

defeated in generosity. And if a human creature, submersed in the dense 

mists of matter, has been capable of such renunciation, what wouldn’t the 

Eternal Law do with it and for it as divine compensation for such an 

absolute commitment? 

The sky overflowed over Moses that night, when the silence of fatigue 

and sleep enveloped the travelers' camp in that hidden valley, among a 

dark wall of hills that outlined their silhouettes against the blue of the 

skies, illuminated by the crescent moon. 

Numbik slept inside the tent, and Moses, seated on a lion skin at the 

door, watched the flames of the fire fade away, giving way to a softer and 

more mysterious perception of the white clarity of the moon and the 

distant stars that seemed to look at the solitary thoughtful man. 

Many of the travelers spent the night in Etham, which, despite being 

no more than a large village, provided them with more comforts than a 

tent among crags and hayfields in the middle of the desert. 

But Moses needed to flee from the people since he might be 

recognized among them, because during his government activities, he 
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had shown himself to large crowds in public acts that his position required 

of him. Only the keepers of the beasts, the sentry on duty, and Numbik 

who rested between soft straws wrapped in a thick blanket but not 

sleeping, remained in the camp. Numbik remembered the Royal 

Princess's last words, as she recommended her son to him with tears in 

her eyes: “–If he is awake, you stay awake with him. If he sleeps, you 

sleep beside him. I place my son’s life in your hands, my only love in this 

world.” –As he quietly repeated these words, Numbik stretched out his 

arm, feeling the bow and arrows, his Arabian cutlass, and a small 

throwing axe, all his weapons that he had placed within arms’ reach 

beforehand. He then looked at Moses’ silhouette through the curtain at 

the tent's entrance, which he left open to see the outside. Not even a 

lizard would approach Moses without the loyal servant noticing. 

Loyalty is a virtue so rare and scarce in the humanity of which we are 

a part of, that when we come across a being endowed with it, it seems 

worthy of being placed on a pedestal much higher and more glorious than 

all the pedestals on which humanity places those it calls its heroes, 

victors on the battlefields and in war actions of the greatest conquests. 

Moses’ fine sensibility must have been touched by the vibration of 

Numbik's restlessness, seeing him alone and outside the tent, because 

suddenly he told him in a loud voice: 

–Don’t you sleep, Numbik? 

–I can’t sleep, master, it seems that it’s at odds with me. 

–It’s not at odds with you, but you reject it because you want to be with 

me, fully awake. Tell me if this is true or not. 

The servant sat up in bed and answered: 

–Yes, my master, it is the true. You always guess the truth, and forgive 

me, but I cannot forget the words of your mother, the Royal Princess: “If 

he is awake, you stay awake with him. If he sleeps, you sleep beside him” 

... 

–And you obey her. Good, very good. But since I am really at odds 

with sleep, I invite you to come to my side while our fire is still burning, 

and the Moon continues to illuminate the wild landscape. 

Numbik, without leaving the blanket that was wrapped around him, sat 

down next to Moses who immediately asked him:  

–At what age did you start working for the good Elder Neferkare? 

–When I was six years old, my father became a widower, and because 

he and my mother were the ones who looked after that holy man since 

his parents were killed by the bandits who attacked the Temple of Sais, 

upon my father's death I was left at his side, where you have found me at 

the age of 30. 

–You have been with him for 24 years? 

–That's right. 
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–You’ve been with me for three years now. 

–And if you wish, I’ll be with you till the grave swallows me up.  

–Don’t you desire the love of a maiden and a happy family? 

–I have not thought of that, master. It seems that it is not for me. 

–Why is that? 

–Because for me the first and most important thing is to watch over 

and care for the person of the one who has me by his side as a servant 

and guardian. I don't feel capable of forcing any woman to accept my 

duty. And what's more, if children come along later, how will I be able to 

walk with my wife and children in tow, following the master? 

–You are correct in that respect, but neither the priest Neferkare nor I 

could allow ourselves the fierce selfishness of hindering your right to the 

happiness that home and family can bring to you. 

–He spoke to me in the same way when I was 20 years old. I don't 

know if he guessed that I was having friendly conversations with the 

daughter of a Berber warrior who went from one country to another hired 

to wage war with the master who paid the best. 

“There was fighting between her and me because I would say to her: 

I’m not happy that you live off the slaughter that your father makes in 

every war campaign that he enlists in. Either you will abandon your family, 

or you will abandon me. “What do you do for a living?” –she asked me. 

“My master, priest Neferkare, gives me everything I need, and I am like 

his son”, –I answered. 

“–And what will you do when he’s a mummy trapped in a cave?” 

“–I will work at whatever comes my way, except killing men. –I 

responded to her. 

“–Wars brings riches. My father has a chest full of gold and beautiful 

jewels, and when he has enough gold and jewels, he plans to purchase 

a Garden of Pleasure in Thebes. This place is said to be the paradise of 

the gods, –she said naively and possibly without knowing what she was 

saying. 

“I have never thought of being rich, and if you are so eager to be rich, 

you should stay away from me because I can't promise you anything” –I 

explained to her. Our friendship ended this way, and I never saw her 

again. 

–Not all Egyptian maidens are like her. –Moses told him–, I will be 

pleased if you choose a good and honest woman and celebrate your 

betrothal with her. 

–Does my company hinder you, master? If that’s the case, I’ll go back 

to Memphis with your mother, and if she lets me, I’ll die there. –Numbik’s 

voice trembled almost like a sob in the servant's throat as he spoke such 

words. 

–No, Numbik, by no means, but it troubles me to see you follow my 
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uncertain, wandering life. I am an outlaw, a fugitive banished perhaps for 

life. May I, in justice, chain you to my unknown fate? 

–I chain myself, master, not you. 

–And why should you chain yourself to me? 

–I couldn’t say it... It seems to me that to abandon you would be to 

tear my life from me...–And as he said this, the faithful Numbik bent his 

head on the feet of Moses and burst into sobs like a child who has been 

severely punished.  

–Numbik!... Numbik!... From what world do you come, fallen angel to 

Earth like a star fallen to a swamp? How can you stand in my way if you 

are a light on my path? 

“Come on! Get up and warm your wine with dates, for your confidence 

has chilled me to the marrow of my bones. 

At such words, Numbik's faithful heart expanded like a flower in the 

warmth of the sun, and soon the copper kettle was on the tripod over the 

fire that burned again in reddish flame. 

Without intending it and without seeking it, Moses had laid bare the 

soul of his faithful servant. That great soul, loaded with the redemption of 

a world, was sweetly calmed in a heavenly placidity by the contact of this 

disinterested and silent love, which sought nothing and asked nothing, 

but to follow him without ever asking him: 

–Where are we going? 

The dawn sun surprised the caravan as it entered the great desert of 

Etham, which takes 12 days of slow march between dry sandy areas up 

to Maraba and Elim. These are villages formed around deep wells of fresh 

water that underground springs perpetually feed giving life among so 

much desolation to the centennial palm trees, which shade the few 

existing houses in what was a century ago, flourishing populations.  

Moses, who was familiar with old scriptures from the prehistoric past, 

recalled the activities of Beni-Abad, the founder of the Arab race, who 

made peace, abundance, and the kindness of fraternal coexistence be 

known among men when the great Kobda Fraternity ruled the countries 

irrigated by the Nile. 
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27.  The Vision of the Past  
 

Our travelers had been advancing for three days amidst a parched 

sand so immense that they could only perceive the vast yellowish plain 

joining in a dark line to the bluish space, limitless as well. How small the 

human creature feels when surrounded and enveloped by such vast 

immensity!  

And at dawn on the fourth day of life in the desert, Moses began to 

feel different from what he had been. 

His present life was fading away as if in a slowly darkening haze until 

it was almost completely forgotten. 

And a remote past came back to him, taking on a real-life hour by hour, 

with clear and well-defined images, like those we see in a dream and 

wake up still believing that they exist, that they live..., that they are. 

–But I’m awake, –he said in thought–. I’m not sleeping. I’m riding on 

the gentle beast that drives me. I’m not dreaming... What exactly is this? 

What's wrong with me? 

Then he called Numbik and talked with him about trivial matters, 

hoping to distract himself and thus scare away the visions that so vividly 

came to him. 

–What do you see in this boundless desert we are crossing? 

–I have been wishing for three days to see a tree, a clump of grass..., 

master, and I have given up hope of seeing anything else than this 

immense field of sands. There's a hill, then lowlands, then another dune 

and nothing but this sea of yellow, dry sands which go up, down, up 

again... And to think that we have to spend 12 or 14 days like this! 

–Don't you have any other ideas come to your mind, images, or 

memories of vivid scenes? 

–No, Master... Only when I get hungry, I start to see the good food that 

your aunt Jochebed has us prepare there in Lake Merik’s castle, and 

then... 

An unexpected laughter from Moses interrupted Numbik's words, and 

he turned to him, overwhelmed with joy. 

–Oh! –exclaimed the faithful servant–. How good it is to see the 

laughter on your face, which is a warning that the heart laughs too! 

–Well! Well! I anticipate that from now on you’ll see my laughter more 

often. The crossing of the desert is silencing my near memories and 

awakening others of very remote times. 

The monotonous journey continued without any incidents worthy of 

mentioning until one day the Guide's warning horn made the following 

announcement: 

–Maraba is half a mile away, where the caravan will spend the night. 
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–Thank the gods, master, because hunger was beginning to haunt me! 

–And the visions of our kitchen at Lake Merik were coming back, eh, 

Numbik?  

–Yes, Master, they were coming back! 

–I think that Maraba will feed you well,–Moses added cheerfully. 

–May Mother Isis do so, for this desert is consuming us. 

–You are exaggerating, Numbik. The desert has beauties and 

softness if we know how to find them. The desert tells me many things 

because I know a lot about the remote past of these paths we’re walking. 

–Oh, my master, how much you resemble my former master, priest 

Neferkare, whom Osiris, blessed be he, took to his kingdom! He always 

talked about the past and very little about the present! 

–It’s that the past is like a venerable old man and the present is like a 

child just beginning life. Which do you think knows more about all things: 

the old man or the child? 

–Of course, master, the old man knows more. 

–Have you noticed those mounds of sand and dry branches that we 

come across from time to time? 

–Oh, yes, and we’ve seen so many along the way! 

–Well, let me tell you that in the old scriptures that I found in the crypt 

of the temple called Temple of Seti-I in Abydos, Pharaoh Anekh-Aton 

says that he had many of those mounds removed, and they were formed 

on top of temples or pyramids with crypts that are tombs and at the same 

time Archives. Scholar forefathers, wise men, and philosophers... hid 

there their discoveries, their experiences, the traditions, or chronicles, 

collected there by their ancestors. 

–You, master, would no doubt also like to excavate them as we find 

them, wouldn't you? 

–No. I’m certain that whatever has lived hidden beneath these heaps 

of sand and dry briars, I will find it in the poor village of Durba Well, which 

is this journey’s destination. Priest Jethro, my mother's uncle, has 

traveled through all these places, and the desert, which appears so harsh 

and bad to you, has been lavish with him. It has revealed to him all the 

millenary secrets that it kept. He has lived and lives happily with what the 

past gave him, discovered in vast solitudes which were the scene of 

dramas centuries before, of epics that today’s man is completely unaware 

of. 

–Master, I can already see the crest of the palm trees of Maraba, 

which means rest and food. Thanks be given to Mother Isis who sees our 

need! 

An hour later, they were before a range of great rocks that formed a 

natural wall around what was several millennia ago the great Maraba, 

royal city, metropolis of the stone domains that belonged to Beni-Abad, 
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the glorious and just founder of the Arabian race, when the great Kobda 

Fraternity guided the civilizing current of three continents. 

Moses’ camel had knelt down for him to descend, but he didn’t notice 

it, because he was absorbed looking at the miserable group of houses 

that peeked through the rocks and the palm trees that shaded the 

fountain of sweet waters. 

–Maraba! Maraba!..., –he exclaimed, while his mind was unraveling 

the black and white pearls of memory–. The Hierophants of the Temple 

of Memphis say that Abel, the son of Adamu and Evana, is incarnated in 

me. He sailed through this sea on whose shores I find myself. His ship 

must have stopped at Maraba, the mandatory residence of the Great 

Marab at the time, Elimo-Abad, second son of Beni-Abad. 

“Oh, the eternal life of the human soul, a huge and living spark, 

imperceptible to our eyes of flesh, but eternally alive, suffering and 

tormented through the centuries and ages! 

–Master!..., we have arrived, and the camel is complaining because 

it’s thirsty and it’s sniffing the water –Numbik said to him. 

Moses gave a great sigh and got off the camel. The mighty eagle was 

hovering over the summits, and the little things of physical life brought 

him down to the sands of the plain. 

While the servant set up the tent and prepared the food, Moses 

examined the large boulders that surrounded the hamlet, hoping to find a 

trace, a vestige, of what had been in the distant past. 

Some of the travelers who were observing him made comments 

among themselves:  

–The mute pilgrim is on the lookout for fine stones or veins of gold 

within the rocky terrain. 

–You’re wrong –another said–. If there were any, the natives would 

certainly not leave it for the travelers. 

These thoughts came to Moses, and he wanted to show them that he 

was neither mute nor looking for material treasures among the boulders 

of Maraba. 

–Friends, –he said to them affably–. If you have made this trip before, 

you will know the traditions that the old men rumor about this hamlet. 

Hiding the impression of being answered to their thoughts, those 

travelers approached him, and one of them said:  

–Oh, yes, traveler! My grandfather said that he had heard wonderful 

things about Marah, and first of all, it was known as Maraba in the old 

days because it was the residence of the ruler who was called the Great 

Marab. 

–I am a traveler, a buyer of aromatic spices for the cities of the Delta, 

and I have heard many things about these coastal towns of the Red Sea. 

Whether they are true or fables, I cannot say for certain. 
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“It is said that these places are inhabited by terrible, righteous genies 

who cause the sudden death of anyone who has an evil mind and harbors 

harmful intentions for others. As a result, very few people live here 

permanently. 

–Do you mean then that the evil people flee? –Moses asked–. So 

much the better, because only good people remain. 

–Yes, that's right, –added the other traveler–, that's why the only one 

who is unmovable in these places is Master Jethro, because he thinks 

only of doing his fellow men all the good that a man can do to all those 

who cross his path. He not only taught me to read and write, but also to 

be an honest businessman. He resides at Durba Well, half a day's journey 

from Paran. 

“Master Jethro knows everything there is to know about these places 

and all the places in this world. He is wisdom made flesh and blood. 

–I am very glad to hear that, –Moses answered–, because I’m going 

to him. He is my maternal grandmother's brother, and I hope to learn 

everything I need to know from him. 

The astonishment of those travelers was clearly visible to Moses. 

They looked at him as if he were an almost wonderful being, and then 

one of them said: 

–No wonder you were so silent, that we thought you were mute. 

Master Jethro uses so few words that when prompted to speak, he only 

says: It is all right. May peace be with you. No one gets another word out 

of him. But he solves all problems without saying a word. 

–How bored you will be by his side, Mr. traveler, as young as you must 

be! Master Jethro is irreplaceable as a physician, as a judge, as a scribe, 

and as a man for consultation who knows everything. But living with him 

must be like marrying a man to a mummy. 

Moses smiled at that statement, then he said: 

–I hope I make him speak... 

–Of course, you are his nephew, and he has not seen you for a long 

time... 

–He simply has not seen me. I was born while he was already in 

Paran. 

–Holy immortal Osiris! Wonders never seen! You don't know him, nor 

does he know you, and you come to live with him!... You must be of 

another race that is not of this world! 

–And over there by Paran, in sight of the mountain of the genii that 

kill!... –exclaimed the other one with horror–. Young man..., I don't think 

you know what you’re doing! 

–In case you need me, I come here once a year. I will be here this time 

next year if I can be of any use to you. 

–Thank you, my friend, –Moses replied, smiling–. I think I will do well 
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by my uncle's side. I must resemble him in my likings. 

This conversation was interrupted by Numbik who approached his 

master to tell him that the tent was ready, and the food was waiting for 

him. 

Those travelers entered the village, and Moses went into his tent, 

pleased to have heard that Jethro knew how much a man could know 

about these places and of all the places in the world. 

–It’s just the company I need to fill the gaps of my private archive–, he 

murmured, dropping down on the lion skin that covered the tent floor. 

He was spurred on by the yearning to discoveries of the past in those 

arid places known through old scriptures. He took old files and parchment 

scrolls from his sealskin bag, which was his traveler's archive and 

searched for what corresponded to the country of Arab in prehistoric 

times. 

Moses had collected the ancient manuscripts that the Elder had given 

him in the scroll marked Archives of the priest Neferkare, and they were 

from the temple called Temple of Seti I, who had it rebuilt in Abydos, on 

the great ruins that existed since the time of Anekh-Aton, the Righteous 

Pharaoh as he was known, and who was its illustrious founder. The 

reader will recall Osarsiph's visit to this sacred abandoned place when he 

was 17, which was only guarded by an old married couple, servants of 

Neferkare. 

In one of the scrolls, there was a large engraving: The Family Tree of 

Pharaoh Anekh-Aton, with an extensive story of the history and 

description of what was known as the country of Arab in prehistory. The 

ancient and populous Maraba, royal city, residence of the Great Marab, 

occupied several pages with the names of its leaders and rulers, who had 

distinguished themselves by the constructions they had built, by the 

extension of the fields they had sown, and by the number of wild beasts 

they had exterminated. 

The glorious dynasty of Beni-Abad, founder of the Arab race, had been 

perpetuated for many centuries, and in one of the branches, far away 

from the family tree, appeared the name of Djedkare Isesi-Abad in the 

eleventh generation of the descendants of Dizahab, the first-born son of 

the illustrious founder. 

This Djedkare Isesi-Abad became Pharaoh of Egypt, and was the 

grandfather and great-grandfather, respectively, of the pharaohs Anekh-

Aton and Thutmes IV, who discovered the Sphinx, which had been buried 

in the sands of the desert for centuries, when he ordered the opening of 

one of the first canals of the Shihor (Nile) to irrigate the fields. 

The very old manuscript glorified the magnificent Maraba, before 

which Moses was almost disconsolate because of the deplorable current 

state of the miserable village. 
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The glories and splendors of cities, countries and people are reduced 

to this! Is it possible that time, inexorable destroyer, has not left a trace, 

not even a vestige of that glorious past? 

Oh, Kobdas of prehistory who civilized three continents!... Won't it be 

given to me to find a trace of your footsteps that gave such beautiful works 

to these almost deserted places today among these immense boulders, 

among these dreadful mountains? 

Numbik silently placed a small leather chest containing food in front of 

Moses, covered it with a white tablecloth, and placed the silver dish given 

to him by the Royal Princess for serving food to his master on it. 

–Master, please imagine that the Princess, your mother, is the one 

who offers you this meal, and don't refuse it! 

Moses returned to the reality of life and looked at his servant, then at 

the dish which was shining clean. On it was a beautiful roasted fish 

between a layer of olives and slices of boiled eggs. 

–My mother's favorite delicacy, –said Moses–. Thank you, Numbik. 

We are in complete agreement. You feed my body, and the past feeds 

my spirit. 

–Can the past feed you, when it only brings you the certainty of having 

existed and being nothing more than debris and memories? 

–Oh, Numbik!... You have also become a philosopher, and not a 

contemptible one for sure. Where did you get the depth of those 

thoughts? 

–Oh, my little master, even between the pots and the fire of hearth, 

good and great things are thought of. 

–I can see that, Numbik, I can see it, and it occurs to me right now that 

you know a lot of things, possibly a lot more than I do. Perhaps the good 

Elder Neferkare entrusted important secrets to you before entrusting 

them to me. 

–It is true, master. He knew great things about the past and the future. 

He was a chosen one of the gods.17. 

“Osiris spoke to him in the long meditations of the evening. Anubis and 

Horus dictated him many scriptures, which he jealously kept hidden in the 

temples where he was Guardian. One day, god Anubis told him to dig 

outside the walls of the city of Dendera in a specific place, which was built 

using the magnificent ruins of the ancient Tentyra, whose dimensions 

were much larger than the new city. 

–Do you know what he found? 

–I was then only 13 years old, and I didn't pay much attention to things 

             

 
17 In this phrase we must see the direct intervention of the Superior 
Intelligences, which the Egyptians referred to as gods 



 236 

I didn't understand, but I knew they found, among some ruins, a crypt and 

some stone chests full of old writings and various objects, such as sacred 

symbols used by priests of very ancient religions. 

Moses ate mindlessly, like an automaton, since his servant’s stories 

piqued his interest far more than the fish with olives Numbik had served 

him on a silver dish in the silence of nightfall in the middle of the desert. 

–Don't you remember anything about those symbols? –he asked, after 

a silence during which the servant added more logs to the dying fire. 

–I think they were coats of arms like cameos, reminders of something 

that must have been very great, because of the joy and elation that the 

finding caused the good priest Neferkare. If the dead are alive, master..., 

he will hear that I speak the truth. Some were made of copper, others of 

silver, and still others of gold. Some were small idols representing a 

young man holding a little lamb in his arms, others were stars with only 

five points instead of the usual six or eight, and still others were in the 

form of a cross with a circle encircling the junction of the two crosspieces. 

The master ordered me to rub them with ashes from the bonfire until they 

were very shiny. 

–And then? Numbik, please continue your story that I am highly 

interested. 

–Shortly before you came to him, master, while we were in the Temple 

of Luxor where you found him, he told me that when he died, I should go 

to Abydos, to the house attached to the old temple called Temple of Seti 

I and stay with the guardian couple until the arrival of a person who should 

come. 

“Now I think you, my little master, were the person he was waiting for. 

The holy little elder man feared dying before your arrival. Blessed be the 

gods that brought you on time! 

Moses remained silent for a long while. What kind of meditation wave 

was his in that immense solitude, watching the flame consuming the logs, 

with no other witness than the humble servant, silent too, because the 

irradiation of that powerful mind auscultating the Supreme Design that let 

him to the unknown, infused with a solemn, almost dreadful vibration the 

environment around him? 

Finally, he said: 

–How great and beautiful is your spirit, Numbik, in your fidelity, in your 

words steeped in truthfulness, in loyalty, where deceit is nowhere to be 

found! 

“I knew all that you just told me, either from Neferkare himself or from 

a quick glance I was able to take of all that he gave me. The ordinary 

things of life in the position I occupied have prevented me, until today, 

from seriously studying all that treasure of the ancient wisdom that is 

inside my sealskin bags, which you yourself have loaded on the beasts 
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that leads us. That's why, Numbik, I have been led to these vast solitudes. 

I can strongly feel the hand of the great Invisible God of Anekh-Aton 

dragging me like a shred of Himself into the desert to meet Him, who 

speaks not among the crowds and the noisy din of worldly business, 

which absorbs and even drives men mad, but in the vast solitudes where 

the poor Psyche does not find a blade of straw to take hold of... 

“Oh, unhappy Psyche, unwary little butterfly which must be compelled 

to arrive by force at what will be the blissful conclusion and end of your 

earthly journeys!” 

 

Absorbed the master and absorbed the servant in the subtle and lofty 

atmosphere created, they did not notice that the fresh south wind was 

carrying sparks of fire to the parched heaths and bushes around them 

until a great blaze began to spread around them. The sentry of the lonely 

camp who saw the glow of the fire from afar came panting in panic, 

thinking that the travelers were sleeping, and the tent was on fire. 

–It’s nothing, my good man!...–said Moses, standing up quickly. 

He felt himself possessed by that intense and powerful force that 

bagan to develop in him early in his life, and, and just as with the magician 

with the poisoned roses, he stretched out his arms over the flames that 

ran like wings of fire, and the flames were suddenly extinguished. 

The sentry stood like a post in front of him, looking at him with 

astonished eyes. Numbik also looked astonished, and to calm the 

sentry's shock, he said in his ear: 

–He is a prophet beloved of the gods, and they give him power over 

all things.  

The sentry also answered him in his ear: 

–My father is inclined to drinking wine and gambling, and he has 

entered Maraba, where I know for certain that he will spend all the money 

we have earned in this distressing journey. If only your prophet could put 

a stop to it. 

The flames had been extinguished and Moses was entering the tent. 

Numbik and the sentry seemed to be waiting in a daze... 

 

A man emerged from the shadows of the crags that surrounded the 

humble hamlet. 

–It is my father! –exclaimed the young sentry almost shouting. –Your 

prophet has sent for him. –And quickly facing the man who came out 

meditatively and crestfallen, he said, –Why are you coming back so soon, 

father?  

–Does it bother you that I’m back? Look, something strange has 

happened to me. I was about to play and drink a good glass of wine when 

I remembered that it was two years ago today that your mother died. And 
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I don't know if it was an illusion, or if it was the desert upsetting my mind, 

but it seems to me that I saw her begging me to come back to your side. 

Did something happen to you? 

Numbik gave the sentry a look that said it all, and the sentry gave his 

father the only answer he should have given: 

–Yes, there was a fire outbreak, and had it not been for these travelers 

I would have had a lot of trouble putting it out. 

The discreet Numbik, in order to end the episode quietly, immediately 

intervened: 

–If you want to join me in celebrating this happy event, I beg you to 

share my modest supper. The master has retired to the tent because he’s 

more sleepy than hungry. And my delicious food has been left on the 

tablecloth. 

–Good friendship is bonded with bread and wine, –the old man replied 

cheerfully –, and since you want it, my friend, so be it. –The three of them 

surrounded the little table prepared for Moses, who, possessed of a 

strange drowsiness, very like the exhaustion that follows a great effort, 

had thrown himself on his bed and dozed dreaming that a radiant 

archangel placed in his right hand an awl of fire and said to him: “–Write!” 

When he awoke later, with the moon, like a brushstroke of yellowish 

light, was coming through the peephole of the tent, and lighting his oil 

lamp, he wrote his first inspiration in exile: 

 

 

The Voice of the Desert 

 

Mute the sands and mute the rocks  

They wait for the simoom to make them tremble,  

That is how human souls await  

A breath of fire to awaken. 

 
Nothing disturbs the great majesty 

form the august silence, 

That absorbs everything like an immense wave  

Of serenity. 

 
Silence of the abysses, deep void... 

Silent sands below, blue sky above,  

No birds to sing, no wild beasts to roar.. 

Such is the immense wilderness of Shur. 

If there is anything alive, my Self questions it  

Is this the nothingness that waits for a Creator? 

Is this the void that awaits in silence 
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The fertilization of invisible genii? 

 
Am I a wandering atom of distant life  

Or a powerful cry..., a solemn Fiat,  

A thousand wings that cross, flapping 

Through the hurricane? 

 
Is it perhaps the effect of my insomnia? 

Is it the august magic of solitude?  

The silence is deeper!... 

The void is greater!...  

And at last,, I hear the voice of Jehovah! 

 
The desert is the friend  

That leads you to Me  

And there, beyond the desert,  

The glory of Sinai. 

 
Moses threw down the awl and walked out of the tent as a 

sleepwalker. 

He looked in all directions and saw no living thing around him. 

 

The moon had hidden behind the distant mountains and not a murmur 

of life could be heard. 

His servant slept soundly, and a silent shadow spread out like a vast 

cloak of darkness, allowing only a faint glimpse of the steep, uneven 

chain of the enormous boulders that served as a wall for the miserable 

hamlet. 

–Darkness!... Silence!... Solitude!... –Moses' voice murmured as if in 

a whisper –Supreme Power! Eternal Energy!... Invisible God of Abraham, 

Jacob, and Anekh-Aton! My inner self, lost among deserted sands and 

shapeless boulders, invokes You, calls You, in the supreme clamor of the 

most bitter despair!... If it’s true that You exist and give life to all that lives 

and watch over human lives, what is my life for You? What am I doing in 

this world, what am I in the midst of men, and what are they to me? 

A great bluish glow came out of the darkness like lightening in a dark 

storm, and dazzled, Moses, staggered like a drunkard and fell on his 

knees in a daze that was almost madness. 

The bluish glow was taking shape and its human-like form had eyes 

of infinite sweetness that looked at him, and lips that opened softly to say 

to him: 

‘–Moses don’t take me for the Invisible God of Abraham, of Jacob, of 

Anekh-Aton, whom you have invoked, because I am only His envoy to 
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soothe the anguish of your heart. He exists, He exists, He lives eternally 

and eternally watches over all life and in all the worlds that spin like pearls 

of fire in the infinite vastness of space. Will He not watch over you, chosen 

by Him for the fulfillment of a design of His over this humanity that 

surrounds you?’ 

–Who are you, speaking to me? –Moses thought, unable to articulate 

a single word, as his stupor was great. 

–I am Aelohin, your brother, and I obey the divine command to guide 

your steps from now on and to transmit to you the sovereign Will of the 

One who is Owner and Lord of all worlds and all lives. Never believe 

yourself alone because we are 70 brothers with you on this glorious and 

heroic journey that you are living. Divine Strength accompanies you, and 

you will never be defeated by any power in this world. 

 

The vision disappeared as suddenly as it had appeared, and Moses 

bent his head on the sand and wept silently as one does when great 

anguish wrings our heart, and without expecting any consolation or relief, 

we feel flooded with strength and love, greater than all the strength and 

love of this world. 

–This is God!... This is God!..., –Moses repeated when he was able to 

speak, and he went into the tent to find his bed to rest. And as if all the 

divine clarity had overflowed upon him, his dream was a perfectly 

continuous story that began in the most remote past and ended there..., 

before the wall of boulders that surrounded the humble small village of 

Marah, lost in the wilderness of Shur. 

He saw himself in the remote existence of Juno, the expert sailor who 

fearlessly ploughed the rough seas on stormy nights, saving victims of 

ferocious human selfishness. 

He saw himself in the shepherd Numu, heir prince of vast domains, 

also saving human lives from the selfishness of the powerful of the Earth, 

oppressors of defenseless peoples and brutalized by ignominy and 

ignorance. 

In Amphion, the Holy King, in Port Ophir on the Pine Grove Hills; in 

Antulius in the porphyry rocky outcrop converted into a shelter for 

abandoned people; in Abel, missionary of the civilized world of that time; 

in Krishna, pacifying the far East overwhelmed by all slavery. 

–Supreme Majesty!... Lord of all the worlds!... If all that I was myself, 

a pebble detached from a boulder..., a larva crawling on the stones..., 

What wouldn’t Thou be who hast kindled in space suns and stars, and 

makes them roll in a gigantic dance for centuries and countless ages...? 

“If Thy strength is my strength; if Thy power is my power; if Thy 

brightness is the light that enlightens me..., I shall be for this world what 

Thou wouldst have me to be!” 
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Moses in sleep spoke loudly, and Numbik awoke aghast, believing that 

his master was delirious possessed by fever, and he said to him: 

–Return to your bed, Numbik, and sleep calmly, for I am not delirious, 

nor am I feverish. 

"Mother Isis has drawn back the veil and now I know who I am, and 

why I am in this world." 
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28.  The Village of the Palm Trees  
 

The dawn was shedding its red and its golden roses like a marvelous 

fairy when the caravan set out again, leaving Marah asleep in the 

peaceful stillness of all that lives without knowledge of a magnificent past 

and without the faintest hope of future greatness. 

Moses, who was the only one who knew about the magnificent past of 

Marah, left it with his mind overloaded with great thoughts. 

He had another stretch of desert before him, which took the name of 

Wilderness of Sin, which would take him three long days and nights to 

cross. But he didn't think of the desert, nor did he see the hills and dunes 

of heavy sand that they traversed one after another, because he recalled 

the tragedies of another far distant time and the characters who acted in 

them, painted so vividly in the old Scriptures that the scribes of Beni-Abad 

had left on rolls of white-tanned sheepskin. The Elder priest Neferkare 

had inherited them from an ancestor hierophant of the Temple of On, in 

Heliopolis, then already in ruins and abandoned. 

–I walk on lands known through these Scriptures and through ..., –

Moses left his thought unfinished, without daring to repeat the great truth. 

The mystery of the eternal life of the human psyche was so great, so 

magnificent...! 

 In his vision that night, he had seen himself in his distant earthly 

journeys and just remembering it terrified him. 

 And he continued his unfinished thought: “…Through myself, if it is a 

reality that Abel, the son of Adamu and Evana, is incarnated in me. 

For Moses these were three days of long meditations, after which the 

Guide's horn made its mighty voice heard: –The “Village of the Palm 

Trees” is in sight. That was how they called at the time the ancient village 

of Elim. Beni-Abad had named it Elim in honor of his second son, being 

this the second city of his dominions. His second son, Elim, was his 

successor when the first-born Diza twisted the course of his life and lost 

his ways. 

In contrast to Maraba, Elim looked happy and festive, for, although it 

did not retain its immense white stone hamlet, it did retain its natural 

charms, its immense forest of palm trees and its deep pools of fresh 

water. When Moses saw them, he thought and even said to Numbik 

enthusiastically: 

–Surely these lovely palm trees are granddaughters or great-

granddaughters of the ones Abel saw. Those seen by Evana's son must 

have turned to dust many times among the sand, and these clear pools 

of water reflecting the blue of the heavens are undoubtedly remnants of 

the river Thorbes, which was to empty its waters into the Gulf of Aqaba. 
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“Oh, Numbik! Time, the ages, and the centuries destroy and transform 

everything!” 

“It has something in common with the great Law of Evolution, which 

also transforms and changes the human soul of eternal life as God.” 

The caravan stopped just after noon, and while Numbik opened and 

pitched the tent and prepared food, Moses, carrying a folder of his leather 

engravings, made his way towards the backwaters and seemed to want 

to measure them with his eyes and with his footsteps. He counted 12 

lakes lined with reeds and reed-blossoms, separated from each other by 

mounds of sand, pebbles, and wild brambles, which followed the course 

of the great gulf of Aqaba in a direct line with sharp curves, as he had 

supposed. 

He took a long walk and only thought of turning back when he saw 

Numbik running after him because the tent was up waiting for him well 

laid out and the food was just past the point. 

–Oh, my loyal Numbik! How much patience you must have with this 

dream-crazy master; patience that Mother Isis has given you! 

–I have it, master, and I am happy to have it –the servant replied, 

panting from his running. 

–Do you know what Ive just discovered? 

–Something from the past! From that the past that makes you forget 

about the present, master, and my mutton stew with lentils is getting cold 

in the pot! 

–Let’s go back there, Numbik, but listen to me. Each of these first three 

lakes has around them about 70 palm trees, and the others have 20, 

others 30, 40 or 50. What will this mean? 

“These Scriptures say that Beni-Abad had planted double row of palm 

trees on both banks of the river Thorbes, from Elim up to the gulf of 

Aqaba, which in those days was called Turbid because of its muddy 

waters. What will be in those mounds that have interrupted the flow of 

water and dried up the palm trees that once grew all along the river?” 

–What are we to know about that, Master! With your permission I will 

run ahead for fear this light wind will start another fire like the other. –The 

hard-working Numbik dashed off like a deer chased by jackals, making 

the great dreamer believe that this humble servant was in harmony with 

the earthly life full of little things. He recognized himself as an eternal 

visionary who always flew far away from the short steps that his matter 

took on Earth. 

After finishing his meal, he went out again with his leather engraving 

chart and headed for the lakes. The first ones were invaded by slaves 

driving the beasts which they abundantly watered. And, wishing to find 

himself in solitude, he continued walking until he found himself alone on 

the banks of the gentle waters in which the palm trees reflected their 
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green fans. 

He sat down on one of the mounds that separated one lake from the 

other and looked through his folder for the scriptures. He searched for the 

works done by Beni-Abad or his descendants in those parts of his 

dominions. 

His curiosity was piqued by the fact that he found transformed into 

lakes of more or less equal size, what in remote times was a stream of 

regular flow. 

At last, he found the solution to the problem. The Scripture narrated 

that a son of Elim-Abad was notified by the Audumbla of his Government 

Council, who announced that a great drought would greatly reduce the 

flow of water to all the rivers of the region, threatening all the plantations 

and crops, logically resulting in loss of harvest, food shortages, and 

hunger for the people.18 

That warlord, grandson of the great Beni-Abad, had ordered the 

construction of 12 water dams, cutting the river with stone dams with 

great floodgates that opened after the river overflowed, irrigating all the 

sown fields through water canals, just as the Kobdas of Peace had done 

in the Euphrates. 

The passage of centuries and the avalanches of undertow and sand 

had formed the great mounds with which the lakes were separated, one 

from the other. 

The Sun was setting into the sunset, and Moses continued walking, 

wondering what those places would hide, so varied in their outward 

appearance: lakes, reed beds, palm trees, and huge boulders daringly 

cutting the happy valley in which the village sat, which was none other 

than the ancient capital Elim.  

Suddenly, he saw a man come out from among the boulders with a 

jar, and he walked to the lake to collect water. Moses approached him 

without fear and spoke to him: 

–I’m a traveler of the caravan that has just arrived, and I’m pleased to 

find a resident from Elim with whom to talk. 

The man looked at him affably but made him understand that he didn’t 

understand his words. 

He recalled that the Ethnarch of Heliopolis had warned him that the 

Berber dialect was spoken in the desert populations, which was not 

unknown to him because in the markets and fairs of Memphis and Thebes 

it was spoken by most of the vendors. 

A few moments later, the son of the Royal Princess of Egypt and the 

Guardian of the humble cemetery of Elim understood each other 

             

 
18 The Audumbla was clairvoyant. 
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admirably as if they were old friends. 

–Where is the cemetery? –Moses inquired because he saw nothing 

around him that resembled graves. 

–It is behind this mountain–he replied and invited him to visit his cabin, 

which was a rock cave just a few steps away. 

He had a wife that suffered from chronic rheumatism and a blind 

granddaughter who played the gusla. 

–Everything is pain here–said the good man–but we have in 

abundance the peace of our neighbors: the dead. 

–You have a treasure, I assure you, –Moses said greeting both 

women–. I come from the big world, where there is everything but peace. 

And what do you live on? 

–There is good fishing in the lakes, and I have my orchard. 

“I take my little granddaughter to the village during fair days, and the 

merchants give her small gifts if she attracts buyers with her gusla. That 

is enough for our needs. Besides, the relatives of the dead always give 

us donations, and these are extra because few people die here.” 

Moses meditated and made comparisons. 

He had been born on the steps of the throne; son of a Royal Princess, 

heiress of one of the richest and greatest countries in the world. In his 

few years he had suffered immensely painful anxieties in his soul and 

great fatigues in his body. Then, he was only an outcast, an exile, who 

saw his own life in danger the distant homeland where his grieving mother 

and that blossoming love that was the first and only sweetness of his life 

remained.  

His heart of flesh wanted to complain about what seemed to be clearly 

an injustice. But his mind, his Higher Self, felt a soundless voice deep 

within himself, saying to him:  

“–You have come to this world to teach men to live like God wants, 

and you must know how all pains are endured and how all obstacles are 

overcome.” 

–Aelohin! –Moses said, without thinking that he had witnesses before 

him. 

–What did you said? –the Guardian asked in astonishment. –By that 

word the old men of this land evoke the god who calms the storms and 

rules the rain and the winds. It is also engraved on the large tomb. 

–Could you show it to me? 

–If you want to walk a few more steps; come. 

Turning around behind the cave, one could see a clearing between 

two large parallel boulders, which was the entrance to the cemetery, 

where the first thing that appeared was a large pylon carved into a reddish 

rock. At the top, there was a beautiful relief of a human face with two large 

open wings and underneath this inscription: “Aelohin keeps you.” 
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–Do you know to whom this tomb belongs? –Moses inquired as he 

approached the monument, which clearly showed how old it was. 

–As you can see, master, everything here is so old that those who live 

know little or nothing about the remote past. The Guardian who came 

before me died of old age 14 years ago, and he heard some traditions or 

tales from his predecessor, who had also died of old age. I heard him tell 

that this, which everyone here calls “the great sepulcher”, holds the 

remains of a whole dynasty of warlords or kings of a time so distant that 

almost all news of them has been lost. 

–I am very interested in knowing those stories or traditions if you don't 

mind my wish.  

–As everywhere and in all times, there was good and bad, because 

where we beings of flesh and blood walk, it’s always like that. 

“They say that down there, where the Nile meets the sea, there was a 

great temple inhabited by magicians of good law, who did the people all 

kinds of benefits. Among them was the man who populated these stone 

deserts and cleansed them of wild beasts, which here abound as much 

as the pebbles and the sands. When that man set everything in order, he 

left his eldest son at the head of the many tribes that obeyed him. 

Because of the power, the heir lost his mind and destroyed as much as 

he could of what his father had done. When his father found out, he came 

out of that great Temple, dismissed his bad son, and punished him 

severely, tying him in a chain in the “Mount of the Genii” for I don't know 

how long. He appointed his second son to lead these peoples, who was 

called like this village: Elim, and he returned to the Temple with the 

magicians, among whom he died soon after. It is said that this sepulcher 

keeps the funerary urn of the great man who loved these lands so much 

and loves them still. 

“This is what I have heard from the guardian before me, and it is 

supposed that there has to be some truth in this. To make such a 

sepulcher, so high and large, more than all the houses that are seen in 

Elim, is because he who was to occupy it would also be tall and great.” 

“You see, there’s no other construction in this region that looks like it.” 

–Does no one ever open it? 

–In the 14 years that I’ve lived here, no one has ever approached the 

‘great sepulcher’, except to rest on the steps, those who carry a dead 

man in a litter. Besides, who would think of opening that granite mass 

which is like a piece of mountain carved with iron and hammer? 

–Tell me, do you know anything about the priest Jethro, who lives in 

the Valley of Rachel, near Durba Well? 

–Oh, yes!... Who is there in this whole region who does not know about 

him? He is a wise man, a prophet who knows the future. He announced 

to me one day that a man would come to my cabin who would cure my 
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wife's rheumatism and my granddaughter's blindness. That is why I live 

in peace, waiting for that day, which I know will come. 

–Good man, your faith is great, and the good God will reward you. 

–The good God!... Who is He and where is He, master, if there is no 

temple here where He can live? 

–He is the Eternal Invisible, whom our eyes can't see, but He lives in 

the heart of every man who acts with justice and feels love. 

–Master Jethro says the same thing! 

–And I, who am his nephew, say the same to you. 

–What? But are you telling me the truth? 

–My friend, I never lie. I come from Memphis, in the land of Egypt, and 

when I visited your Ethnarch, in Heliopolis, he gave me written 

authorization for the investigations that I am interested in doing. He has 

even given me a pocket of gold for my Uncle Jethro to rebuild the cabins 

of those who lost theirs in the sinking of Rephidim. 

–Oh, good master!..., then you are great figure. I had suspected 

something because of your whole appearance, particularly your hands, 

which look nothing like mine. 

“If I can be of any service to you, master, here I am, and you will tell 

master Jethro that the Guardian of the cemetery of Elim is waiting for his 

promise.” 

–Go to your cabin, and you will see that it is already been done. 

–What do you say? 

–That your wife and granddaughter are cured. 

–Good genie of the great sepulcher! –cried the good man, as if 

maddened, and ran to his cabin on the other side of the mountain. 

Then, Moses climbed the three steps of the platform on which the 

colossal monument was placed, and taking out a small notebook from his 

chest, he read this: “Next to the lakes of Elim, in the desert, between two 

gorges lies the sepulcher that keeps the dead of the dynasty founded by 

the Kobda Beni-Abad. I, Neferkare, couldn’t come to visit it and open it 

with the key given to me by the Pontiff of the Temple of On, who told me 

that he was his descendant. 

"May he whom I await, who must come to me as announced, do what 

I couldn't do in fulfillment of the last will of my great master Amonthep. He 

who loves Truth, seeks it; and the Eternal Invisible is Truth. I deliver the 

sketch together with the key.”  

Moses looked at the sketch and his thought made this invocation: 

–“Immortal Spirit of Beni-Abad! If it is God’s Justice that I open thy 

sepulcher, guide my hand to the place where the lock is!” –He closed his 

eyes and raised his right hand holding the copper key Neferkare had 

given him. When his hand touched a plinth molding, the key, which was 

only a strong burin, penetrated without difficulty, making a rumbling sound 
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like dragging of a heavy slab. He opened his eyes and saw a round 

window like the peephole of a door, through which the end ring of a chain 

could be seen within reach. He pulled hard on it, and a block of stone 

opened wide enough to give way to a small man; Moses was tall and had 

to bend to enter. 

The complete darkness and the strong smell of dampness stopped 

him for a moment, undecided. He lit the waxed cotton torch that every 

traveler always carried with him and took a step forward. 

–More than a tomb, this looks like a temple–he said, taking a looking 

around the place.  

It was a vast hall whose walls in a closed circle made it appear like a 

rotunda without any opening, except the small entrance door... On the 

front wall, Moses saw a sheet of stone placed horizontally on two granite 

columns forming like a table and a large, closed book on it.  

A little higher, a square of shiny black burnished basalt with a five-

pointed star of white limestone in the center.  

Then he discovered, in the dim light of his small, waxed cotton torch, 

a sheet of black basalt on the floor, in the same place where he was 

standing at the table. The dust that covered it did not allow him to see the 

engraving that his intuition made him discover: ‘Dynasty of Beni-Abad’; 

and under this name, this epithalamium:  

“He was the father of the country of Arab and of the race that populates 

it.” 

–At least 8,000 years have passed over all that my eyes see here –

Moses murmured. 

He attempted to examine the sizable book resting on the table. 

He brushed away the dust and saw that the covers were made of 

embossed silver and beautifully set with rubies, the favorite stone of the 

Arabians. 

Opening it slowly, as if afraid of committing a profanation, he read this 

inscription on the first page of yellowish papyrus: “To the great and 

beloved Beni-Abad on the day of his golden wedding anniversary with the 

Kobda Fraternity. Bohindra.” 

He carefully examined each page of the ancient scripture, which he 

was familiar with. In the great archive of the Temple of Memphis, the 

hierophants of the Supreme Council had made him read the scriptures of 

Patriarch Aldis, which included: “The Law of the Great Alliance of the 

United Nations; the Hymn to the Daylight; The Dance of the Stars; and 

the invocations of the four fundamental elements of Nature: air, water, 

fire, and earth, with which they used to join to the great forces of the 
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Cosmos when opening a new Sanctuary.19 

–How beautiful is the Truth that comes out to meet me in all the 

wanderings of my life! –exclaimed the young son of Princess Thimetis, 

who brought him to life and had educated him to seek the Truth. And he 

exclaimed–: I thank you Supreme Truth, Eternal Truth, Infinite Truth, that 

you give yourself in this way to a human creature who seeks you with 

love and faith. 

Moses, who was completely captivated in devotion, didn’t notice the 

Guardian of the cemetery who had returned and was looking at him, in 

astonishment, as one who sees a ghostly vision. The good man was 

kneeling at the door, and when he saw that he had been discovered, he 

exclaimed: 

–Master!... My Lord! Only you were worthy of opening the sacred 

sepulcher of the good Genie of the great sepulcher. Now I believe that 

the gods are on Earth, and perhaps you, Master, will be one of them! –

and the man bent his head to the ground and touched the floor with his 

forehead. 

–Get up, good man, for God is the Eternal Invisible One, and I am a 

human creature like you and like everyone else on the planet. As proof 

of that, I will make you the custodian of the key and the secret of opening 

this door, so that once a week you may enter here and cleanse this 

sacred place. But..., absolute silence, huh? Neither your wife nor your 

granddaughter should know it. You have received the benefit of their 

healing, and the Good Genie of the great sepulcher only asks for this as 

a reward. 

The poor Guardian, trembling all over with dread and fear, swore by 

all the good genii in the world that he would be mute like all the tombs 

around them.  

After showing him how to open and close the door, Moses told him: "I 

would double the salary you received for guarding the entrance to the 

cemetery, if he promised to take care of the temple sepulcher of the ‘Good 

Genius of the great sepulcher’, whom you will call henceforth Patriarch 

Beni-Abad, because that was his name when he founded and organized 

this country.” 

He handed him a small bag with gold shields, that looked like rings, 

the currency used in Egypt at the time. 

–This is for you to light a fire and burn incense in this mausoleum, 

every time you come to visit it, –he said to the Guardian who, kneeling 

down to accept it, replied: 

–Yes, good master, I will keep it clean like a silver amphora, and thus 

             

 
19 These scriptures are detailed in the book Origins of the Adamic Civilization. 
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you will see it every time you come to this place. I will light that lamp, as 

well as the candles, in gratitude to the Good Genie who brought good and 

peace to my cabin because you came to me. 

Those three humble beings, ignored and unknown until then, were like 

candles always burning for the lone and errant son of Princess Thimetis, 

whom they followed years later, when he passed through that same place 

on his way to Mount Sinai, carrying behind the numerous people of Israel. 
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29.  In Durba Well  
 

The caravan where Moses was traveling only stopped for a few hours 

to unload supplies and water the animals in the hamlets of Dhopas, 

Alush, and Rephidim. The guides sped up the pace because they saw 

the threat of the fierce simoom, which raises clouds of burning sand 

blinding beasts and men. 

Finally, after a long and difficult journey, the son of Princess Thimetis 

arrived at the Fortress of Paran for an indefinite exile. The fortress 

appeared in the distance like a dark tower. 

The caravan stopped at the great square, at the gates of the ancient 

city, the last bastion of civilization at the time. Afterwards, it was all 

clattering boulders and black gorges, neighboring Mount Sinai, a place of 

horror and terror for the few inhabitants of that desolate region. 

A short distance to the west was Durba Well, where Jethro of 

Mauritania, an old priest of the cult of Aton, had seen his days slip away 

for more than 30 years. 

He had exiled himself, like Moses, in the last years of the reign of 

Pharaoh Seti, Thimetis's grandfather, to spare the old King the pain of 

condemning him to lifelong exile for his ideas in disagreement with the 

idolatrous cult of the multiple gods, accepted as custom and as law, which 

the just Anekh-Aton couldn't eradicate from the countries of the Nile. 

With such a decision, Jethro did nothing more than obey the Divine 

design, which, like Gaudes in the cave of the country of Ethea, had 

destined him to wait in exile for the arrival of the Man of Light, who was 

paying a new visit to earthly humankind.20 

The palm forest that shaded the oasis called Durba Well was visible 

as a dark spot on the horizon from the keep's watchtower. Moses, 

stopping only to pick up his luggage, continued walking along the path 

lined with thistles and wildflowers.  

They soon encountered shepherds leading their sheep to their folds. 

Numbik explained that such encounters were a sign of a warm welcome.  

–I know that we will be well received, even if there had been no such 

encounters. –Moses replied.  

 The oasis was deserted and the sun, which was hiding behind the 

distant hills, left a warm atmosphere and a golden glow. It enveloped the 

             

 
20 It refers to the Dactyl monk who inhabited the cave, waiting for the advent of 

the Messiah of the Earth, in his fifth terrestrial journey. Narrated in the book 

"Origins of the Adamic Civilization.” 
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landscape in a mist of pale gold. 

–Do you know, Numbik, that I am exhausted? 

–Master, it’s the fatigue of the traveler who arrives at his destination. 

We would not be tired if we still had a long way to go. This oasis is made 

for rest. Look at that bench and the wide fountain spout. Sit down, then, 

while I water the beasts. 

Moses sat down in silence for he was worried about not seeing his 

Uncle Jethro's dwelling anywhere, and night was drawing near. He felt he 

lacked the strength to continue walking. He had imagined that the Elder 

resided in the oasis. 

He waited for the servant to finish tending to the animals before setting 

up the tent. He planned to resume the march the following day.  

The afternoon breeze brought the sound of voices and merry laughter. 

–Do you hear, Numbik? 

–Yes, master. Either it's women's laughter or the goddesses of the 

water who are going to peek to see our faces. 

 

Suddenly, like an apparition springing from behind a nearby green hill, 

they saw three young girls with a pitcher on their shoulders coming to the 

fountain. 

Two shepherds had arrived ahead of them to make their flocks drink. 

–Wait until these young women fill their jars, –Moses said to the 

shepherds. 

But, since they ignored him, he quickly grabbed the tent pole and 

shooed the sheep away, causing them to flee. 

He filled the three pitchers without speaking a single word. The 

maidens were frightened by the angry shepherds' cries. They quickly 

grabbed their pitchers and hurried away, fearing that the shepherds 

would away, fearing that the shepherds would start a fight with the 

stranger. 

–Father! –they said in alarm to Jethro–at the well, there’s a stranger 

who quarreled with the shepherds and is about to be stoned. By scaring 

the sheep, he enabled us to draw water, but it made them angry.  

Jethro, who was the peacemaker of all strife, rushed to the spring to 

resolve the conflict. Upon arrival, he was out of breath and feared he may 

have been too late. However, he found the stranger and his servant 

assisting the shepherds in returning the sheep to the spring. 

–Mr. Traveler, I thank you for the service you have done for my 

daughters, and as the night is drawing near and there is no other dwelling 

here but my own, I beg you to do me the honor of coming to my house. 

Moses realized that the Elder was his uncle. He had a resemblance to 

his mother that was noticeable. 

–Aren’t you Jethro the priest? 
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–Yes, that’s me, and I am at your service. 

–Thank you!... I am Moses, the son of Princess Thimetis, your niece. 

Hardly had he finished this sentence and already the Elder was 

embracing Moses. They both tried to appear calm, but their emotions 

were too strong for words. 

The Elder was the first to speak after a brief pause: 

–Why have you come here, my son, to bury your youth in these 

desolate places?...  

–For the same reason you came here, Uncle Jethro. 

–Death was getting close to me at Tanis, at Memphis, at Thebes, at 

Karnak..., at Luxor! 

–Death was also getting close to me day by day, and because I know 

that the Law orders me to live for some reason I don't know, I have come 

here seeking to preserve this life of mine. 

The shepherds and flocks surrounded them on all sides, and Jethro 

hinted to Moses: 

–Let’s go to my house, which from this day is also your house, my son. 

I hope to make less harsh for you the life you have chosen. 

"Are these camels and the donkeys of burden yours, or do they belong 

to the caravan?  

–They’re mine. Numbik, –he said to his servant –among the three of 

us we can lead the beasts by the halter. This is my uncle. We’re going to 

live with him from now on. 

 

The servant bowed to him. The Elder, talking in the language of the 

Temples, inquired: 

–Is he your slave? 

–He is a free man who has freely followed me. 

–There are servants who should have been born kings, and kings who 

should have mucked out the stables, –answered Jethro with his voice 

filled with painful indignation. Then he continued changing his tone of 

voice. –There are no servants in my house, and we live happily in perfect 

peace. 

–Do you mean to tell me that my servant can't stay there? 

–No, my son, no! Not at all. I want to tell you that if he’s to remain at 

your side, he will be like another son of my family, if you don't take it 

badly. 

Moses remained silent and he thought: “–How great it is for the human 

soul to live far away from the corruptions of the world that exist in all 

thrones!” 

–In these solitudes –said the Elder –the Divine Light visits us, saying 

with loud voices: your soul is the same as your servant's. Why will you 

sleep on the dais while he sleeps on the ground? Why will you eat your 
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bread sitting at the table while he eats from a floor bowl?  

–You have answered to my thought, Uncle Jethro. I thank you for this 

first lesson and hope to receive many more. 

–Certainly, my son. The words of Scripture are fulfilled. In solitude you 

will know God and what He wants of you. And not I, but He Himself will 

be the one to teach you the lessons you must know. 

 

The priest's cabin stood on a plateau of the hill that hid it, and huge 

terebinths drooped over its roof, like green hair, providing shade and 

coolness. 

A strong stone fence surrounded it, making it impossible to perceive 

the presence of its residents. But female voices could be heard talking, 

laughing, and singing. 

–There is much joy in your house, Uncle Jethro. Do you have a large 

family? 

–I have seven daughters, and each one is worth two, –the Elder 

answered as he opened the large log doorway. As the men and beasts 

entered, Moses could see a young woman hanging out freshly washed 

clothes in the sun. Another was sitting at the loom weaving with great 

speed a beautifully colored striped coverlet; a third was taking out of the 

oven many golden loaves of bread; another was stirring in the pots that 

hung on the fire, and several more were putting in a shed made of reeds 

large baskets of fruit for drying in the sun to preserve them from the 

evening dew. 

–Come over here, all of you, to receive the gift of God –the Elder said, 

and the seven young women surrounded them–. 

“This is my nephew Moses, who was the Viceroy-Superintendent of 

the richest country on Earth until a few months ago.” 

The maidens all at once made a great silent bow. 

–I am no longer a Prince –Moses explained–, but simply your father's 

nephew who has come to ask for a place in his cabin. I hope to deserve 

his love and trust, as well as your acceptance. 

–My heart welcomes you as a much-desired son, –the Elder replied, 

looking at his daughters and saying: “Speak up.” The look must have had 

such a powerful vibration that they all surrounded Moses and one after 

another, kissed him on the forehead. 

The desolate soul of Moses, persecuted, humiliated, and outlawed, 

was so moved by the unexpected manifestation of tenderness, that he 

could not prevent his eyes from showing contained tears. And the 

youngest of them all said to him: 

–We’re going to love you as a real brother. 

–He is our real brother –added Elder Jethro, who had also felt Moses' 

deep emotion. 
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A short while later, under the bower that shaded the large courtyard of 

the cabin, one of the young girls was setting the table covered with a 

white tablecloth, while another one brought the benches where the ten 

diners were to be seated that night. Numbik, too, had a seat at the humble 

table where a brother of the Great Sfaz of Mauritania and the son of the 

Royal Princess of Egypt would have their first dinner together, in the dim 

light of that vivid purple twilight into which the sun was sinking at nightfall. 

Such was the beginning of Moses’ exile beyond the wilderness of Sin 

in the oasis of Durba Well. 
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30.  The Shepherd Prince  
 

The joyous merriment of the maidens, whom Jethro called “my 

daughters”, was something far beyond what the melancholic traveler had 

expected. 

For the maidens, it was as if the morning star had fallen in the 

courtyard of the cabin when they learned that he was a prince, son of the 

Royal Princess, sister of the Pharaoh of Egypt. They had never seen a 

prince before, and it was amusing to hear the endless comments they 

exchanged. 

They rummaged through Jethro's old chests, searching for something 

worthy of such a personage, in order to decorate the room that their father 

had designated for him. It was the foyer or audience room of the Elder 

priest of Aton, which is to say, the best room in the house. It overlooked 

the Great Gulf to the west and the backwater of the fresh waters to the 

east, that is, towards the place on the horizon where the sun rose every 

morning. It was connected to the Oratory and the private bedroom of the 

Elder, who had given them ample powers to use everything he kept in his 

coffers, as sad memories of what was his mansion in the sumptuous 

Tanis, and later in the splendid Amarna, which was the capital and seat 

of the reign of Anekh-Aton, the Righteous King, as there was no other in 

the legendary Egypt. 

They even took out a tapestry of great dimensions, a gift from Queen 

Epuvia to her brother. In the tapestry, woven with thousands of very fine 

silk threads, the Queen appeared young seated with her three-year-old 

daughter Thimetis on her knees, amused in throwing grains of wheat to 

the seagulls and herons that surrounded them. Everything seemed little 

to them to ornament the room in which that prince, as gentle as he was 

austere and grave, would be residing, and to whom they hardly dared to 

speak a word. 

The cedar planks that covered the inside of the limestone blocks with 

which the cabin was built, glistened with the strong rubbing of wax melted 

in terebinth juice. 

The curtains of the baldachin, made of Phoenician brocade, were the 

color of gold worn by the hierophant Jethro when he was Chief Notary in 

the Temple of On at Heliopolis, covered the bed on which the prince was 

to repose.  

The pieces of white linen, of silver embroidered gauze, the carpets of 

Persia that the Elder kept for when he could return to his last refuge in 

Egypt, the Temple of Abydos, everything was brought to light from that 

purple sunset. Meanwhile, uncle and nephew talked secretly behind 

closed doors in the Oratory, where Jethro had emptied all his sadness, 
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uncertainties, and anxieties of exile for a long quarter of a century.  

To become the guardian angel of his sister Epuvia, proclaimed heir to 

the throne of Egypt at the age of 15, he voluntarily banished himself from 

Mauritania, the last remnant left afloat by the destructive waters of the 

beautiful Atlantis.  

To avoid her sister's father-in-law, Pharaoh Seti I, from having to 

sentenced him to death as mandated by a law signed a century earlier by 

Tutankhamon against all the worshippers of the One God, he chose to 

exile himself to the harsh and isolated rocky deserts of stone Arabia.  

Two bitter banishments weighed upon his life and wrung his heart, and 

he sometimes asked himself, in his long solitary meditations, why and for 

what purpose he had done it; what was the magnificent purpose of his 

poor life, to defend it at the cost of such long and sad sacrifices? 

–Now I know why–the enlightened Elder said with tears in his eyes, 

holding his nephew’s hands tightly on his chest as if they were something 

so intimate and sacred that he could only keep them close to his heart–. 

I was to prepare the way and wait for you who have been slow in coming, 

but at last you came, Aton-Moses, the only man who will do what I 

couldn't do, although I did all that a man can do to achieve it: the worship 

of the One God, Eternal Invisible and Eternal Creator of all things. The 

poison put an end to the life of Anekh-Aton, and the axe and the dagger 

then reaped as many heads as ears of wheat grow on the banks of the 

Nile. 

–I knew that in you was enclosed that clairvoyant man who was called 

the Just Pharaoh, and that is why I wanted to come to your side. The 

Ethnarch of Heliopolis wanted to keep me in his palace-fortress, and I 

assure you, uncle, that the temptation was about to defeat me, but Pontiff 

Membra told me in a dream: “Remember that beyond the desert Just 

Pharaoh awaits you, who if he failed two centuries before, today he 

awaits the triumph, the Golden Rose of Isis that he will collect from your 

hands.” 

–He told you that?... Oh, blessed Membra, who learned to read the 

future in the rays of the dawning sun and in the distant stars that write 

human destinies with strands of light! I recall him vividly! I had received 

the third Initiation, while he was still taking the tests for the first. And while 

I was meditating on a personal confidence that he had revealed to me, I 

had the illumination of what he would eventually become over time. And 

I told him: –For your courage and perseverance to endure trials, the 

Eternal Love reserves for you a reward: you will hold in your arms the 

Bird of Paradise when the hour arrives.  

–In the esoteric language of the Temple, the Bird of Paradise refers to 

the Divine Avatar, –Moses said –and I have no news that he has come. 

Membra is already 70 years old. 
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–Time will tell, my son. God is the owner of Life, of Energy, and rules 

over death. –And the old priest retreated within himself for a moment as 

if he had suddenly noticed that he was talking too much. He realized that 

Moses was unaware of his spiritual personality and reasoned that if 

Pontiff Membra had not discovered it, he should not discover it either. 

–I know that at your side I can learn many things, –Moses said 

thoughtfully–if you are willing to teach me. I am just beginning my life, and 

although I had good teachers since childhood, they could not and should 

not teach me beyond age.  

“When I was called to be the second in the Pharaoh’s government, 

everyone joined my mother in preparing me to bear, with justice and 

dignity, the burden of such position. Resigning it, as I did, I found myself 

with a limited spiritual science, and this is what I have come to ask you, 

uncle. Having lived alone in these deserts for half a century, I know that 

a soul like yours will have sought and found in the Infinite what the 

masters of the Earth couldn’t give you.” 

–You will say what you wish to know, learn, and understand. I will give 

you everything that the Eternal Light has given me. And when I have 

nothing more to give you, the time will have come for you to teach me. 

“Now you will go to rest, my son, for the journey was long and arduous. 

I made it when I was 28, and when I arrived in Elim, I spent a week lying 

on a straw mattress in the floor of the Temple they call the Temple of the 

Good Genie...” 

–I have visited it, I was there... And the Guardian of the cemetery told 

me a lot about you, uncle. 

–His father was the one who received me, and he died in my arms. 

The son who received you was a teenager at the time. 

“I will accompany you to what will be your room, which my daughters 

will have already arranged. We have long days ahead to talk about your 

life in relation to God starting tomorrow. 

They went out into the large courtyard, which was like a small square 

and surrounded by palm trees and sycamores. The night had already 

spread its cloak of shadows. 

A golden glow came through the folds of a transparent curtain, 

gracefully gathered with a garland of flowers. 

Smiling, Jethro silently headed, followed by Moses, to that room.  

–Prince of Egypt, –said the eldest of Jethro's daughters, bowing, –

forgive the paltry offering we make you of this dwelling, not worthy of your 

greatness, but offered with all the love of our hearts. –The seven 

daughters bowed before the young man, getting ready to withdraw. 

–Wait a moment, please! I’m not a Prince to you, but the nephew of 

your father, to whom I have asked for accommodation in your cabin. 

But they walked away without daring to look at him. Jethro intervened. 
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–Wait, don’t go! –he said–. My nephew still doesn’t know your 

names..., those names I gave you when you asked me to be your father. 

–And turning to Moses, he said to him –I have named them after the 

beauties of nature and of life. 

“Everyone, say your names in the order in which you were born for 

me. 

–Alba Rose, –said the eldest, and then she said the names of the 

others–. Honeysuckle, the second; Lavender, the third; Immortelle, the 

fourth; Tea-Rose, the fifth; Carnation, the sixth; and Solitude, the seventh. 

–Oh, what beautiful names!... –Moses exclaimed–. If you are like that 

for everything, Uncle Jethro, I’m sure I’ll have lovely surprises... 

–It may be, my son, it may be! 

Moses was finally left alone in his room. He looked at everything 

carefully. That environment seemed to him a majestic and beautiful set 

of antiques.  

It seemed to him to be in the great sleeping room of his great-

grandfather Pharaoh Seti I, which was preserved intact in Tanis, and 

which his grandfather Ramses I, even with his eagerness for reforms, had 

respected without touching any of its details. He was accustomed to great 

wealth and lavishness. None of this amazed him. But he was moved to 

the depths of his soul by the love that those daughters of the desert had 

poured into even the smallest detail of that decoration. 

The divine elixir of love was gently infiltrating his being. Suddenly, his 

thoughts drifted towards his mother..., his sweet and dear mother whom 

he had left so far away. He wondered if she was mourning him at that 

moment.  

He thought of little Merik, with whom he had celebrated such a solemn 

betrothal, in that dawn of love that enlightened them both in the castle of 

Lake Merik, when the dark tragedies that came later were not yet 

designed on his horizon... And feeling that a great wave of bitterness 

flooded him until it almost drowned him, he threw himself as if to die on 

the bed and wept in silence... so silently, so that his anguish didn't reach 

Elder Jethro, who slept in the next room. 

“Why didn’t he stay in Heliopolis where he could have brought his 

mother and little Merik, to give his poor heart of flesh the sweet 

satisfaction of having them by his side in exile?... Why?... 

“He had cruelly condemned them to his absence for an indefinite 

period of time! Was it fear of the Pharaoh? Was it the horror of the 

atmosphere of madness and crime that had spread in the court where he 

had lived and whence he had just left? Was it the inner movement of his 

own Self, aware of something destined for him in the future.” 

After midnight he was overcome by sleep, and just as he had thrown 

himself on the bed, he found himself in the morning, when a radiant sun 
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was penetrating through the window of the East. 

He felt immensely tired and had no strength to get up. 

He then saw a graceful little black man dressed in white linen tiptoeing 

towards his bed, who looked at him curiously. 

He then saw a graceful black man dressed in white linen, tiptoeing to 

his bed, who looked at him with great interest and curiosity. 

When he noticed Moses was awake, he quickly went out without 

making any noise because he was barefoot, and returned with a basket 

of hot rolls, a cup of frothy milk, and a glass of honey. 

–Good morning, Greatness, –the black boy said as he approached the 

bed–. Father Sun greets you, and my father sends you breakfast, which 

you will eat in bed because you are exhausted. This is what he said. 

–Indeed, my little friend, I’m very tired, –Moses answered him–. Leave 

everything on the table and thank my uncle and tell him that I will go to 

him at once. 

–Everyone is in the orchard picking vegetables; I’m here alone. 

–Well, well, thank you, wait for me, and you’ll lead me to the orchard 

to help them with the task. 

–You, Sir Prince? No!..., the master wouldn’t allow it, and he’ll 

reprimand me if I take you there. Stay here, I beg you. Here's a washbasin 

filled of water perfumed with rosemary and lavender. 

Moses interrupted him with a loud laugh. 

–Have you thought that I am a lady of the Court to do my hair? Go on, 

call Numbik, he must have fallen asleep as much as I have. 

–No, Lord Prince. He’s cutting the grass for the animals. 

 –I find you very amiable. What’s your name? 

–Jet, at your service, Prince. 

–Very well, Jet, you’re going to do me a favor. 

 –Yes, Lord Prince... 

–No Lord Prince; my name is Moses, and I am Patriarch Jethro’s 

nephew, nothing more. Have you heard? 

–Yes, Mr... Moses... 

–And be careful not to tell the shepherds and other people here about 

the Lord Prince. Now, call Numbik. 

Shortly after, the servant was at the room door. He was astounded 

when he saw the sumptuous decoration. 

–Master! –he exclaimed –they treat you here like what you are! I’m so 

glad! 

–Are you happy living here? –he asked. 

–I am fine where you are, master. 

–Where did you sleep last night? 

–In a very comfortable bed in a bedroom above the barn. From there 

I can keep an eye on our beasts, and I can also see your window 
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overlooking the Grand Gulf.  

–Are there other servants here? I want to know it because we mustn’t 

be a burden to this house. Despite everything you see here, my uncle 

lacks wealth. I want you to take it upon yourself to find out, with discretion, 

what needs to be done to make our presence here a rest and not a 

burden. 

–You can count on me, I assure you, master. 

–Very well. You can leave now. I'll come and join you later.  

He dedicated himself to opening his traveling bags, one containing the 

clothes his mother had deemed necessary for the new life he had chosen, 

and the other containing the abundant collection of writings, letter-pads, 

rolls of blank parchment, and books of waxed cloth for special 

engravings, and so on, as well as the necessary tools for writing. 

A third suitcase, the strongest one, had inside, under the buffalo skin 

cover, a thick copper net. It contained the gold, the silver, and the 

precious stones that she had wanted to give him so that he could provide 

himself with everything he needed.  

There he found written in his mother's handwriting a long list-inventory 

of all that she possessed by inheritance from Queen Epuvia, his mother, 

and by her title of Royal Princess, heir of her father Pharaoh Ramses I. 

Moses was astonished.  

He had never bothered to find out about his mother's assets and never 

thought that she was the owner of such a fabulous wealth. 

She owned gold, silver, and diamond mines in Mauritania, where she 

had a vast domain. The incomes were administered by the Finance 

Council of the Great Sfaz and accumulated year after year until Princess 

Thimetis claimed them. 

He found her great necklace and the Royal Prince diadem in a 

luxurious nacre box, as well as a small ivory bag containing a document 

folded many times and tied with a gold-colored ribbon, on whose binding 

and on a large sealing wax plate was the seal of the Royal Princess: the 

eagle in flight towards the rising sun. 

He kissed it with deep emotion as if it were his mother’s forehead and 

broke it. That document was a letter-will. It read as follows: 

“Son of my soul, my only love: If death should come to me in your 

absence, you have in your power everything you need to claim what 

belongs to you. 

“Everything in the attached inventory is my legacy to you. My original 

will is kept in the Council of the Temple of Memphis under the custody of 

Pontiff Membra and his Councilors, and a copy was sent to my mother's 

brother, the Great Sfaz of Mauritania. 

“I have enclosed copies of the registration receipts signed by each of 

them. The originals of these are kept in my safe deposit box, which only 
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you and I know where it is in this Castle. 

“My son, beloved above all things. Although in dreams I received 

notice that I will see you again, your absence is terribly painful to me. And 

the same is true for your fiancée Merik. You must think of her as of me, 

and we shall both wait day by day for your news. Your mother's blessing 

and all our loves accompany you. Thimetis.” 

Absorbed by this reading, which deeply moved him, he didn’t feel the 

return of the inhabitants of the house, despite the joyful chatter of the girls 

laden with baskets of vegetables and fruits. 

Uncle Jethro came up to the door. 

–Moses, my son, come and celebrate the triumph of your farmer uncle. 

–I'm coming, I'm coming, –he answered, emerging from his deep 

thoughts. As soon as they saw him, the maidens became still and grave, 

which made Moses laugh, and he said to them: 

–Do I look so much like a ghost that you’re so frightened of me? 

Silence and forced laughs were the answer. The Elder intervened: 

–It’s not fright, son, but respect and admiration. You don’t realize what 

it means to them to have as a guest none other than the Royal Prince of 

Egypt. 

–But I’m no longer the Prince of Egypt, Uncle Jethro, and I see no 

reason to revive what’s dead, very dead. 

–That's what you think, my son, because you forget that humans have 

very limited powers and don't always know what they will do or what they 

will be the next day. But since this is not the right moment for such 

profound philosophy, I repeat my invitation to celebrate with all of us the 

victory of your uncle as a farmer. –Taking him by the hand, he led him to 

the rustic table beneath the bower in front of the house, which held 

everything grown from the fertile land that the good Elder had been 

cultivating since his arrival in Durba Well. –Tell me if you’ve ever seen on 

the banks of the Nile, olives as big as these ones, nor figs and peaches 

as big as a strong man's fist. Look at the orchard’s produce! Can a man 

wish more for his life than all this beauty that the earth so generously 

gives him? 

–I am truly amazed by all this, and I see I was very much mistaken 

about what the rocky Midian is. 

At that instant, a huge log gate opened in the stone fence, and two of 

the young women carrying milk pitchers came out. That was the gate to 

the sheepfold, and Moses saw sheep and goats lying quietly beneath 

large sheds made of reeds and palm leaves. 

–What?! –he exclaimed–, you have flocks too? 

–Enough to get wool for our coats and food for our lives. –Jethro 

replied. 

–Do you have shepherds to look after them? 
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–I have seven shepherdesses who are worth twenty, as you can see. 

The Elder smiled at the two young women who just arrived laden with 

pitchers of milk.  

–Oh, Uncle Jethro!... This embarrasses me, –Moses said and hurried 

to take the pitchers. –From now on Numbik and I will be shepherds if you 

will have the patience to teach us the art of tending sheep and goats. –

And from that day Moses, Prince of Egypt, became the shepherd-keeper 

of Jethro's flocks. 

The same fact was repeated in the same being through innumerable 

centuries. 

In the evening of that night, attended by all the inhabitants of the 

house, Moses read aloud one of the most beautiful passages of the old 

Scriptures left by the Kobdas of Prehistory: the life of Numu the shepherd, 

chosen husband of Vesperina, first heiress of a vast kingdom in the lost 

continent of Lemuria. 

Jethro listened and smiled enigmatically. At last, he said: 

–Admirable coincidences of our eternal lives! Numu ascended from 

shepherd to Royal Prince. Moses descends from Royal Prince to 

shepherd! Oh, life's ups and downs! 

–I don’t see it as a descent, Uncle Jethro, but as a continuation. 

–You speak well, my son. The Lemurian Numu led a whole people 

enslaved and battered by the pride and selfishness of men, and Moses... 

Do we know what is to come for Moses in the future? Some lives consist 

of continuous jumping over the abyss, climbing to the top, and 

descending to the plain! I don’t know why I imagine that such will be the 

life of the son of the Royal Princess of Egypt. 

–I believe that all beings must jump over abysses on this Earth, since 

it’s a world of trials, of difficult experiences, of terrible storms. I believe I 

have already taken the first step over the abyss. But I don’t know if I’ll 

have to take another leap and many others–and Moses, in saying this, let 

his gaze wander to the distant horizon as if he wanted to read the future 

that awaited him. 

 

*** 

The arrival of agents of the sovereigns of Northern Syria, laden with 

gold and flattering promises, in order to gather strong young men for a 

campaign of new conquests, aroused the enthusiasm of fortune in 

shepherds and peasants throughout Midian. 

Jethro's shepherds were not free from such a suggestion. With a brief 

and curt notice of "we’re leaving," they bade farewell to the righteous man 

who had been their father, teacher, and protector, in all the good and bad 

days that had befallen them in their dark lives. 

Even though the good Elder was used to life's ups and downs and the 
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fickle will of humans, his heart was saddened to the point of longing for 

death. 

This is how Moses found him sitting under the bower, in profound 

solitude and silence, on the 140th day since arriving at Durba Well at 

dawn. 

As soon as he saw him, Moses understood that something very deep 

was stirring in him.  

–Another leap over the abyss, Uncle Jethro? –was Moses’ greeting. 

–Yes, son, another leap over the abyss, and there will be many more! 

What else is life but a continuous leap over the abyss? 

–Can you tell me about it? 

–All the men who became men by my side, in the shadow of my poor 

life, are leaving me forever. 

A deep repressed sob broke his voice that fell silent, and his eyes, full 

of tears, looked at the road in the distance where the dust raised by the 

travelers still floated. 

–And why are they leaving? –Moses asked again, this time with a tone 

of indignation and reproach. 

–It is fair, very fair, son, that they lean towards where the sun shines 

the brightest and the horizons are wide, almost like a sea without shores. 

“Men who have hoarded gold and power on Earth have more force of 

attraction than a simple master of honest life, who can only give them a 

part of his unshakable faith in Divine Providence, whose Eternal Law of 

Love for his creatures gave him all the security in his long life. 

“But the eyes of flesh don’t see this Divine Providence; and the gold 

offered by men of power and might is very visible and palpable to them.” 

Moses was thoughtful. He sat down beside Jethro and waited. What 

was he waiting for? The Light..., that Divine Light that illuminates all 

darkness, all uncertainties and anxieties that so often affect sensitive 

souls with greater intensity. 

When he felt his soul brimming with clarity, faith, optimism, and 

creative force, he came closer to the Elder and, taking his hand, spoke to 

him like this, as if inspired: 

–Uncle Jethro, listen to me! We both take this leap over the abyss. It 

is my future that is at stake in all this that’s happening to you. It is my path 

that is clearly laid out at this moment. It is the Numu of the Kobdas of 

Prehistory who continues the soul-redeeming work he began in that 

distant hour, which the murky currents of this world prevented him from 

performing to perfection then. What Numu left incomplete will be finished 

by Moses. 

“It’s true that there are many centuries in between the two. 

“But that’s of no great importance in comparison to the immovable 

majesty of the Eternity. 
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 “Eternal is the Law, and eternal is the Eternal Power, owner of the 

worlds. Eternal is the human Soul. 

“What are all these men who go away and leave you compared to so 

many eternal greatness? Your work for them and your whole life has 

conquered far more than all the creatures who inhabit the Earth: The 

Power of God is yours; the Peace of God is yours, and the Love of God 

is yours too. 

“I will be the shepherd of your flocks, the plowman of your fields, the 

stonecutter of your boulders, and the gardener of your home orchard. 

Don't you benefit from this exchange?” 

Moses shook his uncle's hand more and more while he said this, 

speaking from the heart. 

The internal commotion was so great that the strong Elder couldn't 

take it anymore and, bending his whitened head on Moses' chest, he wept 

silently.  

That was the climactic moment that forever sealed Jethro's alliance 

with Moses, which began in the distant life of Numu and continued in the 

life of Moses with defined diamond contours that would never weaken. 

From that moment, with Numbik and Jet as foundation stones, Moses 

began his new life. And he was joined by all the adolescents orphaned 

by their parents who ran in pursuit of the gold and the promises of the 

Agents who, by mandate of the sovereigns of the North, collected men 

for their war campaigns of conquest and ambition.  
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31.  Skies and Rocks 
 

The next day, at dawn, without telling anyone, Moses set out for the 

mountains, where flocks of sheep, goats, and antelopes were sheltered 

among deep ravines and terrifying labyrinths, which were the life of Jethro 

and his large family. 

What would the Prince of Egypt, the son of Thimetis heiress of a 

Pharaoh, know about half-wild flocks hidden among the rocks? But he 

wanted to be a shepherd, and he would be one despite all odds. 

He felt imbued with an extraordinary creative, organizing force. He felt 

victorious although he didn’t know why. 

When the incarnated spirit begins to climb the summits, it gathers 

experiences, certainties, and convictions conceived during the dream in 

close collaboration with the great Intelligences that protect its incarnation, 

and although it forgets the dream when it is awake, everything elaborated 

in the dream remains alive and latent in the soul that has received it and 

accepted it as something that belongs to it for the rest of that life. 

Aelohin, his Guide, and the other companions of his eternal alliance 

had armored him like of steel and diamond, and Moses didn't recognize 

himself. And his thought said: “I’m a shepherd. Even if I am exposed to 

all the elements of Nature, I shall defeat them. I fear nothing and no one. 

Jethro has given me the tenderness of his heart as well as the shelter of 

his home.” 

“He feels abandoned by his protégés, and I will save him from 

abandonment, from the misery and loneliness to which the ingratitude of 

men condemns him.” 

Without giving it another thought, he saw a path leading up the 

mountain and ran along it with the exuberant joy of a peasant boy 

climbing a pine tree to remove a nest. When he reached the summit with 

regular effort, he stood ecstatic contemplating the grandiose spectacle. 

The dawn was weaving and unweaving its curtains of amethyst and 

gold in preparation for the appearance of the sun; that magnificent 

eastern sun that calcines the sands in the deserts and burns the moss on 

the stones, and prematurely ripens the wheat fields and the vineyards. 

He saw Uncle Jethro's flocks like white spots that, embedded in the 

twists and turns of the rocks, seemed to be part of them. 

And, just as he had run up to the mountain, he ran down to meet them. 

He didn't stop to think that the guard dogs didn’t know him, nor that 

the frightened beasts were fleeing, nor that no one was there to show him 

where he should lead that multitude of animals that he didn’t know and 

didn’t know him.  

He felt in himself the strength of the victor; why? Oh, the great 
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activities that souls of advanced evolution carry out during what they have 

called ‘lost hours of sleep’. 

Jethro’s shepherds had numbered 19, and he was alone. How would 

he manage? 

The antelopes were numerous. The goats and their restless offspring 

formed a crowd. The flocks of sheep..., like the sand of the beaches. 

 

Moses, tall, strong, and upright, standing tall with the crook he took on 

his way out, looked like a piece of white marble standing out against the 

dark background of the mountain. Suddenly, he heard up there, on the 

summit, a chatter of words and laughter. Coming out of his abstraction, 

he saw Numbik running down, followed by Jet and a cheerful group of 

teenagers who, crook in hand, came to drive the flocks. 

Moses thought he had left without anyone noticing because he had 

forgotten for a moment that he had an obscure and humble life at his side 

that the Eternal Law, watchful mother of her great children, had given him 

as an irreplaceable light to keep him from stumbling on the arid and dark 

paths that he had to follow in fulfillment of his mission. 

As he was great and strong for creations, so was Numbik to efficiently 

second that organizing and creative genius in all his undertakings. 

 

The reader can easily imagine the reactions of Uncle Jethro and his 

daughters when they became aware of the disappearance of the 

illustrious guest, his servant, and Jet. And a few hours later they saw the 

flocks at the drinking troughs of Durba Well, so skillfully led by the novice 

shepherds. 

The good Elder laughed and wept, muttering softly so that no one 

would hear him: –He is the Royal Prince of Egypt..., the young offspring 

of two mighty kings..., that of Mauritania and that of Egypt!... God of all 

the gods!, and today he’s the humble shepherd of the flocks of Jethro the 

outcast, the abandoned..., the forgotten priest Jethro who only found 

shelter among the rocky boulders of Midian! 

This thought came to Moses, who was watching the flocks drink, and 

approaching the Elder, he put his hand on his shoulder and with the 

tenderness of a son, he said to him: 

–This is how the Divine Law rewards its faithful in fulfilling it, Uncle 

Jethro. You see it, your flocks have not suffered any setback, nor have 

you any hindrance in your life. 

–That's right, son, because you’re in my house. God sent you to me 

because I was beginning to need more light in my dark life as an exile. 

How great, powerful, and good is the Invisible and Eternal God we 

worship.!... 

From that moment, Moses was part of the mountain, and the mountain 
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entered into him. Let's put it this way, it became flesh in his flesh, blood 

in his blood, and life in his life. His life has been and will continue to be 

the amazement of all times, right up to the age of the celebrated 

Michelangelo, who knew how and managed to create a Moses made of 

stone: a copy that would reflect the genius of the original, pulsating, and 

alive. 

 

*** 

 

He began to believe that those large stone masses held secrets that 

he needed to discover. 

One afternoon when the young shepherds, under the tutelage of 

Numbik, took the flocks to their folds, Moses was left alone in a shady 

valley flanked by towering hills. He wanted to be left alone as if buried 

alive among the rocks. 

–I want to break the silence of the stones –he said with a powerful 

voice–. The Infinite God-Eternal-Power has given me to the stone, and 

the stone-made-mountain has been given to me by Him. The mountain 

glorifies and manifests the omnipotent greatness of its Creator. So why 

can I, who think, feel, and love, not be an exemplar of His sublime 

majesty? And these thoughts plunged him in deep, profound meditation. 

 

The sun was dying in the twilight and the night was beginning to 

spread its grayish, violet, almost black veils. Moses, motionless, seated 

on a rock, waited. 

The silence of the stones didn’t break! But he was stronger than the 

mute rock of the surrounding hills. 

Suddenly, a strange shudder or tremor from within and from outside 

of  him shook him mightily, and he heard a clear parade of ideas, 

thoughts, and voices deep within his own Self: “The sovereign Power of 

the Supreme Powerfulness gives voice to the heart of flesh that beats 

vigorously or is forever paralyzed; it turns on or turns off the inner light 

that thinks, feels, and loves, that discerns the good and the bad, that 

freely takes what it wants and rejects what it doesn't want; and that can 

cooperate towards the Universal Life as it can cooperate towards the 

Universal destruction.” 

“This voice!... This voice!... –The solitary man was able to say in 

broken sentences, after he felt in himself that powerful inner activity that 

made his matter tremble and even the rock on which he was sitting 

seemed to tremble.  

– “Didn’t you wish to break the silence of the stones? –the inner voice 

continued with the softness of a satin wing fluttering in space. –It’s not 

the stone that speaks to you, but Aelohin, your brother, the messenger 
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sent by the Divine Majesty who brought you to the mountains so that the 

hard resistance of the rock, which is not moved by the force of all the 

hurricanes, nor by the avalanches of sand dragged by the simoom, nor 

by the fire of a hundred volcanoes that boil within it, may be transmitted 

to your feeble human nature. 

“Moses! Moses!... the adolescent and handsome Osarsiph who was 

an ornament in the Temples of Memphis and Thebes!... The Divine 

Majesty wants you as a mountain of stone, resisting all the onslaughts of 

the life you must live, in such a way that not even time can destroy your 

life until you have saved the last precipice of the bristling and arid slope 

you must climb!” 

The voice fell silent, and all at once, the seer had a clear vision that 

rose before him of a towering mountain, terrifying and roaring, pierced 

with black hollows and horrendous cliffs. As if that mountain had an inner 

axis, it revolved before the seer so that he could know it in all its aspects. 

A shiver of horror shook him for a moment, and a sweat of agony ran 

like ice water, down his body, wetting his white linen tunic. 

–Do you want to come up? –he heard again the voice, soft and sweet 

as a melody. 

–Yes, –cried Moses–I’m going up! –And he awoke from his ecstatic 

reverie to find himself standing on the boulder on which he had sat hours 

before. 

Numbik was sitting on the sand at his feet and weeping silently.  

–Numbik!..., why did you come here? 

–Because it’s late at night, and the wild beasts that devour the sheep 

will do the same to you, master... 

–So what?... Would that be such a great loss, perhaps?... 

–Oh, my lord, my master!... And poor Numbik doesn’t mean anything 

to you?... 

–Oh, yes, my friend!... Your loyalty is worth more than a world... If 

nobody else needs me..., you need me... 

–Master! Your mother..., your betrothed wife..., your friends... 

–I am an outlaw..., an exile. I’m the son of the stones and they will give 

me life and cover my dead body. 

–Lord, my master, those words hurt–and the trembling voice broke 

into a sob. 

 Moses didn't hear him because he fell lifeless in the arms of his 

servant, who held him with supreme effort for his body was too heavy. 

–He is as heavy as a piece of mountain–muttered the pained Numbik, 

who couldn’t understand his master, even with all the effort his mind was 

making. He was so extraordinary in everything! 

“He hasn't eaten since noon, and it’s late at night–the faithful servant 

kept muttering as he made his master drink small sips of wine with honey. 
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It was the first rehearsal of the life of stone that Moses sought for 

himself. He had to spend many years twinned with the rocks of the 

mountain before acquiring the extraordinary strength that has always 

been the amazement and admiration of earthly humankind. 
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32.  How Roses Die  
 

Just as it happens with organic beings, so it happens with inorganic 

beings. So-called death puts an end to all life, whether plant, animal or 

human. But we observe that there are innumerable ways and forms of 

dying in all the Kingdoms of Nature. 

When roses die, they shed their white, red, pink, or gold petals like a 

silent rain. They give their precious gift, everything they have until the last 

moment of their fleeting life, and even after death, the earth that 

nourished them is still around them, strewn with petals, living a few hours 

longer than the mother rose who let them fly before dying… 

 

And the death of the roses is the living image of what must be and is 

the death of the creatures that have reached a higher level of evolution. 

They leave behind them a luminous trace of their great or small works, 

which sometimes are prolonged in all those who surrounded them, in the 

form of affections or consequences emanating from that divine source or 

secular root that is already a stream of clear, fresh water, capable of 

quenching the thirsty, or an exuberant shoot that will yield flowers in the 

course of time and bear fruits that will nourish the ideals and souls that 

sustain them. 

Let us leave for a few hours Moses trying to be a man of stone among 

the stones and let us return to the banks of the Nile where other people 

linked to this great human life deserve our attention.  

Thimetis, he heroic mother who united to her great renunciations of 

early youth, the most sublime and heroic of all: the renunciation of the 

beloved presence of her son from whom she had said goodbye for an 

indeterminate time or perhaps forever! And she, with her lonely heart, had 

the courage to continue her life devoted to her memories... 

Little Merik, Moses’ betrothed wife, was always waiting for him, and 

sitting during the afternoons on that bench that Moses called of the 

enlightenment, she read over and over again the book he himself had 

written, recounting the distant lives of great idealists of the past; men and 

women who had devoted everything to the good of their fellow men and 

women without stopping at the greatest sacrifices. 

Hur, Aaron, and Laius, the loving and beloved companions of studies, 

games, excursions, of everything that had formed his adolescence and 

youth. 

In the sacred cloisters of the Temple, Pontiff Membra, Ohad and 

Carmi, the clairvoyant Councilors..., all these characters lived 

remembering the absent beloved, the one who courageously fled from 

the world and its ephemeral promises to go in search of a solitude that 
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he considered a lifelong companion... 

They anxiously awaited the return of the caravan that took him to the 

exile, and when it arrived, they found these lines on a parchment rolled 

up in a copper tube: 

“Beloved and good mother; betrothed wife on a happy day; teachers 

and friends of the world I have left, I want you to know for your peace of 

mind that I live in absolute conformity in the home of Uncle Jethro who 

has received me with fatherly love. The mountains are my horizon, my 

world. Among them I hope to be also an unshakable rock to all winds and 

storms. May your thoughts be the wings that propel me to the summit of 

all renunciations and all glories. 

“Yours always, Moses” 

 

This was a brief epistle, but great in its content. It was an exact 

reflection of what the great Spirit, missionary for the seventh time on this 

Earth of his heroic immolations, thought and felt. 

The tears and kisses of his mother and his bride faded those 

engravings. The austere hierophants took it from and placed it extended 

and nailed on the desk occupied by the absent beloved Moses, in his 

sacred room. It was the conducting thread of the thinking, the feeling, and 

the vibration of Moses that they felt strongly united to, despite the 

enormous distance. 

On certain days the Royal Princess would go to the Temple and 

occupy the place left empty by the absence of her son. And when this 

happened in the austere Memphis of Egypt at that time, Moses felt 

overwhelmed by a mysterious sleepiness that forced him to withdraw into 

his bedroom and sometimes to lie on his bed. 

Only his Uncle Jethro knew the secret, and knowing it calmed the 

alarms of Numbik and his daughters who feared an illness in that 

sleepiness of the evening. 

The soul of Moses, like a white bird in flight, soared through the sky 

that separated him from those who called him with their thoughts, and in 

the gloom of the crypt of meditations, the clairvoyants saw him standing, 

straight, firm as a white marble obelisk, on the right side of the altar, 

where the candelabra of seven candles burned before the gold ark that 

kept the secret books of the Temple. 

–Come here, child, to drink the love from the old hearts of those who 

love you so much –Elder Pontiff said to him, his voice trembling with 

emotion. And then the astral body of the great outlaw was seen to slide 

softly and fall on his knees at the feet of the Elder. 

His heroic mother felt his presence and sobbed chokingly until 

hypnosis lulled her to sleep, and her beloved absent son spoke through 

her mouth. 
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He announced, among other things, that the Pharaoh was definitively 

establishing his headquarters in Thebes, to which he would devote his 

efforts and his will to make it the great capital of all Egypt, leaving 

Memphis impoverished and depopulated, the temples stripped of their 

wealth and privileges, and their priests without any support or protection. 

In anticipation of such events, he advised them to transfer the ark of 

the Sacred Books to the subterranean city of Amenhemet III, whose 

secret entrance was known to the Council, which was transmitted verbally 

by the Pontiff at the hour of death to the one who was to succeed him in 

office.  

He said it through the mouth of his mother, who was totally unaware 

that in the crypt of the Temple of Lake Merik, where she went to pray and 

cry, was the secret entrance to the subterranean city of a Pharaoh who 

had disappeared centuries before.  

Thimetis awoke from hypnosis happy to have felt in her whole being 

the beloved presence of her son. 

And since all memory of what she had said in hypnosis was erased 

from her mind, she anxiously demanded that everything be told to her. 

The boat of Lake Merik began periodic trips from the Temple of 

Memphis to the Lake, secretly transferring everything that had to be 

protected from the profanation and curiosity of the unconscious.  

 

*** 

While all this was happening, the sweet and innocent Merik continued 

her daily visits to the ‘enlightenment’ bench, where she wrote in her diary 

just as Moses had asked her to do before he left. He had already asked 

her to send him the entire booklet on the first trip of the caravan. She was 

his spouse-soul and belonged to him. She was the Vestha of Juno, the 

Vesperina of Numu, the Odina of Amphion, and she had come to make 

him love life. 

In a dream he had received the announcement that he would not join 

her on the physical plane because the girl had to leave matter in her early 

youth due to a heart abnormality. 

When Moses received such an announcement, he considered running 

to Memphis, marrying her and taking her to his exile. But Aelohin, his 

intimate Guide, spoke to him in his solitary meditation among the rocks: 

–“Stay calm Moses among the mountains that you have chosen as the 

only horizon of your life. Your journey would be in vain because the girl 

would have left before you arrived in Memphis. –A bitter silent cry began 

to run down Moses’ face –. 

 “Write down in your book of intimacies –continued the voice of the 

invisible –this second renunciation that you make at the august altar of 

the Divine Law. When you have reached seven, close the book with a 
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triple wax seal, and then return to Egypt, to the old and silent Memphis 

where you will hear the Divine voice announcing to you the supreme 

message that will be your glory and your martyrdom." 

 

His uncle Jethro heard Moses' anguished sobbing and went to find out 

what was happening. He was so used to him being strong and serene 

that such anguished sobbing seemed unheard of in him. 

When he learned the cause, the astonishment, the stupor, the grief, 

also moved him intensely, and he was silent for a while. 

–My son, dear son of my beloved Thimetis. The path you have chosen 

in this great life of yours is a steep and painful hill to climb. The 

consummation of human love has no place in your law of this hour. Nor 

did it have place in mine. There are souls in God's eternity that must climb 

alone and naked of human affections to the high summit where they will 

arrive to receive the divine mandate. 

Moses had reacted and with serene calmness he lifted from the table 

his brow that had been dejected a few moments before. And with a 

strange light in his eyes that caught the attention of the Elder, who said 

to him: 

–An ancient Scripture originating from a prehistoric Flamen, who was 

an Audumbla of Numu, the Shepherd Prince, says that for every 

renunciation generously made by a chosen one of the Most High, a star 

appears on his forehead. In you, I observe two, my son, and you’ve just 

begun your life. 

“How many will you have when you finish?” 

–Seven!... Seven times I must see this heart of flesh, which my pride 

has wanted to turn into stone, and the Law offers me the humiliation of 

knowing that it is forged of weak and miserable flesh. To renounce the 

greatness in which I was born was a scratch in my heart... But this, 

uncle!.. 

Moses’ voice broke in his throat, and he kept silent. 

–I loved her like a white scented flower I found on my path. I was to 

make her my lifelong companion. I celebrated the betrothal two years ago 

while waiting for her to reach the appropriate age because I have loved 

her since she was a child... 

“I will not have deserved such happiness. I will continue to love her in 

my memory..., in the moonbeam that kisses my forehead, in the lark that 

sings in the rosebush of my window..., in the cool breeze of the evenings 

when I surrender to the Infinite... 

“Oh, Uncle Jethro!... Perhaps you know better than I do the almost 

divine beauty of love that does not have its consummation on Earth.  

–It is true, my son..., the whole truth. –And no more was said on the 

subject. 
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Great souls are like a great sepulcher to hide all that passes through 

them, never to return. 

When the caravan from Memphis arrived shortly afterwards, it brought 

Moses the beloved diary with nacre covers, in which the girl he loved had 

written all her impressions and feelings since the day they said goodbye. 

When Moses had gone through all that his mother had to tell him about 

her and what he found in her ‘Diary’, he whispered holding back a sob: –

"She died as roses die, leaving behind them the sweet scent of an 

existence full of love.  

–She was one of the 70 soul mates, –he felt Aelohin voice saying –

and her brief existence was due to the command of your own Law, so 

that your adolescence and your youth would not be stained with the 

dastardly and clumsy loves appropriate to the age and the time in which 

your life appeared on Earth. 

"She vanished in a sigh–the voice continued saying–She fell asleep 

and dreamed. And in her dream, she saw all that the Eternal Power will 

do for you. And she said when she awoke, '–I will be at his side in the 

ecstasy of Sinai.' And holding the hands of your mother who was 

watching over her, she fell asleep again and did not wake up again. Your 

mother covered her bed with white roses, because she saw in it another 

white rose that was budding on your path. Your mother covered her bed 

with white roses because she saw in her another white rose shedding in 

your path.” 
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33.  Moses Draws Back the Veil  
 

A week later, he was meditating at sunset, sitting on a boulder, while 

the flocks were gathering in their respective folds. Suddenly he felt a soft 

vibration of love that made him cry. And in the depths of his soul, he 

clearly perceived a soundless voice saying to him: 

–“Your thought and your love has called me White Rose, and very 

pleased for this, I say to you today: bring every day one of your blank 

books, because I at this very hour will fulfill the mandate of our Law, which 

commands us to be: I your transmitter and you my receiver." 

"I still ignore what the Eternal Power wants from you and from me, 

because the secrets of Him are discovered to the souls when they have 

pronounced the great word that opens the doors to the divine spring, 

anxious to overflow over the chosen ones to receive it: "I am yours Lord, 

forever. Thy Sovereign Will be done in me": Today is our great day, 

Moses. Let us say it together as in an eternal betrothal.”  

Moses prostrated himself on the stones and, trembling with love, 

astonishment, and supreme bliss, he repeated aloud the sublime phrase 

that united him forever in a covenant of love and faith to his God, like a 

drop of water thrown into the sea.  

Thus, submerged in the eternal divine greatness, Moses drew back 

the veil that hid what was to be his first Work, which he called: ‘The Book 

of Beginnings, and later was called ‘The Genesis’, and it would be his 

soul spouse who would dictate it from the unfathomable Infinite. 

From that day on, whenever he went out to the mountain to watch how 

the herdsmen led the flocks into the fold, he carried a blank book with him 

in obedience to the voice’s command. But Moses kept returning to his 

uncle Jethro's cabin without writing a single line. 

Since he began to think: "–My White Rose keeps the secret. She 

became mute..., did she perhaps forget her promise? 

The intimate voice answered to this thought: –"Your mind is a mirror 

that the divine artificers must polish until they raise it to the clarity of the 

sun. You will perceive what that clarity allows me to perceive and sketch 

in your mind, which will reproduce it with absolute fidelity. Wait..." 

–How long must I wait? –asked the thought of the lonely young man. 

–Don't worry about time, it passes like the wind. In the limitless realms 

of Universal Creation your thought will be a powerful lens through which 

you will see the gestation and birth of everything that passes through, like 

an eternal vertigo for the Supreme Power that no incarnated mind will 

ever understand. 

"Wait, Moses, wait." 

“After a long wait, the Divine answer comes. 
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The meditations of Moses, alone in the arid mountains of Midian, 

lasted until nightfall, every evening without missing a single one. 

Numbik, his faithful servant, would come to look for him, fearful that 

the wild beasts prowling in the rugged solitudes might catch him deep in 

thought. Until one day, Moses became aware of the suffering he was 

causing to that being who loved him so much, and coming to himself from 

his deep concentration, he said to him: 

–What are you doing there, Numbik? 

–I'm waiting for you to finish thinking, sir, so I can accompany you back 

home. Master Jethro is suffering for you, sir..., and he's an old man!  

–You’re right, my friend. You will suffer no more, neither you nor him. 

I’ll return home when the first star appears. –And when the amethyst 

beacon appeared in the vivid blue of the heavens, Moses descended 

from the mountain like a sleepwalker, like drunk from Divine Ideal, of 

supreme beauty, of infinite greatness, which would make him the most 

sublime clairvoyant born in the world at that time. 

To keep him longer at his side, the Elder Uncle began his "winter 

evenings", which were then continued without interruption in the following 

spring, summer, and autumn, and never interrupted again. 

They had so much to discover, study, and remember, uncle and 

nephew, searching their respective archives full of wonderful secrets!  

–My son, –the Elder said to Moses as he sat under the bower one 

evening, waiting for his return–. If you wish, I would be very grateful if you 

read to me the Scriptures which I have preserved from the Archives of 

the Temple of On and of Sais, where I did my early studies in my youth, 

and where in my mature years I was Archivist for 23 years. My tired eyes 

can no longer give me that satisfaction. Because I think and see clearly 

that you will be the best heir that my archive can have, it is good to open 

it together with you before the time comes for me to leave this world. This 

was the origin of the profound astrological, metaphysical, historical, and 

religious knowledge that made the young son of Princess Thimetis, the 

most enlightened sage of that time. 

The room of Elder Jethro was an immense archive. Large cedar 

closets covered the four walls, leaving only the window overlooking the 

Gulf and the two doors free, one to the small bedroom and the other to 

the bower that shaded the courtyard.  

The contents of each cabinet were stated in large letters on the top: 

 

Archive of the Temple of Tanis  

Archive of the Temple of Sais  

Archive of the Temple of Luxor 

Archive of the Temple of On 

Secret Archive 
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–Why is it a secret? –Moses inquired. 

–Not for you, my son. I keep in there the writings of our Martyr-King: 

Anekh-Aton. 

“It should be called the Martyrs' Archive, but I was afraid that even in 

this exile I might be surprised by a denunciation, and I’m too old, my son, 

to be exposed to drag chains and die in a dungeon, –and the Elder, 

opening the doors of the cupboards, said –: All that you see are the lives 

of peoples, of cities, of races, and of dynasties. It is death and it is life. It 

is justice and it is crime.” 

"It is hate and it is love. It is splendor and it is misery, in short, my son, 

all this is human life. 

"It is the immense, unknown, forgotten past. 

"I want to live it again with you, through your voice, harmonious and 

sweet as your mother's voice.  

–I own the archives of the Temples of Abydos, Luxor, and Amarna, 

which were inherited and preserved by the priest Neferkare, another 

righteous exile like you–Moses explained. 

–The world exiles, tramples, and despises the righteous because they 

are a contrast to the crime and vileness in which they take pleasure. 

"Did you ever hear of a righteous man who was not persecuted, 

trampled, and slain?"  

“There was a hero of the sea whose name was Juno, in the Lands of 

Fire (Lemur Continent) and his life which was one of struggle with the 

Lemurian pirates, brigands of the sea. He died drowned in his own ship, 

savior of human lives. An allied prince and his disciple founded the 

Alliance of Juno's Navigators, carrying on the heroic work of that hero of 

the sea. After spending their lives to save other lives, they all died in the 

same way as their prototype hero and founder.  

–I know a bit about that –Moses said–, narrated by a Patriarch of 

Atlantean origin who came to these lands, sold into slavery by the pirates 

of the Great Sea. He had the good fortune to be bought by the Kobdas 

priests, as those affiliated with an ancient School of Divine Wisdom that 

existed at the mouth of the Nile were called. Some believe that the 

Temples of Hermopolis were built with the granite blocks of the Holy City 

of that prehistoric School whose regents were called Kobdas, phrase 

translation of these signs - and Moses’ burin traced them on a sheet of 

his book of notes. The Elder looked at the writing and said: 

–Exactly. They are the signs of the old scriptures whose origin goes 

beyond, far beyond Mizraim and Hermes Trismegistus. You and I are two 

outcasts from the world of the living, why and for what purpose?  I‘ve 

been asking this question in my meditations since you came to me, and 

the answer came to me at last.  
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"In your Archive and mine we hold the whole past of earthly mankind 

in our hands.  

"Over the ruins of that immense past, both of us must create a new 

humanity, a new civilization. I don’t know if it’ll be better or worse than 

those that existed in the dead ages that lie mute and still in our Archives, 

but I know for certain that we must create it. Or, I should say, you will 

create it, and I’ll be nothing more than the old layman conducting the 

lantern that will light the dark dens that you will have to remove and shake 

off all the dust, cobwebs and dregs piled up by the centuries. 

"What a gigantic work will be yours, Moses, son of Thimetis, and what 

an immense legion of invisible and incarnate assistants will the Eternal 

Power place at your disposal to make it possible for you to accomplish 

it!... Oh, great child of 20 years old!... My young shepherd boy who today 

watches over my flocks, and tomorrow will be the forger of a new 

humanity..., of a new civilization on planet Earth! 

“I thought my life was useless and I wanted to leave it. But today I want 

it! Oh, yes, I want to live long years still lighting day and night the lantern 

that lights your path, eternal traveler of the Invisible Power that made you 

fall in this world like an iron cable to retrace the path that human iniquity 

has erased for its evil!” 

“Don’t you understand it and feel it in the same way as I do?” 

Moses, absorbed in the profound depths of multiple thoughts, was 

slow to respond to the Elder's question, and when he did, his voice 

sounded tired..., distant, almost muffled. 

–Perhaps it will be as you feel it, Uncle Jethro..., but it is also true that 

I feel in my inner self neither the strength nor the ability to be what you 

think. It may be that we’re both heralds of someone much greater and 

stronger who will come after us. 

"In some of the old scriptures I know, I have seen the great preparatory 

work done on the higher planes of the Infinite and on the physical plane, 

for centuries before the coming to this Earth of a higher Intelligence who 

is to transform by a mighty impulse of evolution, a primitive humankind 

when the hour has sounded to advance a step on the path of its eternal 

life.  

–Precisely. You’re walking on solid ground. Once we have examined 

some of the very ancient Scriptures, which I have chosen beforehand, 

you’ll see that the preparatory work has been done for several centuries 

before today. The same Intelligences that enlightened the paths of 

humankind in Lemuria, Atlantis, in Sumer and other countries of the 

Euphrates and Pontus Euxinus, have settled like traveling swallows in 

Hermopolis, in Sais, in On, in Heliopolis, in Amarna and Memphis, in 

Karnak, and Abydos, in Luxor, and Thebes. 

"At least in a chain of seven centuries, there has been no interruption 
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in the arrival of great Intelligences to the lands watered by the Nile, where 

all of them have consecrated their lives to the mental and moral 

cultivation of all beings capable of being cultivated. 

“Against all odds, suffering tremendous persecutions, hiding from 

unconscious rulers, they have prepared souls capable of assimilating 

eternal truths, unknown to humanity. 

“Do not those enormous monuments with which these deserts are 

strewn, the pyramids, the temples, the Sphinx, say so? Are they not all 

Temples-Schools where, under the fiction that they were real tombs, 

secret teachings of the so-called occult sciences were given: astrology, 

metaphysics, theology, magic, and so on?  

“Anekh-Aton, our Martyr-King, was the first who had the courage to 

manifest to the world that which had been kept hidden until then..., and 

the barbarians, unconscious, drowned in blood all those who set out in 

pursuit of the Ideal barely glimpsed. 

“All this and much more, which you’ll find in this chain of seven 

centuries, has been the preparation of souls for the coming of the creator 

of a new humanity. And don’t doubt it!... That creator will be you, Moses, 

son of Thimetis. 

“A quarter of a century ago I was told, in my sleep and when I was 

awake, that the Intelligence that would take physical matter had entered 

the astral sphere of the Earth to transform this humanity. I did not know 

all this time where this Bird of Paradise would stop its flight.   

“But as soon as I saw you, Moses, something deep inside me told me 

that you were the one designated by the Eternal Law. I know and 

understand that you doubt it. Give time to time! Let’s take a look to the 

Archives now. –Jethro opened the cabinet labeled: ‘Archive of the Temple 

of On’. He took from a cupboard a papyrus scroll whose cover   read in 

Aramaic characters: ‘Patriarch Adulik’ –. This is the oldest scroll in these 

Archives, –the Elder explained, opening the decayed and yellowish 

papyrus before Moses–. Do you know the signs used by the hierophants 

of the first Temple of On?  

–I know them, Uncle Jethro, because I had a keen inclination to study 

the most remote periods of the past. 

–Moses, you are so old that you have wanted to find in this life the 

traces of your past. Read to me, then, this Scripture of the Patriarch 

Adulik. 

Moses began to read: 

– ‘Memories of an exile. 

‘I, Adulik, servant of the Invisible Eternal, was born in Atlantis, in the 

country of Poseidonia (aka Poseidonis), in the port city of Miramar, 

located next to the pylon that marks the boundary with the country of 

Zeus. 
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‘My mother was one of the ladies of Queen Deodina, wife of King 

Eskobardo, and my father was the palace Scribe. Thanks to all this, I had 

the good fortune to be boarded in a good Institute of high learning, run by 

some Anchorites who came down daily from their hermitages on the hill 

of The Pine Grove, to give instruction to the youth of Miramar. These 

Anchorites were called White Prophets, because of the color of their 

clothing, and they were installed in several cities of the continent.  

‘Three times a year the Atlas, Highest Superior of all these Prophets, 

came as a visitor of honor. And when one of the pupils also wanted to 

become an Anchorite, the Atlas would take him to the Advanced School, 

which was in Manh-Ethel, the magnificent capital of the country of Zeus. 

‘When I reached the age of 16, my mother died and my two elder 

sisters married sailors of the South Sea who took them to Atakales in the 

country of Mauritania. My father and I were the only ones left in the family, 

and we were so saddened and dumbfounded, that he told me one day: –

I feel a great sadness to see our house deserted, and I have conceived 

an idea that we can do if it’s to your liking. 

‘–Yes, father –I said to him –, for I too am tormented with the bitter 

sadness of loneliness. 

‘–I have thought –he continued–that your masters live so poorly in 

their hermitages on the hill that they might agree to occupy our house so 

large and full of comforts. Those grottoes must be freezing in the winter 

and lack all comfort. 

‘I, who loved the masters so dearly, embraced my father, who was 

drunk with joy, and said to him, “Father, Most High gave you that 

inspiration which will make my mother so happy in the kingdom of Light 

in which she lives. When sometimes she and I went to visit the 

Anchorites, I felt great sorrow to see them sitting on pieces of stone and 

eating at a table that was a tree trunk split in half. 

‘Without waiting another day, we went up the hill, and after struggling 

for a while to convince them, we went down with the five solitary who 

were not old, but strong, young men. The oldest would be, at most, four 

decades old, and he was the Guardian who looked after them all. His 

name was Ahmes, and the other four were: Erosi, Binuter, Ibrino and 

Shametik.  

‘They had two donkeys, and on them they carried what little they had 

of clothes, utensils, and above all some large book made of papyrus and 

waxed cloth, plus animal hides. All this load made the donkeys barely 

able to walk. 

‘We had no difficulty in our living together with them, for neither we 

wanted to be masters, nor did they either. And so, by common agreement 

at a meeting it was arranged that two old maids, mother and daughter, 

should remain at home with their husbands, who were the horticulturists 
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in charge of the stables.  

‘My father wanted the Guardian to choose the rooms they were to 

occupy, and the Guardian wanted my father to arrange everything. In 

such a circumstance, they appointed me, as I was the youngest of all, to 

coordinate. My parents' large bedchamber was the Prayer room. The 

library was the study room. Then the hall, the bedrooms, and the dining 

room in the center, closing the courtyard first and dividing it from the 

kitchen, pantry, bathrooms, and other rooms. 

‘The first time that the Atlas of the Great School of Manh-Ethel came 

to visit the Institute in our city, we brought him to stay in our house for all 

the days he remained in the city. This event was the one that decided the 

path of my life from then on. 

‘Meeting Atlas and becoming attached to him like a thistle to his dress 

happened all at once. 

‘He was no longer the Elder I had known since I entered the Institute, 

but a handsome young man who had light in his eyes and honey of love 

in his mouth. Everyone laughed to see me ecstatic looking at him, as if 

my eyes had locked on his face, until he himself, no doubt feeling my 

gaze fixed on him with such recklessness, approached me smiling and 

caressing my head said: 

“–Are you afraid of me, little one?   

' I was of slight build and looked younger than my age. I was extremely 

foolish and burst into tears for no reason. But this caused Atlas to 

embrace me with great affection, and wiping away my tears, he kissed 

my forehead and pressed me to his heart. He was the great Antulius of 

later years, whose name, science, and works were later known 

throughout the continent. 

‘He told my father that I had the capacity to follow high studies, and he 

commissioned the Anchorites to prepare me to be an aspiring Master. 

‘So that I will stay happy when he left, he promised me that if I was a 

good student and my father agreed, he would take me with him to the 

Great School of Manh-Ethel when I was ready to enter it. 

‘When, after 17 days, the Atlas left home, it seemed to me that it was 

empty, and all was sad and gloomy without him.  

‘At night I wept in my room, and such was the sadness that overcame 

me that I began to languish, and at the same time I studied desperately, 

in order to leave as soon as possible with the Atlas, the first time he 

returned.  

‘The solitaries and my father became aware of this, and fearing an 

illness, the Guardian told my father to take me to Manh-Ethel to visit the 

Atlas, who was a Physician, and they would discuss what should be done. 

‘What they agreed to do was, that I should begin the first postulant 

test, because I refused to return to Miramar. And since my father did not 
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want to be separated from me, he also remained at the Great School as 

Bursar Administrator, replacing the Elder who had been the Bursar but 

had fallen ill, overcome by the rheumatism that always tormented him. 

‘I remember that it was the happiest day of my life when my father told 

me: –All right. You want to stay here attached to the Atlas, and I want to 

stay attached to you. You’re the only thing I have left in my life, and I can’t 

get away from you as long as I live. 

‘We both stayed there for the rest of our lives... I tell a lie when I say 

so, because years later, when my father died, and the Atlas was poisoned 

by the priests, I was forced to exile myself from that city with all the 

companions so as not to suffer the fate of the Master. He had asked us 

all for a formal promise to continue his work, which was to teach the 

people who would open their doors to us, and none of us had ever 

considered breaking our word. 

‘Being the youngest of the postulants, the masters were very fond of 

me. And even more so, was the venerable mother of the Atlas, who was 

lodged in a room of the great building.  

‘The fatal sentence that so cruelly ended that beautiful life was based 

on a horrible slander made up by the court, deceiving a maiden who 

attended the classrooms as an external student. 

‘They got her to sign a false statement. The witnesses paid to support 

the statement she signed were also false. They acted so maliciously that 

his disciples had no time to defend him. Despairing that the Master had 

died an infamous death because of a vile lie forged with all malice to 

destroy him, I went to his mother, who was crying inconsolably, and I said 

to her:  –We cannot bring him back to life, but at least let’s restore before 

the world his honor, which belongs to the just, the wise, the master, who 

was the example of uprightness and nobility, uncovering the vile slander 

with which he was led to death. 

‘–It is fair –she said to me–, but how can you do it if it’ll also cost you 

your life? 

‘–I don't mind losing my life, which would not be losing it but rather 

glorifying it. 

‘Disguised as a seller of trinkets and perfumes, I was able to reach the 

fence of the house where the girl was confined, so that she would not 

discover the deception.  

‘The poor girl was unaware of all the harm she had done to her Master, 

who had raised her from a precarious position by giving her high 

knowledge and good education, with a view to founding a School of 

Women Teachers, capable of educating the female youth of that time. 

‘Because she had been deceived to sign the false declaration against 

the Master, she signed another one made by the disciples who had not 

yet fled, protected by our disguises. There were four of us: Audino, Thylo, 
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Dorki and me.’ 

On a piece of white-tanned lambskin, Moses found the writing in 

characters he could not translate. His uncle Jethro said to him: 

–Look for the following papyrus, for there’s the translation into the 

sacred language that you will be able to read. 

Moses turned over the leaf, and read: 

–‘I, Iris Leda of Chañaral, external student of the Great School, 

declare to have signed a false accusation against the Master Director, 

Antulius of Manh-Ethel, for which I was deceived by the Chief Scribe of 

the Temple of Zeus, who told me that he was collecting signatures to 

petition for the Master's elevation to the position of Pontiff King. I swear it 

before the Most High God of Master Antulius, before his august mother, 

who is here with four masters of the Great School: Adulik of Miramar, 

Audino of Lucerna, Thylo of Anahuac, and Dorki of Askeresa. It is justice. 

‘Day 14 of the second summer moon in the year 1994 of Manh-Ethel.’ 

Moses continued reading: 

–‘After the girl had signed, the Mother Walkyria, who wept silently, 

said to her, taking her right hand: –With this hand you caused the death 

of my son, your Master. Your declaration signed by this hand, confirmed 

the sentence of death. You deserved that the executioner cut it off and 

give it to the dogs as is done to thieves. You have stolen the honor and 

the life of my son, who was my honor and my life. But I forgive on His 

behalf and bless you in His name.  

‘The poor girl, who had gradually turned pale, fell unconscious to the 

floor, seized by a distressing crisis that had upset her nervous system. 

‘Since Thylo was a physician, he helped her to come to her senses, 

and we took her out of that place to lead her to where she signaled us. 

‘Audino, Dorki and I left the city that same night, accompanying Mother 

Walkyria to her country house in Cerro de Oro (Hill of Gold), where we 

remained until we figure what path to follow.  

‘Thylo joined us afterwards, and he told us that Iris passed away ten 

days later of a stroke.  

‘Prince Hilkar, the Master’s secretary, had buried him in the 

mausoleum of his family and fled overseas, renouncing his rights to his 

second brother. The Great School closed, the students dispersed, some 

fled, others returned to their homes; this was all that remained of all the 

greatness, the glory, and the good that we had shared with the great man 

whose life was all goodness, peace, and love. 

‘Three years later the waters of the sea began to overflow, as had 

been announced for years. Then the four of us, always following the 

lonely mother of the Master, embarked on a ship that made voyages to 

the country of Cassiterides, and in the high lands of Ascuzay (*Scotland 

of today), we bought a plot of land with an ancient castle, which was our 
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common home during the 11 years that we remained there. 

‘The few inhabitants of this country were, for the most part, 

adventurers escaped from the justice of the countries of the East, and 

they believed that we were adventurers too. They wanted us to join them 

on their raids by land and sea, in search of valuable merchandise and 

wealth which they claimed existed in other towns, or on the ships that 

constantly sank in the rough waters of the North Sea.  

‘Our castle had been built as if to defy the furies of the sea, because 

it was part of the rock that served as its base, in which were opened the 

caves or grottoes of the first floor destined to the stables, cellar and 

woodshed. The rising waters flooded the caves of our dwelling, and from 

the top of the lookout we witnessed, terrified, the sinking of our country 

on the opposite bank of the Grand Channel. 

‘Justice of the Eternal Law! –we all shouted when no longer saw the 

light of the lighthouse of cape Coastal Road, nor the famous obelisks of 

Manh-Ethel, which were said to be the tallest constructions that existed 

on the Continent. 

‘Our Mother Walkyria became ill as a result of the horror that that 

tremendous drama of the sea, of the land, and of men, caused to her 

spirit, so tormented already by the anguish endured years before. As 

soon as we saw her recovered, we sold our house to some deer herders, 

the only friends we had, and we set sail into the sea in the direction that 

our Master had announced to us that one day we would have to reach. 

‘–Beyond Tajamar –he had told us–is the country of Shihor, where 

other outcast brothers begin to sow our Ideal. Wait for me there, and we 

shall meet again in different flesh garments. 

‘Part of the country of Zeus and more than half of Mauritania opened 

in a frightful cataclysm of the sea and, floating like a ship adrift, ran 

aground in the lands of the East, where it appears to have remained firm. 

‘The ship that was taking us was stranded there, and our captain, 

disoriented by the transformation of the ancient sea routes, couldn't not 

decide where to anchor safely.  

‘The Master watched over his mother and over us, and we were able 

to disembark in Mauritania, runaway of the waves, which had separated 

from the mother Continent, who knows by what secret law that we men 

don't know. 

‘We were brought as if by miracle over the treacherous sea–the 

Mauritanians told us, who, like mollusks stuck to the rocks, still lived in 

their houses that were rubble under which many had perished. 

‘The same language was always spoken in Poseidonis, Zeus, and 

Mauritania, which was a happy omen for us. We could, perhaps, consider 

ourselves as inhabitants of the same country, dismembered like a boulder 

from the lands of Atlantis, a large part of which had sunk into the sea. 
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‘We all gathered at the foot of a great hill, where a beautiful lake dotted 

with palm trees near a green meadow promised us a less eventful life. 

‘What would we call our village? What would we call the gigantic hill 

that kept our back? After trying to find different names, our mother said: 

‘This land receives so much sun, and it’s so beautiful in the sunlight! 

‘Let’s call it Solana. And we will call this protective hill Atlas, as it was 

our great Atlas who follows us in our painful pilgrimage. Six years later, 

our mother died, guardian angel of our lives tormented by such terrible 

sufferings. 

‘We built a stone pyramid, roughly carved, to bury her. We placed the 

beloved dead body, which had accompanied us on our exile journey, in 

the large chest where she kept her clothes. Two years later, the four of 

us continued our journey to the East, until we found the country of Shihor, 

regularly populated and of marvelous fertility. ‘The first inhabitants we met 

greeted us with great joy because we wore a five-pointed silver star on 

our chests. 

‘–We are brothers–they told us –from the same race, because our 

ancestors also came as refugees escaping from the catastrophe that 

sunk in the sea the western countries of that marvelous Atlantis, that we 

only know from the writing they left behind. This city is called Amphiona 

and is ruled by three Sphano-San: I, II, III. 

‘The first is a master who teaches the people; the second is a judge 

who enforces order; and the third is a therapist who cures all diseases. 

When a Sphano-San dies, the people select a successor from among the 

most capable and righteous men, and we live in peace. 

(*Here was an interruption, an empty space without any inscription. 

Then it continued). 

‘I don’t know whether it is illness or the beginning of dementia, or the 

lucidity of my Master, which passes through me like a marvelous vertigo. 

‘When the first shadows of the night have fallen I enter my small alcove 

to be in union with the invisible Divinity, as the Master taught us, a parade 

of events, images, and things that happened who knows where on Earth, 

begins. I managed to remain calm, understanding that the hour so 

announced by the Master had arrived, that one day faculties that until 

then we didn’t know would manifest in our inner self, giving us the ability 

to see, know and understand the infinite majesty of the Creative and 

Conservative Power of worlds, beings, and everything that has life in the 

vast Universe. 

‘My companions, Audino and Dorki, felt more or less the same as I 

did, and the three of us devoted ourselves fully to a life of silent seclusion, 

as if we had lost the ability to comment, dialogue, and empty ourselves 

to the outside world, as apostles of a doctrine that we had to teach others. 

‘One day Thylo said to us: –If you don't take it the wrong way, I want 
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to walk a little further because I feel yearnings that burn me like fire to 

seek and find the Notary Hilkar who knew the secrets of the Master's 

wisdom better than anyone. It seems to me that in the dream Hilkar would 

have told me: “–I found my way in the Hellas, on the sea of the Hundred 

Islands, where the Master saw one day that marvelous vision of a world 

in ruins, which his disciples transformed into gardens resplendent with 

flowers and fruits.” 

‘–You know –I said to him –that our Master used to tell us that when 

he left our side, we would all disperse along the paths to where we felt 

pushed, either by events or by a very powerful inner impulse. If you don't 

feel calm and quiet in this place, it may be a sign that you should seek 

another, and if so, the Master Himself will show you the opportunity to 

satisfy your longings. 

‘Indeed, he was presented with the opportunity to leave when a sailing 

ship from the Cassiterides arrived at the mouth of the Nile. It came in 

search of furs that the natives of Shihor kept from year to year for their 

merchant ship that bought them and continued its journey to Ethea, 

sailing along the coast of the New Sea (*such a name was given to the 

Mediterranean that had recently formed due to the opening of the 

Gibraltar Mountains), to the Taurus mountain range, which provided the 

ship with its abundant minerals, and finally arriving at Hellas, the final 

destination of its voyage. 

‘Thylo hugged us goodbye and left, never to return. Four years later 

he died without having met Master Hilkar. But since it was the Law that 

they should meet, he later found his way during his free soul state. So, 

he then met the Notary when he was trying to establish a School.  Our 

brother Thylo was one of the five helpless orphans with whom the Master 

Hilkar formed the Initiatory school in its humblest beginnings, The priests 

of this school were called Dakthylos. 

‘This is the way the Eternal Law guides its apostles, like a good seed 

that slowly germinates in the souls ready to receive it and make it produce 

flowers and fruit of faith, wisdom, and love. 

‘Meanwhile, the three of us who stayed in Shihor’s country spent the 

first years teaching the natives how to cultivate the land, raise cattle, and 

handle the looms. 

‘Every six moons two therapists came from the Cliff (*that was then 

called what years later became the port of Neghada, and afterwards 

Alexandria) to heal the sick and teach a doctrine of worshipping God and 

helping one another. And our love for them and their love for us was so 

strong that Audino and I accompanied them to the mouths of the Nile, 

while Dorki stayed in Amphiona at the head of the Village and School that 

had been established there. There were ten solitary men, they were 

called Kobdas, they wore blue tunics, they had orphaned children, 
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helpless old people, and every suffering and persecuted being found 

shelter in the Reedbed Cabin, as they all called the cabin of mud and 

straw that they had built for themselves among the reeds of the delta of 

the great river of that land.  

‘We joined those brothers wholeheartedly because their ideal was 

identical to the one we had imbibed from the great and luminous soul of 

our Master Antulius. 

‘Thank you, a thousand times, Master, beloved above all things, for 

having led us to our resting place!’ 

The last roll was closed again between the hands of Moses when it 

was past midnight, and the full moon was at its zenith. 

Jethro, who was listening, and Moses, who was reading, remain silent 

for a long time because both were meditating on the same thing: the 

wisdom and perseverance with which the Divine Law leads the events 

and the beings obedient to its inspiration towards the place and moment 

in which they must form the glorious ranks of its chosen ones to fulfill its 

eternal designs.  
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34.  The School of Moses 

 

Night after night, for more than a year, both exiled hierophants read 

the most important passages kept in their archives; the immense Archive 

of the Elder Jethro, and the smaller one transported by Moses from the 

castle of Lake Merik.  

Their brothers, idealists of the past, seemed to them: giants, heroes, 

demigods! 

What they had accomplished, what they had suffered, seemed to them 

unheard of; a grandiose, fantastic dream, almost reaching the 

unbelievable, and it was a proven and verified reality.  

Moses’ Archive contained ‘The Writings of Patriarch Aldis’, in which 

was narrated in detail what was the great civilization of the Kobdas in the 

countries of the Nile, the Euphrates, in Pontus, in short, in the lands 

known as the Five Seas, the educative work of the Dakthylos (aka 

Dactyls) of Antulius, who made prehistoric Attica a glorious Athenaeum 

of Science, Art, and Beauty, carried to the highest height that can be 

reached in earthly humanity. 

 

After a long meditative silence, Moses raised his thoughtful brow, and 

spoke as if in a heartfelt cry: 

–Uncle Jethro!..., and we, what do we do? Taking care of herds of 

flocks and sowing vegetables and cereals is something, but very 

insignificant and small compared to all that we have seen and known in 

a long year of uninterrupted evenings. 

–I have been thinking that very thing, my son, ever since we began 

unrolling those yellowish and decayed scrolls, and even before, in my 

long, lonely nights I have thought it too! I looked for opportunities many 

times, which failed me just as many times! 

“And now that the years pile up on my poor life... 

–Your life is not poor, Uncle Jethro, but rich in merit and fruitful in 

deeds. The collection of this great Archive is a colossal work. You have 

spent half of your life in this monumental task. 

–It’s true, son. I have spent my best years and my paternal inheritance 

on all this collection of papyrus scrolls that we have gone through; but it’s 

still not much compared to what all those who have preceded us on the 

long road to our eternal Ideal have done. 

The uncle and nephew continued on this subject until almost dawn. 

But it was not time wasted, because from there arose a new School of 

human and divine knowledge, which could well have been called School 

of high wisdom. 

–We need to build a large study hall, and then go looking for students, 
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–Moses said–. Where will we find them? 

–If the Law wishes us to open that School, the students will emerge 

from the ravines, my son –the Elder said with such force of conviction that 

Moses looked at him in surprise, thinking that he was delirious.  

 

He saw himself submerged among mountains and deserts. Who could 

voluntarily exile himself in such desolate places when great cities of all 

latitudes offered the charms of a comfortable, pleasant life? 

–Moses!..., son of Thimetis! Don’t be surprised about what I am about 

to tell you. Among my adopted daughters, there are four illegitimate 

daughters of princesses and noblewomen of the great Egypt and other 

countries, and two orphans of a hierophant sentenced to death by your 

grandfather, Ramses I. Some of them already had their first studies 

finalized, and all of them are endowed with an uncommon intelligence, 

because they are old spirits of evolution. Besides..., and this is a serious 

secret that I can only confide to you, I keep hidden from all human sight 

two Syrian boys, condemned to death for a crime committed by the same 

one who condemned them to die to hide his own guilt. 

“There we have eight students who will make good careers in our 

School of Wisdom. Oh, Moses, my son! There are diamonds lost among 

the sands, and pearls hidden among the dry leaves blown by the winds! 

–All this warms my soul, Uncle Jethro, and enlivens the feeble flame 

of my hope. Good. We have the students. Let's get to work on the room 

that will be the classroom; we have plenty of stones to build it firmly. 

–We also have the classroom that seems to have been waiting for you 

for a long time. 

–What! Where? 

–Come and see. 

The Elder got up and Moses followed him. Jethro entered his 

bedchamber and Moses saw a small wardrobe or closet, partially hidden 

by the large curtains of his bed. It opened to reveal the beginning of a 

stairway leading down to the basement. 

The Elder took a candelabra and began to descend, and Moses 

followed behind. It was a rather spacious crypt, like those used in the 

Temples and in most of the houses of wealthy owners. 

The crypts in the Temples were places destined for special and secret 

rites. In the private houses, the crypts were intended to keep the wealth 

and valuable documents that belonged to the owners, who protected 

them from strangers and thieves. That room had platforms on all four 

walls and a table in the center on which the Elder placed the candelabra. 

–Excellent classroom for our School –Moses said, clearly satisfied. On 

the wall, in front of the entrance, Moses noticed a polished marble plate, 

depicting the image of a young King, wearing on his forehead a beautiful 
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royal crown. 

–He’s the last Toltec King of the dynasty of the Athaulphus –the Elder 

explained, with marked emotion. 

–Amphion, the Holy King of Otlana! –Moses exclaimed –. We knew 

him through his works from the accounts in your Archive, uncle, but I 

didn't expect to meet him in a portrait of him. How did you get it? 

 

–Gold can buy everything, my son, but more than gold, great things 

are obtained by the sovereign will of the Law, which sometimes gives its 

followers unexpected treasures in compensation for their sacrifices. Now 

you’ll see what Amphion of Otlana hides behind him. –The Elder slid the 

marble sheet along the rail on which it was framed, and Moses saw a 

small door leading to another chamber. –There sleep peacefully the two 

young men sentenced to death, in spite of being innocent –the Elder said, 

moving the candelabra closer so Moses could look inside. 

 

Moses saw a makeshift bedroom, using as beds the dais in both 

corners of the room. Screens of reed and antelope skin discreetly 

concealed the quiet sleepers. 

–You are now master of all your old uncle's secrets–the Elder said, 

satisfied and smiling, seeing the great astonishment which Moses did not 

try to conceal. 

–You are truly great and noble, Uncle Jethro! Every one of your works 

is a magnificent burst of love, –he finally said, absorbed in deep 

thoughts–. However, I would like to know how you became aware of the 

terrible tragedies suffered by all these beings protected by your mercy. 

–When a being works justice, the forces of Good accompany him, and 

since there are still noble souls around the great ones of the Earth, it has 

not been impossible for me to find collaborators in my silent work of 

protection of the helpless.  

“My seven daughters, who are a treasure to me, were a hindrance to 

those who brought them to life, and these boys were to be hanged for the 

crime of a magnate who, concocting a clever plot, brought all 

appearances down upon them.  

“In my long life I have made many good friends who, knowing my call 

to protect the helpless, I will say, have sent me these creatures as 

precious gifts, whom I manage to make happy by my side while I make 

my own happiness. 

–Uncle Jethro! I am also a homeless person, and he angels of God 

brought me to you!  

The young son of the Royal Princess of Egypt embraced, almost in 

tears, the noble Elder who, despite being an outcast, an exile from human 

society, still had the power to protect the homeless. 
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*** 

A few days later the School was inaugurated, not with eight students 

as Moses and Jethro had assumed, but with 18, because among the 

young shepherds of the flocks they found ten who had aspirations and 

abilities for a good intellectual, moral, and spiritual development. 

The two boys from the crypt, who only came out of their confinement 

at night when everyone was asleep, pretended to arrive on donkeys at 

dawn one fine day, when preparations for the opening of the School were 

beginning. They claimed to come from Dhopas, called by Jethro, for 

scribal work. 

They were both apprentice Scribes, of pleasant appearance, and 

fifteen years of age, although their height represented twenty. 

In this way, the secret of their lives was hidden. 

 

Their names were Joshua and Caleb. They had not seen the sunlight 

for seven months, except through a small, latticed window near the ceiling 

of the alcove, looking westward; hence they could barely see the sunset.  

The reader will understand well their joy when their protector 

announced that he had inaugurating a School for them. 

They were first cousins, and both suffered the same pain. Since they 

had been passed off as dead to save their lives, they couldn't return to 

their families as long as the powerful leader who sentenced them to death 

was alive. 

When Jethro and Moses examined all the students in the first days of 

preparation in order to know thoroughly each one's abilities, they 

discussed among themselves: 

–Uncle Jethro, –Moses said–I am confirming that the Divine Law 

seems to like that all souls, on whom it forges determined designs, make 

great leaps, crossing abysses to reach the place where they should act.  

–So it is, my son, and I was well aware that all of my adopted children 

were among those beings. That’s why my old heart was waiting for an 

event, a tearing of the skies on my horizon, that would allow me to see 

why and for what reason the Eternal Law was bringing these souls to my 

side, in which I glimpsed a sprouting of wings, which were growing and 

growing. 

“The event came with you, Moses, and shortly after your arrival, the 

sky split open, and I saw... 

–What did you see if I may know? 

–That a good deed would arise around you because souls like yours 

are never inactive. They seem to carry within themselves the seed of 

great creations. When you told me that day "I will be the shepherd of your 

flocks", I immediately thought: "It must not be for a shepherd of sheep 
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that the Law brings you to this solitude.” I didn’t tell you anything then 

because I should not anticipate events. Only the Divine he day and the 

hour of the great achievements. 

–A question comes to me, uncle, and I’m going to expose it to you 

because I believe there should be nothing between the two of us that is 

not clear as sunlight. 

–Let’s hear your question. 

–Why do we only have six of your daughters in the School, and not 

seven? 

–Because the sixth daughter who came to me, whose name is 

Carnation, is deaf and mute. Haven’t you noticed? 

–Not really, uncle. Can we help her in any way? 

–She’s very intelligent, and although she hears nothing and speaks 

nothing, she understands everything is perfectly aware of everything that 

happens in her sight. 

“She’s only been here three years and I spend an hour every day in 

mental work for her benefit. To this day I have achieved a lot, because 

she has completely changed the unsociable and elusive character she 

had; so much so, that not even you have noticed her defect. 

–Tea-Rose, who’s like a loving young mother, has had the ability to 

make her understand that she can live better with joy, even if she is deaf 

and mute. She made Carnation understand and learn, through silent but 

eloquent signs, the diverse and varied jobs that all of them do. And being 

very docile, she joyfully does what she sees the others doing. In my long 

meditations I have requested and asked the Invisible One for her, and the 

answer has come to me: “Wait and trust, everything comes in its time.” I 

wait calmly and confidently. 

–Won't she suffer when she sees her sisters attending school while 

she is denied? –Moses asked. 

–I’ve talked about this with Tea-Rose, and she assures me that it’s 

possible to make her understand. We are thinking of letting her enter 

freely to avoid undesirable ideas in her. We’ll see what happens. 

–As for our young shepherds, as I already told you, I find in ten of them 

enough ability to understand and accept the little knowledge that I’ve 

been able to expose to them in my conversations with them, since they 

have been with us. I don’t know if relatives, mothers, and siblings would 

bring us contradictions. 

–No, no, my son, none of that! Without a hint of vanity, I tell you that, 

for all these nearby people, Uncle Jethro is like a representative of the 

invisible and visible powers for the good of everyone. 

“This is the compensation that God gives to those who never harm 

anyone. I assure you, without fear of being mistaken, that all the boys' 

mothers and grandparents will be weaving nets of illusion and will already 
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see their sons great and rich, Masters, great men, because our School 

will perform many wonders... Don't be afraid of that at all. 

The School began in Patriarch Jethro’s Cabin with a entrance lesson 

given by Moses to all the students, with the presence of the Elder: 

“What is the human being? Where does he come from and where is 

he going?” 
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35.  The Apocalypse of Moses 
 

The original Apocalypse was written by Moses in the hieroglyphic style 

used in the ancient Egyptian Temples, along with ‘The Book of the 

Beginnings’, commonly known as ‘Genesis’, and nearly all their Songs, 

Psalms, and Prophecies. They were preserved, in severe custody, by the 

Elders of the Great Sanctuary of Moab of the Essene Fraternity, who only 

allowed copies to be made by persons of their absolute trust. Centuries 

later, these copies were declared apocryphal and replaced by the 

Pentateuch that we know, attributed to Moses. 

Let’s go back 24 hours, my dear reader. Withdrawn to the Oratory at 

the second hour of the night before the inauguration of the School, the 

future teacher said to his uncle: 

–In my studies as a boy, as a teenager and as a man that I have done 

in the castle of Lake Merik with my parents, and then in the Temples of 

On and Memphis, I have been able to verify the power and strength that 

goes hand in hand with elevated thought towards the Divinity. Here we 

don’t have a Council of Hierophants capable of overthrowing mountains 

with the mental strength acquired in years of persevering exercises, but I 

believe that the noble wish that inspires us, Uncle Jethro, will make up for 

what is lacking around us.  

–What do you mean by that?  

–I would like to get from the Eternal Invisible Power two things that I 

lack: the conviction that I was brought to this physical life to fulfill 

something for the benefit of my fellow beings. That’s the first one. 

“The second is whether the opening of our School is the beginning of 

that something that I sense, without knowing why, since I arrived to this 

solitude. 

–Precisely, Moses, my son, and it is in meditation that the Supreme 

Power answers all of our questions and our doubts. 

“Believe me, that in all the years that I have, I received few answers, 

but all of them have been fulfilled in a marvelous way. 

–Why is it marvelous? 

–You’ll see. While my life wandered in the opulence of the Royal 

Courts, my inner Self was asleep, and nothing troubled me. But one fine 

day this thought came to me, "Will my whole life be as unchanging and 

placid as at present?" 

"Such a thought began to hammer tenaciously in my inner self. I was 

studying Astronomy and Humanities at the Temple of Zeus, but I felt a 

vague restlessness that bothered me at times during classes until the 

teacher noticed it and reprimanded me for it. Seeing myself helpless and 

humiliated, I thought of the Supreme Power with the eagerness of one 
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who finds no effective remedy within himself. I thought so deeply and 

profoundly that in my inner Self this idea appeared: "You’re not in your 

place in Mauritania. Your place is very far from here.” Who said it? Why 

did he say it? Where could I go, if I was in the palace of my father, who 

was the Great Sfaz, and I lacked nothing there? 

"That was the first answer of the Eternal Wisdom to this insignificant 

pebble in the paths of life. 

“Sixty days later, Pharaoh Seti, your great-grandfather, asked for the 

hand of my sister Epuvia for his first-born son. The following year, I came 

in the procession that my father gave her, with orders to stay with my 

sister until the wedding took place. My father died unexpectedly before 

that date, and I preferred to stay at Epuvia's side, who loved me very 

much, rather than return to my older brother, who never had any affinity 

with me due to our different ways of thinking and living. 

"Since I was not a man of arms, your grandfather wanted me to pursue 

studies in the Temples of Sais and On, and it seems that he had 

pretensions that the brother of the Royal Princess of his Court should be 

part of the Pontificate. My Masters secretly followed the doctrines of 

Anekh-Aton, which had caused such a furious revolt some time before. 

Someone betrayed them and some of them, to save their lives, 

disavowed their faith; others fled, and some were condemned to life 

imprisonment; others to be beheaded. In my meditation that night, I felt 

again as I did that first time, there, deep inside my inner Self, this idea: 

"You will not die, but you will go to a lonely place far away from here.”  

"The next day, my poor sister said to me with tears in her eyes: "I have 

asked for grace for you, and the Pharaoh wants you to leave the country 

as soon as possible to avoid being obliged to use the severity of the Law 

on you. 

“In this way began my pilgrimage until I reached the place where you 

have found me. Exile and loneliness have been the paradise of my life 

because the heavens of God have overflowed over me to the point of 

telling me, shortly before your arrival: "-You think that you have received 

much, when you’ve not yet reached the end. Wait a little longer and you’ll 

see the glory of God under your roof.  

–I see that my path resembles yours, Uncle Jethro, and perhaps that’s 

why the Eternal Law has united us. 

A powerful wave of emotion flooded them with silence and absolute 

stillness, and they both realized that great invisible presences were 

approaching silently, full of ineffable love, and they both fell into a deep 

meditation. 

Accustomed to those gigantic, daring flights of the evolved souls, they 

didn’t feel the time passing by because they were immersed in an intense 

current of love that was taking them softly toward planes of infinite light. 



 297 

Both perceived the presence of three beings in front of them. They 

recognized them. That old priest, Moses’ childhood master, Amonthep; 

the Elder Neferkare, whom he had found alone in the porticoes of the 

Temple of Luxor; and the Pontiff Pthamer, who had died three years 

before, were before them, pointing to a spot in the bluish immensity. 

A dark stormy sea appeared immediately, under a gloomy sky with a 

hundred flashes of lightning intertwined like whips of fire, as if a 

magician's hands had drawn back an enormous curtain. 

An ash-colored ship struggled desperately to approach a black and 

dreadful shore, a rugged cliff whose towering silhouette stood out from 

among the raging waves. At times, the sinister brightness of lightning 

illuminated the brave sailor who performed feats of strength and skill to 

avoid a violent collision of the ship against the rocks of the coast. When 

he had succeeded and his auxiliary sailors had dropped the anchor, he 

raised a torch three times, and soon distressed men and women 

appeared, all carrying children only a few years old, that the sailors 

received as if they were lambs hired beforehand. Some of the women 

were boarding as well, while others were weeping bearing farewell to the 

children who hurriedly climbed aboard. The torch was extinguished, the 

anchor was raised, and the ship continued fighting bravely against the 

rough waves on that stormy night. 

Both clairvoyants understood the astral scene that the three Elders of 

the first vision made them contemplate, and one of them said: “–The 

Eternal Law took Juno out of the peaceful home where he was born and 

took him to the bridge of a ship because he wanted to be the savior of the 

children devoured by the insatiable gluttony of the powerful lords of 

Lemuria.” 

The Divine Light of that meditation made Moses find himself in Juno, 

the sailor who fought against the storm. He also understood that some of 

the children he had saved were once again with him, in Caleb and 

Joshua, as well as some of the young shepherd boys who would be 

students at the School that would be inaugurated in the Cabin the 

following day. 

The magical brush of the Eternal Light continued outlining that 

memorable night one after another, the life of Numu, the shepherd prince 

of Mirt-Ain-Mari; that of Amphion the Holy King of Otlana; that of Antulius 

of Manh-Ethel; that of Abel among the Kobdas; that of Krishna in the 

Deccan; and he saw that in all of them he had been led prodigiously from 

one place to another, jumping over abysses, weaving sacrifices and 

renunciations like steel nets that squeezed his heart until he reached 

what the Eternal Power asked and wanted from him. 

When he had seen and understood everything, and his spirit was 

overwhelmed by the immensity of the pain suffered in such long ages, 
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the three eternal friends who had led him to the light of understanding 

appeared to him again. 

–What is there left for me to do now that I have not done before? –he 

asked them with unheard-of vehemence with a voice that trembled and 

almost wept. 

The three celestial friends spoke, but their voices sounded as one: 

“Humankind has forgotten what you did and taught in the past, and today 

the Invisible Eternal One wants you to write with fire in stone, the Law 

that He engraved with His love in human hearts, but they erased it from 

themselves, trampled on it and forgot it.” 

–How? Where? When will I do it? –the seer asked again. 

“–He is the owner of time, and \knows the day and the hour –answered 

the threefold voices –. You follow the path you have begun, which is yours 

alone for all Eternity.” 

The celestial brightness disappeared. The candles had burned out. 

Jethro in his armchair appeared submerged as if in a swoon. Moses 

shivered with cold, and the soft light of dawn seeped through the curtain 

of the half-open window. 

Moses couldn't fall sleep despite having stayed awake all night which 

had exhausted and consumed his energy. 

He wanted to thoroughly analyze his daydream or vision from that 

night, which he thought was the most extraordinary of his life. 

His studies had taught him many things about that other vast world of 

beings without earthly flesh, but what happened that night in his uncle's 

Oratory surpassed the limits of his extraterrestrial knowledge. 

He wanted to retain every detail of all those journeys of his own Self 

in distant ages. Although he had read about it from the Writings of 

Patriarch Aldis and other writings of different chroniclers and eras, what 

was vividly presented to him as if he saw it happen again, was something 

so stupendous that it deserved his full devotion. 

–It’s something so stupendously great–he whispered –that I have to 

engrave it in the sacred system of the temples, in such a way that only 

adept hierophants of the highest degree can understand it. What man 

clothed in flesh could assimilate what I have been given to see and know 

on this past night? 

He sat down at his desk with a resolute and determined attitude that 

was possible only in him, and taking the first blank book that came to 

hand, he engraved on the first page with thick hieroglyphic signs: 

 

“What I saw” 

 
“Sitting in the Oratory with Jethro at my side, we both immersed 

ourselves in deep meditation, trying to know the Divine Will to direct all 
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the acts of our lives in accordance with It.” 

“I felt as if I were being led without violence or effort to a place of 

indescribable peace, of ineffable love, of a brightness as of many suns, 

which didn't cause dazzlement but infinite joy. I understood that those 

who led me were the three masters of my childhood and early youth: 

Amonthep, Pthamer, and Neferkare, whose spiritual presence became 

visible to me as I began the meditation. 

“I saw a dedicated sailor in a tremendous struggle with the raging sea, 

whose waves shook his ship, which appeared to be on the verge of 

sinking. He wanted to dock on the shore, and the waves beat him 

impetuously like thousands of sea monsters eager to devour the ship and 

its captain. When he was finally able to control the fury of the sea, his 

sailors appeared to maneuver to anchor and moor the ship, which was 

as huge and strong as a war galley.” 

"By the light of the torch that the Captain lit, I saw clearly his face and 

his whole person. If I had a brother, I would have said it was him because 

of his resemblance to my physiognomy, although his person was much 

larger and stockier than me. I noticed that at the torch signals many men 

and women with children ranging in age from two to six years old came 

to the dark and dreadful cliff and silently handed them over to the sailors, 

as if they had made a prior agreement. Mothers wept and kissed their 

children, while the captain repeated words of peace and trust, and at the 

same time handed them small leather bags in which I understood that 

there was something important and valuable by the signs of gratitude that 

all of them showed. The masters who had led me there reappeared and 

told me in one voice: “–He is Juno, who was called the “Wizard of Storms” 

in Lemuria, because when the sea was rough, the pirates invaded the 

villages on the coast to steal the children, whom they sold for a great price 

to the powerful lords who made of them their exquisite dish in their feasts. 

Juno lived for 47 years, and that was his task since he was 22 years old, 

until coalition of princes and pirates managed to sink his ship, killing him, 

his blind wife, Vestha, and the oldest of his sailors. Only some young 

people rescued by fishermen of the coast were saved. That was your first 

missionary life in the midst of the earthly humankind, which is your eternal 

inheritance, accepted by your free will.” 

“But the magical brush that designed visions with such dexterity and 

clarity didn't stop here.” 

“An enormous city appeared, all made of stone of large red, gray, 

black, greenish, and yellowish blocks similar to those we see in the 

mountain quarries of our land. 

“In one of those huge houses, like mountains carved with picks, a 

window embroidered with ivy formed a frame for a beautiful young woman 

dressed in blue and white cap. She was looking absent-mindedly at the 



 300 

passage of squadrons of lancers who seemed to arrive from a campaign. 

“When the last squadron left the place empty, I noticed a young 

shepherd with a lamb in one arm and a crook in the other, who was 

hurrying his pace because the little animal was spurting blood from its 

mouth. 

“The young woman at the window leaned toward him and called him 

in a familiar manner as to a well-known friend: –Come –she said –that my 

father has a gift for you. 

“That great house was the King’s palace, and the girl was his 

daughter. 

“The shepherd stopped, and the young lady made him enter through 

the wicket of the large entrance gate. 

“She took the lamb and handed it over to a slave girl to be cure. She 

led the young shepherd to the wardrobe room, where she selected a 

luxurious attire, of those worn by the princes of the house, and ordered 

him to dress in it to present himself to the King who was to speak to him. 

Great was the shepherd's confusion because he didn't know how to put 

on that heavy and rich garment. Then two pageboys appeared, as if they 

had been called, and quickly assisted him, leaving him transformed into 

a dashing royal prince, because that shepherd had a graceful face and a 

gallant presence.  

“The pages brought him before the King, who was waiting for the 

visitor behind a golden screen with his daughter. 

“The shepherd approached the screen and bowed in deep reverence, 

as instructed by the pages, and the girl said to her father, –This, King, is 

the bridegroom I’ve chosen for myself. 

“The scene faded before my eyes, and then I saw the shepherd and 

the girl in a cave among great mountains. A suffering, sick, and ragged 

crowd surrounded them, and the two of them healed their sores, soothed 

their cries, fed them, clothed them in clean clothes, and sheltered them 

from the cold in great caves with burning bonfires, with beds of skins, with 

blankets of wool. 

“My three masters appeared again and a single said to me: “–He is 

the Shepherd Prince, Numu, and his wife Vesperina, who make of the 

suffering humankind the chosen portion that will respond one day to the 

supreme ideal of fraternity and love that you and she sow in the worlds 

entrusted to you.” 

“At that precise instant, I saw my own person in the shepherd, and in 

the girl dressed in blue I saw little Merik, who no longer lived on Earth, 

and with whom I had celebrated my betrothal four years before in the 

castle of Lake Merik. 

“I couldn't stand that vision any longer, and covering my face with both 

hands, I tried to calm my heart, which was beating violently. 
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“When I had discovered myself, I searched for an encouraging look 

from Uncle Jethro, but his eyes were closed, and he looked like an ivory 

statue forming a single body with his huge walnut armchair upholstered 

in white canvas. I felt alone with everything extraterrestrial around me. I 

also closed my eyes and crossed my arms as one who surrenders, 

submissively, to that hidden sovereign power, before which I felt like a 

small fish floating in unknown waters. 

“I felt that thick tears streamed down my closed eyes, and I heard as 

if from afar my own voice whispering: “–Lord!... Infinite God, Owner of all 

creation!... Thy Will be done in this and all the worlds!” –A very gentle 

peace immediately overwhelmed me, followed by trusting tenderness of 

whom is known to be protected and loved. And once again the three 

masters of my childhood, without a body of flesh, stood before me amidst 

by a nimbus of light that allowed me to perceive even the smallest detail 

of their being. The three spoke in one voice: “–Fear nothing, Moses, for 

the masters who guided your childhood and early youth are fulfilling today 

the Divine mandate of accelerating your self-recognition, so that knowing 

who you were in your past, you accept without violence and without 

denials the present that has begun in these places described as the place 

of your exile, and the site of the glorious apotheosis of your present life.” 

“As soon as the voice was extinguished, I didn't see them because a 

new scenario appeared in their place. A populous city appeared among 

the pine and palm forests, with huge turquoise stone towers and 

mansions with pyramidal structures of terrifying immensity. I saw long 

lines of spearmen, many people, a majestic portico, and finally, a very 

white vast chamber profusely draped in bright blue curtains..., and there 

in front, a young King descended from his throne. He handed his scepter, 

necklace, and crown to some Elder with anguished face and disappeared 

silently toward the interior, after blessing two guards that bending a knee 

on the ground, kissed his hands, and then lifted the curtain for the King 

to step through. I felt at that instant the pain of the Elders who received 

the royal emblems, and of the two guards blessed by the King. 

“All that magnificent scenery disappeared as if by the impulse of a 

magical breath that had suddenly unwoven and undone it. The voice of 

my three masters present there was heard once more: “–You have just 

seen the noble and heroic renunciation of Amphion, King of Otlana and 

Theos-Kandia, that is to say yourself, in order to avoid a war of 

extermination between the two neighboring countries, caused by the 

pride and ambition of Alpha-Huari, his younger brother, who was for two 

years had been fighting for the uprising of the countries ruled by his 

parents. Great deeds are sometimes repeated through the ages, and just 

as at that hour King Amphion’s abdication was not the triumph of Alpha-

Huari, but his defeat, so your abdication as Viceroy Superintendent of 
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Egypt in the present hour is another new defeat for the Pharaoh.” 

“As I thought without speaking that I saw no defeat for the Pharaoh 

because of my abdication, the threefold voice of my masters answered 

that thought: “–Today you cannot see your victory over the Pharaoh and 

his dreadful defeat (*refers to Queen Gala and her bastard son), but you 

will see it when 20 more years have passed. Search the Writings of 

Patriarch Abydos which you have in your Archives, and you’ll find in detail 

the work of Amphion, King of Otlana and Theos-Kandia in the lost 

continent of Atlantis. Even greater will be your victory not being a King 

but only a Messenger of the Eternal Invisible God.” 

The voice died away again, and another scenery appeared before me: 

It was a splendorous city, as magnificent and grand as I have not seen 

another with my eyes of flesh, and a young Master, philosopher or 

prophet, was speaking before a huddled crowd of young men and 

women.  

It was the enormous portico of the “House of Life”, as we call in Egypt 

a great Sanatorium, where Medicine is studied and surgeons perform all 

kinds of surgeries, and it is also a classroom where wise professors give 

lessons to those who aspire to the science of healing human diseases. 

“But what that man was teaching the crowd was not a lesson in 

Therapeutics, but a philosophical and moral teaching, a lesson of pure 

life to live in health and joy, to create a noble, dignified, honorable, and 

just society capable of serving as an example and model to all the 

peoples of the Earth.” 

“As if in ecstasy, I listened to that Master and immediately thought: “I 

think like him, and if the Divine Law ever places me in front of a chair to 

teach the multitudes, I will speak like him.” I remember hearing this 

phrase several times: “The orderly and pure life, that is, without excesses 

and without abuses, is clarity of mind and health of body.” 

“Then I saw him in the great Temple of Zeus, before a priestly 

audience, answering questions put to him by priests of high hierarchy, 

judging by their purple and brocade vestments and tiaras and miters 

glittering with gold and precious stones. I heard them say to him: –You 

have taught in your school that the soul goes and returns in repeated 

carnal existences, after having gone through all the forms of life from 

stone, grass, insect, bird, and beast, in immense ages. Do you deny such 

a tremendous aberration with which you drive young people insane?” 

“–No, for it is the Truth.” 

“–You are risking your life. You teach that death doesn't exist, but if 

you continue on the path you’re on, it will exist for you. –Such words were 

pronounced by what seemed to be the Pontiff, or High Priest of that 

tribunal. 

“Then I heard a clarion call, and another and another, followed by 
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cheers and applause for someone who was arriving. The great door of 

gold and crystal opened wide, and a sonorous voice said –A royal herald 

with an edict from our King Faselehon. 

“The court stood up except the Pontiff. 

“The Herald broke the seals and ribbons of a white papyrus and read: 

–Glory and praise to Zeus who gives us air, light, and life. By these words, 

I order and command not to cause any inconvenience to my physician 

and teacher of my children, Antulius of Manh-Ethel, and that he be 

immediately accompanied to his School by the bearer of this message. I, 

Faselehon, King of Zeus and Mauritania. 

“Four handsome spearmen surrounded Master Antulius, and the 

Herald offered him his arm and let him out of the great temple of Zeus. 

“Everything was filled with darkness, silence, and terror. My heart was 

beating very fast, for I felt as if I myself were standing between two 

powerful forces that were facing each other: the priestly power and the 

royal power. 

“I thought of the Archives given to me by priest Neferkare, descendant 

of Anekh-Aton, who also found himself face to face with the priestly power 

of his time and died soon after, poisoned.” 

“–I have also witnessed your radiant Apocalypse, Moses –Uncle 

Jethro said, waking up from what I thought was a peaceful sleep. 

“As I looked at him in amazement, he continued: –Yes, my son. It is 

my hour of glory. Keeping you company and being an eyewitness of your 

life in the desert is the glory with which our Eternal Father crowns my 

eventful life. 

“What more can I ask for as the end of my life?...” 

“–Since you have seen it, uncle, tell me what you think of everything 

that had happened here tonight?” –I inquired after the silence that 

followed his statements. 

“–You were still sleeping in unconsciousness, as happens to all of us 

at the beginning of our carnal existence, until something extraordinary 

awakens us to reality. In this way, I believe, my son, that the Eternal 

Power has sent you Heralds to remove the veils that hide the divine 

mysteries, so that you may finally become aware of who you are and why 

you are incarnated on this Earth. 

“Everything has its hour in the infinite space and time, and when that 

hour comes... Oh! Son of Thimetis, the Eternal Power uses means of 

which we humans are ignorant when the hour has come for its sovereign 

Wills to be fulfilled in the worlds. 

“In my old archives, which you will get to know day by day, there is 

much of what you and I have seen tonight, with real life as if it were 

happening again. 

“I assure you that there’s a great difference between knowing it 
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through blurred signs of archaic Scriptures, and seeing it live in the 

elevated and purest planes where the Divine Light preserves all that 

happens in all the worlds of the Universe. 

“In the sacred crypts of the Temples of Sais and On, I could see 

passages of the planetary lives of our great Father Sirius, Hierarch of this 

Universe of worlds to which our Solar System belongs. Oh!, my great 

child of 23 earthly years, which are like an hour in Eternity! 

“I have a feeling that you will live a long life, perhaps more fruitful than 

all the other lives in terms of the stupendous manifestations of the 

greatness of God!” 

I listened in silence to my Uncle Jethro’s speech, although my inner 

Self was not entirely convinced of what he said with such complete 

certainty. 

“–Uncle Jethro, –I said at last–. Come with me to ask the Invisible 

Eternal One for the ability to know, understand, and be what He wants of 

me.” 

“–This is what I’m doing and will continue to do, my son, for that’s why 

He has brought you to my humble abode.” 
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36.  Seven Years Later 
 

Our protagonist had reached the age of 30, in the seven years that 

had elapsed, his life had been one of vertiginous activity. 

The underground chamber known to the reader as the ‘Crypt of King 

Amphion’ had been transformed into a Temple School of Divine Wisdom. 

There, the two hierophants exiled from the great Temples near the 

pyramids of the Nile created an apostolic priesthood, which is a 

priesthood prepared for all the self-denials and heroic renunciations of 

authentic missionaries of a Superior Ideal. 

The bedroom of the two young prisoners, Caleb and Joshua, had been 

prepared and dedicated only and exclusively to await the presence of the 

high discarnate Intelligences who wished to give special instructions to 

those who felt the need and longing for a more intimate spiritual 

communion with them. 

Jethro and Moses, fully aware of the severe seclusion necessary in 

the Sanctuaries dedicated to extraterrestrial manifestations of high order, 

in that place whose only entrance was guarded by the great marble plate 

on which was engraved in high relief the image of King Amphion of 

Otlana, only the two of them entered at first, until three years later, they 

began to allow entry to those of their students in whom they saw evident 

conditions and spiritual faculties very much in tune with what their 

teachers thought, felt and wanted. 

During the first three years, students responded to the teaching of 

human sciences and literature in different ways, some more than others. 

But when it came to the knowledge of spiritual order, which is the Divine 

Science of God and the Souls, they all responded with such determined 

dedication that Jethro and Moses were astonished. 

–It would seem, –they both said in a conversation–, that they were 

brought to our side expressly for this purpose. 

During the three years when only Jethro and Moses entered the 

Sanctuary, the most frequent visitors were those three spiritual 

characters of the unforgettable night which Moses called his Apocalypse, 

that is: Pthamer, Neferkare and Amonthep, as if they were the guardians 

and custodians of that sacred chamber. 

But from time-to-time other Intelligences of advanced evolution 

manifested themselves to renew old alliances of past ages. One night a 

Flamen manifested himself to them, who had been an Elder Brother in 

the Towers of Silence in the days of Krishna, the Prince of Peace in the 

Deccan. Coming up to them he said in a clear voice, which the ELder 

Jethro also heard: 

–Krishna and Ugrasena!, banished and outlawed again by the 
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selfishness of men, the great Father Sirius sends me to you with his divine 

gifts of solace, hope, and love, which you need in the present hour, more 

arduous and painful than that other already forgotten. Your old brother, 

the Flamen Nagasena, who was persecuted and exiled in that hour, as 

you are in the present, was sheltered in a cave of Ganda Madana, where 

my matter is still part of the very rock that once sheltered it. And I was 

sent to tell you that among the male students who listen to your teaching 

are the Flamens who fled the Towers of Silence when the Tartar invaders 

threatened to demolish them. 

“The Eternal Law brought them to you because the time is right for 

them to be at your side, new Krishna, your missionary apostles, 

companions in the hardships and in the glories of this journey, the longest 

and most difficult of all you have lived. 

“Because they were born and raised in the wild harshness of the 

desert and mountains, they will ask nothing of the decrepit and 

voluptuous civilization which shines in the great capitals like a fatuous 

light until the winds of life extinguish it and the darkness and silence of 

the tombs fall upon them. 

“My revelation today will make you understand what you need to do 

with them in this hour of their spiritual life. Other ages, centuries, and 

hours will pass, and this ancient alliance will reawaken the souls that will 

unite again in renewed redeeming missions following in your footsteps. 

“Thought of God made man, Divine Idea vibrating in an incarnated 

mind, Eternal Love kindled in a human heart: Two last glorious journeys 

are yet to come before you enter the Divinity, submerge yourself in it and 

become one with the Great Universal Whole. 

“They are small lamps that you have lit yourself. Will you let them 

extinguish on your side?...” 

Moses understood the hidden meaning of the revelations of Flamen 

Nagasena, who appeared to him in spirit. And, strongly illuminated by a 

superior clarity at that instant, Moses answered him: 

–The Venusian children, given to me in distant ages by my Eternal 

Wife, have followed me from the beginning and will follow me to the end. 

“Your revelation has made me understand that I am never alone in this 

world. God bless you!” 

The vision vanished like mist blown away by a gust of wind. Jethro 

and Moses were plunged into deep silence for a long period of time. 

They both unraveled fiber by fiber the voices, words and thoughts that 

had crossed like streaks of light on their mental horizon. Finally, the Elder 

spoke: 

–Have you understood, my son, what I have understood? 

–Uncle Jethro!... When a light is kindled in the darkness, all those who 

are not blind see it in the same way. I believe therefore that we have both 
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seen with equal clarity the revelation of the Flamen Nagasena. 

“I have understood that all those who are at our side in this hour, were 

also before and will be in the future. 

“They are souls who belong to us. It is the portion of humanity 

collaborating in our works. Numbik and Jet are also pearls on our 

necklace. Do you know, Uncle Jethro, that I caught both of them listening 

to your moral lessons with such complete dedication that I was tempted 

to tell them: Come in and take a bench, there's also room for the two of 

you?” 

–Why didn’t you, Moses, if you’re the one who’s in charge? 

–I wanted to tell you before. I maintain that we young people can’t and 

shouldn't put ourselves above the experience of the Elders. 

“Spiritually, you are as old as I am, but it’s true that physical matter in 

new worlds bring with it deceptive illusions for those who have only a few 

years in it. Hence, anyone who gets through youth without stumbling may 

consider himself a great favored of Providence. 

“Returning to our students and taking into account Flamen 

Nagasena's revelation, this suggestion has come to me, I don't know 

whether from myself or from a friendly entity: to give all of them an exam 

and place them according to their level, as it has always been done in the 

Classrooms of all the Temples with all the students, even if they were of 

the high nobility and even if they were the Pharaohs. 

–Very well thought-out, my son, and if you agree, we will inform them 

in tomorrow's class and give them a period of seven days to prepare 

properly. 

Halfway through the week of preparation came the caravan that 

periodically arrived from the civilized and distant world. 

The faithful Numbik, who accompanied by Jet, already a vigorous and 

lively youngster, had gone shopping in Paran, returned with three 

donkeys loaded with bundles and four unexpected travelers: Ohad and 

Carmi, the priest-teachers of Moses' early youth; Hur and Laius, his fellow 

students. 

Ten years after his exile, Moses embraced those beings so dear to his 

heart. After the first moments of intense emotion, their first question was 

this: 

–Why have you left my mother alone, perhaps a danger of death? 

–Don't be alarmed, Moses, there's nothing like that. Let us catch our 

breath and we will tell you all about it. –As they said this, Ohad, who was 

the oldest, dropped down on the first rustic bench he could find in the 

cabin. 

Hur and Laius could hardly utter a word, so deep was the emotion of 

meeting Moses again, whom they had loved so much! 

Elder Jethro wept and laughed. 
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His seven daughters formed an astonished group standing at a 

distance. The arrival of people from the distant civilized world was 

something extraordinary in the desert. 

What had happened? 

A cruel epidemic had wiped out almost the entire royal family of 

Mauritania. The Great Sfaz of that distant country, his wife and children 

had fallen victim to the plague. Only a 10-year-old granddaughter and her 

six-year-old brother were left alive. 

The Elder of the Council had asked for help from the Royal Princess 

of Egypt, who as daughter of Queen Epuvia, sister of the Great Sfaz, was 

who could be Regent until the young, legitimate heirs were of age. 

Princess Thimetis, with a large escort, had responded to the urgent 

call. 

She had spent the ten years of her son's absence in complete 

seclusion in the Fortress of the Mauritanian Embassy in Memphis and 

spent only brief periods incognito in her castle on Lake Merik, without the 

Pharaoh and his court caring at all, and without her intending to o draw 

their attention in any way. 

Everyone noticed the face of Moses became pale and contracted 

before these stories, and this thought was engraved in his inner self as if 

in blood and fire: “I was the cause of all this pain of my mother.” 

Hierophant Carmi, who had the faculty of perceiving deep thoughts of 

human beings, read it clearly. 

–Don’t think like that, Moses, my son –he told him on the spot–. 

“Your noble mother, with superior light, knows perfectly why you’re in 

this place, what force has brought you here, and what work you must 

accomplish. Thence, stay calm and peaceful. It was she herself the one 

who obtained from Pontiff Membra his approval of your coming here. 

The Eternal Invisible One manifests Himself to us at every step –Elder 

Jethro added: –since we can see Him clearly in His works and everyday 

events. Hence, you know that according to the unchangeable laws and 

ordinances of spiritual order, opening a School of Divine and Superior 

Knowledge requires, at least six incarnated Intelligences, who along with 

the Adviser, the Invisible Celestial Guide, form the seven rays of Divine 

Light, vault and crown of the Spiritual Temple to be built. The arrival of 

these four brothers allows us to reach the exact number. 

“Can we expect a clearer sign that the Eternal Law is pleased with our 

requests?”  

–It is true..., all the truth –the newcomers replied. 

Only Moses remained silent. His thought was very far away!... He 

accompanied his mother on her long journey to Mauritania, and he 

blamed himself for not protecting and supporting her during the difficult 

journey. 
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There was a moment when the thought flashed through his mind of 

setting out on the journey, not on the return of the caravan but alone with 

Numbik, to cross the Red Sea, the thousand mountain twists and turns 

of Ethiopia, the vast desolation of the fields of Nubia, and the 

mountainous deserts of Libya to reach his mother on her long journey to 

Mauritania. And he stood up as if overcome by a distant vision and took 

a step forward. 

Hierophant Carmi, who read his thought, blocked his path. 

–Where are you going, Moses, son of Thimetis? 

–I’m going to her since I see her alone crossing the desert. 

–Calm down, Moses, I beg you. Your mother doesn’t go alone. She 

bears an escort of 200 spearmen commanded by prince Fredek of Port 

Ophir, who loved her before you were born. When he knew of your 

banishment from the Court and the country, he came to Memphis for love 

of her, and placed himself at the head of the Mauritania Embassy only to 

protect her. 

“She is well-protected and knows that your duty is here. 

Moses, as if waking up from a dream, let out a deep sigh and fell into 

the armchair.  

–It’s ok, I’m over it! –he said–. It was a bad thought that flesh and blood 

generated to twist my path. 

Elder Jethro embraced him in tears. 

–It is another of the sacrifices demanded by the austerity of your Law, 

Moses, my son. How quickly you are climbing to the summit! 

Hierophant Ohad gave Moses a bundle of papyrus wrapped in a linen 

ribbon bearing the seal of the Pontiff of the great Temple of Memphis. 

Hur in turn handed him the keys to the sealskin bags that Princess 

Thimetis had sent to her son. 

All of this vanished the wave of sadness and anxious anxiety that had 

filled the air. 

A cheerful cordiality was suddenly established, and the conversations 

began; the news and all that is typical of a reunion of companion souls 

that after ten years of separation are reunited in an oasis of the harsh and 

barren desert of life.  
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37.  The Great Priest of the Desert 
 

A few days passed, just enough time for Jethro, his daughters, and 

Moses to arrange suitable lodging for the four newly arrived travelers. 

Moses, seeking to lessen the complications that the householders might 

have, had his two companions, Hur and Laius, installed in his large 

bedchamber. 

The good Uncle Jethro imitated the action of his nephew, and Ohad 

and Carmi shared the spacious bedroom of the Elder who was very 

pleased to tell them: 

–This will be your room until we’re able to build each of these swallows 

of the Lord their own nest. 

When everything was settled in the material aspect, they thought of 

organizing the spiritual life according to the higher ideals they all upheld. 

For this purpose, they held the first “meeting of the six” that the Eternal 

Law had united in the cabin of the Patriarch Jethro, in the very poor village 

of Durba Well, in the loneliest part of the wide desert neighboring Sinai. 

The meeting took place in that secret chamber, whose entrance was 

the sliding stone on which a portrait of King Amphion Athaulph of Otlana 

was engraved in high relief. 

The melody played by the lyre of Laius and the lute of Hur had 

attracted a most serene peace. As soon as the invocation ended, priest 

Carmi fell into hypnosis, possessed by the strong and purest Intelligence 

known by the name of Aelohin, who from that hour placed himself at the 

front, so to speak, of the great work of Moses would carry out in the whole 

course of his long life. And he spoke to them like this: 

“–Brothers of this Temple of God: What an honor it is for me to be the 

seventh of this Council of wills and intelligences gathered to lay the 

foundations of a great work of human evolution! 

“We are seven priests here; seven consecrated and chosen by the 

Eternal Law to do Good to the souls incarnated on planet Earth, which is, 

as you know, the meaning of that great word: Priest!” 

“And, since the Instructor and Guide of this humankind is among the 

Seven, he must be the Highest Priest who gives us the guidelines to 

follow from today onwards.” 

No sooner had these words been uttered than two bright rays of light 

appeared on the forehead of Moses, turning the half-light of that secret 

chamber into snowy whiteness.  

Jethro, Carmi, Ohad, Hur, and Laius stood up and their white linen 

robes gleamed like mother-of-pearl iridescence in the brightness of the 

halo of light that surrounded Moses, who, stunned and extremely moved, 

couldn't move, or utter a word. 
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The five Brothers who were standing, pronounced the solemn vow or 

oath of law used in occasions like this: “Before the Eternal Invisible God, 

owner of the Worlds and Life, we make a solemn vow of fidelity, of trust, 

and of love to the companion and brother appointed by the Law to guide 

this humankind to its eternal destinies.” 

Moses suddenly reacted; standing up he pronounced the solemn vow: 

–"Before the Eternal Invisible God, owner of the Worlds and of Life, I 

make a solemn vow of fidelity, trust and love to the companions and 

brothers designated by the Law to second me in the work that I must 

perform for the benefit of this humanity." -And he embraced his 

companions with deep emotion. 

In such a solemn and glorious moment, the walls of the secret 

chamber disappeared from the sight of all of them, and the place became 

like a luminous open field, flooded with a soft blue clarity like the bright 

light of a full moon on a snow-covered esplanade. 

The Messiahs, or the soulmate Intelligences of the incarnated Divine 

Avatar, glided there like swayed by the soft breezes; they also 

pronounced the solemn vow of fidelity, trust, and love to the one who 

should be the hero in that heroic journey, while soft harmonies that were 

not from Earth filled the environment saturated with peace, joy, and 

infinite love. 

None of those present could measure the time elapsed until all that 

majesty of the heavens had vanished, as if diluted in the shadows, as if 

absorbed by silence... 

In that first meeting they resolved that that secret chamber would 

henceforth be the Council Hall, Temple of prayer and sacred place of 

Consecration of all those who would henceforth wished to form a line 

among those already consecrated to the service of God and humanity. 

The stone pilaster for the vitalized water would be placed at the center 

of the chamber, and on the wall in front of the entrance, a small pedestal 

would be built supporting a white marble altar on which the candelabrum 

of seven candles and a censer for burning incense would be placed. 

On the top of the wall was to be placed a black basalt plate with the 

usual engraving in all sites devoted to the Divinity with the customary 

hieroglyphic sign to signify God, Eternal Invisible: a large white circle with 

the five-pointed star in bright blue in the center.  

The Supreme Council of the Initiatory School of the Desert was 

founded in the required form, to carry out its high mission from now on. 

Joshua and Caleb, plus five young men chosen among the 19 

shepherds, would be the foundation of Moses’ Initiatory School. They saw 

them eager for knowledge, and even while watching over the flocks 

entrusted to them, they reviewed the lessons heard in the previous days 

a hundred times. 
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To make things easier, Joshua and Caleb, who as Scribe's 

apprentices were skilled in writing, copied the teachers' lessons and 

distributed them to their companions. 

All this great effort and dedication thrilled Moses. The certainty began 

to grow in him that the Eternal Power would extract even from the stones 

and sands of the desert, the beings that would be suited to collaborate in 

the work that he had to carry out. 

In assemblies of the Council, Ohad and Carmi, Hierophants of the 

seventh degree, were appointed as teachers of the aspirants to the 

Initiation. 

 The main subjects were Astronomy, Astrology, Magnetism, 

Chiromancy, Hypnotism and Theology or Science of God and Souls. 

The classes of History, Natural Sciences, Language, Geography, and 

others were entrusted to Hur and Laius. These were for all the students 

in general, for the daughters of Jethro and not even Jet was excluded 

from them. Likewise, the Morality or Ethics class, in charge of Elder 

Jethro, was open to all, and even the relatives of the young shepherds-

turned-students began to attend. 

The High Priest, of course, could attend the classes whenever he 

pleased. 

The six priests had to meet daily at nightfall in the secret chamber of 

the inner meditations. 

–We are also students of a Divine School–Uncle Jethro said –, and if 

we have to be good teachers, we need double learning. To teach human 

creatures to be in tune with the Eternal Power is the work of giants, and 

I, at least, see myself as a pygmy. 

–I think we can all say the same thing, –Ohad stated–but Love for the 

Divine Ideal provides wings to the spirit, and I hope that the Divine 

Goodness will make ours grow as much as it is necessary to fulfill its 

eternal designs. 

This is how the Initiatory School of Moses was established. 
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38.  The Regent of Mauritania 
 

In spite of his high rank and his own efforts, Moses couldn't calm his 

inner world; the thought of his mother crossing deserts and mountains 

gave him a painful uneasiness. The words he heard Carmi say also 

pounded in his mind: “She carries an escort of 200 spearmen 

commanded by Prince Fredek of Port Ophir, who loved her before you 

were born, and for love of her came to Memphis and placed himself at 

the head of the Mauritanian Embassy, only to protect her when he 

learned of your banishment from the Court and from the country.”  

He never knew that Prince Fredek had loved his mother years before. 

When Fredek paid courtesy visits to the Court of Memphis, Moses noticed 

indeed his delicate politeness towards the Royal Princess who was his 

cousin, and he saw also that she and Amram, her husband, showed him 

sympathy and cordiality. 

–“He is the brother of the Sfaz–Moses thought–why isn't he the 

Regent, and they force my mother to be so, when she’s only a cousin?... 

Isn't this a new ploy by the Pharaoh to keep her away from Egypt?...” 

Moses spent three days absorbed by such a thought without being 

able to erase it from his mind despite his great efforts. 

But in the meditation of the third day at nightfall, the Divine Law 

allowed the answer to come to him in the moving scene that the Eternal 

Light has preserved in its Archive, from where I copy it as faithfully as 

possible.  

Moses, extremely humiliated by his inability to calm his inner world, 

began to give way to thoughts of doubt about the announcements he had 

received earlier. 

He talked to himself in deep silence, in the semi-darkness of the crypt, 

surrounded by his five Council companions. 

–I am destined to guide souls, to educate crowds, to be a leader of 

peoples, and I see myself as any entity, incapable of dominating 

inopportune thoughts or keeping my inner world serene... It is a gross 

deception..., it is a phantom of greatness that I must keep away from me 

if I want to free myself from falling into the abyss of vainglory and pride! 

He was transported in spirit to the last existing oasis on the road that 

the Royal Princess was traveling, where she was sleeping peacefully in 

the tent set up for her and her Handmaiden Enabi. He noticed that there 

were guards around the tent and that Enabi's husband, Governor of the 

castle of Lake Merik, was the Chief of the Guards. 

He saw Prince Fredek kept awake in his private tent, making 

comparisons between two large books with copper covers and silver 

clasps on whose covers it read,  
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"Law of Anekh-Aton, Pharaoh of Egypt.” 

“Law of Amphion Athaulph of Orozuma, King of Otlana and Theos-

Kandia.” 

The observer found them equal to each other, but very different from 

a third book, slightly battered from careless use, that read: 

“Law of Athenaeus, Great Sfaz of Mauritania, descendant of Patriarch 

Thoth.” 

He heard Fredek of Port Ophir pounded this last book and said in 

disgust: 

–It is true; what Thimetis says is true! This Athenaeus has been the 

forger of the present Law of Mauritania, which is so different from the first 

one brought by the ancestors who came in distant times to our land of the 

sun. Thoth was indeed the first civilizer of the Black Land, but it’s very 

doubtful that Athenaeus is his descendant, and even if it is, his work of 

falsifying the great law of the Toltec Kings says nothing good about him. 

Let's wait and trust! The God of Amphion, Anekh-Aton, and of Thoth will 

make Thimetis the instrument of His will. 

Moses returned from his spiritual transport calm and happy, knowing 

that his mother was going to the distant Mauritania in fulfillment of a great 

divine design: to returning the inhabitants of that country to the Law of the 

White Prophets. 

Two days later the travelers arrived in the Lands of Mauritania, after 

the long and heavy days of the traversing the Sahara, although the oasis 

of Awjila, Jufra and Choilf, had tempered the tremendous fatigue of the 

rough journey among burning sands and frightening boulders.  

The Royal Princess chose to make the journey by land because she 

was afraid of storms at sea, which used to blow so fiercely at the Great 

Gulf inlet, and this forced her to refrain from complaining, even though 

fatigue plunged her into desolate weariness. The city of Faz Sol (Sun 

Face in English), then the seat of the Mauritanian government, was 

resplendent with splendor. It was located at the foot of the Great Atlas, 

the highest mountain in that Atlas Mountain Range. 

It was not until Thimetis arrived that she found out that Prince Fredek 

of Port Ophir was the head of a brilliant Legion of companions and friends 

who called themselves Iberians, whose ideals were a reflection and copy 

of those created and upheld by the Kobda Fraternity of prehistory. She 

saw surrounded by a double column of mostly young men dressed in blue 

tunic and cloak. On their heads they wore a purple-violet turban with a 

five-pointed silver star as an ornamental brooch.  

–Is this part of the Mauritanian army? –Thimetis asked Fredek as he 

approached to take her down from her living chariot. 

–It is my army, Royal Princess, that comes to welcome you as the high 

investiture with which you take possession of your mother's country 



 315 

deserves. 

Her surprise was even greater when she heard that a large musical 

band was playing a strange music accompanying the melancholic singing 

of a hymn, whose lyrics were the farewell of the evening to the setting 

sun. 

–It is the hymn of the evening that bids farewell to the sun..., it was 

sung by the Kobdas of prehistoric times when the sun went down at 

sunset–exclaimed the Princess in astonishment. 

–It’s the hymn of the sunset! –said Fredek. –We Iberians count on your 

collaboration to return to the glorious past of the Atlantean Toltecs, who 

brought to our Black Land the light of the White Prophets of Amphion and 

Antulius, which later shone on the banks of the Nile and in the meadows 

of the Euphrates awaiting the arrival of Abel... 

–But all of that is ours, absolutely ours..., and you also had it in 

Mauritania! –Thimetis exclaimed with the astonishment of one who 

makes an unexpected discovery. 

–Not all of Mauritania, Princess, but the Iberians alone, and very 

quietly before this moment. 

–Then it is you who bring me here as Regent in your country! 

–That's right, Royal Princess. We Iberians will finally emerge from the 

shadows to proclaim in the light of the sun, and in the sight of all the 

civilized countries of the world, the Truth, the Justice that makes men just, 

great and good. 

The hymn chanted by the crowd had ended, and the people waved 

flags and threw flowers to the numerous and splendid group formed by 

the Iberians around the Royal Princess of Egypt, who had come from her 

distant land to rule the destinies of Mauritania, which was about to fall 

into anarchy and chaos due to a lack of prudent and wise guidance. 

The cheering crowd and the blue-cloaked knights made an opening 

like an avenue, and a chariot appeared escorted by spearmen, in which 

came the heirs of the sovereigns who had died in the epidemic: a 10-

year-old girl and a six-year-old boy. 

Fredek went ahead to bring them down and led them to the Princess, 

who was extremely moved to see them so small, so shy that they almost 

cried. 

–I didn’t expect grandchildren–she said –, and here the Divine Law 

gives me these two little boys who are truly lovely. –She hugged the 

children, who seemed to want to devour her with their eyes. 

–You are Nephart and you Eldaina. Am I right? –And as she said it, 

she caressed the two children with tender love. 

–Yes, but they call me Nef, and they call her Elda, and so they steal 

half of us, –the little boy argued somewhat dissatisfied. 

–You see, Princess, the accusations have begun, –said Fredek–. 
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What won't you have to hear later on? 

–It’s all love, my little darling; and don't take it any other way–Thimetis 

said –, but if you dislike it, we’ll try to agree on everything. 

The Princess and Fredek got into the chariot with the children, and 

escorted at a slow pace by the Iberians, the lancers, and the crowd, they 

made their way to the Royal City, which was decorated with palm trees, 

torches, and pennants to welcome the illustrious guest. 

The cheers to the Royal Princess, to the daughter of Epuvia, to Prince 

Fredek, who had made such a wonderful conquest, sounded like the 

rumbling of a tempest. The quadriga of white horses pulling the heavy 

chariot began to rear up, as if frightened by the cheering crowd, forcing 

Thimetis to stand up and ask for calm and serenity. 

When the people saw that little woman wrapped in white and gold 

veils, they fell to their knees and began shouting at the top of their lungs: 

–Queen Epuvia returns to the abandoned Mauritania! May the Sun God 

make her live eternally among us! 

Fredek jumped out of the chariot, and he and his Iberians finally 

managed to make their way through the crowd, allowing Thimetis, 

exhausted by the fatigue of the long journey, to reach the dwelling that 

had been arranged for her. 

But first she wanted to enter the Oratory Temple of the royal family, 

where her mother Epuvia had prayed and wept many times in her 

adolescence and early youth, as she had been told by the old governess 

who had accompanied her to Egypt when she went to marry the heir of 

the Pharaoh. 

What would not be her surprise when the heavy entrance curtain was 

drawn and two Hierophants of the priestly Council of the Temple of 

Memphis came out to welcome her: Artaphet and Amonthip, both 

stepbrothers of Pontiff Membra and illustrious professors in the Sacred 

Classroom of the Temple, where the foreigners of noble lineage received 

the Initiation if they asked for it. 

–How come you are here? –she exclaimed when she saw them. 

–We disembarked three days ago, Royal Princess, to have the 

satisfaction of welcoming you and sharing the social, moral, and spiritual 

work that the Eternal Law has entrusted you with. Do you accept us as 

your collaborators? 

–Of course!... Only my great father, Pontiff Membra, could have 

bestowed such a beautiful gift! –And she held out her hand to them, which 

they kissed, bending a knee on the ground. 

They had made the journey by sea, which was faster than by land. 

Through them Thimetis learned that his great son, exiled in Midian, had 

manifested himself in spiritual transport two days before his mother was 

called to the Regency of Mauritania. In full concentration of all the 
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hierophants, he had announced to them that his mother would have to go 

to a distant country in fulfillment of a mission and asked them to 

collaborate with her. The Pontiff had promised him and that’s why they 

were there. 

Only a few days were enough for Thimetis to learn, gauge, and 

understand the scope of her mission in the country of her mother, and the 

field of action in which she had to act. 

She called at once the Council that accompanied her uncle Nephart, 

the late Great Sfaz, and listened to each of the Councilors in private. But 

she did this having behind the curtain that supported her seat her own 

Council, formed by the two hierophants who came from Memphis, the 

Chief of her Guard, and Prince Fredek of Port Ophir, who had shown his 

faithful devotion to her on numerous occasions. 

This was the “Silent Escort”, used by the extraordinary envoys as 

Comptrollers to an unknown place and environment. Thimetis had the 

necessary lucidity to understand that, out of his uncle's seven Councilors, 

only three had been loyal to him, and conscious of their important duties 

and responsibilities to the Law and to the people they led. 

Of the remaining four, some had used their high position for their own 

benefit, while others had handed over productive sources of the country 

to native or foreign magnates through high remunerations that didn't 

appear as received by the Royal Treasury. 

Prince Fredek, acting as Notary, listened in silence, taking note of 

every statement he heard. 

The former counselors, in the presence of that little woman of such a 

soft and weak appearance, didn't even remotely think that she had 

completely discovered them. 

A court of justice was immediately established to determine where 

those enormous values had ended up. As a result of the thorough 

investigation, it turned out that the four Councilors, defrauders of the 

State's goods, presented their resignations and without publicly defaming 

them, they were forced to return all goods to the Royal Treasury. 

The Court of Justice, preceded by Prince Fredek and joined by four of 

her most capable Iberians, remained by the express will of the Royal 

Princess as a permanent Institution of her government as Regent. 

The second measure she implemented was religious and moral 

reform in the new field of action in which she found herself. The Iberians 

were a hard-working Legion of knights. Their Ideal was justice in their 

actions and the defense of the weak and defenseless against the 

predominance of the overbearing and powerful warlords, hoarders of 

every value in the country.  

Fredek had found fragments of the Scriptures of Patriarch Aldis in the 

old archive of the ancestors, and he took the personality of Iber, the young 
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ruler who brought order and justice to the countries of Ethea and Nairi on 

the banks of the Euphrates, as a role model for the group he formed with 

his numerous friends. Hence the name they adopted: Iberians. 

Therefore, it was a kind of religious and military brigade. It had aspects 

of School of Philosophical and Spiritual Sciences, as well as Defender 

Legion of the rights of the people, oppressed and mistreated as in all 

times and all countries. 

This large group was the fundamental basis on which the Regent built 

the magnificent monument she dreamed of: the moral, social, and 

spiritual elevation of her mother's native country. 

They worshiped the sun as their supreme god in its three daily phases: 

when appearing at dawn, at midday zenith, and at sunset. The 

Mauritanians called themselves Children of the Sun, and the Regent 

wanted to know the cause and origin of such filiation. 

Once when she was meditating on the arduous mission that she had 

accepted during one of her long sleepless nights, the son exiled in Midian 

appeared to her in spiritual transport. After she had calmed down from 

the surprise caused by the unexpected wonder, she heard him tell her: 

–Mother!..., my revered mother, I cannot leave you alone to complete 

the huge task you have undertaken. Our paths are similar, we’re both 

rebuilders by divine mandate, but there’s nothing that prevents us from 

also being allies to help each other. So, I’ll start helping you now. Do you 

want to know the cause and origin of the solar cult of the people of 

Mauritania? 

–Yes, my son!... I need and want to know. 

–Well, on the mezzanine of the gold Chest that is above the altar of 

the Sun, there’s a very ancient papyrus scroll which a Kobda brought to 

this country when fleeting from the invasion of Neghada. It belonged to 

the prehistoric Children of the Sun. That Kobda knew the Truth, but he 

couldn't impose it. And when he was elected Sfaz, he left them in the 

error because all he could get them to do was to stop the human 

sacrifices and have the Sorrowful Virgins dedicate themselves to helping 

and remedying human sufferings. In that ancient writing appears the story 

of “Solania”: the great Matriarch Kobda of Corta Agua (in English Cutting 

Water, later Carthage), who was later called “Daughter of the Sun” and 

declared Tutelary Genius of this country. Fredek of Port Ophir knows that 

story, which is part of the “Writings of Patriarch Aldis.” From this 

knowledge, he created the Legion of his Iberians, who have as their role 

model and protective genius the young sovereign of Ethea and Nairi, Iber, 

son of Shiva. 

“Mother, I, Moses, your son, am by Divine Law your ally, and this 

alliance must be sacred and eternal for both of us if we are to fulfill the 

divine mandate of acting as intermediaries between the Eternal Invisible 
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and this humankind of which we are a part.” 

Thimetis wanted to hug her son, but she embraced the void because 

the vision was intangible. She felt enveloped in his softest effluvia when 

the ethereal arms clasped her to a chest that was not made of flesh. She 

fainted for a few moments because of the shock. Then she cried..., she 

cried for a long moment for her great son, who was absent from her during 

those painful days when she carried such a heavy burden on her 

shoulders. 

After three days, which Thimetis dedicated to arranging everything 

concerning the education of the two children, heirs of the Kingdom, a task 

in which both hierophants and Prince Fredek effectively assisted her, she 

wanted to have a private conversation of a different nature with the three 

of them. 

When they were in her presence, she spoke thus: 

–Your attitude as companions and collaborators have truly stolen my 

heart, due to your sincerity and clear understanding of the Eternal Law, 

which defines horizons and marks routes for the souls and peoples 

formed by It on our physical plane.  

“Just as together we have established the School in which my niece 

and nephew, future rulers of this country, must be educated, I ask that 

together we also build the School Sanctuary. There we’ll make known the 

Divine and Eternal Truth, as we know it and as we try to live it, with the 

greatest perfection and firmness that our degree of evolution and the 

mental and physical forces that we have acquired, allows us. 

–Do you then want to establish an Initiatory School like the one in 

Memphis? –asked the eldest hierophant, Artaphet. 

–Exactly. That’s my wish if I can count on you three –the Princess 

replied. 

–With me, absolutely, I am at your command, Royal Princess–Fredek 

said right away. 

–You can also absolutely count on me–added Amonthip –, but I think 

first we must make sure we count with the members who should form that 

school. If your illustrious uncle, the disappeared Great Sfaz, left this 

people in error, could this not be an invincible adversary? 

–Indeed, it is –Fredek replied–, but I think I can anticipate you news 

that will strengthen in all of us the hope of better days: In my Legion of 

Iberians I have six who fully respond to the suggestion and wish of the 

Royal Princess. Until today, we’ve only studied and tried to understand 

the sublime doctrine that came from Atlantis with the White Prophets of 

Amphion and Antulius, which flourished in Egypt and Potamis with 

Bohindra, Abel, Adamu, and Evana, Hilkar of Talpaken and his Dakthylos 

(aka Dactyls) of Attica, and all those great educators of peoples known 

today as the prehistoric Kobdas. Can't we do on a smaller scale what they 
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did on three Continents for more than a thousand years? 

–I had guessed something of everything you’ve said, Prince, –

Thimetis said–, and I am glad you are opening such flattering horizons 

for the future. 

The conversation continued for half of that night in this order of 

suggestions, opinions, projects, and hopes, which we could call 

consultations. From all this it turned out that the four characters in this 

scene, in complete agreement, laid the foundation for an Initiatory School 

similar to that of the Temple of Memphis, in which the hierophant Artaphet 

would be the Highest Priest, and the Royal Princess and the Councilor 

would be Hierophant Amonthip. Prince Fredek only agreed to be a 

Notary, and suggested the idea that his six companions collaborate as 

Pastophori, caretakers, librarians, or instructors of the first disciples who 

arrived. 

The Sacred Classroom would be located in the Oratory of the Prince's 

Residence Palace, which was adjoining to the Royal Palace with which it 

had a secret communication corridor. 

The performance of the regent of Mauritania was beginning to flourish 

with magnificent exuberance. 
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39.  Magic Wings 
 

Moses, exiled and silent, was not an inactive and pessimistic Moses. 

His mental and physical strength had grown and developed one 

hundred percent. 

His companions in solitude, tasks, and studies lived a life of surprises 

and astonishments. They never saw anything like it before. They saw him 

wake up tired and exhausted, and after a brief walk outdoors under the 

grove, among the flowering plants or on the Gulf shore, would recover his 

liveliness, his energy, and his strength, and he would once again be the 

giant man, physically and mentally.  

Jethro, Ohad, and Carmi studied through him and clearly understood 

what was happening in Moses' inner world. 

They realized that that great spirit spent all his hours of freedom during 

sleep doing intense, difficult work, who knows in what regions, in what 

countries, and what kind of work. 

How great they saw that young man, whom they doubled in physical 

age but who perhaps doubled them in spiritual age! Moses had only 

recently turned 30. 

The wonderful Celestial Magician, the Eternal Light, will reveal to us 

the secret of Moses’ fatigue at dawn, and of the extraordinary strength 

and energy that were seen in him soon after. 

He had drawn a representation of the Constellation of Sirius on a piece 

of white linen framed in cedar wood. The sketch of the constellation was 

not complete but only contained the central Sun, Sirius, and 70 stars 

surrounding it. Numerous dots could be seen in the bluish nebula that 

encircled the constellation group, giving an idea of the large number of 

satellites and asteroids of the magnificent constellation. Each of the 70 

stars had a name written on it: the names of the Seventy Messiahs, whom 

the great Father Sirius saw born from seaweed and accompanied them 

in their growth until they shone like stars in the infinite immensity. This 

sidereal sketch was placed on the desk of Moses’ meditations in his 

private bedroom. For the profane, it was simply a representation of the 

constellation called Canis Major, but for Moses, it was a permanent and 

living sketch of his eternal life, of his origin and his eternal destiny through 

the ages and multiple physical existences. 

A brief intense evocation, moments before surrendering to sleep, 

united him intimately with that great being, whom he called his Father 

Sirius, and with his 69 twin brothers of origin and evolution. And all of 

them through Aelohin, his intimate Guide, led him during sleep to all those 

places where there was a great work to be done, either on this planet or 

among other worlds and other humankinds, where some of his twin 
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brothers were incarnated. 

This paints for us with glorious strokes a magnificent painting of the 

solidarity that exists among intelligences that have reached a high level 

of evolution. 

At that time, prehistoric Attica, ennobled and cultivated by the 

Dakthylos of Antulius, was in a tremendous spiritual and moral 

decadence; as was Thrace, ordered and reorganized by the Great 

Alliance of the Kobdas of Abel. 

How could the great Spirit Light, incarnated in Moses, remain 

indifferent to so much desolation in those beloved lands where in other 

times his steps of eternal pilgrim glided, and his Divine Ideal shone like a 

sun rising gloriously in the zenith? 

He was like a white eagle with tireless wings, and while his matter 

rested in deep sleep in Patriarch Jethro's cabin in his exile in Midian, his 

great spirit watched from the snowy summits of Mount Kaukaion, from 

the domes and towers of the great temples of Zeus, of Cronus, and 

Uranus, where the musical voice of Orpheus, the semi-divine Bohindra of 

now distant prehistory, had resounded before. And the Light Spirit, 

Moses, talked to himself: “I am the Ruler, Guide, and Master of the 

humanity of this planet. My great Father Sirius has given them to me in 

eternal inheritance, while He also obeys the immutable Law emanating 

from the Eternal Invisible, from which no one can be exempt. And amid 

such a dreadful tidal wave of corruption, ignorance, and overflowing 

madness, I, poor me! enclosed in a body of flesh, feel powerless to fight 

and win...” 

No sooner had he thought such words than there stood before him, 

Aelohin, his Guide. 

–You, powerless! –he said with subtle irony –. You don't know what 

you’re saying. Living in the flesh in beings of your evolution is just a more 

effective means to dominate and overcome the greatest human 

aberrations. The Eternal Power commands you to sleep. Sleep! –and the 

Guide's forefinger, like a baton of fine polished gold, pointed to the bed. 

Moses obeyed meekly. 

It was the beginning of the night and the loyal Numbik never retired to 

rest without taking one last look at the bedroom of his master, as he 

continued to call him despite Moses’ contrary indication. He saw him 

asleep without taking off his tunic and sandals, softly lying on his bed as 

one who lies down to rest. Knowing what that great being was to whom 

the Law had bound him, without making the slightest noise, he drew the 

curtains, opened the window overlooking the Gulf, and locked the door. 

Then he laid down on the esparto floor in the farthest corner of the great 

alcove, from where he could watch the sleeper's covered bed. 

Not the slightest murmur of life was felt around, for the laborious 
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dwellers of Jethro's cabin sought rest from the labors of the day as soon 

as night fell. 

The vigorous and radiant double of Moses, detached from his physical 

body and accompanied by his Guide Aelohin, took flight across the 

immense savannah of the Sahara, until it landed on the crenellated tower 

of the Royal Palace of Faz Sol (Sun Face in English), where Thimetis 

was examining and organizing documents that formed a pile on her large 

writing-desk. She was alone and Moses’ double enveloped her in a big 

embrace.  

His great filial love was the only evidence that he was a man with a 

heart of flesh; to put it bluntly, it was Moses’ only human weakness. 

The ethereal double became visible to Thimetis who gave free course 

to her tears of emotion and love. Those eyes, which were not of flesh, 

looked at her with deep love. When the intensity of his emotion calmed, 

he said: 

–Mother..., allies seek one another, call one another, and find one 

another.. That's how the Law commands it and that’s why I’m at your side. 

The work to be done is enormous, and united in perfect agreement we 

shall dilute the turbid tide of evil as the wind dissolves the foam of the sea 

on the sands of the shore. 

“At the same time that we organize together the Mauritania of your 

Regency, we will reorganize Thrace and Greece, which have been 

mortally wounded by an atrocious anarchy, caused by the struggle of 

religions and cults in which each one wants to impose his passions and 

whims, as a law that subdues the wills and consciences. 

Thimetis' thoughts expressed the following question without speaking: 

–How will I be able to do it being so far away from those countries? 

He immediately answered: –From here you can do it in the same way 

that I do it, while my body is asleep in Midian. You organize and sow in 

the Mauritania of your mother during the wakefulness of your laborious 

days, and during the freedom of sleep we organize and sow in other fields 

of the Eternal Father, which were also our fields in a distant day. Sleep, 

mother, for Aelohin awaits and guides us.  

Moses' astral double lifted his mother from her armchair and led her 

to the bed. 

She lay down on her large resting couch without removing her veil or 

clothes, and the seer soon noticed that the spirit had detached from her 

body and clung tightly to his hand. 

Aelohin was waiting for them in the observatory turret, along with 

Laius, Hur, and Carmi, who were also unfolded and ready to take flight. 

It was like a radiant group of stars racing across the blue ether. 

Crossing the Great Sea, asleep in silent stillness, brightened by the 

moon's clarity, was a matter of a few minutes. They contemplated with 
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horror the nightly tragic orgies from the mountains of Thrace and Greece, 

where the temples of the solar cult were erected, semi- abandoned 

because the crowds were dragged by the vertigo of corruption and crime 

represented by the cults of Kali Yuga, coming from distant India, also 

pushed by the slippery slope of the moral decadence in which humankind 

fatally falls from time to time. 

Moses’ thought exhaled a complaint: 

–My Father! Why have you plunged me into this abyss of filth and evil? 

Aelohin’s thought answered at once: 

–When the lamp flickers close to being extinguished, it is the time 

when it needs new oil. 

Moses embraced him and had the weakness to sob on Aelohin's chest 

for a few moments..., then he let go, vibrant like a freshly tuned harp, and 

taking a firm step forward, he said: 

–Let's go! –And he launched himself in swift flight towards the red, 

black, nauseating nebulae in which those portions of humanity lived 

happily filling with horror those countries in which, centuries before, he 

himself and his kind had sown roses of love, daffodils of glory, and 

honeysuckle of peace. 

What would the invisible sidereal travelers do in that dreadful abyss of 

human miseries? 

The Magician of the Heavens, the Eternal Light, will tell us, dear 

reader, by gently drawing back Her veils as she allows herself to do for 

the little friends who humbly ask with love and faith. 

The light reveals the secret to us. 

A terrible religious struggle divided into two camps that hated each 

other to death, the great portions of humanity that inhabited Thrace and 

Hellas: the followers of the solar cult with male gods and those of the 

lunar cult with female goddesses. The former had their Pontiffs and 

austere priests, wise men of long studies and deep knowledge in all the 

physical, natural, and supraphysical sciences or Occult Sciences, as they 

were then called, and they asked of their followers a life of high morals, 

equitable, and just in all orders of existence. 

The followers of the lunar cult had affinity with all the corruptions that 

came from the far East, in the tremendous decadence produced by the 

twisted course given to the principles of Krishna, the Prince of Peace. 

The unbridled luxury of women and their ambition to dominate in all 

human fields and activities, but especially in the religious field, created a 

fatal legion of priestesses and fortunetellers who later became 

bacchantes and magicians of such low category that they again induced 

human sacrifices, choosing the victims who immolated Moloch and 

Astarte among the children and adolescents of the Solar Cult. It was 

therefore a fight to the death and the ferocity of the priestesses, 
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magicians and soothsayers was truly diabolical. 

The orgies of lust and crime surpassed everything more repugnant 

and savage that could be imagined. Crowds swarmed these temples, and 

their huge squares were unable to contain them. 

The great Temples of Science, Justice, and Duty devoted to Zeus, the 

Invisible God, were becoming empty because humankind didn't want 

Light but Darkness. 

What would the invisible sidereal travelers do then? –I repeat again –

What would they do in that dreadful abyss of human misery? Flee scared, 

disgusted, and fearful? No! Their wings were white and strong. Their 

thoughts were darts of holy, purifying fire. 

A Legion of Spirits of Justice: Heralds and Potentials, obedient to 

Aelohin, appeared suddenly and unleashed a hurricane wind that 

uprooted trees, made walls and towers tremble and extinguished 

luminaries. They put into activity all the electric energy of the ether and 

the atmosphere, and a frightful tempest of lightning and thunder sowed 

panic among the multitudes, who surrendered themselves to the vertigo 

of all the depravities with which they worshiped their divinities in all those 

dens, not temples. 

The scourge of the invisible travelers on human iniquities lasted a 

whole night in the Thrace of Thamyris and of the Amphictyons, and in the 

immortal Greece of Orpheus and Dionysus. 

Broken trees, walls cracked, towers collapsed, altars and temples set 

on fire by their own lamps, curtains burning, a whole tragedy of horror 

and terror, left memory for a long time, without those scourged crowds 

could even remotely think that human beings in a state of sleep had done 

it with such inflexible potentiality. 

The least corrupted among those crowds received the impact of the 

ultra-powerful thought of the Invisibles, and terror, fear, and the instinct 

of self-preservation pushed them towards the porticoes of the great 

forgotten Sanctuaries, silent and hidden among high mountains, which 

seemed to await the prodigal mourners who arrived in endless 

pilgrimage.  

Truth, hidden in the great souls of its missionaries, resembles those 

backwaters and clear waters without murmurs and whisperings that we 

sometimes find among high, rugged mountains. The Pontiffs, 

Hierophants, and Priests of the great Sanctuaries of Truth and Wisdom 

received them with great compassion and cured them of their terrors in 

the soul and their wounds in the body. They were the lepers cast out by 

human societies, and the infinite Goodness of the Universal Father 

gathered them to heal and purify them. 

Such is the process repeated a thousand times in the course of ages 

and centuries! The Eternal Law of Evolution is in no hurry because it 
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knows that it always triumphs having eternity ahead of it and the invincible 

might of the Supreme Lawgiver. 

Many of the grateful prodigals persevered in the new life of rectitude 

and fulfillment of duty, thanks to the selfless and merciful protection of the 

Sanctuaries of Truth; others forgot the horrible tragedy and the timely 

haven that sheltered them and went back at search of the marshes 

abandoned in a moment of irreparable grief. 

It is difficult for beings of little evolution to ascend to a plane of life 

where Justice, Morality, and Rectitude, in all the moments of life, signify 

a chain that binds them, preventing them from freely satisfying their 

ambitions and desires.  

The priests of the Invisible God opened the protective cloisters for 

them with sorrow, knowing for certain that those unhappy beings were 

running to their own misfortune and downfall. 

–If the Eternal Power –they said –gave freedom to His creatures to do 

good or evil, who are we to impose our law on them by force?  

–May Zeus bless you! –they said to them–, and don't forget that this 

door was opened for you on a day of suffering. 
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40.  Fredek of Port Ophir 
 

Once the great work was accomplished, Moses and his companions 

of sidereal explorations awoke to physical life exhausted and unable to 

leave their beds. Vague memories in which they coincided allowed them 

to reconstruct, with greater or lesser perfection, the work they had done, 

and strengthened in all of them the conviction of being instruments of the 

Eternal Love to propel souls to their spiritual and moral progress, which 

is the faithful fulfillment of the Divine Law. 

But Thimetis, the Regent of Mauritania, who was alone in the Royal 

bedchamber with no companions by her side with whom she could share 

memories and comments, wrote a detailed epistle to her son and 

dispatched a messenger, an Iberian of the chosen Legion of Prince 

Fredek, who crossed the desert from time to time, escorted by desert 

guides, to bring the loving mother's message of love to the great son 

exiled in Midian. 

She continued to review files of royal ordinances, decrees, donations, 

large or small works to be built, agreements and treaties with neighboring 

countries with new energy and constant dedication. Good heavens! What 

a colossal task that frail woman had to undertake alone, among beings 

she hardly knew, despite the fact that it was her mother's homeland, who 

died while she was groaning in her cradle! 

Her little head covered with white gauze leaned between her hands, 

thoughtful, almost cowed and dejected by the enormous weight she had 

accepted in fulfillment of a duty in memory of her mother. 

In that brief silence, she seemed to have felt in the deepest part of 

herself a distant voice, very distant, that resembled a waking dream: –

You’re not alone, my daughter, you’re accompanied by my first cousin, 

the illegitimate nephew of the Great Sfaz, whom I protected at birth, so 

that his desperate mother would not drown him. 

Thimetis raised her head, as if responding to a mysterious inner call. 

At the door, she saw Prince Fredek waiting for permission to enter, 

without having allowed himself to interrupt the meditation he guessed; he 

noticed a questioning look in her eyes, which in her innermost thought 

united the distant voice she heard in herself with Fredek's unexpected 

presence at her door. 

–Royal Princess, I believe your eyes are asking why I’m here at this 

moment. 

–Yes, it is true, I was surprised because I was overwhelmed at this 

moment by my loneliness amid everything you see here –and she placed 

her right hand on the large pile of documents on the table–. Come in 

without etiquette, Prince Fredek, this is more your house than mine. 
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–I think for now we’re both at home; this was your mother's parental 

home. I felt as if called by an inner thought to come and offer you my 

company. Was I wrong in obeying? 

–No, by no means. If we agree on our great Ideal of Truth, we must 

also agree on everything that emanates from it. Thus, we’re certain that 

invisible wings are fluttering around us, and inner voices bring us the 

solution to the great problems of our lives, –she added–. Please review 

all this and make it so that the Council and I will fulfill what is right to be 

fulfilled. 

–If you completely trust me, allow me to take all this to the Council 

Chamber, where I’m always in my capacity as Notary of the Regency. It’s 

not right for me to interrupt your private meditations. 

–You’re quite right. Take everything with you, and as soon as you have 

it ordered and ready, we will meet with the entire Council, and we will 

resolve what is right. 

–The messenger to Midian left today as soon as dawn broke. He 

boards the mail ship in the Great Gulf tomorrow at nightfall, which will 

take him to the Nile in six days, where your guards of the Castle will escort 

him to Midian. Is that all right with you? 

–Too well. Thank you for your attentiveness for this exiled woman, 

Prince. –Thimetis was nearly in tears. 

–Please don't call yourself like that, Royal Princess. You’re at your 

mother's house, where you have come to be like the polar star for the 

navigator in the middle of a storm. If could you understand how much the 

country expects from your presence as Regent of Mauritania? 

–I would be happy in my sad loneliness if I could make those hopes 

come true. But I have no faith in myself right now. 

–They’re only momentary depressions, believe me, Royal Lady. Souls 

like yours cannot stay in such a state for long no matter how strong the 

winds. 

“If the moment is not inopportune, I have some important secrets to 

tell you, certain that you’ll find the solution.” 

Thimetis visibly revived. She sensed the pain of someone who was 

waiting for timely help from her. 

–Speak –she told him –that's what I'm here for, to solve everything 

that has a solution. If I had thought I couldn't do anything to benefit my 

mother's country, I wouldn't have come. Who suffers? Who grieves? 

Who's complains? 

–Those who lost their freedom years ago and live without sunlight. 

–You should have told me about them as soon as I set foot on this 

land, Prince Fredek. Doesn’t our Ideal say: to love our neighbor as we 

love ourselves? 

“The death penalty exists here as in all the countries of the world. 
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There’re very few dungeons because every man or woman who upsets 

the great master dies without any defense. As you well know, this is the 

case in all countries. How is it that here there are dungeons of long years? 

–I’ll tell you; your mother’s mother, Queen Hetelva, a branch of the 

family tree of an Atlantean king, kept old manuscripts of hymns, songs, 

poems, and tragedies from those lands swallowed by the sea. And these 

manuscripts talked about many noble women of her race who succeeded 

in abolishing the death penalty, replacing it with a more or less lasting 

imprisonment. Princess Epuvia, before being betrothed by the Pharaoh, 

obtained permission from her father, the Sfaz, to do the same here. My 

brother, who succeeded her, refused to revoke the paternal mandate. 

“But this filial obedience is cruelly difficult for those who endure long 

years of its consequences. 

–I suppose there’ll be no inconvenience for me to visit the dungeons… 

–There is the inconvenience of my plea, noble lady. You would suffer 

far too much. You can relieve those wretches yourself, and if you allow 

me to make a suggestion, I’d say that it’s more convenient that you 

authorize me to take the prisoners to the Hall of Arms, where you can see 

them more closely and decide what your feelings and thoughts dictate to 

you. Although there’s no risk to your person, the ten Chiefs of my Iberians 

and I will escort you if it’s to your liking. 

–Doesn't a Court of Justice exist here for such cases? 

–There was, Royal Princess, but the Great Sfaz dissolved it for 

incompetence proven by facts. Death came to him before he could 

replace it with another. 

–This is a problem that demands an immediate solution. If you can 

arrange everything necessary, you will accompany me to the Hall of Arms 

within an hour. 

“I think we have time before noon.”  

 

*** 

 

Fifteen years had passed since the terrible tragedies that had 

happened in Memphis, when she, along with her great son and husband 

Amram, had achieved equity and justice to quell the rebellion of the 

people against the unjust arbitrariness of Queen Gala. 

Her efforts had been rewarded with success. But now she was alone 

in a strange environment, in the presence of a group of beings who had 

been imprisoned in dungeons for an indefinite period of time by human 

justice. 

She absentmindedly opened an old book of yellowed parchments, in 

an attempt to silence painful and pessimistic thoughts. 

A blue bookmark indicated the beginning of a story: “The prisons were 
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empty.” 

–Precisely!... –Thimetis said –. That’s all I need to know, and if 

Amphion and Odina left the prisons empty, they’ll show me how to do it 

myself, even though I don't have my two great loves, Amram and Moses, 

by my side. 

Fredek gave her such a look that she said:  

–You fill, it’s true, a great part of that emptiness... 

–Impossible, madam!... The emptiness is too great, and your servant 

is only a little bird who has barely left the nest. If only the Divine Majesty 

would put me in touch with an Archangel of Light to teach me how to flap 

my wings! 

–You know as well as I do the power of the Divine Psyche, daughter 

of heaven, and you know what her thoughts can and will do. Would you 

like to join me in a private meditation with our two hierophants, Artaphet 

and Amonthip? 

–With great pleasure, madam, when? 

–Tonight, in order to deserve the divine gifts that the Supreme 

Intelligence will grant us and give us the opportunity to perform deeds of 

love that will put us in tune with Herself. 

–I’ll be right back –the Prince added as he left. 

Thimetis opened the curtains of her bedchamber, entered and closed 

them behind her. Her thoughts rose very high. 

–Mother Isis!..., you told me on a distant day that you’re the mother of 

the all the mothers of the divine missionaries. I want to be the mother of 

all the suffering souls who cross my path. 

“You can see that I am small and weak, and I don't have at my side 

the great son you gave me to help and support me in my weakness. 

Without You and without him, how will I be able to guide, save, lead other 

souls, a numerous and strong people who expect everything from a weak 

woman...? 

Thimetis felt the answer to her prayer deep within herself: “I see 

everything. I know everything. I can do everything. Wait and trust.” 

She had felt that great soundless voice known to all who have had 

inner conversations with the Eternal Power. And falling on her knees in 

the gloom of her bedchamber with her soul overflowing with love, she 

would’ve spent who knows how long if two discreet taps in her immediate 

study room had not brought her back to the material world. 

On her way out, she met Fredek and the Chief Concierge of the 

prisons, where they headed right away. Thimetis thought only of the inner 

voice she had felt and abandoned herself to that serene, firm impulse of 

those who know themselves guided and supported by a great power, 

superior to all powers on Earth. 

Fredek, on the other hand, was trembling, why? He felt guilty that he 
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had not thought effectively and courageously about the solution of the 

problem he had himself was bringing to the Regent. He was ashamed 

that it had been necessary for his mother, (*Epuvia Ahisa, adoptive 

mother), dead many years before, to appear in his dream asking for 

compassion for the only being who knew the secret of his birth, who was 

imprisoned in one of those dungeons. 

–My great sin of selfishness...! –he thought–, which I will not be able 

to atone for in a hundred consecutive lives! I have taken care to relieve 

the confinement of that being who holds the secret of the shame of my 

birth, but I never had the courage to procure his freedom, because I was 

dominated by the fear that he would discover what my self-love wanted 

to keep hidden forever! My horrible sin of selfishness!... And this holy 

woman is going to discover it!... I myself put her in the way of discovering 

it!... –His struggle was so intense that there was a moment when he had 

to stop walking beside Thimetis. 

–What is it, Prince, that you turn pale and stop walking? –she inquired, 

a little uneasy about his attitude. 

–Nothing, nothing. I suffer from dizziness and shivering when I am 

beset by unwelcome thoughts. I’m over it. Let's go! It will be the hour of 

justice... 

Although the Princess didn't understand her companion's halting 

words, her intuition together with the inner voice she felt deep within 

herself gently let her to coordinate her ideas. And she thought: “My 

companion must fear that I will discover a terrible secret in these prisons. 

Mother Isis, Mother Epuvia! Be both my angels of mercy and prudence to 

act according to the Divine Will.” 

They were before the great door which they called The Recluse. The 

Concierge opened it, and Thimetis saw a large square shaded by 

acacias, around which opened the low arches of thick pillars of a gallery 

made entirely of stone. The atmosphere was not cheerful, but neither was 

it dreadful. 

She noticed that each door was separated from the one that opened 

next to it, so she deduced that those imprisoned there didn't see or speak 

to their neighbor. 

–How many prisoners are here? –she finally asked the Concierge. 

–There are few left, Princess Regent. Some have passed away, while 

others obtained their freedom in exchange for allowing to be led to distant 

countries and completely ignored here. 

–Are they dangerous criminals? –Thimetis asked again, also looking 

at Fredek who showed no signs of life. 

–No, Madam Regent..., those who have remained..., I believe it is 

because they hold secrets or doctrines that are not convenient to be 

revealed to the people, and they’re kept here so that they keep eternal 
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silence. 

“There are priests and prophets here to whom I have orders to bring 

them continuously utensils for Scribes. 

Thimetis's soul was cautiously penetrating into those mysteries for 

which she didn’t feel the help of intuition. 

–Prince Fredek!... I think you’ve been the main player in bringing me 

to Mauritania. How should I interpret your current attitude? –the Princess 

asked kindly. 

The alluded one seemed to wake up from a dream. He was entirely 

absorbed in his thought. 

–Forgive me, Royal Princess!... Only you can understand what’s going 

on in my inner world. And I beseech you that your pious heart be as much 

for those confined here as for me, who suffer as much as they do at this 

moment. 

These words were uttered in a low voice as the Concierge opened one 

after another the gates of the fence that closed each arch of the stone 

gallery or cloister. 

The Princess realized Fredek was keeping them hidden even from the 

Concierge. And without fear she entered the first open door in front of 

her. Fredek and the Concierge remained in the entrance gallery. 

The prisoner was an octogenarian Elder who was enthralled in making 

astrological charts of kings, warlords, and heroes of past times. 

When he saw Thimetis enter, he stood up and silently questioned with 

his gaze. 

–I am the Regent, and I believe it is my duty to inform myself of the 

lives of those confined in these cells. 

–The Regent!... Is there a Regent in Mauritania? Why? 

–Are you unaware of the Great Sfaz's death? Is that possible? –

Thimetis turned to the Concierge, as if in mute interrogation. 

–Madam!... There was a strict prohibition against providing any 

information or speaking anything to the inmates. 

The Elder inmate offered Thimetis his only seat, and he sat down on 

his small divan nearby. 

–Before interrogating you, good Elder, I will be the one to speak. The 

Government of this country that was the birthplace of my mother, Queen 

Epuvia Ahisa of Mauritania... 

–Royal Princess of Egypt! –exclaimed the Elder, extremely excited–. 

You’re almost my daughter. I had the honor of being your mother's and 

your aunt Adhari's teacher, and I held you in my arms when you were 

little... 

–I’m delighted with the bond of gratitude and love that exists between 

us. Mother Isis no doubt wants me to repay you today for yesterday's 

debt. 
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–There’s no debt, Princess. I believe I have done my duty, and it is the 

Invisible Eternal who pays for that. 

–For the dear memory of the two beloved persons you have named, I 

beg you to tell me the reasons for your confinement in this place, and first 

of all, who you are. 

–I am Isesi of Sais, priest of the Temple of On, I do not know whether 

it exists or is in ruins. I am a brother on the maternal side of your illustrious 

grandfather Mernephthah (aka Merenptah and Menmaatre), who was 

Pharaoh of Egypt under the name of Seti I. He himself exiled me to this 

country, to save my head, which powerful enemies of the family wished 

to cut off. Hatred and revenge have always claimed victims, Princess. 

Don't take me as a criminal, but as an outlaw sheltered under the 

protection of the Sovereigns of Mauritania. If you look through the Secret 

Archives of the Great Sfaz, you will find there my imprisonment and the 

reasons for it. 

Thimetis’s amazement and emotion left her speechless for a few 

moments, and when she was able to react, she spoke like this: 

–If you want your freedom, I can give it to you, and I grant it to you 

from this moment. And if freedom is dangerous to your life, I count on the 

honorable Legion of Iberians to protect you and all those unjustly 

persecuted by human injustice. 

–The Great Sfaz, who disappeared recently, spoke those very words 

to me one day in this very place. But what is freedom at my age? Why 

should I want it? 

“Besides, …I think it would bring unnecessary alarms to all those who 

know themselves to be connected to serious secrets that I keep in the 

sepulcher of my heart. 

“I believe, Princess, that those of us who are confined here, the 

majority would tell you as I tell you. Freedom would bring no good either 

to ourselves or to others. 

–May I know to which level you ascended in the Divine Wisdom of the 

Egyptian Temples? –Thimetis asked. 

–I was the Keeper of the Sacred Archive of the Pontificate of Sahure, 

which was relocated from On to Memphis when the temple was 

consecrated as the Main one. I had reached the seventh level, and the 

Masters, who are now in the Kingdoms of the Eternal Light, had revealed 

to me all the Major and Minor mysteries. 

“The history of the demigods who illuminated the peoples of the past, 

and the history of countries and continents, already disappeared, live in 

my inner world and in my private archive. I know all the prophecies made 

centuries ago, but I don’t know if these eyes of flesh will see their 

fulfillment. There’s only one thing I need to know, Madam Regent, of all 

the things my inner self longs to know, and it is this: The Archive of the 
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Temple of On kept this Prophecy of Pontiff King Hemoteph (aka Imhotep) 

of the 8th Dynasty: when the Sea of Reeds (*Red Sea) withdraws its 

waters, exposing its cliffs and coastlines, and the Salt Lakes (*Suez 

Canal) turn into marshes close to dryness, a Giant Genius will rise in 

Egypt, who will set new directions for humankind on this planet with the 

Law of the Wise Worlds. It is the return of Antulius of Manh-Ethel.” 

“The only thing I have been interested to know in my cloister, is 

whether the Red Sea was still withdrawing its waters and whether the 

Salt Lakes had turned into marshes. 

“Since this has already happened, I deduce that the Giant Genius 

promised by Hemoteph is already on the banks of the Nile. Do you know 

anything about this, illustrious daughter of the Pharaohs of Egypt? 

Thimetis was silent for a few moments. This Prophecy was in the 

Archives of the Temple of Memphis, and her masters had told her that it 

referred to her son Moses. She hesitated to tell Elder Isesi of Sais about 

it. Her inner voice that always solved her confusions told her: –“Tell him, 

as Isesi of Sais is the same prophet, Pontiff and King Hemoteph of the 

8th Dynasty. He was also Pharahome Adonai in the splendors of 

Neghada, when Abel, son of Adamu and Evana, was 20 years old.” 

Without knowing how or why, the Princess Regent exhaled a great 

sigh like a complaint torn from her soul and fell to her knees before the 

reclusive Elder who looked at her in astonishment.  

–What are you doing, Royal Princess of Egypt? –he asked holding out 

his hand to lift her up. 

–I see you so great in your renunciation, and even greater in what you 

have been in past ages! 

The Elder had lifted Thimetis and said to her: 

–What do you know good girl of past ages if you are a young girl 

compared to me?  

–I was born and raised in the sacred cloisters of Memphis, where the 

great archives of the temples of On were collected; and Mother Isis has 

revealed many secrets to me. 

“Patriarch Adonai!... Do you know that that sweet Abel, so dear to your 

heart, is back on Earth, exiled from Egypt like you, and is already 30 years 

old? 

–Good heavens!... Thirty years on Earth and I was ignorant of it! 

“Blessed be your mouth that announces to me what I’ve longed to 

know all my life! Am I so unworthy of divine things that heaven thus hides 

them from me? 

–Everything has a time, master Isesi..., Adonai of prehistory. I beg you, 

accept your freedom, and I may give you the Giant Genius so that you 

may have him for your own, as a son whom you love above all things. 

–Really?... You, Royal Princess!... Who are you? 
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–I am the mother of the Giant Genius of your prophecy! 

–You are far from him!..., So, you’ve left him to come here? What have 

you done, madam?..., what have you done?... Mother of Antulius, the 

Giant Genius! 

–Listen to me, please! It’s a story of sacrifice and pain, as is everything 

that happens to the divine Anointed Ones for a great mission. –Thimetis 

told as briefly as she could the story of Moses, her son, and the reason 

for his exile. 

The Elder seemed to receive an injection of vitality and energy. He 

stood up quickly and took long strides in the room, gesticulating with his 

nervous hands and muttering phrases incomprehensible to Thimetis, until 

after a few moments he stood before her and said in a way that didn't 

allow for a reply:  

 –I will go to him even if he’s at the end of the world! Where is he, 

where did you leave him, fortunate mother of the Son of Heaven? 

–Calm down, good Elder, that all your wishes will be fulfilled if the 

Divine Goodness gives you the strength to reach him. He’s in Midian, in 

a very poor village called Durba Well, in the cabin of Hierophant Jethro, 

half-brother of the Great Sfaz, my maternal grandfather. Pharaoh Seti, 

my paternal grandfather, exiled him, as he did to you, to save him from 

dying. 

–Everything, everything binds me to him!... Exiled like me, he has 

earned the right to receive under his roof the Divine Genius that 

humankind ignores and rejects!... 

 From all of this and other comments that were made there, it turned 

out that the Elder prisoner followed the Regent Princess to the royal 

palace, her residence, where he remained until 10 days later when, 

accompanied by men experienced for long journeys, he made his way to 

the Great Gulf. There he embarked for the Port of Pelusium on the 

eastern shore of the Salt Lakes. These were already on the verge of 

drying up according to the Prophecy of the Prophet King Hemoteph of the 

8th Dynasty.  

It was the shortest way to meet the Giant Genius of the very old 

prophecy. 

But first, Prince Fredek of Port Ophir had a long conversation with him. 

Kneeling before the venerable Elder, he begged his forgiveness for 

having avoided his friendship and love to the point of not having made 

himself known to him because his self-love prevented him from 

confessing: “–I am the bastard son of the Great Sfaz and his sister-in-law 

Adhari, who died a prisoner in that very tower.” He was afraid to comment 

the terrible secret even with the only one who knew it. 

For this answer, the noble Elder took him in his arms and, with great 

emotion, said to him: 
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–I followed your steps, my son, from the cradle until today, and from 

these terraces of The Recluse, I blessed you in the name of Adhari, my 

soul daughter; I watched you grow, run, and play as a child, succeed in 

tournaments and military exercises and in the traditional sports which you 

know better than I. I understood the cause of your estrangement and I 

never wanted to cause you the pain of my presence and memory. I 

preferred to be ignored and forgotten by you. If I had seen you going 

astray on the road, I would have made myself felt to call you to reflection 

and to good, but thanks to the Eternal Invisible One, I knew you on the 

path of righteousness and I kept absolutely silent. Your secret remains 

with you, my son, because it never left these lips that speak to you. You 

are the sole owner of it. –Extremely moved, the young Prince embraced 

him again and silently pinned on his chest the gold star with seven rubies, 

which was the badge destined to the Supreme Ruler of the Iberians.  

–We had destined it to put it on the chest of the one we chose the day 

that the Regent and her Council recognized us as a legal Institution of the 

country. No one deserves it more than you, and with her agreement, we 

have resolved to do so. 

–But, my son, I am going to Midian, and I don't think my years will 

allow me to return –the Elder replied. 

–It doesn't matter. As you followed me as a boy and as a man without 

ever speaking to me, you will follow me at a distance, and what’s more, I 

will go with the Giant Genius of your prophecy, if only to drink from that 

divine fountain of light and wisdom.  

“There will be frequent correspondence between Mauritania and 

Midian, between the great Faz Sol and the humble village of Durba Well. 

There's in between a most loving mother: the Royal Princess of Egypt; 

and two sons who can't forget: Moses, God's Anointed, and this ignoble 

son of yours who never had the courage to get close to your heart. 

–But you had it today, and the enlightened present forever erases the 

dark yesterday. 

Fredek and many of his companions accompanied the Elder to the 

Great Gulf and wanted to see him covered in the great blue cloak worn 

by the Iberians. 

The emotional farewell as the ship carrying him set sail might have 

seemed a comparison of that prehistoric passage of Pharahome Adonai 

bidding farewell to Abel on the old stone pier of the Sanctuary of 

Neghada. This time the departing traveler was the Elder, and the young 

man remained on the stone pier, waving his handkerchief like the wings 

of a bird, eager to fly after the departing one. 

Both scenes were changed by a few millenniums, and the characters 

were changed from their places: Adonai was on his way to find Abel, while 

Fredek was left alone with his secret and his thoughts in the land of the 
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Sun. 

Divine Greatness of the eternal human soul like God! The centuries 

follow one another like leaves blown away by the wind, and it lives on like 

a star whose light will never be extinguished. 
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41.  Thimetis’s Problem 
 

Two days before Elder Isesi of Sais set out on his journey to Midian, 

the Regent of Mauritania meditated and wept in their private oratory 

behind closed doors. 

She berated herself for a great sin of omission. And this was her 

painful meditation: 

–“I had the courage to cross the Sahara Desert and come here, pitying 

two orphaned children of my uncle, the Great Sfaz of Mauritania, but I 

didn’t have the courage to reach Midian to accompany my only son in the 

immense solitude of his exile. What force held me back? What thought 

darkened my mind in those moments? Was it perhaps the fear of the 

unknown? What tie, what bond, what chain bound me to Memphis that I 

acted in such an unusual manner towards that great son who is 

everything I have in my life?” 

Such thoughts pierced the soul of Thimetis like fiery darts that burned 

her heart. 

And her meditation, like a soul groaning, continued: 

–Even this octogenarian Elder fearlessly rushes over there, and I, his 

mother! I’m here, seated on the throne of Mauritania, homeland of my 

mother, who has no need of me, and I allow him to suffer, struggle, and 

lack everything in exile as an outcast without homeland, without family, 

without home!... Heavens!... What did I do! 

“Mother Isis! If you are the Mother of all the mothers of the Divine 

Anointed, how have you allowed me to commit such iniquity? –And a 

painful sobbing interrupted momentarily the meditation of the Regent of 

Mauritania. 

And when the mother's pain reached the limit of a deep fainting, she 

felt the divine breath of an intangible presence that enveloped her in 

tenderness and consolation, and told her: 

–Mother! The absolute renunciation of the bonds of flesh and blood is 

the price that the law sometimes imposes on the great conquests of the 

spirit. –The astral double of Moses, her great son, was visible before her. 

“You’re doing a great work in this country –continued the vision –, and 

the Tutelary Intelligences of this race, descendants of the Atlantean 

Toltecs, are with you so that your task will be completed in in the brief 

term of ten moons, and you will return to Memphis, where we will meet, 

you and I, to undertake together the great work that the Eternal Law 

requires of your son in the present hour. 

He wrapped her in his intangible arms once more and vanished like 

perfume that spreads in the air. 

If at the beginning of her meditation, Thimetis had wept with anguish, 
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at the end of it she wept with happiness. 

The love of her son had flooded her with peace and consolation. 

A whole rosebush of hope and supreme bliss bloomed anew in her 

heart.   

How would everything he had announced her come true? What 

wonder, what forces, what events would need to take place for all of this 

to be possible in such a short time? 

–Mother Isis!... –exclaimed the Royal Princess of Egypt at the end of 

her meditation–. Such stupendous wonders are performed in the eternal 

laboratories for the loyal children who surrender unconditionally to the 

supreme wills. Give me, Mother Isis, the designs of that Eternal Power of 

which you are the messenger and turn me into a thread of light that 

sketches in the infinite these single words: May the Will of God be done 

in me. 

From that moment on, everyone was taken aback by the Regent's 

activity. She left her bed at dawn and didn't rest until late at night, and at 

that time she asked to meet with the Council or alone with Elder Isesi, 

before he embarked on her journey. 

She sent a long epistle with him to Pontiff Membra and to the Governor 

of the Castle of Lake Merik, to whom she announced her return within ten 

moons as her son’s apparition had announced to her. But she didn't tell 

them anything about his return to the Nile, obeying an inner intuition that 

he would prefer his presence to be unknown. 

The Regent made very important and unexpected discoveries during 

her thorough visit to the Tower of the dwellers of The Recluse. 

Prophet Isesi was one of them. The second was a man known as the 

deaf-mute by all the servants of the Tower because he never spoke or 

listened to anyone. He would write a note if he needed something, and 

they would also write to him if they wanted to tell him something. 

His physical appearance was that of a strong man of gallant presence, 

attractive in the extreme and representing an age of about 60 years. He 

must have been stunningly handsome and gentle in his youth. 

He was like a privileged person in The Recluse, for he had his own 

pavilion with his own dressing room, bathroom, and dining room. 

A single servant, older than he was, was in charge of serving him, 

taking care of his rooms and clothes, as well as bringing him his meals at 

the usual times. 

And when Thimetis came to visit him, the servant brought him a note 

that said: 

"The Royal Highness, Regent of the country, comes to visit you in 

fulfillment of her duty.” –And the recluse wrote at the bottom of those 

lines: “I am at your orders.” 

The Princess entered. 
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Fredek and the Concierge remained as escorts in the entrance portico 

at all times. 

The prisoner didn't know whether the Royal Highness announced as 

Regent was a man or a woman, so waited seated in his armchair in front 

of his writing desk. 

Thimetis had been warned by the old servant that this recluse must be 

a personage of high birth, judging by the privileges bestowed upon him, 

and by his appearance, type, and manners of a great lord. Nobody knew 

who he was or why he was there because the Great Sfaz had taken the 

secret to his grave. The reader can imagine that this information was not 

at all reassuring to the Royal Princess. 

–Mother Isis! Remember your words: “I am the mother of all the 

mothers of the Divine Anointed Ones come to this world” –she thought 

silently, and as if this silent prayer had infused her with courage and 

confidence, she went to the room door with her gold-colored veil covering 

her face. 

She was about to clap her hands in order to call when she noticed the 

inmate hastily stand up and make a great silent bow before her. 

This attitude made her raise her veil, revealing her kind, beautiful face, 

which was illuminated by those eyes full of light and intelligence. 

–Good Heavens!... What do I see? –the man called the deaf-mute 

exclaimed in horror–. Epuvia Ahisa!... –And he fell back again into his 

chair, burying his face in the papyri and books he had on the table. 

Thimetis stood still two steps away from him. What did this mean? Her 

highly developed intuition began working immediately. 

Epuvia Ahisa was the name of her dead mother. That man had named 

her with such an expression of astonishment, delight, and madness that 

she guessed that he had been in love with her mother and that even 

though she was dead he could not forget her. She was filled with 

compassion and love for that being who had loved her mother so much 

and lost all the fear she had felt before coming to visit him. 

–Epuvia Ahisa was the name of my mother, –she said–. Why do you 

name her if she’s no longer in this world? I am her only daughter, and I 

think I can ask this question. 

 The grieving gentleman raised his head and Thimetis saw in his face 

tears that shone like diamonds. 

–Madam!... You should have been my daughter..., my only daughter. 

Epuvia's heart and soul were mine, mine alone. But men prefer a throne 

for their daughters to their happiness. And the adorable Epuvia Ahisa was 

given as a jewel to Pharaoh of Egypt, King of Kings of many countries 

dominated by him. 

–And are you confined here only for having loved my mother? –

Thimetis asked naively.  
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–Only for that!..., but with the addition that I, sovereign Prince of 

Baetica, followed the escort that led her and with my large escort of 

lancers I wanted to seize her before her arrival at Memphis. Your mother 

didn't want love stained with blood and in our last meeting, she asked me 

to renounce her in exchange for her love that would always be mine..., 

always mine!...  

“She announced to me that she would soon leave her physical body 

to be always by my side. I surrendered myself voluntarily to the Great 

Sfaz although they made him believe that I was arrested when I was 

about to kidnap her. Epuvia Ahisa, in order to renounce me, demanded 

from her father a sworn promise not to harm me, even if he had to keep 

me captive as long as he wanted... 

–I interrupt you, Prince, because I’m extremely astonished by this 

story. If the Great Sfaz died when I was only a year old and my mother 

died soon after, how is it that you didn't regain your freedom? 

–I will tell you, Royal Princess of Egypt. My mother was a Druidess of 

Gaul, and I learned from her the secret mystery of the immortality of the 

soul, daughter of the Great Hesus who has endowed her with all the 

forces and powers that He has. And the Druids say that the souls that 

love each other don’t suffer absence, don’t know about oblivion, nor know 

about goodbyes. I have the soul and the blood of the Druids, and it is here 

that I met and loved Epuvia Ahisa, here I receive her visits, her dictations, 

her promises, and the imperishable love of her glorious immortality. And 

today I have the unexpected honor of also receiving the visit of the 

daughter who should have been mine! 

–And if I want your freedom, will you accept it, Prince of Baetica? 

–Be it if you want it! But, if you allow me, I would like to impose a 

condition... 

–What condition? 

–That in memory of the reciprocal love that existed and still exists 

between your mother and me, you consider me as your father, even if 

you cannot grant me the love of a daughter, which would be my glory and 

my happiness. 

Thimetis had to make a great effort not to open her arms and embrace 

the man in whom the love of youth shone like an unmoving star. And the 

beloved was her dead mother! 

She merely held out both her hands to him, which he took between his 

own and brought to his lips, while he heard her say in a low voice, almost 

as a moan: 

–If you love my mother so much, who is only a memory to you, Prince 

of Baetica, how could I deny you my daughterly love which you so long 

for? 

–If you are so generous to me, you will agree not to call me Prince, 
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but only Arphasol, which is my name. 

–Granted, if you also call me by my name: Thimetis, when there are 

no witnesses. The secret you have entrusted to me must remain between 

us. Don’t you think so? 

–I completely agree, Thimetis, my evening star. And now?... 

–You’re the second one that I rescued from The Recluse. 

And taking him confidently by the hand, she went with him to the door.  

–Yet another one freed, Madam Regent? –asked the Concierge 

cheerfully.  

–Yes, another one, and I hope I can free them all. 

–Blessed be the hour you arrived in Mauritania! –Fredek exclaimed, 

bowing slightly to the gentleman who was unknown to him. 

The Regent made the usual introductions and added, referring to 

Fredek:  

–This young man is almost my brother because of the dedication and 

care with which he has brought me here from Memphis. I find a great 

similarity between you two, so I hope you will soon be united by a loyal 

friendship. Prince Fredek, I beg you to arrange for the Prince of Baetica 

to be placed in a room in our pavilion in the Palace, and I assure you both 

that you have free access to my little reading room whenever you wish to 

talk with me. 

They both thanked her and accompanied her to her rooms. 

When she found herself alone in her reading room, which had 

belonged to her mother, she gave herself fully to that complex world of 

thoughts that gushed like waves swirling around a moving propeller.  

The serious revelations of the man she had just set free were 

extremely agitating her inner world, and she struggled to return to her 

usual stillness. 

She knew Fredek was in love with her, and her discreet prudence was 

trying to turn that love into a great, loyal friendship. She understood that 

she needed him as a good companion of ideals. What a stronghold he 

would be for her and her son in the uncertain future she foresaw! 

Prince Arphasol was fervently in love with her dead mother, and he 

clung to her as to a living memory of the absent beloved. 

What would she do with these two noble and excellent men whom the 

Law had placed in her path without her seeking it? 

Immersed in this meditation, in which questions followed one after 

another in rapid succession, she felt the well-known inner Voice that all 

meditating souls feel in moments of uncertainty and darkness. 

–“Both represent a valuable conquest for you” –said the inner Voice 

that spoke without the sound of words but that shone as if they were 

engraved with starlight within. 

–Mother Isis, –she exclaimed in a low voice, covering her face with 
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both hands to further isolate herself from her surroundings–. Only You 

can guide me on the rough path of my life. 

A sweet serenity flooded her spirit, making her understand that divine 

protection was within her. A whole world of invisible presences made 

themselves felt by the lonely woman who was so burdened with 

responsibilities that she couldn’t and shouldn’t avoid. 

The human soul, the divine Psyche, has at its disposal a powerful light, 

a mysterious torch that Higher Intelligences light for her when she asks 

for it and truly seeks and wants it. 

 That is what we call Meditation. 

And the mysterious torch lit for Thimetis made her see that upon the 

arrival of the ten announced moons, she, accompanied by those two 

men, would meet her son in her castle of Lake Merik, transformed into 

Summer Residence of the Embassy of Mauritania. 

This nominal transformation was carried out by Pontiff Membra, who 

had been warned by Moses that he would arrive in Memphis by that time 

and knowing that Thimetis would also return. 

Although Pharaoh had not shown in all the years that had passed, 

neither aversion nor resentment against Moses and his mother, the 

Pontiff wanted to ensure their peace of mind and the peace of the great 

Savior Mission that the Eternal Power had designated for them for that 

hour of earthly humankind. 

The radiant torch continued to illuminate Thimetis's meditation. 

“I voluntarily accepted the Regency of Mauritania; how will I be able to 

move away from here for an indefinite period of time?” 

Such was the question that posed a problem of very difficult solution 

for the Royal Princess of Egypt, who had always made it a rule in her life 

to fulfill the given word. 

The inner and familiar voice that always advised her made itself felt in 

the depths of her innermost world: –“I will give you the solution if you 

continue your visits to The Recluse, where other secrets await you that 

will be very useful for you to discover.” 

And first thing the next morning, she sent a message to the Concierge 

telling him to wait for her that afternoon at the door of The Recluse. 

Without knowing herself why, she didn’t call Fredek to accompany her, 

but rather the Hierophants that Pontiff Membra had sent to her as 

assistants in her difficult and complicated task: Artaphet and Amonthip. 

The solution that the inner voice had promised her in the meditation 

had to be something very great and transcendent. 

That's how she felt it and that's how she prepared to receive it.  

 

*** 

Starting out from the great portico at the entrance to the Tower called 
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The Recluse there were two corridors of identical construction. They had 

thick stone columns tangled with ivy, with swallows’ nests, and all filled 

with silence and shadows where only the echo of footsteps and the jingle 

of the concierge's keys could be heard once or twice a day. 

–I have already visited the corridor on the right, and I have released 

the captive birds there to fly, –Thimetis explained to her companions–. 

Concierge–she added, raising her voice–you told me that there are 

women in confinement in this gallery. 

–Yes, Royal Highness, but only the Great Sfaz has met with them, and 

at most once or twice a year. No one sees them or speaks to them, and 

everything they ask for and need is sent to them by the spinning wheel, 

and they ask for it by a tiny written note. This is how Elder Father Sfaz 

used to do it, and this is how his son continued to do it... Oh!..., there are 

severe penalties for anyone who dares to...” 

–It doesn’t matter –the Regent interrupted –. I am here invested with 

the authority of the Great Sfaz who was my mother's brother, and it is my 

will to speak to them. Open the doors. 

–You command it and I obey. 

And the Concierge rang the bell at the window of the revolving winch, 

which began to turn after a few moments. The Concierge then handed 

Thimetis a thick key and silently showed her the great entrance door that 

no one had opened since the Sfaz's death. 

With great serenity she entered first and after her the two Hierophants 

who accompanied her.  

An old woman of beautiful appearance, all white from the hair that 

crowned her forehead to the slippers on her feet, presented herself to the 

sight of the visitors. Her black eyes were fixed on the Royal Princess who 

was slowly approaching her, as if to avoid an unpleasant surprise.  

–I’m dreaming, I’m dreaming!... –murmured the recluse in a low voice, 

dropping at her feet the spindle, the distaff, and the woolen fleece she 

was spinning. 

–Madam –the Princess exclaimed–I don't want my visit to be 

inconvenient; on the contrary, I wish to bring you all the good things that 

my heart holds for my mother's compatriots, the Mauritanians. 

–Oh!..., I was not wrong, you are daughter of Queen Epuvia Ahisa, 

who left her country to marry Pharaoh Ramses I of Egypt! 

–You’re exactly right. The epidemic that killed my uncle, the Great 

Sfaz, forced me to accept the Regency that the Council wanted to give 

me until this situation could be resolved. The heir is still so small that 

instead of ruling, he must be ruled. 

–If you don't mind sitting in the cell of a recluse, sit down, I beg you, 

Royal Princess.  

–With great pleasure, Madam, because I feel very comfortable in your 
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company. 

Thimetis took a seat on the couch nearest the Elder Woman, who was 

showing a deep melancholy. Her two companions remained cautiously in 

the entrance hallway, waiting for a warning. 

–Do you wish to get out of this confinement? –the Regent asked 

kindly. 

–I expect nothing from the world at this time of my life. There’s nothing 

beyond that door that binds me to friendship or affection, both of which I 

have been deprived by a fateful destiny. Why should I want to leave from 

here? 

–Are you so alone in this world that you don't have a single family tie? 

You are like a prisoner without any crime because you’re not..., you can't 

be, nor have your ever been a criminal. I can feel it and believe so. If you 

could only trust me and tell me frankly what is the cause or motive that 

keeps you in The Recluse. Perhaps a State secret has kept you from 

communicating with the rest of the world..., but with no guilt on your part. 

–I wouldn’t want to hurt your heart, noble daughter of Epuvia Ahisa, 

by revealing my secret. 

–Speak without fear. The truth will not hurt me as much as a being in 

eternal captivity hurts me. 

–Fine. As you wish. Release me from the oath of silence I took in the 

light of Father Sun before the Great Sfaz, who at that price left me alive. 

Thimetis, knowing the reverent devotion to the Sun in that country, 

opened the window through which the afternoon sun entered, and, with 

the solemnity of a priestess, she said to her: 

–In the light of the radiant evening sun and invoking the spirit of the 

great Sfaz, I say to you: I annul your oath. You are free to speak before 

me, who represent the missing Sfaz. 

The recluse stood up as well, and with a voice that trembled with a 

restrained sob, she said: 

–I am Adhari, the youngest of the siblings of Queen Hetelva, your 

grandmother, and I am in The Recluse to hide the crime of Great Sfaz, 

her husband, who using a hypnotist magician, made me mother without 

my knowledge. Mother without husband, without son, without the honor 

that is the treasure of every well-born woman, it was good for me to be 

locked up in The Recluse. All is said, Royal Princess of Egypt, daughter 

of Epuvia Ahisa!... If at least it would be possible for me to recover the 

son of that crime of infidelity of a kingly husband against a wife like my 

weeping sister Hetelva, perhaps I would have some love for life and 

resignation to live it..., but...!  

And the disconsolate old woman covered her face with both hands 

and a storm of sobs shook her convulsively. 

The Regent's companions approached the door, but she signaled 



 346 

them to wait without making themselves visible to the recluse. 

A ray of light appeared in Thimetis's mind. She recalled that inner 

voice that her own mother made her feel, which said without the sound 

of words: –“My daughter, you’re not alone, you have the loyal company 

of my brother, whom I saved from being drowned by his desperate mother 

as soon as he was born.” 

And at that very moment Fredek of Port Ophir appeared at the door. 

Wasn’t he the son that the captive mourned lost forever? 

And no sooner had Thimetis asked herself this question that she felt 

again the inner answer, without the sound of words from her mother, who 

was dead to the physical plane, but eternally alive in the Kingdom of God: 

–“Yes, my daughter, it is he; One of the reasons you’ve come to the 

country where I was born is to unite that mother to her son. By my law, it 

was I who was to perform this task, but I was weak and cowardly to face 

the strong paternal will and I never said a word to reveal the secret that 

even my mother ignored. She lives again, right here, in the little Elda that 

you caress with so much love. Do, my daughter, what your mother did 

not do, and you will give me with it an eternity of comfort and peace. Do 

what your mother didn't do, my daughter, and you will bring me an eternity 

of relief and peace.” 

The reader will imagine what this revelation meant for Thimetis. 

She took a step towards that sorrowing Old Woman, embraced her 

tenderly, and said to her in her ear in a hushed voice: 

–By the dear memory of my dead mother, I swear to you that I will 

unite you to that son whom you believe lost, and who has been the loyal 

guardian of my person from Memphis to here. 

The recluse exhaled a whimper as if a dagger had penetrated her 

heart, and she fainted in the arms of the Regent, who let her fall on the 

couch, thinking that her own words had mortally wounded her. 

A few moments later, the Old Adhari was transferred in a litter to 

Thimetis's pavilion room in the great Royal Palace, which was truly an 

impregnable fortress, all stone, as were the buildings of that time in that 

country.  

And the Royal Princess found herself faced with a new problem, in her 

untiring eagerness to straighten out everything that in her mind was 

messed up and out of order, in the country that was the homeland of all 

her maternal kin. 

 

She called Fredek at once and announced that she had something of 

great importance to communicate to him. 

–Very well, Madam. I’m listening. –he replied. 

–Both sorrow and joy cause deep emotions. And the Law makes me 

the bearer of a happiness for you that you would’ve never expected. 
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The Prince reflected this thought that lived in his inner self like a flame 

that’s never extinguished, in the look he gave Thimetis: “I know well that 

I’ll never have the only happiness that my heart desires.” And he only said 

with great calmness: 

–From you, Lady, only beauties and truths can come. Speak. 

–I think I heard you say in one of our conversations that your mother 

died when you were still in the cradle. 

–It is a truth that I’ve learned since I was able to understand. I knew I 

was an orphan and alone since my childhood, which only your noble 

mother took care of making less bitter. Later, when she was crowned 

Queen Wife of Egypt, your brother, the recently deceased Grand Sfaz, 

elevated me to the dignity of Prince of Port Ophir, and he sent me as an 

extraordinary ambassador when you were introduced to the people of 

Egypt and all friendly nations as heir to the throne of your country. I could 

never discover the secret of my origin and birth because your mother 

made me swear before the Rising Sun that I would never try to find it out. 

I received the benevolent treatment of an elder or second brother from 

the Sfaz, and I have never complained. What's new for me then?” 

–That your mother lives and is a venerable Elder woman whom I keep 

here in my pavilion as a jewel found unexpectedly on my path. If you don't 

want her, I want her for myself, because she’s the sister of my mother's 

mother.” 

–May she be for both of us, Princess, and then I will have some greater 

claim on your friendship and affection. 

–You already had them before, Prince Fredek, but now you have them 

much more, for we are almost brothers. –And Thimetis held out her hands 

to him, which he shook effusively as he said: 

–Introduce me to my unknown mother, if she wishes to see me. 

–Come with me–she said to him, and they went inside the pavilion. 

The Elder Adhari was lying on a divan in the Regent's dressing room 

in a state of visible extreme laxity as a result of the strong shock she had 

suffered upon learning that her lost son was alive. 

She seemed asleep or dead judging by the paleness of her face. 

Thimetis knelt down in front of the divan to be at the level of the sick 

woman and said to her in a low voice: 

–Adhari..., you have two sons instead of the one you thought lost. Do 

you accept us both in your heart? Now I’m the one without a mother. 

And Thimetis bowed her head on the chest of the Elder woman. 

Fredek also knelt at that instant, and the Elder woman looked at them 

through the tears crystallized in her eyes. 

–Only your mother, Epuvia, knew my secret, and she has sought you 

to heal the wound in my heart. 
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Those tired, tearful eyes locked on Fredek and closed again. A 

convulsive trembling shook the poor sick woman in front of that kind 

gentleman whom she was told to be her son, and whom she’d never 

seen, for he was taken from her side as soon as he was born. Her lips 

trembled like a child holding back tears until Fredek, who was also 

moved, bent his head on that head of white hair while saying in a low 

voice: 

–Mother! It’s never too late to love the son who never knew you lived... 

 

The days passed, and Thimetis learned through Adhari's revelations 

that the Great Sfaz, father of his son, lived tormented by the fear that the 

secret would be discovered, because in Mauritania, doing what he did 

with his wife's younger sister at the age of 12 was a crime deserving death 

by hanging. 

She also knew that Fredek was born in The Recluse, where she was 

cloistered as soon as she realized she was going to be a mother, and that 

when she gave birth, the doctor and nurse who attended her suffered the 

same fate and died in confinement, without being allowed to speak to 

anyone on the outside. 

–The only person who knew about it was Epuvia, your mother, –the 

Old Woman added–, but she was led to believe that I had died when my 

son was born. 

–I can't explain to myself how my mother could have known, and even 

less how, knowing it, she didn't take any action to find a solution–Thimetis 

said. 

–What solution could she make with a dead woman? Adolescent as 

she was, she would limit herself to give the unhappy orphan the affection 

he lacked, according to the inner voice that you tell me you have felt in 

your hours of meditation. 

–Peace to the dead, Aunt Adhari, whether they live in the planes of 

light or abysses of darkness–exclaimed Thimetis, covering her face with 

both hands, as if she wished to isolate herself completely from the scene 

of memories where she had arrived, driven by past and painful events. 

And while she devoted herself wholeheartedly to the mission of 

ordering and renewing whatever she found out of order or law, let's return, 

dear reader, to the solitudes of Midian, to the humble village of Durba 

Well, where the white eagle flies in ever-widening circles with dreams of 

distant and high summits, foreseen in his hours of meditation but not 

sought when he walked as a man on the earthly sands. 

Let’s return to Moses, the High Priest of the Desert. 
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42.  Thirty Years 
 

Moses arrived at Midian when he was only 20 years old, and 10 more 

years had elapsed. How many circumstances and events had he 

witnessed in those ten years that made him a man of 30 years of physical 

life! 

In the last four years, six of Jethro's daughters had married. Only 

Carnation remained single. She had been deaf-mute ten years back and 

was cured by mental forces set in motion by the Hierophants when they 

surrendered to the Infinite during meditation and became transmitters of 

all that is great and good which emanates from the Eternal Invisible 

Power. 

The hills surrounding the cabin of Patriarch Jethro had been filled with 

white stone houses that were the nests of his loving turtledoves, who, 

even when betrothed, didn’t want to move away from the old tree that 

provided shade in the helplessness of the orphanhood. 

 

Carnation as a housekeeper, and Numbik and Jet, as her assistants, 

kept the fire and light of the home, where the serene peace that flourishes 

between order and perfect harmony reigned at all times. 

And unexpected events occurred in the thirtieth year of Moses’ life.  

In the last caravan which had recently arrived, the Elder Patriarch Isesi 

whom the reader saw the Regent of Mauritania take out of The Recluse, 

appeared to them as a celestial messenger. 

 

He arrived accompanied by a desert guide and one of the guards of 

the castle of Lake Merik. With him also came all the love of the mother 

for her exalted son. 

The Initiatory School of Durba Well was celebrating the arrival of such 

an illustrious figure, who was himself a whole archive of knowledge of the 

most ancient occult science of the temples of On and Sais. Moses had 

not met him personally, but he knew him by name.  

 

He had been Jethro’s companion of study and of initiation. They 

undertook the trials on the same date, and they both experienced the 

“death and resurrection of Osiris” on the same night. This was the name 

given in the language of the Temples to the conscious unfolding caused 

by the master Hierophants, to those who emerged triumphant from all the 

trials and observances that those seeking initiation into the Great 

Mysteries of God, of the worlds, and of the human soul were subjected 

to. 

And a month later, a disconsolate young girl with torn clothes and a 
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soul wrung with anguish arrived on the escarpment of the Red Sea. 

Because of her remarkable physical beauty, she had been abducted 

from her home by the pirates of the Red Sea to celebrate the nefarious 

cults they performed on an autumn full moon in homage to their dead 

heroes. She was Zipporah, a name that has gone down in history as 

belonging to the young woman who was Moses' wife. 

And she was, indeed. The event occurred as I will narrate it. 

 

As the first full moon of autumn approached, the pirates of the Red 

Sea abducted a young boy, grandson of the king of the Arabs, to offer 

him as a sacrifice to their gods. They always chose a beautiful young man 

of noble lineage, who was, according to their fanatical thinking, a worthy 

offering for Moloch, their bloodthirsty and ferocious supreme god who 

demanded human sacrifices once a year. The life of a a handsome young 

man of noble lineage, and the virginity of a beautiful adolescent maiden 

was the offering of the pirates to their god. The barbaric ritual included 

the practice made law of not taking the life of the maiden but leaving her 

on the deserted seashore so that when the tide rose later, she would be 

submerged by the waves without leaving a trace of what had happened.  

 

But Zipporah was the daughter of a sailor who made frequent trips by 

the Red Sea carrying goods to the coastal towns and she swam free of 

the waters and wandered for several days in the desert until she reached 

Durba Well, where she knew that Patriarch Jethro would protect her in 

her misfortune. 

The Elder was meditating at the door of his cabin on a peaceful 

evening when the teenage girl came to him and fell at his feet like a 

gazelle wounded to death. 

–Have mercy on me –she said between sobs–, because the pirates 

raided my house, killed my mother and I was left alone in the world. 

–Yes, my daughter, I have mercy on you, and all those who suffer 

have a place in my dwelling–said the Elder. And he called Carnation to 

feed and properly clothe the unhappy girl, who could barely walk due to 

her overall tiredness and weakness, as her entire appearance showed. 

Having fulfilled these first duties of hospitality, Carnation made her 

guest lie down in her bedroom. 

–It is time for you to rest, –she said as she sat down beside her, trying 

to break her shyness and stubborn silence–. Now, we’ll become very 

good friends, and you’ll begin by telling me your name. 

–My father, who is a sailor, called me Star... –And the girl burst into 

disconsolate tears and Carnation embraced her, lavishing her with 

tenderness and affection. 

When she saw her calmed down, she began the conversation again. 
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–It is a beautiful name, and here my father has great pleasure in calling 

us with names of the beauties that God has placed in this world. He will 

like that name of yours very much: Star. 

–I’m no longer Star, –the girl murmured bitterly. 

–Why, you’re so young and beautiful! You may as well be called Star. 

–In my house, there is a slave girl called Zipporah from the country of 

Kush, which means something despicable..., worthless. And that’s the 

name I want to have from now on. 

–As you wish, but here you will not be despicable or worthless. We all 

consider ourselves brothers and sisters here, and we form a family. 

–I know, I know, and that's why I ran madly towards here in my 

misfortune. 

Days and weeks passed, and the newly arrived young girl could be 

seen to have recovered physically but not cured of her bitter sadness. 

She was a docile assistant for Carnation in all domestic chores, skilled 

in spinning and the loom, where she could be seen spending hours in the 

deepest silence. 

–My daughter, –Elder Jethro said to her one day –if you’re not 

comfortable here and wish to be taken elsewhere, tell me honestly, and I 

will take you where you think you’ll be better off. 

–No, Patriarch, by no means. If I came to your abode, it was knowing 

that this is the only place I can be. But if I trouble you, I will leave... 

–No, my daughter!... It’s just that I’d like to see you happy in our 

company, and I see you sad and disconsolate... 

–Forgive me... I have suffered a lot, and the memories make me 

suffer. I will forget... 

This brief dialogue was heard by Moses, who was pruning a new 

walnut tree at that moment, to which he was devoting his free moments 

because he knew it was sick and about to dry up. 

–That's another sick little plant, your new daughter, Uncle Jethro, –he 

told him after the young girl had left and she couldn't hear him –. When 

is Carnation’s wedding? –he asked at once. 

–When Caleb finishes the cabin he’s building at the foot of that hill –

he replied –Why do you ask? 

–Because I suddenly got the idea of taking Zipporah as my wife and 

having her replace Carnation in her housekeeping chores. Do you think 

it’s wrong? 

–No, son, not at all. Even in that, I see that your life is similar to mine. 

Like you, I took as my wife the first refugee who arrived here, when I was 

alone with two shepherds. The poor thing was sick with lung disease and 

lived only three years. She was not cured of her physical ailment, but she 

lived cheerfully and died happy. She was the mother of Jet. 

–But is he your son, Jet?... 
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–No. His mother arrived with the newborn child. She was the daughter 

of a Berber Scheiff, a beautiful girl of 14 years of age, and like this one 

who has arrived here, the pirates of the Red Sea gave her to an Arab 

captive that they were going to sacrifice to their god according to their 

barbarian religious rites. Jet is therefore, an Arabian, as you can see, 

grandson of none other than the king of the Arab country, where everyone 

has brown skin. His mother was white, and he inherited her beautiful eyes 

and her noble heart. She was from the country of Moab. 

–Then, Uncle Jethro, you already know my secret... The newcomer 

will be a mother, and that’s the cause of her bitter sadness. 

–I had suspected it. But you, how did you find out?  

–An inner voice told me when you were talking with her a few moments 

ago. 

“And that's how I got the idea to ask you for her hand in marriage, not 

knowing that you had done the same thing in your youth. It is a great 

honor to me, Uncle Jethro, that my life resembles yours. I beg you then 

to arrange my union with your ward, which, if she agrees, can take place 

at the same time as Carnation and Caleb's. Then Zipporah will not have 

to go through the agony of bringing her child into life without a father’s 

name. 

–Moses!..., son of the Royal Princess of Egypt..., joined to a poor girl 

abused by human barbarism! 

–Jethro of Mauritania!... Son of the Great Sfaz and brother of Queen 

Epuvia of Egypt, joined to a poor girl abused by human barbarism! –

Moses repeated solemnly –Isn’t what the young Jethro did the same thing 

that Moses is doing? 

–Yes, my son, yes! Our lives are like two brooks that emerge from the 

same spring. The meeting of our souls reveals the Divine Law in all its 

splendor. 

Two weeks later, two weddings would be celebrated in Uncle Jethro's 

Cabin. Moses, the high priest of the Desert, took Zipporah of Sharma as 

his wife, and Caleb, son of Jephunneh, took Carnation of Midian as his 

wife. 

*** 

A week before the wedding, Moses asked his uncle to present his 

daughter Zipporah to him as his future wife in the portico of the temple if 

she accepted him. And the Eternal Light depicts this scene as follows: 

–Zipporah, my daughter, come with me to the portico of our Temple, 

which, according to our custom, is the place where we settle matters of 

importance. 

The young girl looked at him with surprise and fear. A sharp 

premonition alarmed her. Her secret... 

–Don't be afraid, –said the Elder –it will all be for your own good. 



 353 

And she followed him meekly. 

They saw Moses seated on one of the great stone benches. He stood 

up when he saw them coming. 

–Zipporah, my daughter, our High Priest, my nephew Moses, wishes 

to have a conversation with you here. So I leave you with him while I go 

into the Temple to pray for God's will to be fulfilled in you. 

Moses and Zipporah were left alone. The grieving teenager would 

have wished that the pavement would open up and swallow her because 

the presence of that great man frightened her. 

 

Carnation had told her what a character he had been and was in the 

splendid Court of Egypt, the greatest and most glorious country of the 

time. Surely he would fulminate her like a caterpillar with a formidable 

anathema. Her face was as white as a sheet of paper, and she wouldn't 

lift her eyes from the floor. 

–Zipporah, please don't be afraid of me; come and sit by my side; I 

need to speak to you. 

–Lord!... Your Royal Highness! –and she fell on her knees before 

Moses. 

–No! Not like that, Zipporah... I am neither a lord nor a Royal Highness 

to you. –And as Moses said this, he lifted her up and made her sit beside 

him. 

“Did you know that we will be celebrating Caleb's marriage to 

Carnation in ten days?” 

–That’s what she told me –the girl answered in a whisper. 

–I would also like to celebrate mine with you, Zipporah, if you accept 

my company for the rest of your life. 

A choked cry escaped from Zipporah's lips as she rose from the 

bench, ready to flee.  

–Don't run away from me, girl; I mean you no harm, –Moses said, 

taking her by the hand to hold her back. 

“Am I so unpleasant to you that you’re so frightened by my request? 

Seeing herself prevented from fleeing, Zipporah burst into loud sobs. 

Moses waited patiently for her calm to return, and when he saw her more 

serene, he continued to confide in her: 

–I wish you would answer me the question I asked you, which caused 

you such disconsolate weeping. Do you think that you’ll never come to 

love me, or is it that you already have your heart set on another love? 

The gentleness and respect with which she was treated gradually 

calmed her down, and she finally answered: 

–I had told Carnation not to leave Father Jethro alone because I will 

not be here for long. 

–I thought you were an orphan, homeless, and without family ... Is 
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there a relative waiting for you? Where? 

–No one is waiting for me... I’ll work as a servant in..., somewhere. 

–So, you would rather be a servant than the only wife of an honest 

man who offers you shelter, friendship, and companionship? 

–You’re a Royal Prince, sir, and I am... a wretch! Please!... –she cried 

out in tremendous wail –don’t force me to say what must die with me. 

–Zipporah, listen to me and don’t try to run away from me anymore, 

because I want to be your savior by Divine Law. What is happening to 

you is no secret to me, and it is because I know it that I tell you. Before 

anyone becomes aware of what you call your secret, I give you the name 

of wife to become the father of the child that is coming and that you want 

to eliminate from life, unaware of the evil that you do to yourself and to 

the child...Your child will be my child, and no one will know that you, like 

so many maidens before you, were assaulted by fanatical pirates of 

Moloch. 

 

The poor girl bowed her head in grief, and her only answer was 

another flood of weeping. 

–Poor victim of human ignorance and cruelty!... You can still bless God 

because in the blessed home of the Patriarch Jethro you have found his 

nephew who has the joy of erasing your dishonor and preventing crime, 

Zipporah. Do you accept me as your companion and husband for life? –

And as Moses asked such a question, he stretched out his hands towards 

the girl who was still weeping silently. 

–You know well I don't deserve it, but if you want it that way, Lord... 

So be it. 

Moses held in his own hands the trembling and timid hand of that new 

victim of human ignorance and cruelty. 

At this moment the memory sketched a mental vision in the mind of 

Moses: in the midst of his past greatness the glory of his betrothal to Merik 

in the sumptuous palace of his mother in the serene placidity of Lake 

Merik. 

–Oh!, life...!, life! –he exclaimed in a cry that sounded like a moan–

What abysses and what summits the Eternal Law decrees for those it 

chooses as missionaries of Truth and Love! 

Is it the Eternal Law that decrees them or is it ignorance, selfishness 

and human pride that carries them in stupendous combinations that 

sometimes delay the works of God for centuries? 

 

This thought immediately arises in the mind of the observer and 

narrator of these facts that the Divine Light has marked in its eternal 

Archives. 

Moses’ formidable exclamation reached Patriarch Jethro, who was 
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praying in the Sanctuary, and he went out to share the greatness of the 

consummate holocaust with Moses. 

–Son, I see in you again the mystic Abel of prehistory in heroic 

renunciation and the glorious Krishna of the Far East bearing the guilt of 

others, –the Elder exclaimed. 

“And it seems to me that I hear resounding again the singing of the 

worlds of light: Agnus Dei quitoles peccata mundi. You erase the sins of 

men with a sovereign brushstroke of your love. 

–My union with this girl is already arranged, Uncle Jethro, –was 

Moses' answer. 

–Well, my son. Ten days from now, the Lord will bless two betrothals 

in our humble Sanctuary. 

–And after another ten days, I will undertake the planned trip to 

Memphis, where my mother will arrive, I believe, within three moons from 

now, and I hope that the chosen wife will do me the honor of 

accompanying me.  

And Moses glanced with a smile at the adolescent girl he was still 

holding in his hand.  

 

The reader can imagine the girl's indefinable look of anguish towards 

those two men who appeared so great before her. 

–My mother will love you as a daughter when you become my wife. 

Your son, whom I adopt, must be born where I was born. 

“Not I, Uncle Jethro, but God's angels spread veils over the assaulted 

innocence. 

–And how great in his deeds will be the son of such an act of heroic 

love! 

Did the Elder perhaps have the premonitory vision of what Essen 

would be, founder of the Essenes, precursors, teachers and chroniclers 

of Yhasua of Nazareth, founder of Christianity 15 centuries later? 

There are so many different and stupendous forces, currents, and 

vibrations in Universal Creation's infinite laboratories that nothing is 

impossible for the Eternal Creative Power when it finds intelligences 

prepared for its great manifestations and realizations. 

Ten days later, Elder Patriarch Jethro, in his white priestly robes, 

blessed the nuptial union of the High Priest of the Desert, Moses of 

Memphis, the son of the Royal Princess of Egypt, with Zipporah of 

Sharma, and of Caleb with Carnation of Midian. 

Acting as witnesses to the solemn nuptial consecration were the Elder 

Priest Isesi and the Masters Ohad and Carmi, instructors of Moses' 

childhood.   
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43.  Hierophant Isesi of Sais 
 

In the great Temple of On, he had been an Archivist for 25 years, and 

his constant dedication had allowed him time to make copies of what was 

of greatest interest to him. In that enormous Archive of immensely distant 

ages, he came across beautiful passages of the earthly existences of the 

Giant Genius, as the Instructor Guide of planet Earth was called in that 

archive. 

One of those that most interested him was the one that narrated 

passages of the intense spiritual life of the Prophet Antulius of Manh-

Ethel, Patriarch of the “Holy Mountain”, in the lost continent of Atlantis. 

His unexpected encounter with Moses at the village of the Durba Well 

made him relive in him all the Great Genius's radiant and glorious past, 

who once again had to set the path of humankind in the earthly valleys. 

After observing him in silence for many days, he asked him for a 

private conversation of spiritual nature. And this was a revelation for the 

young High Priest of the Initiatory School of the Desert. 

In his brief thirty years he could not fit the vast knowledge of events 

that occurred in that misty distance that we call Prehistory. 

He had learned brief passages about his previous existences in 

Lemuria and Atlantis, in narrations left by previous Archivists during 

centuries of patient compilations, in the Archives of Memphis or in the 

one kept by his mother in the Oratory of the castle of Lake Merik. 

But, as for spiritual supra-physical investigations made by himself in 

prehistoric times, they were totally unknown to him. 

Listening to the conversation of Elder Hierophant Isesi with the young 

Pontiff of the Desert, Moses, we’ll be able to learn, reader friend, 

something more of what the Eternal Light has revealed to us up to this 

moment, by gradually lifting the veil that hides its stupendous secrets.  

–Moses, grandson of Epuvia Ahisa, my beloved daughter of the soul. 

You must know that she had promised me this solemn and long-awaited 

moment in my long life. 

–Then she communicated with you in spirit, Patriarch Isesi, according 

to that. 

–Precisely. Her manifestations have been frequent and have only 

ceased when her spirit returned to the physical matter. I clearly see, my 

son, that your present life is looking more and more like that of the great 

Master Antulius, that surely you must know. 

And the Elder waited for Moses’ answer. 

–Indeed, I know something about it, just as I know about that of 

Amphion of Orozuma. And in this regard, I remember seeing, one day, 

Pontiff Membra absorbed in the observation of a very old papyrus scroll 
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from the Archive brought from the Temple of On, whose title was: 

Apocalypse of Prophet Antulius of Manh-Ethel. ‘May I know all this?’ I 

remember asking him. ‘Later, my son,’ he answered me. ‘You have to live 

today, he added, with your head and feet firmly fixed on the Earth, before 

you take flight to the regions where the sun never sets.’ At the time I was 

Viceroy Superintendent, and indeed, my life was a frenzy, a whirlwind of 

activities in fulfillment of the position I had accepted. 

–Well. That further on that Pontiff Membra said, I believe it has arrived 

for you and I’m honored to be, at my 80 years of age, the person to make 

it known to you. I have in my private archive the Apocalypse of the 

Prophet Antulius and, if you wish, we will study them in the meetings of 

your current Council or when you think it more convenient. 

And in seven consecutive nights, while the Hierophants of the Initiatory 

School of Durba Well gathered in Council, Patriarch Isesi read the 

papyrus that narrated Master Antulius' sidereal explorations in several 

planes and worlds of the infinite immensity. 

Let us listen to him, dear reader, in the imposing solitude of the desert: 

–Third copy of the Apocalypse of Master Antulius, whose original copy 

is kept in the Secret Archive of the Temple of On, written in Toltec 

language by his close disciple and notary Hilkar of Talpaken: 

“Men: when the Magnificent Fires, supreme lords of this Universe, 

understood that the first age or glacial epoch was advancing for this globe 

in formation, they gave the orders to begin the trials to create the 

ectoplasms that could then adapt without new difficulties to the astral and 

etheric body of the spirits that were to form the primitive human races on 

the planet.  

"The eras invested in such trials cannot be exactly specified, but logic 

itself leads us to assume that they were extremely long, given the 

fundamental principle that Nature does not proceed in leaps but with a 

slow and constant transformation toward perfection. 

"Thousands of the Ioms (Pronounced Eoms), the Spirits that work with 

the Forms carried out trials in the fields of Infinity, taking constituent 

elements from the animal species that at that time inhabited this planet.  

"The hippopotamuses, mammoths, giraffes, zebras, giant monkeys, 

deer, reindeer and wild boars of the second glacial epoch, served them 

to form with part of their organic matter the first ectoplasms that they had 

to adapt to the astral bodies that would shelter the spirits of the primitive 

terrestrial humanity. These spirits were chosen among those less evolved 

from other planets that had already taken a step further in the infinite 

succession of eternal progress.  

“Such is the cause of the enormous difference that, even today, can 

be noticed among the diverse races of the human species. 

“The human beings who have adapted to the ectoplasm formed from 
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the organic matter of the animal species which we call wild boar should 

naturally differ from those who have adapted to the organic matter of 

deer, monkeys, or any of the other species used as raw material. 

“This was never an obstacle for the original animal species to continue 

existing in its own aspects. In the same way, many plant species continue 

to live and bear fruit in their original form, even after a horticulturist has 

used stems and roots to graft on that trunk another plant species with 

different flowers and fruits. 

“These external differences among races would have disappeared 

with the passing of millennia and centuries if human ignorance and 

selfishness had not fought with the fierce insistence to prevent the 

crossbreeding of human races. Pride and fanaticism made primitive men 

believe that their race was superior to the others. And those who mixed 

their blood with that of another race were punished by death. This frightful 

error, which still persists in many peoples, is the reason why these 

differences, the origin of which we have just mentioned, still exist.  

“To explain those differences, it’s also necessary to consider the 

environments, the climates, the special circumstances in which each race 

develops and prospers.  

Having made this introduction, let us proceed to explain what is Man 

when incarnated on Planet Earth. 

"In the infinite scale of organic beings living on the planet, Man is the 

most perfect thing that Nature has reached in its constant and magnificent 

creations. Due to all Man’s conditions, he’s placed immediately above all 

living beings on the physical plane and below the spirits called Legions 

of the Kingdom, or Guardian Angels because their immediate field of 

action is between the physical and spiritual planes. 

"With one foot on the doorstep of the Angelic Temple, with the other 

on the meadow where the beasts graze, Man is a pitcher of clay within 

which there is a complex mixture; an infinity of beauties with an infinity of 

weeds.  

"Man, then, was thus formed by the Eternal Law: Dense Matter or 

physical body; Mental or intermediary body; Spiritual Principle or Ego, 

which is the Self properly speaking. 

“The dense Matter or physical body is enveloped in an aura or 

irradiation of astral matter in whose constitution the four primordial 

elements of the terrestrial globe participate: air, fire, water, and earth. It 

also possesses the vital fluid or circulatory fire, which runs vertiginously 

throughout the physical body and it’s the aura of the blood, of a pinkish 

color, more vivid or paler depending on whether the blood is more or less 

pure. The physical body has also the particular irradiation or aura of the 

brain and of the spinal cord, prolongation of the brain, which is called: 

Nervous ethereal fluid. All this belongs to the physical body of Man. 
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"Next I’ll explain The Mental or Intermediate Body: it’s a direct 

emanation of the Ego or Higher Self, as if we were to say it’s Man’s will 

or consciousness that descends to the physical plane to seek union with 

organic matter in order to realize the life it proposes. This Mental or 

Intermediate Body is subject to many variations according to the activities 

it displays, according to the environments in which its physical matter 

acts, and according to the orientation impressed upon it. If the union with 

matter, gestation, or birth occur under a decadent or bad astral influence, 

this Mental or Intermediate Body will be strongly impelled to move away 

from the Ego or Higher Self. In doing so, its beneficial influence on it 

gradually weakens and it becomes more identified with physical matter, 

which comes to dominate it almost completely with the instincts proper to 

the animal nature, viciously developed by the astral influence mentioned 

above and perhaps in conjunction with a bad hereditary defect. In such a 

case we have the vicious, bad man, the beast man, overwhelmed with all 

the baseness and vileness of the grossest materiality. 

“The physical life of man begins, then, not on the day of his birth, but 

on the day of the union of the Intermediary Mental Body with the Mental 

Body of the one who will be his mother; a secret and deep union that 

binds them for the rest of that life, and sometimes for many lives, 

depending on the affinity of the spirits involved in this grandiose drama of 

physical life. Rather than the moment of birth, it is the beginning of 

gestation what truly marks or designs the path for every man who enters 

physical life.21  

“The Mental or Intermediary Body varies and changes constantly with 

every thought, every desire, every emotion. And that’s why seers 

perceive it in so many different ways, causing them great perplexities and 

sometimes blaming themselves for having been victims of deceptions 

and mistakes. The same Mental Body takes on different forms and colors 

according to whether it is animated by an emotion of pure love, of fair and 

righteous hope, of noble and elevated longings, or on the contrary of low 

desires, of aversions, of hatreds, of revenge or of crimes. 

“This Mental or Intermediary Body performs the function of transmitter 

to the physical plane of the ideas, thoughts, projects or commands that 

the Higher Self or Ego perceives from the Higher Intelligences, even 

             

 
21 In the School of Master Antulius, the years of a being were not counted by the 
day of his birth but by the day of his conception. The bride and groom were 
prepared with secret and profound teaching, so that their entrance into the 
nuptial room would be surrounded by all the spiritual, astral, and physical 
circumstances necessary for the most beautiful and happy entrance of the divine 
spark into the Sanctuary where it was to act on the planes of material life. 
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though they reside in the higher planes of the Infinite. For this perception 

to take place it’s indispensable that the Mental or Intermediate Body be 

kept as far as possible free from all baseness and meanness, from violent 

emotions of passion, from atmospheres of intrigue, aversion, or crime. 

“The Ego or Higher Self is the simplest of the components of the 

human being. 

“It is born from the Eternal Energy that constantly throws from itself, 

by the thousands, small luminous bulbs with its own intelligence and with 

part of the creative potentiality of its creator. Something like our sun that 

constantly casts luminous rays without diminishing or exhausting its 

energy. The small luminous focus destined to be the Ego of a human 

being, as soon as it emerges from the Eternal Energy, begins to 

accumulate around itself the subtlest cosmic substance, which forms its 

own aura or, as if we were to say, its envelope. And once it has 

succeeded in forming this fluidic garment, it must seek incarnations on 

the planet designated by the Higher Intelligence that supports each 

multiple creation of the Eternal Energy. 

“Like a little firefly that flickers on and off, the Ego emits luminous rays 

in all directions, fainter at first, stronger and faster later, as if probing the 

infinite abyss in search of the means conducive to its aggrandizement. 

These luminous rays, which are Intelligence, Will and Love, are 

channeled by Intelligences commissioned by the Eternal Law of mutual 

aid, to direct the incarnations in the globes that are in condition to receive 

humankinds in a primitive state. 

"Such is the definition of Man incarnated on Earth. 

 

*** 

“Legion of Guardians: they constitute the first glorious and happy 

group of the Kingdom of Light and Love. 

“They are Intelligences of an advanced evolution. By their own nature, 

they can act more easily in the physical plane, either individually or in 

collective. 

“They are the most numerous and provide the most direct assistance 

to the Incarnate Intelligences, man. 

"Every work of good and justice is sponsored and defended by these 

entities of great purity although not perfect. They incarnate quite 

frequently in terrestrial humanity and can be recognized by several 

qualities, the most notable being the firmness to reject deceit, and in 

general all baseness and meanness.  

“Every human being who incarnates with important missions has one 

or several of these guardians, charged with cooperating and inducing 

them to fulfill their commitments as a spirit. 

"Sometimes they take forms and become visible, and even act at 
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times almost as incarnate when righteous causes call for it. 

"They form that intelligent and hidden force that is sometimes called 

Providence, which appears at the precise moment to meet a need when 

it is truly indispensable. 

“They are the keepers of the secret concerning the beginning and 

ending of physical lives; they know when and where a physical life is to 

begin and when and where it is to end. But as it is the Law that not all 

earthly beings are meant to know such secrets, these high Intelligences 

guard them with rigorous severity. It is they who guard the Great Book of 

Life and Death, and only for grave and righteous causes are they allowed 

to reveal to certain beings things that concern the secrets which Eternal 

Truth entrusts to them.  

"The Legion of Guardians is formed by entities originating from various 

advanced worlds and whose humanities have an evolution superior to 

our Earth, for example Venus, Jupiter, Alpha, Arc of Gold (Arcturus), 

Aquamundi (Neptune), and most of the large planets. 

"When they incarnate in inferior worlds like the Earth, they ordinarily 

live a short life, except for some cases in which a powerful cause forces 

them to prolong it. Very seldom does such a being remain incarnated for 

more than 50 years.  

"They are distributed into seven great divisions, each of which obeys 

one of the most highly evolved among them, who gives them the orders 

transmitted to them by the Heralds of the Hierarchy immediately above. 

This will be explained in due course. Each of these divisions bears the 

name of one of the seven colors into which the astral light is decomposed: 

yellow, blue, scarlet, green, violet, turquoise, and pink. 

“Their main characteristics are selfless, pure love, softness, and 

tenderness, combined with great firmness and perseverance when they 

have embraced a just, good cause. All beauty enchants them and all 

baseness repulses and disgusts them because it hinders them in the 

spiritual works accepted as their mission.  

“They are invulnerable to low carnal passions and rarely hold high 

positions of wealth and power among men. 

“Many of them incarnate in the inferior worlds when the advent of the 

Instructor of the Planet approaches, to pave the way for him and prepare 

the environment for him. 

“In times when civilizations of great spiritual advancement flourish, 

they incarnate in the proportion of one in every 2,000 in places on Earth 

where works of justice and fraternity are carried out. 

“The excesses of sensuality which unites most marriages form the 

barrier which prevents these entities from incarnating in greater numbers.  

“And in eras of decadence of civilizations, two or more centuries go by 
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without them being able to take matter on the physical plane.22 

“These entities are also Guides of large or small communities or 

groups set up for the purpose of spiritual progress, as well as Guides of 

countries, cities, or towns with a strong tendency toward higher spiritual 

studies. 

“They are the immediate inspiration of human whose evolution allows 

him or her to establish mental contact with these entities. When they 

achieve affinity with incarnate ones, they have very delicate 

considerations and tenderness, feeling inner satisfaction in spirit-to-spirit 

approaches.23 

“These entities can become so identified and united with incarnate 

Intelligences that they can communicate with them as friends who are in 

the same room.24  

"They are ultimately like the gatekeepers of the spiritual world who 

open the crystal, golden gates of the Kingdom of God to bring from above 

down and from below upward the divine gifts of the higher heavens; and 

the prayers, the pure longings and holy hopes of those who walk the Earth 

seeking the Divine with their minds.  

*** 

“Diamond Wall: Archangels, is the Hierarchy of Intelligences that 

immediately follows the Legion of Guardians. 

"Their mission and aptitudes are well synthesized in their name: 

Diamond Wall. Justice and Power are so impregnable in them, that 

nothing and no one can change their path once they’ve agreed to carry 

out the accomplishment of a work with full determination. 

"They are subdivided and classified in the following categories 

according to their faculties and performance: Watchers, Potentials, 

Heralds, Columns, Aquilons, Arrows, Rays of Fire. They are seven 

categories led by seven Hierarchs who obey the orders of one of them 

when his advanced evolution raised him to the level of Messiah. 

"The clairvoyants of our Earth see them almost always dressed in 

silver and blue, red and gold cloaks, with luminous, purple wings, and 

with two long flames of yellow light like swords that emanate from their 

             

 
22 This truth was what Master Antulius wanted to instill in the soul of the youth of 

his time when in his great discourses he spoke to them about the linen mantle 
with which the young men and virgins should cover themselves to wait for love. 

23 This is why there is deep truth in the bold affirmation of great Master Antulius: 
Man, a glass of earth with the soul of God!... Have you ever thought that you 
have the power to attract the Infinite's greatness to your earthly life? 

24 These Legions are scattered in seven Star systems of greater or lesser dimension 
than our solar system. 
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hands. 

"Sensitive beings perceive their proximity as a gentle warmth 

accompanied by great energy.  

“They handle very powerful magnetic and electro radiant currents. 

They can disintegrate inanimate or animate bodies in a matter of 

seconds, dispersing their molecules and atoms like dust. They can move 

and relocate beings and objects over short and long distances.  

"They form, as their name indicates, a defensive wall for humanities 

in a state of progress, so that the currents of destruction don’t invade 

them as long as they haven’t reached their decadence or decrepitude. 

"They are the powerful Agents of the Eternal Law for the formation of 

the ethereal and astral vesture which the Egos bring down to the physical 

plane to animate each life or incarnation. Without hindering the free will 

of the incarnated or to-be-incarnated Intelligences, they judge the debit 

and credit of each life and mark out the paths by which each Ego is to 

channel its incarnations. At the same time, they watch for the strictest 

equity and justice in the trials in which each incarnated Intelligence is to 

develop its personality. It can be said that they’re also the ones who 

create, control, and rule the atmospheres in its multiple, varied forms, 

currents, and aspects. They can unleash frightful storms or stop them 

suddenly, and this is why the schools of Higher Knowledge have given 

them the name of Lords of the Elements. The usual residences of these 

high Intelligences are located in seven universes, beyond the levels of 

our solar system. 

“They descend from time to time to the terrestrial astral plane and may 

take the human form when required for the best fulfillment of their 

decisions. 

"They are the sculptor-artists who forge the protective auras of the 

great Messiahs when they decide to take matter on physical planes. They 

protect the ascent, through dense or subtle atmospheres, of advanced 

Intelligences when, detached by sleep, hypnosis, or ecstasy, they seek 

spiritual contact with one of the great entities who direct human 

evolutions, whom we call Messiahs or Instructors. 

"Their nature prevents them from incarnating like terrestrial men. But 

if they need to remain for a period of time on this physical plane, they 

procure and seek a suitable matter and environment, and take it in the 

manner of conscious mediunimic possession. Usually, they take a matter 

of the boy or girl that’s between seven and 12 years of age. They leave 

the body at the end of their mission by a sudden disincarnation, or 

sometimes by allowing the return of the same Intelligence that animated 

that matter in the early years.  

"They are the authors of the collapse of mountains, sinking of 

continents and of all the great catastrophes and seismic movements that 
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transform the surface of the spheres that roll in the infinite blue. 

"Together with the Legion of Guardians described above, the Diamond 

Wall forms the immense flock of Intelligences that govern thousands of 

physical planes in which all incarnated humanities carry out their 

evolution.  

 "The regions of peace and bliss inhabited by these immense flocks of 

advanced intelligences I define as follows: 

“Beyond the atmosphere and the ether that envelops the Earth, the 

porticos of the first heaven open like countless rainbows engraved in fire 

against the purest blue. There, the Legion of Guardians floating as in very 

subtle curtains of luminous gauze that are, at the same time, like dawn 

clouds and silvery nimbuses of full moon, they reflect and think of the 

thousands incarnated beings and works that are under their protection, 

and they carry out. Some, like tireless messengers, go up and down, 

because such is their mission between the Earth and the first heaven. 

Others, on the other hand, attentive to every thought that comes to them 

from the higher heaven, are like powerful reflectors to make the divine 

thought reach us even through the heavy atmosphere of our physical 

plane. 

"When I climbed up to the Second Heaven, the dwelling of the 

Diamond Wall, my being was so overwhelmed that for 10 days my 

physical organism remained immobilized, my tongue mute, my ears 

closed and my eyes blind. 

"After that time, I was able to describe the overwhelming magnificence 

of that vision: Seven circular, concentric avenues of immense luminous 

trees moving as in a soft gigantic swaying produce an immense 

harmonious, sweetest resonance, giving the spectator the impression 

that each leaf, each flower of those trees of light of multiple colors, emits 

musical sounds as of thousands of lyres played by invisible hands. 

Through those radiant avenues of trees, come and go, go up and down 

in groups, in pairs, in trios, the most beautiful beings that form the 

Diamond Wall, which is, the second flock of protective Intelligences of the 

physical worlds inhabited by incarnated beings. 

“In this Heaven is where the great ‘Book of the Ages’ that have passed, 

of the dead civilizations, and of all the successive lives of men is kept and 

guarded. 

"The spiritual explorer who wants to tell the men of his own world the 

truth of the events that have occurred since life began to pulsate in them, 

must knock at the gates of this Heaven. 

"The great ‘Book of Ages’, which is of immense dimensions, opens to 

the mental mandate of seven Intelligences of that Second Heaven. Each 

page is like a gigantic stage, like a luminous plain, where the spectator 

watches the events taking place.  
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"And aided in this arduous task by the Intelligences from the previous 

Heaven through which he has necessarily had to pass, he accumulates 

in his mental body everything he hears and sees, until he has filled his 

amphora. Then he descends again to the atmosphere of his physical 

world, to empty into the mental body of an incarnated companion, a 

sensitive assigned by the Eternal Law to him, as an instrument for the 

diffusion of the eternal truths among the humanities that have reached 

the necessary capacity to understand them. 

 

*** 

"Aided by great invisible allies, I was able to climb on the subtle wings 

of ecstasy, up to the third Heaven. This is the residence of two great 

flocks of glorious Intelligences which in the Schools of Higher Knowledge 

are known by the names of Splendors and Victories. The former 

constitute the masculine principle and the latter the feminine principle. 

"I came upon seven immense oval-shaped lakes whose intensely 

luminous waters produced a soft resonance as they churned in faint 

swells. The resonance was rising in tone and increasing a hundredfold 

the ineffable beauty of its harmonies until, coming over the seven lakes, 

a gigantic tide turned them into an ocean of luminous and resonant 

waves. And out of that magnificent tide arose with natural softness 

hundreds of thousands of beautiful beings of such splendor that I couldn’t 

tell whether they illuminated the marvelous waters, or the waters lent 

them their radiant colors. 

“Those beings are light turned into form, as if they were stars and suns 

with very subtle human forms. And I was able to understand that with 

their hands they took cosmic substances from the gigantic wave in which 

they floated and, as if by magic, they gave shape and they shelled from 

their hands, that seemed to weave countless types of marvelous flowers, 

of golden dragonflies, of very precious infants. They blew all of these with 

soft breath sending them to float through the purest ether that enveloped 

that divine ultra-terrestrial panorama. They are animated with temporary 

life by the generative impulse of Eternal Love and spread through the 

infinite planes where the progress of beings is crafted as prototypes and 

raw material for the astral bodies of flowers, of little animals and of human 

beings. 

“And since everything there is fast as lightning, because it is thought 

turned into form, I saw another large flock of beings arrive. They arrived 

like on a higher level than the wave on which that first legion was floating. 

They were equally beautiful and radiant, but of smaller dimensions, as if 

they were teenagers compared to young men of virile age. Crowned with 

laurels that sparkled like emeralds in the sunlight, they emitted from 

themselves musical sounds so divine, so powerful, that the immense 
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wave vibrated, pulsated, and seemed to tremble, absorbing that colossal 

symphony, beyond incomparable with any musical harmony on Earth. “–

They are the lords of sound, color and form,” –said a thought that was 

like a voice in my ears–. “They are the Splendors and the Victories, whose 

eternal nuptials are eternally creative.” 

“I saw the immense luminous, living wave gathering in upon itself, 

moving away with vertiginous speed amid abysses of light and heat, only 

to return later with the same appearance, as if it were the immense 

palpitation of life, light, and energy of the unfathomable Infinite. 

“I returned to the physical plane where I spent many days completely 

absorbed by the memories of what I had seen and heard. The darkness 

of the Earth seemed to me now as a gloomy grave, and its harsh sounds 

were like screams of anger or screeching chains breaking. 

“I understood that the Eternal Love had kissed me on my forehead, 

that the Divine Light had rocked me in its arms, and the Eternal Harmony 

of the Spheres had lulled me to sleep for a few moments. 

 

*** 

“The Egos: When the Great Atman, the Supreme, the Absolute, 

deemed it appropriate to command that the doors of the Fourth, Fifth, and 

Sixth Heavens be opened for me, I prepared myself for seven days with 

several daily hours of silence, stillness, oblivion of all creatures and all 

things. When I felt that my inner world was as if submerged in the serene 

calm of that complete solitude, I withdrew myself to my prayer room and 

called out with my thought: “Universal Father! I am a spark emanated 

from You and I request to reach You!” A formidable wave of Divine Love 

submerged me into the luminous waters of ecstasy, and this tiny spark 

saw something more of the divine greatness. I felt transported to a serene 

region flooded with faint brightness of tropical dawn. A transparent curtain 

of a very bright sky-blue color, as if woven from threads of starlight, 

dropped before me from an unfathomable height. And from its many 

folds, as if at the voice of a silent command, emerged seven adolescents 

of those I had seen in the third heaven, crowned with shining laurels. I 

understood that it was the feminine element that guards the entrance to 

this quiet place of glory and peace. The immense curtain opened quietly 

to the soft touch of their little hands, like lilies of light, at the same time 

that these phrases echoed soundlessly deep inside me: “–Enter without 

fear, and when you have got past the seven veils that walls this enclosure, 

you will see what you’re looking for”. And other little hands of lilies of light 

opened with infinite softness another veil of pale gold, then another one 

tinged with bright amethyst, and another one of sea-green; and the three 

last ones of a very brilliant white, as if made of moonlight saturated with 

a very gentle warmth, which was both energy and vitality. I felt full of 
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strength and life, and I moved forward alone and resolutely. My 

astonishment and stupefaction were about to immobilize me and end my 

life, because when the last veil was opened, I found myself. I was the one 

who came in and I was the one who came out to meet me. Yes, it was 

me, but I could see that the ‘I’ who received me was incomparably more 

beautiful than the “I” that arrived. I was, therefore, before my own Ego, 

my Higher Self, the father of all my lives in a long chain of centuries. I 

don’t know how long we were contemplating each other, nor can I analyze 

my feelings in depth. 

"I only know that from His luminous eyes ran two threads of tears that 

shone like diamonds of the first water. At the same time, tears also ran 

from my eyes, without any shine, but that filled me with an inner and 

indescribable happiness. “–You are my son for all eternity, and because 

you have obediently followed my commands during two cycles of 

evolution, the Law allows you to merge with me in a tight embrace from 

which you will never be able to leave again because you have overcome 

deceit and delusion”, –I understood he said to me without speaking. And 

he wrapped me in his arms, whose touch was as soft as a waving of a 

tulle veil or as the evening breezes in our gardens in bloom. 

“–I am you and you are Me, myself,” –he went on to say, and as he 

guessed that I was going to throw myself before him to thank him, he took 

my hands and said–. I owe you as much to you as you owe to me. I have 

become great at the expense of your obedience and your sacrifices. If 

you had not responded to the impulse of my will, I would still be like those 

thousands of luminous globes that you see there”. –And at that very 

moment, I saw a jungle of oval-shaped luminous globes, that seemed to 

be hanging by invisible threads of a height I could not specify, and from 

which ribbons of white light hung down; some wider, some narrower, and 

some like a barely perceptible strand. “–They are –he said –, the sleeping 

Egos of thousands of human beings from thousands of worlds whose 

physical personalities don’t yet respond to them as they wish.” Advancing 

through that jungle of luminous globes, palpitating with contained energy, 

we arrived at other equally veiled porticoes with wonderful curtains, for 

they exhaled perfume, light and harmony at the same time. On their own, 

they opened in two, and I could see another jungle of radiant globes, that 

agitated as if under the impulse of a strong current, and delicate human-

like forms began to outline in them. “–They are the Egos of men who are 

beginning to redeem themselves, – said my guide. –And now you’ll see 

my enchanted palace, which will be your eternal inheritance when you 

have finished to ennoble yourself and myself.” –And new veils woven with 

rainbow lights and gauzes of dawn opened before me, showing me the 

divine, sublime spectacle of a multitude of transparent and luminous 

beings like my guide, who smiled to us affably. “–These are the ones that 
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were born from the same divine breath from which I emerged on a day 

that is already lost in the eternity of the Absolute. Some of them have 

received Me before the visit of their Self, far away in the worlds of pain 

and trial, where one conquers what you possess in this hour of your 

peregrinations. Here you can remain longer because it is the abode of 

your Father, your own home. Observe all that surrounds you and my 

thought will answer you.” As the questions came rushing into my mind in 

an unusual throng, one after the other, my Ego continued, –. “It amazes 

and astonishes you to the utmost degree to feel you living and at the 

same time to see me living, and that you and I are one in a marvelous 

duality. I looked into the fountains of Life with the powers given by the 

Eternal Energy to every spark emanated from It, and I reflected myself in 

them. You are the image appearing in the crystalline lymph, I am the 

reality. You lean over the shore of a lake, and your reflection appears on 

the waters; the reflection on the lake is your image, the reality is you. This 

simile helps you understand the great Truth.” 

“I thought of all those radiant beings full of life radiating a 

superabundance of energy, that the luminous vibrations were almost 

tangible to me. I understood that they had been globes of light like the 

others, and that the evolution had transformed them into suns of powerful 

radiation with human forms. And my Ego responded to my thoughts: “–It 

amazes you to see that the light vibrations of all of them are like a 

hurricane of stars thrown into the void in an uncontainable overflow and 

you compare it with my stillness and loving calm at this time. They have 

their children, their Self, incarnated, in globes far away, dark, painful, and 

backward as your Earth, millennia of patiently walked centuries have 

given you this compensation. And they vibrate, think, and love this way 

because they feel their children’s distress calls, their terrible sufferings, 

their martyrdoms, their anxieties, and their sacrifices. Each one of those 

children is an Instructor of Humanities, a Redeemer, a Savior like you in 

that distant star where you went by my will. This is the way I thought, I 

loved, and I vibrated, when in the personality of Juno, you sailed the seas 

saving the victims of human greed; when Numu raised the crowds of 

Lemuria from dejection and slavery; when Amphion did his utmost for the 

souls incarnated in Atlantis. When now that you are Antulius, you return 

again to the earthly plane, I will vibrate like them, I will love like them, and 

more than many of them, because the bond between you and me has 

entered today into a new stage of more intimate life, of absolute devotion, 

since, having overcome the affections of the creatures by an absolute 

and generous renunciation, there’s no longer anything that separates you 

from Me. Behold.” –And like a light that enters into another light, I saw 

myself within Him or He within me only for an instant perhaps, but it was 

enough for me to understand how the marvelous merging of each soul 
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with the Divinity takes place, when the time comes to return as a living 

flame to the Great Universal Whole. 

“Human words cannot describe the infinite delight of that instant. I felt 

infinitely loved, but with a love so supreme and great that every molecule 

of my being was like a stream of infinite love. I must have fallen into 

oblivion, into a stupor, into unconsciousness, and upon seeing again as I 

saw before, my Ego slid before me, and I followed Him until reaching a 

huge glowing cloud that seemed to block our way. Suddenly I saw a 

brighter point that widened like a circle or spherical opening enough to 

look through it. “–This is as far as my law of this hour allows me to go”–, 

said my guide– but it doesn't prevent me from looking beyond, to 

understand and to feel. –My Ego covered itself in such a lively glow that 

I disappeared in that blazing light. And I understood these words–: “The 

Seventh Heaven where the Living Harps dwell, Messiahs who belonged 

to the legion of Loving Beings where I belong and from where I receive 

Light, Love and Energy. Look.” –I looked and understood that I was as if 

annulled, as if recast in the radiance, the energy and the life of my higher 

Self, my Ego, whose radiant force seemed to absorb me and dissolve me 

in himself. I realized that I was like a drop of water being diluted in an 

ocean of luminous, transparent waters, that I was like an imperceptible 

sound in an overflow of Divine harmony. 

“And I also understood that this huge amount of force, light, energy, 

and life, which in such a remarkable way increased the potentiality in my 

Ego, was coming to Him through that circular window I was looking 

through. It was coming to Him from a radiant pink sun like woven of 

amethyst glow, which had a well-defined human form, with a marvelously 

beautiful head, pale gold hair, deep and soft blue eyes, like two stars of 

loving and most tender gaze. 

“My Ego, absorbed by that look of supreme love, absorbed, and 

penetrated by that marvelous energy, seemed to stop all vibration and 

remain as if without any thought. My close bond with Him made me 

understand that that great Being that looked at us, loved us intensely and 

blessed us with infinite tenderness, was the Messiah under whose 

protection and loving shelter my Ego had carried out its evolution since 

the beginning of its task of thousands of centuries. It was Sirius, who had 

sheltered him from his first trials of life in the smallest species, who had 

seen him as a green moss on the stone of the grave that kept his remains 

of mortal man, who had protected him in his passage through multiple 

lives, through the plant, animal, and human kingdoms, until seeing him 

become a living flame of the Eternal Light. 

“–Because I can no longer go to You, the Eternal Love brings you to 

Me, –said without words that extraordinary pink sun that thought, loved, 

and emitted powerful waves of Living Energy–. “A few more short steps 
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and you will live with me in this Seventh Heaven, which is the definitive 

consecration for all those who have overcome themselves and have been 

able to love above all things.” –I saw him closer to the circular window. 

We could almost touch him, and perhaps yielding to our intense, very 

powerful longing, he placed his hands of rosy light on our heads, and as 

if all his vibrations were divine music, I understood that he was a living 

hymn singing to us: May Eternal Love be your inheritance because you 

have loved above all things”. 

“He took his hands away from us and stretched them out in another 

direction. To his impulse, another circular channel opened up in those 

walls made of shining clouds: – “What you see there, –he said with his 

powerful thought that penetrated us completely, –are the ante-porticos of 

the Infinite, the Absolute, the Great Universal Whole, towards which we 

walk without being able to stop. Those luminous beings, which seem to 

you blue-gold suns holdings vibrant rays that are chains of fire-colored 

light, are the Eternal Torches, which mark the paths to the thousands of 

sidereal globes that constitute the Seven Universes. Your small Solar 

System, in whose orbits your Earth rotates like a tiny hazelnut, is bound 

to one of them. 

“And it is they who guide the evolution of the humanities that inhabit 

them. Those powerful nets of fire threads that they guide and hold, 

descend from the upper part of this Seventh Heaven, abode of the Seven 

Magnificent Fires. The Seven Magnificent Fires are the Creative and 

Preserving Energy of the Seven Universes to which you and I belong. 

They are the glorious and radiant summit of the eternal mountain of 

evolution that we all must climb. Beyond Them..., there is nothing but the 

Eternal Light, the Eternal Energy, and the Eternal Love, where all the 

Intelligences ever created have been merging, from all Eternity, after 

having traveled the same paths from the darkest beginnings in the 

maelstrom of chaos to the most radiant and sublime of Divine Clarity.” 

“At the powerful vibrations of such thoughts of that sovereign Being, 

delicate curtains of a snow-white brightened by immense bonfires opened 

up as if torn. And I could clearly perceive, through those rips or gaps, 

seven immense suns of bright gold, next to which our poor sun seems 

less than an oil lamp. Those bright golden suns had human forms of an 

indescribable perfection and beauty. As if lying in repose on seven 

mounds made of thousands of stars or flowers of golden light, they held 

the threads of the Seven Universes that belonged to them while they 

shared and transmitted their thoughts to those immediate below, the 

Eternal Torches, who are the first to execute those sovereign thoughts. 

“Perhaps our smallness didn't resist the presence of those sovereign 

Intelligences, albeit distant and purely visual, or the time allowed by the 

Eternal Law had passed, but I actually had the feeling of being enveloped 
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together with my Ego in something like a fluffy, warm little cloud of soft 

yellow light; and I felt that I descended slowly, at the same time that a 

very sweet melody emerged from the cloud itself, which resembled the 

sweet lullaby of a reverie in a cradle of feathers and lace softly rocked by 

the loving hand of a mother. I woke up again to the dark life of the physical 

terrestrial plane, amidst the moaning of three of my closest disciples, to 

whom the cold of my material body seemed to be the cold of death. Their 

first words: “–Great and good Master, do not go away and leave us 

alone”, produced in me a deep feeling of humiliation, which they couldn't 

notice.  

“–Is it a great misfortune for an ant to die?” –I told them, still absorbed 

by my insignificance and nothingness compared to what the Divine 

Goodness had allowed me to understand, feel, and live in the brief time 

between sunset and Venus's appearance in the blue sky. 

 

*** 

“Golden Key: is what I call the will of the Intelligent being who wants 

to climb the summits of spiritual development. 

“The very nature that drives transformation and progress leads the 

beings almost instinctively and semi-consciously through the first stages 

of their intellectual development, which is the point of discerning the good 

from the bad, the better from the worse, the convenient from what is 

harmful to themselves. Up to this point is the evolution that I call "Path in 

the Open Field’", which refers to any being that has passed from the 

Animal Kingdom to the Human Kingdom. These paths all converge to the 

same point; the silent closed orchard, or "Orchard of Enigmas", as 

designated by the Spiritual Science known to this day.  Human souls 

often remain at its gates for years and centuries if they don’t have the 

golden key of a determined, courageous will. 

“Human souls don't know what lies behind the impenetrable wall that 

keeps that silent ‘Orchard of Enigmas’ from all eyes. And they often prefer 

to entertain themselves in external panoramas; flowered meadows, 

crystal lakes on which the skies are reflected, birds and flowers that are 

born and die, beasts that graze on the grass, wild beasts that roar near 

or far away, men that dispute ownership of all that exists, making that life 

a restless search for something that is necessary for their happiness, and 

they cannot find it anywhere. They hardly notice that the bronze gates 

open from time to time, and some, and sometimes only one, enter the 

closed orchard which again closes its gates behind them. 

“Why do they go in there? What are they looking for? Are they 

unbalanced? Are they crazy?... Are they human remains to be buried 

alive? Nothing of the sort. They are Intelligences that have reached the 

level of consciousness where visible things no longer interest them. The 
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pleasures of the senses and all the sensations proper to the world of 

desires have ceased to have charms for them. And having forged in a 

hard crucible the golden key, which is both Knowledge and Love, they 

bravely enter the Closed Orchard where they ignore what they’ll find, but 

an intimate voice, coming from the depths of their inner world, assures 

them that their happiness and their peace are there. No one comes out 

to greet you. Silence and more silence. 

“A multitude of small paths wind in all directions like ribbons 

embroidering hieroglyphs on the green hills as they slowly climb. 

“And at the bottom of that panorama, all silence and stillness, the 

white, austere silhouette of a Sanctuary that stands out like a cutout of 

ivory against a sky of sapphire and amethyst. Which of those paths will 

take you sooner to the ivory temple?... For it is certain that all of them 

must lead there. The traveler ponders, thinks, sobs and moans in that 

solitude.  

“During his journey through the Paths in the Open Field, he often felt 

flames of love for great beings who seemed to him like giants compared 

to his littleness. At times, it was a philosopher, an orator, a great musician, 

an inspired poet, a famous painter, a philanthropist in love with humanity, 

an apostle who drove the crowds to seek their own progress and well-

being. 

“He thinks with love of any one of them who lives most deeply in the 

world of his memories. And as he intensifies his thoughts, from his heart 

flows like a strand of light, the yearning, the plea, the love of the one who 

needs help, protection, aid. And in the luminous distance, full of calm and 

serenity, he sees the transparent, subtle silhouette of the great being of 

advanced Intelligence about whom he had so deeply and emotionally 

thought. And he sees this being approaching like a star following a 

predetermined orbit. And this great being gets closer as his clamorous 

longing intensifies. And he feels that the being is saying to him: – I am 

the one you love, and I come to you because you love me! 

“He is going to bow down to worship Him. And once again he feels the 

inner voice without noise: – I am not God, but an emanation of God upon 

you. I am not My Self in all the reality of my present existence on planes 

far above the ether that envelops you. I am only an astral image created 

by your love and made alive by my love, which responds to yours. I am, 

therefore, a creation of yours and mine that will last in your mental and 

emotional world as long as your love for me and your desire to magnify 

and purify yourself by following my footsteps. You will see my true 

personality someday, but only after you have run so far upward that you 

can rehearse flights to the Abode that the Eternal Law has given me. Now 

hear me and choose your path: 

“The supreme purpose of every creature is to reach the Creator. 
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“Science is a splendor of His infinite Wisdom, and through it, you can 

approach Him, if you succeed in finding the radiant traces of the Divinity 

among the shadows of arduous research. 

“The Arts are reflections of the Eternal Beauty thrown into the 

immensity, which you can reach by following those glows. 

“Philanthropy, or love for your fellow men, is the shortest path but also 

the most painful. 

“You may advance along one path for a while. You may advance along 

another for longer or shorter ages. You may fall many times overwhelmed 

by fatigue or cowed by difficulties. And you can remain for a long time in 

the mud of the road fallen and half-buried. The only thing you can’t do is 

to turn back. The Golden Key that opened the gate of the Closed Orchard 

doesn’t open any more from the inside out. Choose then”.  

“And the traveler, full of confidence in the living and radiant image that 

he carries in his inner world, says: –I want to do as You did. 

“And at that instant, the image vanishes, like a gold and ruby 

cloudscape scattered by the wind into tiny threads. Then he sees a new 

mystery unfold in him: he feels that he has become two men instead of 

one. One remains within the Closed Orchard to drink the clear water from 

the divine fountains, while the other struggles among the crowds to teach 

him how to forge for himself the Golden Key that will grant him access to 

the Closed Orchard of his delights. His Ego, his Higher Self, has fully 

awakened to the consciousness of the power and greatness to which he’s 

destined, And his Ego has stretched out toward his Lower Self, his earthly 

son, no longer a thread of light that barely holds the bond, but a powerful 

arm of divine fire capable of keeping him suspended, with the mind 

immersed in the golden ether of the Orchard of Enigmas, and with his 

eyes roaming the Paths in the Open Field  to feel the anxieties, pains, 

misconducts and deviations of the unconscious crowd to whose 

redemption he has wanted to devote half of himself. 

“Hence, Man begins his life similar to the stars that, being at a great 

height following without deviation their orbits marked by fire in the sidereal 

abysses, illuminate nevertheless the lives of men and imprint their 

powerful astral influences in the development of humanities in general 

and of individuals in particular. And this without most of them even 

suspecting that those distant points of light are collaborators of the 

Eternal Law in the stupendous work of Evolution and perfect Universal 

Harmony in the smallest as well as in the most sublime creations. 

“Stars and souls are alike in their beginnings as sparks of light 

emanated from the Eternal Energy in permanent activity. They resemble 

each other in their growth, their plenitude, and their long lives of solidarity 

with the large and small globes of each System. But it’s astonishing to 

think that souls have a much higher superiority than the most radiant 
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stars. The spheres that roll in the blue space live millenary lives of 

immense ages but one day they reach decrepitude. Their light is then 

extinguished like a being that dies, disintegrates in molecules that fly in 

the ether until the great creative Intelligences drag them in a new vortex 

of very powerful currents to add them to a new nebula that they’ve just 

designed like a gigantic sketch in the still empty abysses of the 

unfathomable Infinite. 

“Thus, it is the souls, having reached their most perfect fullness, the 

ones that create nebulae, universes of stars. But the stars don't create 

souls. The stars are merely temporary abodes of souls on their eternal 

journey to reunite with Divinity. 

“Globes are the physical dwelling of incarnated souls. Who’s more 

precious and beloved before the Supreme Creator, the abode or its 

inhabitants?” 

"It painfully saddens to think of the infinite value of the soul of man, a 

sublime emanation of God, and the neglect, abandonment and even 

contempt in which the majority of humans have relegated that divine 

spark, whose glorious and eternal destiny very few have come to 

understand.   

“When the spirit of man arrives at the Closed Orchard of Higher 

Knowledge, it begins its life as a star to light the way for the travelers. 

“But the spirit of man is a star capable of thinking and loving, capable 

of rising to infinite heights by his will, because the Eternal One, the Most 

High, the Absolute, is his supreme and only end. 

“To think and to love!” 

"Behold the two exalted qualities that make the spirit of man superior 

to the stars. Behold the two mighty wings that the Eternal has given him 

to soar up to Him. 

"You, Man, who can think and who can love, living remnant of Eternal 

Thought and Eternal Love!" 

“Tell me, how is it possible that you dare to drag through the mud of 

the road the white betrothed of the Infinite who waits for her from all 

Eternity in the enchanted palace of the Light that never fades, of the Love 

that never dies?” 

“And, spurred by such meditations, the traveler of the Closed Orchard 

seeks again, calls, sobs, and moans fearful of falling defeated in the 

darkness of such long paths!... The Law of universal solidarity gathers his 

deep yearnings, and it is then when the eternal alliances between souls 

that meet on the same paths, unified by the same longings, twinned by 

identical pains, are fortified, tightened, and magnified.  

“And just as the conjunctions of the stars in the sidereal abysses 

produce events favorable for the evolution of the globes over which they 

exert more or less powerful influences, the encounters, or alliances of 
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sister souls in the physical or spiritual planes have repercussions on the 

souls that are akin to them and with whom they must meet one day to 

perform deeds toward the redemption of humanities. 

“Wherever the researcher directs his gaze, he encounters the Eternal 

and indestructible Law of Universal Solidarity. 

"And the higher we climb the infinite scale of intelligent beings, the 

more grandiose and sublime manifestations we shall find of these eternal 

alliances that bind souls in a divine consortium, in a mystical espousal 

that generates magnificent works that sometimes take the contours of the 

stupendous and marvelous, according to the degree of evolution of the 

spirits that have thus met. 

"All the way up from the highest planes, that are dwellings of the 

Superior Intelligences which are already almost fused with the sovereign 

Divine Essence, down to the most miserable and darkest of the physical 

planes, we find this eternal Law of Universal Solidarity, although to a 

lesser degree and sometimes obscured by the darkness of selfishness in 

backward and primitive humanities. 

"By the kindness of the Most High, I’ve come to contemplate for a 

moment the Seven Magnificent Fires of the Seventh Plane, Supreme 

Guides of the Seven Universes, of which our chain of worlds is a part. 

And I’ve seen them as if resting on mounds of golden stars, effortlessly 

holding immense ribbons of living fire sparkling with light and energy. 

“And I have understood that those ribbons are true torrents of energy 

and vitality through which the Divine Essence pours upon those Seven 

Universes. And the mounds of golden stars are an enormous 

accumulation of radiant, living force of such subtle and delicate sensitivity 

that it changes place, form, and color at the tiniest thought of those 

Sovereign Intelligences. In them will reverberate all the vibrations of the 

Intelligences that inhabit the preceding Planes, even the most advanced 

Egos, whose thoughts have access to these radiant Intelligences close 

to the Divinity. The downward process of these immense waves of living 

energy from the height of the Magnificent Fires to the preceding Planes 

is accomplished by the force of thought climbing this infinite ladder in 

search of the Light and Energy that is Life and Love. 

“I have seen the retrospective panorama presented to me in my distant 

personality of Amphion, King of Orozuma, in an Atlantean country, in the 

tragic and terrible moments when the war to the death, provoked by the 

ambition of Amphion's second brother to take possession of that vast 

country, was unleashed like a maelstrom of blood and hatred. I’ve seen 

the King's outcry rise like a golden arrow before the harsh choice of 

surrendering to death or saving his people. I’ve seen that thought taking 

form to produce great waves of vibratory light in my Ego when then 

reached the higher level of the fifth plane. I have seen my Ego strengthen 
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that thought taking form even more and give it a stronger impulse towards 

the higher planes. And I have seen an immense torrent of golden stars, 

pulsating and alive, overflowing down, losing light and strength as they 

reached the dark currents of the lower physical plane. 

“The contemplation of this process developed in the spiritual world, 

starting with the clamorous thought of the soul of an incarnated man, in 

anguished demand for help from the Divinity, has convinced me that the 

infinite treasure of the cosmic force or divine essence is at the disposal 

of human Intelligences when they want to obtain it, as a fair compensation 

for the effort made to get in contact with It. I have understood to what 

extent the magnificent law of universal solidarity among the Intelligences 

that have eternal alliances with each other is fulfilled in the high planes of 

the spiritual world. These alliances, through affinity and profound 

affections, grow century by century as they move along the eternal paths. 

I saw Odina, Amphion's twin soul, with her thoughts turned into a living 

flame, call upon the seventy Messiahs, companions of evolution. And 

these Messiahs claimed from their Guides, already suns from the 

Seventh Plane, the solution of the problem that tormented the soul of their 

captive brother, there in the depths of the terrestrial hollow. 

“It was clearly manifested to my spirit that if Amphion had cried out for 

his personal salvation alone, perhaps his thought would not have gone 

beyond the first or second Plane, where the Guardians of his affinity 

would have sent him strength according to their law of that hour. 

However, since his clamor embraced a whole vast country of many 

thousands of beings who would fall under the whip of the oppressor and 

be dragged into degeneration and vice, his clamor acquired a stupendous 

force that descended from the highest to the physical plane through the 

intervention of the Intelligences of the Third Plane called the ‘Diamond 

Wall’, which produced the collapse of a mountain range, thus blocking 

the pass of the ferocious hordes of invaders to whom Amphion’s brother 

had sold the dependency of his country in exchange for being crowned 

king. I saw how fright worked in the soul of this unfortunate ambitious 

brother and all his followers to produce the wonder of a clear inner 

illumination by which they understood their error. Next, they appeared 

before the anguished King, repentant and confused, telling him: – “Great 

one, we have sinned and the Most High will forgive us if you forgive us.” 

And Amphion, saddened to the depths of his soul by the 

unconsciousness of those he loved so much, said to his brother: “Now 

that you’ve understood to what extent the Divine Justice watches over 

those who follow its Law, you will be King of Orozuma to continue my 

work in this country that the Most High has given us as an inheritance to 

lead it along the paths of good, peace, and happiness.” I saw how 

Amphion in his last years, and after his abdication in favor of his brother, 
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devoted himself to founding a School of Spiritual Science, with just a few 

followers. And that was the beginning of that vast organization called “The 

White Prophets”, which in the Toltec race reached the greatest 

developments that have been known in the beautiful Atlantean continent.” 

“And today, as Antulius I tread this same Atlantean land, I see myself 

with the crown of myrtles and the snowy-white robe of the White Prophets 

of the ancient Toltecs of Orozuma.” 

“The Divine Light overflows like a torrent over the soul of man when, 

patiently following the painful and heavy paths of the Closed Orchard, he 

comes to enter the mystical Sanctuary of Ivory. In this Sanctuary all 

noises are silenced. In this Sanctuary, he has become lord of his entire 

inner world, he has already made the generous renunciations that the 

Law demands of the soul in that solemn hour of its eternal nuptials with 

the Divinity. And that is when the soul comes to understand the Great 

Universal Everything.” 

“What lies beyond the Seven Magnificent Fires, dwellers of the higher 

plane of the Seventh Heaven?” 

“There’s an immense circle of most vivid light, like an immeasurable 

ring from which an infinite chain of worlds hangs by marvelous attraction. 

These are distributed in seven universes, each with their own Supreme 

Magnificent Fires, exactly like what I saw in my first ascension to the 

higher planes. How many times did I see seven universes around the 

immense ring of light, whose proportions no human mind can measure or 

comprehend? I don’t know. Being a mortal man on this small, miserable 

Earth, I cannot know. But I have sensed that in the center of that ring of 

light, whose vivid gleams the soul cannot resist even in the most complete 

ecstasy, the Divine Energy is latent and alive as if it were the Great Heart 

of that immeasurable and infinite immensity. And I believe I understand 

something else; that all the infinite space surrounded by the great ring of 

living light, that dazzles and dumbfounds, is in truth the heart and brain, 

pardon the phrase, but it’s the only one that human language allows me 

to express what I want to say, that is, the Creative Thought and the 

Energy that flows like an overflowing torrent from that Unique, Supreme 

and Eternal Center, down to the most tiny and imperceptible living atoms, 

is similar in all the globes of all the universes. The understanding of this 

Truth which I have called the Heart and Brain of the Infinite, also allows 

us to understand the well-known and common phrase, but full of profound 

wisdom, "God knows all, sees all, feels all. Doesn't even the slightest 

scratch on our skin or the sensation of plucking a hair have repercussions 

on our brain, the center of our nervous system?"  

" Doesn't the smallest alteration in the most insignificant vein, in the 

most minute vessel through which flows the red element to which the life 

of man on Earth is united, have repercussions in our heart, the center of 
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the circulation of the blood?"  

"Then it’s a great truth that the Infinite, the Supreme, the Universal 

Soul, knows, sees and feels the vibrations of love, pain and bliss of all 

that lives, imperceptible particles, infinitely small cells, because we’re 

nothing else in the Infinite Bosom of the Great Universal Whole."  

"Once the human soul has reached this sublime understanding of God 

and of Itself, there can no longer be room for the slightest feeling of 

selfishness, nor of discouragement, nor of fear, and much less for 

thoughts other than a reflection of the Divine Light that at fills it to the rim.”  

"It is then that the Higher Self, the Ego, has reached its full lucidity, 

and can serve as a transmitter of Divine Wisdom and Love towards the 

plane on which matter acts. 

"It is then that the soul of man embraces the great messianic 

immolations for the benefit of the humanity he has accepted to redeem." 

"It is then that the soul becomes a living harp that the Eternal Divine 

Artist pulsates to fill with harmony and peace, solace and hope all beings 

capable of feeling and appreciating it". 

"It is then that the human soul acquires the sovereign faculty of making 

the divine faculties its own, which is to awaken love and sympathy in 

beings, and to radiate from itself the more or less large portion of Divinity 

which it has been able to assimilate and merge in itself, due to a great 

purification and an almost infinite longing to approach and merge in God.  

"The traveler has arrived, then, at the Temple of Ivory, and his Higher 

Self, his Ego divinized by the great perfection acquired in the countless 

personalities he launched into the physical planes of trial and purification, 

comes to understand, feel and act in the radiant orbit of the Mother Idea 

that forges the great divine planes for the evolution of the worlds and of 

the humanities that inhabit them.  

 

*** 

“Tenebrous Sojourns – Globes in formation before organic life – 

Globes with principles of Plant-Animal Life – Swamp of the Dragons –

Globes in a Glacial Age – World of Monsters. 

“Both the supreme bliss as well as the most dreadful crime are 

creations of the soul of men who carve their own destiny in the long 

course of their eternal paths. And their conquest are both the radiant 

abodes of light as well as the dark sojourns full of fright and pain. 

"One day my Higher Self made me feel his deep inner voice to tell me: 

–"You have felt the vibrations of seven planes of lasting and eternal bliss. 

That’s what lies ahead of you on your eternal path. Look now at what you 

have left behind you in the misty distance of a past that’s almost lost in 

the shadow of old ages".  

"And no sooner had this voice vanished than I was enveloped in a 
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dense dark gray mist that seemed to tighten itself around me, forming a 

heavy garment, and at the same time I felt the sensation of descending 

as if suspended by an invisible ribbon. A painful fatigue assailed me more 

and more, producing terrible anguish and a feeling of immense loneliness 

that flooded me with sadness and bitterness, so subtle and deep that it 

seemed like a dart that was slowly sinking into my own heart.  

“Eternal Love!... Ineffable Love, Supreme Goodness! –I cried out from 

the depths of my being–. If possible, save me from this dreadful ordeal 

because if I love you, it is for Yourself, but not for fear of your Eternal 

Justice. And my Higher Self made me feel the Divine Will: –Do not be 

afraid, for the Eternal Law is on your side. 

“–Divine Goodness, I cried out again, I surrender to You now and for 

all Eternity. I immediately noticed that this complete abandonment to the 

Divinity strengthened and calmed me in such a way that I seemed to be 

desensitized to the great pains that I had to witness very closely. 

“I was completely surrounded by darkness, but it was so dense and 

heavy that it seemed to be made of clouds of black dust that parted in my 

path with difficulty, as if it were something sticky and gluey. From time to 

time, a faint strand of light that seemed to emanate from my forehead 

barely broke through the darkness, allowing me to see a pale human face 

with a horrible grimace of pain that made me understand his unspeakable 

anguish. I realized that this unfortunate man did not see me, and behind 

him and to his right and to his left, I saw many other beings ambulate, or 

roll or float, I don't know how to put it, who, like the first one, showed a 

horrible suffering.  

“I saw the unprecedented effort they were making to keep away from 

themselves the heavy darkness that seemed to be weighing them down 

until they fell faint. 

“I was filled with such deep compassion that, not able to help it, I 

shouted, I thought, I cried out: –“Eternal Love, Eternal Goodness, have 

mercy on these poor unfortunate souls!” –My deep cries, because of the 

great love and pity that they contained, had some power over that 

dreadful darkness, and a luminous dawn formed around me, making me 

visible to the inhabitants of that sinister abode. And a gale of cries was 

heard: ‘Go away from here, don’t insult our misfortune!... Give us light or 

leave!... I want water!... I am hungry!... I am thirsty!... I am drowning in 

this sea of tar!... Get me out of here if you can!... Why did you come?... 

Who are you?’... 

"I heard all this barrage of questions at the same moment as that faint 

clarity came about me. It seemed that this same clarity made me 

understand that the inhabitants of that sojourn were the ones who 

produced the darkness, as if it were an irradiation of themselves. 

“Each one of them was completely shrouded in darkness. It was a 
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shroud of thick, dark shadow that moved wherever they moved. I 

understood that there were different levels among those sinister 

intelligences, and that most of them had reached a certain level of 

intellectual development, but had acted on the physical planes, denying 

the existence of the spiritual world, and persecuting to death the divine 

envoys sent to teach the truth to incarnate men. Many of them had been 

rulers of peoples, which they led to the most complete brutalization, 

closing sanctuaries and schools, and turning every place of teaching and 

fraternity into a place of corruption and vice. 

“Most of them consciously extinguished the Divine Light of Knowledge 

of Eternal Truth for many Intelligences, and the darkness they created for 

others on the physical planes drowned themselves in the spiritual world, 

which they had denied out of selfishness and narrow interests. 

“This Sojourn was a globe in its early ages, when the elements in 

formation furiously struggled for control of that new physical scenario, 

which was still uninhabited and where animal life was not yet possible. 

Only those somber intelligences, with no other body than their shadowy 

double, were rolling madly as if they were also waves of muddy waters, 

or plumes of black smoke, or heavy vapors from many craters in which 

the inner fire of the globe escaped at intervals, following the millenary 

process of gradual cooling over immense ages.  

“That Abode was a satellite of the fourth star of the Constellation of 

the Little Bear, and the inner Voice that guided me made me understand 

that in each Planetary System of those that form the chain of worlds, there 

are large numbers of these globes that, in the long process of preparation 

to sustain physical life, serve as residence to the Intelligences that have 

knowingly sinned before the Eternal Law, extinguishing the light of the 

Divine Truth for countless souls. 

Sensing in the deepest part of myself that I was going to be called 

back to the physical plane, where my matter was sleeping inert, I made a 

deep invocation to the Divine Mercy of the Mother Soul of all beings and 

of all things in favor of the unfortunate shadowy ones for whom I felt 

immense compassion. A faint ray of light radiated again, and in its 

brightness I saw two faces flooded with tears, looking at me and raising 

their hands towards me, asking for help.  

“Sovereign Lord of the Worlds!..., –I cried out in a cry of supreme 

anguish, –give me these who cry out for you, or I will remain with them 

buried in this darkness... – Love made the prodigy. A strong and clear 

stream of light came down from my Higher Self, which I saw looking at 

me with pleasure, as it poured its ideas like a soft lightning: – “The Law 

gives them to you, they are yours”. I embraced tightly those two beings 

who were crying, and I felt the sensation of being lifted up with 

extraordinary speed. I lost consciousness and I awoke in my bedroom, 
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lying on my bed, assisted by two of my disciples who brought buckets of 

burning embers to keep me warm, because my whole body was freezing 

cold.” 

“One of those disciples had greatly developed clairvoyance, and when 

he saw me awake and serene, he told me: 

“–Master, you went down alone into the abyss of pain, and you have 

returned accompanied. 

“–By whom? –I asked in amazement. 

“–By two sorrowful spirits which weep bitterly and who are lying like 

shredded rag at the foot of your bed. 

“Then, the memory of all I had seen awoke in me, and I also wept 

bitterly at the memory of those poor unfortunate ones. 

 “My clairvoyant disciple, on my advice, continued to see them and 

mentally ordered them what they had to do to redeem themselves. That 

was until they incarnated together again 20 moons later, and twin girls 

were born to the couple that cultivated our School orchard. 

“Six days later, feeling the urgency of my inner Self once more, I 

prepared myself to make another spiritual excursion to the worlds of pain. 

And after deep invocations to my great spiritual alliances of previous 

lives, I confidently surrendered myself to the Divine Will, telling it from my 

innermost self: – “Supreme Goodness, Mother Soul of all beings, take me 

wherever you want.” And with a feeling of soft abandonment to the 

Eternal Love, my physical senses ceased to perceive absolutely 

everything concerning their domains, and once again suspended over the 

abyss, I felt as if submerged in a warm vapor, but so solid and dense that 

it remained adhered to my astral double, making me feel the way you feel 

when you put on a garment heated by the fire. This substance was black-

earth in color with greenish hues. 

“I do not know if I was descending, but I know that I was gliding with 

dizzying speed towards a certain place. I could realize that I was 

approaching the star of the rings (Saturn), and that the end of my journey 

was the sixth planet of those that surround this planet. The first panorama 

I saw was of boiling waters and lifeless arid rocks surrounded in sulfur 

smoke spewing from countless craters of volcanoes in constant activity. 

“Tongues of bluish fire from the sulfur that burned in great pyres, 

streams of boiling lava falling into the marsh that acquired reddish hues 

from the glare of the flames, the awful thunder of stones thrown out with 

fury by the volcanoes and rolling down the mountain like mad monsters 

were enough to overwhelm the spirit with terror and fright. It was like a 

cruel summer night in the tropics, but without the moonlight or starlight. 

A suffocating atmosphere of burning sulfur enveloped me, and I began to 

feel terrible anguish, but I was unable to ask for help. 

“Suddenly, I heard deep inside myself that inner and clear Voice that 
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had guided me the previous time: –“Don’t fear, the Universal Soul is with 

you.” At that precise moment, the heavy black and greenish garment 

seemed to turn into a yellowish gray that radiated from itself a small clarity 

accompanied by coolness. 

“Then I perceived an enormous number of souls whose double 

seemed to be made of scraps of the black boiling swamp and of the red 

flames spewed by the volcanoes. I realized they could perceive all the 

horror of that panorama because they fled maddened at the sight of the 

enormous burning stones that, like a rain of fire, the open craters in each 

peak of those arid mountains threw in all directions. They fled from the 

burning stones and fell into the boiling bog or into the reddened lavas, or 

into the sulfur pyres which at intervals burst in a roaring maelstrom of 

bluish flames and black smoke. 

"My soul shrank with horror and dread, for I came to understand that 

those beings had been the executors of the human sacrifices ordered by 

almost all the religious cults of the past. Almost all of them wore priestly 

robes and kept insignia revealing the hierarchies to which they belonged. 

I also understood that autosuggestion, together with the memory of all 

the crimes and atrocities they had committed with their victims, kept them 

believing that the fire of the volcanoes and the boiling swamp were the 

same bonfires lit by them to burn the unfortunate ones chosen to be 

sacrificed to their gods. And from this a horrible struggle arose between 

them to throw each other into the flames. 

“As so I saw some were throwing others into the burning craters while 

yelling angrily and cursing. I could also notice that those wretches 

believed they could see their victims' faces in the rocks, in the flames, or 

in the swamp because I could hear them howling in the midst of their fury: 

– “You’re still live, cursed wretch, after so many days that I threw you into 

the flames.” At the same time, they were throwing stones at a place where 

I saw no one. 

“Divine Goodness, Eternal Love, who gave life one day to all these 

beings! ... Where are you that I can't perceive you anywhere in this place? 

“Can you, Divine Love, Ineffable Wisdom, forget that all of these are 

sparks emanating from your own bosom? An intense wave of pity and 

anguish overtook my spirit and falling on my knees on a hard rock, I 

covered my face with my hands and began to weep bitterly. It seemed to 

me that my deep sobs resounded like an echo in a dark cavity that was 

opened like a grotto in the same mountain. I went to find out who was 

sobbing beside me or if it was really only the echo of my anguished 

weeping. 

“–Woe is me!... Woe is me!... Who will protect us in this desolation?... 

“Me! –I said firmly, not thinking that I was nobody among those 

horrors. And no sooner had I said it than I already had five beings, two 
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more, three more, tightly clinging to my clothing, producing an enormous 

weight that prevented me from walking, and even hindered all my 

movements. Mother Soul, Eternal Goodness, who knows my littleness 

and misery! Save me together with them because my heart suffers to 

return to the oasis of peace that your kindness has given me and leave 

here these children of yours immersed in the horrors of this dreadful 

place!  Save them Lord, and that that I’ll carry them until their complete 

redemption!  

“And they, clinging to my garment, continued to cry out: – “Have mercy 

on us, who have already suffered so much in this dreadful abyss of mud 

and fire, that even those who were our victims have pitied and forgiven 

us!... 

“I saw again the clear radiance of my Ego saying to me: – “Return to 

your earthly abode loaded with God's flowers for your sacrifices and 

future greatness.” 

“I extended both hands towards those who were imploring, and I lost 

consciousness of everything that was happening around me. 

“I awoke immersed in deep sadness and saw four of my people 

weeping silently.  

“–Don’t add to my pain with your tears –I said to them–, why are you 

crying? 

“Hilkar, who was the eldest, replied: – “Because you, Master, didn't 

want to return to your material body while leaving the ten in the cave, 

don’t you remember? 

“I made a mental effort and I saw the painful scene again. I had been 

in an unconscious delirium for 15 hours until my good and brave disciples, 

with the help of our spiritual alliances, managed to lighten the grime, 

pardon the phrase, that weighed on those poor unfortunate souls to make 

them enter the evolutionary current in which we were. 

“Moving from one plane to another is not as crossing from one room's 

doorstep and entering another. It takes currents of love so powerful that 

they make an act of repentance an absolute surrender to the Divine Will. 

Those beings divested of merit had a place under the psychic vault of our 

School as well, but they were determined to conquer it through heroic 

sacrifices for centuries and centuries. 

“The ten incarnated almost immediately and barely apart from each 

other, among the war slaves brought into the country by one of the sons 

of the lavish sovereign of the kingdom of Manh-Ethel. Little by little the 

families of our friends rescued them, and I never lost sight of them again.  

“The Eternal Law had given them to me, and I had to help them until 

their complete redemption. 

“Many nights went by without my spirit being able to find the necessary 

courage to make another journey to the Sojourn of sorrow, but one 
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serene autumn evening when we were talking with two of my most 

intimate disciples, one of them said to me: “–Master, if the Law would 

allow us to accompany you, wouldn't you feel stronger? 

“–Try to follow me and leave your companion here as a watchman, –I 

replied. 

“Little by little we fell into hypnotic sleep and lost sight of this physical 

plane. My studies in astronomy and metaphysics enabled me to discern 

with regular clarity the worlds we had in sight, and perhaps my previous 

excursions helped me quickly understand the several planes, 

atmospheres, and ether through which we were passing.  

“It seemed as if a golden fluidic thread stretched from infinity carried 

us suspended over the void. Tilkare, my disciple, was terrified because it 

was his first excursion of this kind, and he had clung tightly to my left arm. 

I realized we hadn't yet left our Solar System and were heading toward 

the enormous Jove (Jupiter). We stopped on one of its satellites. 

“The immense neighboring star seemed to envelop us in its warm 

golden atmosphere and exerted a strong attraction on us. Nevertheless, 

the fluid thread that guided us made us pass close to it and gently glided 

us towards a small globe, all made of mountains and valleys covered with 

reddish and partly light green vegetation, which was quite pleasant at first 

glance. 

“But once there, the pleasant became repulsive, even frightening. 

“The vegetation was like a curtain stretched over a foamy green bed, 

all dotted with phosphorescent pebbles that at intervals gave off small 

luminous reflections. We were able to see that they were the eyes of 

horrible beings similar to our crocodiles, that stared with frightening fixity, 

without changing direction or moving at all. Suddenly, there was a great 

shaking in the muddy bed, from which something like a piece of shifting 

mountain emerged, and from that mountain a huge blackish and green 

arm appeared as if it were part of the filthy swamp. We had taken a huge 

monster for a piece of mountain, and that huge arm, that looked like the 

trunk of an ancient pine tree, was the neck that ended in a red opening 

without teeth, but undoubtedly endowed with an awful force, because it 

devoured a few dozen of the hideous little animals with phosphorescent 

eyes at incredible speed. The monster had no eyes but ran through the 

swamp, by dint of stretching and gathering itself with such powerful 

impulse that with difficulty we followed it until it reached the foot of a 

mound where it rested part of its body, leaving exposed out of the swamp 

an ash-colored belly with red spots that made it appear as if it were 

stained with blood. 

“A reddish golden sun gave warmth and light to the horrifying 

landscape. We suddenly had more light to see some shadows, kind of 

ash-colored ghosts with irregular blood-red rays wandering through the 
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undergrowth that covered that mound. We could see no faces, no hands, 

no feet; nothing but a human silhouette covered with a mantle of dark ash 

streaked with red. Our sensitivity perceived a wave of intense sadness, 

of cruel and desperate pessimism. 

“Those shadows wandered in silence, with a heavy gait as if dragging 

an enormous weight. My companion and I made a fervent invocation to 

the Supreme Goodness, begging it to allow us to relieve the horrible 

suffering evident in those beings, relegated to the category of lumps of 

blood-stained ash that moved aimlessly. 

“We understood that they perceived the presence of the horrible 

monster lying at the foot of the mound, because they abruptly changed 

direction and made a marked movement in horror when they saw that 

huge black, winding neck and that red mouth that opened looking for 

something to devour. At that moment, the heavy gait of the shadows 

almost turned into a flight toward the top of the mound, where some of 

them collapsed helplessly, as if overwhelmed by extreme exhaustion. We 

climbed after them and continued our fervent invocations to the Eternal 

Love, Father and Owner of those silent shadows, as it is of everything 

that breathes and lives. 

“A soft bluish light enveloped us both, making us visible to those 

hapless ones. 

“–Get away from this cursed place! –one of those shadows shouted at 

us–, because the mantle of ash that suffocates us will fall upon you. 

“–No, no! –others shouted–, Let them stay, let them stay, and be 

covered by the damn hot ash that burns and blinds us! Come, my ash 

layer is enough for you too. –He made a move to come closer to cover 

us. But the Law, which is more severe and rigid for the disincarnated 

intelligences than for the incarnated ones, prevented them from coming 

closer because the bluish light that made us visible to them was 

extinguished, and we heard them shout: “Crazy, stupid, you made them 

disappear, cursed be for not understanding that they were bringing us 

some relief!” 

“We could tell from what each one said that the one who spoke first, 

advising us to flee from that place, was somewhat more advanced than 

the others, among whom there were different levels in their painful 

inferiority. This being saw us again, and with a painful voice, in which we 

could guess the contained sob, he told us: “I understand well that you 

study the Divine Wisdom, and you have come here to know the 

consequences that vice brings to those who surrender to it, and even 

more to those who drag many others along with them. 

“–How can you see us buried under that layer of thick fluid? –I asked 

him. 

“–Your light illuminates my ashes, –he replied–. Who are you? 
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“–Two incarnated souls, who, detached from physical matter, have 

come to comfort you. 

"At these words of mine, that lump of ashes exhaled a deep cry that 

resounded like a vibrant and prolonged woe, and many echoes 

responded to it in that labyrinth of wild and silent mountains.  

“And after those echoes that I had heard, came many other lumps of 

ashes that exhaled groans so pitiful that they broke one’s heart. 

“–Almost all of us are brothel women who dragged countless young 

men and women into dens of lust and crime. By exhibiting our naked 

bodies, we aroused men’s base instincts, who became vampires for 

every pure maiden who came within their reach. Now wrapped in ashes 

and blood, we’ve already seen the great sun darken hundreds of times, 

and we don't know how long we’ve been here, in our wandering sepulcher 

of ashes.  

“–If I were given the chance to return to Earth –said another one of 

those beings–I would wear a dark sackcloth and tell all those who would 

or wouldn’t listen to me everything that happens in this tomb of ashes, 

and what terrible consequences drag on for centuries and centuries when 

one has served as a provocation and incentive to lust and crime. 

“An immense chorus of moans overwhelmed our soul with anguish. 

“My soul overflowed with pity and compassion, and weeping along 

with them, I cried out in a supreme invocation: 

“–Eternal Love that has given life to these beings!..., remember that 

they are yours for all eternity, and may their tears of repentance be the 

water that will wash and purify them. Give them to me, Lord, and with 

your divine favor I will turn them into a fountain of clear waters that reflects 

your indescribable Beauty!” 

“My companion between bitter sobs repeated as a distant echo my 

words and clung tighter to my left arm. 

“A faint light, coming from above, turned the ash layer of about three 

dozen of those shadows into a light gray layer, and I could see their faces, 

although confusedly, as if that light had the power to make the heavy 

envelope that covered them fainter. And the most wonderful thing was 

that at that precise moment we ceased to perceive all the other lumps 

that populated that mound by the hundreds. It was as if the mysterious 

and peaceful light had placed a barrier between these three dozen 

beings, who were undoubtedly at a more advanced stage because they 

were already conscious of having done wrong, and the others, who still 

only managed to swear and curse their fate. 

“Those three dozen beings, who had expressed regret for their 

actions, continued to beg for mercy as they formed a circle around us. An 

immense brightness then fell like a great white mantle over me, and my 

Ego's voice echoed like music in the depths of my being: –“The Supreme 
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Love gives you this white mantle of Its Mercy so you may shelter those 

whom your love plucks from the tomb of ashes. 

“I saw that those beings became like adolescent children, almost 

naked and only wrapped in their hair, taking shelter under the immense 

white mantle. And I felt the sensation of running back towards the Earth. 

“When I awoke it was nearly midnight. My companion almost lost his 

life on this long spiritual journey, filled with such strong emotions that he 

was left in a state of deep exhaustion. 

“The alarm at our delay in returning to matter had attracted almost all 

my disciples, including my sweet mother, who was part of our School of 

Higher Studies, and two of the Elders, who had initiated me into supra-

physical knowledge. 

“The clairvoyants saw, moments before we woke up, that a great white 

mantle seemed to descent from the roof in our prayer room, and that my 

companion and I came out of there, followed by a large group of 

apparently teenagers who tried to cover their nakedness with the folds of 

the snow-colored mantle. My story coincided with that clairvoyant vision, 

and the evening concluded with a great hymn of thanksgiving to the 

Divine Goodness. 

“My disciples, my mother, and the two Elders asked the Eternal Law 

for the right to protect those beings when time came for them to take 

matter in our physical plane. We received spiritual announcement 

between the 15 to 20 subsequent moons that they had incarnated among 

families of shepherds and peasants from the neighboring fields of the 

great city. They all incarnated in very poor homes, under painful and 

terrible circumstances that made their entrance into physical life even 

more distressing. 

“Some had been born in beast stables and left hidden among hay 

bales kept for the cattle, because in homes full of misery everyone 

wanted men for hard work and, being mostly girls, their arrival was not 

welcome. 

“Many of these children would have perished at birth, had it not been 

for the timely intervention of my mother who, together with the mothers 

and brothers of my disciples, became a loving and tender providence for 

those who were received with so little favor". 

 

*** 

"Ten days passed, in which my spirit sought in the silence and amidst 

the placid beauties of nature the stillness and new energy to continue my 

journeys of spiritual research, required by the degree I had reached on 

the steep slope of my eternal progress. At the beginning of my 

development, I had chosen the path of Merciful Love, and I had to 

advance along that path until the end of my eternal journey. 
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"“When these ten days of waiting were coming to an end, I had the 

sweetest and most unexpected visit. It happened on a serene evening 

when I had requested lute melodies from my disciples in charge of 

invocation music, in our Sacred Hall, sitting on the highest terrace of the 

Sanctuary. My twin soul, the tender Odina of Amphion, who was then 

incarnated on Venus, as I was on the planet Earth, detached herself from 

the rosy ether that enveloped us as if she had been a patch of the opal 

and amethyst clouds that tinged the atmosphere in that magnificent 

sunset. 

“–My love, among my great loves! –she said to me, her voice sprouting 

from the cascade of harmonies that my companions played on their lutes. 

“–You know –she went on–, that my eternal path is the same as yours 

and that the white lilies of my amphora, overflowing with pious tenderness 

are siblings of your red roses of merciful love. The Eternal Law allows us 

to visit together the worlds of pain to create the humanities that will follow 

our teaching in the centuries to come with the souls that we rescue from 

the abyss. 

“–Let it be done as you say and may the Will of the Most High be 

fulfilled in us, – I replied. 

“–When your full moon appears over that hill, I will come to look for 

you in this very place.  

“–I’ll be waiting for you, –I replied with my thought that was vibrating 

strongly in a powerful current of love and compassion. 

“The vision disappeared, leaving in my soul like a pain in anticipation 

of all the great pains that She and I would encounter in the sidereal 

abysses. 

“My disciples, who were also developing their great spiritual faculties, 

had witnessed that divine apparition and wanted to give the most 

touching solemnity to our mystical appointment of merciful love. That 

quiet, secluded terrace had been transformed into a garden of white lilies 

and red roses, at the center of which was with my reed couch, where I 

was to await the hypnotic dream that would free me from matter. The very 

delicate perfume of the flowers, precious creatures of God, the music of 

the lutes, played like vibrations of love from other creatures of God for the 

traveler who was going to undertake another new journey, swept me 

away in such a way as in a powerful ecstasy that I left matter with 

incredible ease, and found myself on the hilltop that Odina had mentioned 

the evening of her visit. There she waited for me accompanied by other 

luminous beings who sang a divine hymn to the betrothed of merciful 

love. We were surrounded by love in its most radiant and sublime 

manifestations: the lutes of my disciples vibrating with the most selfless 

and pure love, and, at the top of the hill, other souls singing to the Merciful 

Love that redeems and saves. 
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“–I have travelled this path before –she told me –. And that’s why I 

volunteer as a guide. –And taking my right hand, we hurtled into the 

infinite immensity. 

“We left our Solar System and entered a dense cluster of small stars 

that shone like precious stones in a turquoise blue mantle. 

“It was the beginning of the Great Nebula (Milky Way), and my 

companion pointed at a small pale-green globe, where we stopped our 

spiritual flight. 

“–A large number of very intelligent beings have lived captive here for 

long centuries. Their mental faculties had a good development in the 

physical planes. They know how to direct their thoughts and to handle 

various currents of latent and living forces, deposited in different globes 

across all the universes. But they selfishly took advantage of all these 

powers for their own benefit and here they have found the consequences 

of their evil thinking. 

“My companion expressed this as she glided beside me over a grayish 

mountain cut in deep, black ravines. I observed that those enormous 

rocks were profusely embroidered with precious stones: the bright green 

of emeralds, the blue of sapphires and bloody rubies, as if all of them 

were encrusted in long veins, like cords of gold, while innumerable 

diamonds sparkled like little stars reflected in the dark blue background 

of the waters".  

“My companion caught my thought and said to me: –For a quarter of 

the treasures that you see embroidered on this mountain, half of your 

humankind would kill the other half, wouldn't it? Yet here they represent 

no value at all. 

“The silver light of a nearby star suddenly illuminated the rough, 

gloomy landscape. Everywhere we looked, there was an intricate 

labyrinth of bare rock. And, as if the light of that star were an agreed signal 

or an unavoidable mandate, a large caravan of beings with burdened 

backs and dressed in rags, or nearly naked, emerged from the mountain's 

dark dens and began to cross in all directions. I observed that they 

appeared sinister and rabid to such an extreme, some, that they were 

tearing at their chests or bellies with the nails of their twitching hands. 

“–Be attentive to what my thought will tell you –said my companion–

because the astral current and the atmosphere of this place are so dense 

that sometimes our mental dialogue can be interrupted. 

“–How come they shed blood from the wounds they inflict on 

themselves, if they have no physical body? –I asked, since it was my first 

visit to that strange place. 

“–Most of the horrors that we’ll see here are the very creations of the 

maddened minds of these unfortunate beings. When they tear their chest 

and belly, where the centers of astral and fluidic perception reside, they 
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think and believe that they are spilling blood and, with it, part of the harsh 

pains they suffer. Because their centers of fluidic perception receive, as 

a reflex action, all the pain that they caused with their magical arts and 

perverse thoughts to their victims, whom they are constantly seeing. The 

Justice of the Eternal Law brings down upon them all the pain and 

damage caused. 

“By having practiced the art of evil thinking, these beings have 

attracted huge currents of living forces and Energies to themselves. While 

these living forces and Energies are, as you know, neutral in the infinite, 

when they get in contact with evil thoughts, they become forces of equal 

perversity to that of their handlers, with the aggravating factor that in this 

case they unleash their fury against themselves. And this torment 

constitutes the greatest despair for these wretches because they see 

their past victims happy, even mocking and laughing, and that the 

poisoned forces turn towards the one who sent them with raging fury. 

“May the Divine Wisdom allow us to see the full horror of this scene! 

–exclaimed my companion when the agglomeration of beings grew 

denser. 

“–Be as you say, my sister. 

“Something began, like a dance of rabid wild beasts that were clawing 

and biting each other seeking to defend themselves from the evil forces 

that attacked them. 

“These forces created by their evil thoughts took the most horrible 

forms, but the majority were snakes, tiny dragons, bats, and vultures. 

They were so enraged at their own masters or creators that, had they 

been bodies in the flesh, all that would’ve been left of them would have 

been bloody scraps of dead flesh. And about three fathoms (arms) higher 

than the entire horrifying scene, we could see another creation of the 

same hapless beings: those who had been their victims, who laughed out 

loud with attitudes and gestures of mockery and derision, exasperating 

the others even more. These victims, actually created by them in that 

place, and that may not have laughed or mocked them, were the direct 

creation of what those poor beings thought. 

“–My heart can no longer resist this dreadful pain, –I told my 

companion. –Let’s all pray together to the Eternal Love for a favorable 

breeze to carry away these currents or transform them into others. Can’t 

these unfortunate beings be redeemed? 

“–Your red roses and my white lilies are the ones that must transform 

them, for this is why we’ve come, –she replied. 

"And raising our four united hands to the infinite heavens, we cried out 

to the Supreme, to the Ineffable One, to Him who fills all the universes 

with His greatness: 

“–Eternal Creator!... Infinite Goodness!... Behold these two 
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instruments of your merciful love that offer their strength, their lives, their 

energies, and their wills to quench the tremendous rage of these currents, 

that were set in motion by the evil thinking of creatures of yours who 

deviated the path of your creations and your designs! May peace, 

consolation, and hope transform the currents of their thought! 

“We both felt the powerful vibration of our Ego, which absorbed us as 

in a serene and radiant ecstasy. When we emerged from this sublime 

state, the whole landscape had calmed. No fury or horrifying creations of 

misdirected thoughts. Lying on the rocks as if exhausted with fatigue were 

the ragged wretches who gave no sign of life."  

“A sudden brightness enveloped us. 

“–It is the hour of mercy and love –she said–. Let’s keep going. 

“Hand in hand we reached the rocks where the unfortunate beings 

were lying motionless because they had thus trifled, to their own loss, 

with the great force of thought. 

“–Wake up and get up, brothers, because the Divine Goodness is 

visiting you at this time!, –we said, at the same time that we broke with 

claps of our hands the still dense current that surrounded them. They 

opened their eyes wide in awe without getting up. They couldn't believe 

their eyes. 

“–You’ve killed the dragons, the scorpions, and all the evil monsters 

that tormented us!..., you’ve killed the snakes! Who are you? –all these 

words full of astonishment came from those minds, in which the divine 

clarity was beginning to permeate. 

“–Children of the Most High, who is sending us to redeem you if you 

want it! 

“–Get us out, get us out of this place, and we will be your loyal slaves 

for all eternity! 

“–Not slaves! –I said with energy. –Rather disciples, for ever and ever! 

“–Let it be as you have said, and we’ll bless you for ever and ever! 

"We noticed that only a third of those confined in that place could see 

us and perceive our thoughts. A large dark, dense cloud that we couldn’t 

penetrate had descended over the others. 

"–There must be so many left there! –I said with immense bitterness. 

“–Don’t complain, my companion of eternity, – Odina said with a sweet 

voice, as if to soothe the bitterness she sensed in me. –Now the Eternal 

Law gives us these which have already entered into the current of 

redemption. Perhaps on a future visit, we will save the others. Let’s go; 

it’s time. 

“We joined hands, and both thought at the same time: ‘Merciful Love, 

let these children of yours redo their path under the protection of the 

Eternal Law’. Come!, that we will lead you to a new life. 

“From our hands joined by the merciful love came forth as many fluidic 
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bonds of living light as were the beings that the Law had given us. And 

there were 70 bonds like silver ribbons stretched from our hands toward 

them. And we returned to the hill of the mystical love appointment, where 

again the companion souls of Odina sang the hymn to the betrothed of 

the Merciful Love:  

 

Light and glory to the souls that advance,  

Crowned with roses of peace.  

Eternal spouses carrying  

Eternal mercy through the worlds. 

 
They are stars, twin sisters, 

Who were born together from a kiss from God  

And go through the worlds as messengers  

Of light and hope, of peace and love. 

 
They are living lamps that love lights up 

Into flames that radiate warmth, 

That encourages souls frozen with cold  

And illuminates their centuries-long horror nights. 

 

They are harps that vibrate in the same tone  

And rehearse together the same song.  

They are lights of the rainbow of Eternal Love  

And have a name: they are called Mercy. 

 
Divine Peasants who spend the centuries  

Sowing rosebushes of Love and Peace.  

Eternal Spouses: the mourning souls  

are your crown, they’re your inheritance. 

 
Eternal spouses, stronger than time, 

Who look at the centuries like a swift spotlight. 

The souls that love each other don’t suffer absence,  

don’t know about oblivion, nor know about goodbyes! 

 
“The full moon, like a silent virgin veiled in white, spread its mother-of-

pearl light over the green hill, at the foot of which we could both see the 

turrets of our School, whose blue glazed stones shone like burnished 

silver in the moonlight. 

“–There sleeps in serene stillness the urn that hides your light, – Odina 

said to me, with her soft voice tinged with infinite sadness. –And there, –

she added, pointing at Venus, which sparkled like a beautiful amethyst, –



 393 

sleeps mine, guarded by those who love me. In a few moments we will 

open our eyes of flesh to physical life and we will remember as a divine 

dream, with brushstrokes of shadow and sparks of light, this 

interplanetary excursion that our Law has allowed us as a compensation 

for sacrifices and pains that we’ve already almost forgotten. 

“–Odina! –I told her–, when you are in your kingdom where love has 

begun to blossom, remember this exile in a world still clouded by 

selfishness and misery... remember that I suffer the deep pain of human 

incomprehension, the lack of love of loved ones, the abandonment of 

those I seek and call, the contempt of the powerful, and the ingratitude of 

the humble. Remember that I pour my amphora of clear water, which the 

unconscious beasts trample and cloud, remember that I light my lamp of 

eternal traveler and the fury of the terrestrial gales extinguishes it, leaving 

me many times in the dark. Remember that my heart is a kiss full of love, 

and that the miseries of the creatures, makes it always overflow with gall. 

Remember that I am a bird of a flock of seventy siblings, and that I am 

alone in my terrestrial dungeon among a handful of disciples, still 

children, who expect everything from me. 

“My sister!... my spouse... my love of all centuries!... I live dying 

sometimes of immense loneliness!…, Help me to live of Love, Hope, and 

Faith! 

“–The Mother Soul wants it to be exactly as you want it, –she replied, 

her topaz eyes shining with emotion. –To you I am the tenderness of the 

Mother Soul, symbolized by my eternal lilies. 

“Antulius! We will never again be united on the earthly plane because 

this love can only live in these horizons, but it will live eternally as an 

eternal lamp in the infinite heavens, and on the worlds that were given to 

us as inheritance for our protection. For you and me there is no longer 

time or distance, nor ingratitude, nor oblivion, because we are the kiss of 

God. 

“Her fluidic arms of white and pink light enveloped me as in a wave of 

soft tenderness, while the final words of the hymn to the betrothed of the 

Merciful Love echoed once more: 

 

The souls that love each other don’t suffer absence,  

Don’t know about oblivion, nor know about goodbyes! 

 

“I woke up among the white lilies and red roses, lying on my reed 

couch on that secluded and silent terrace, illuminated by the white 

moonlight. 

“My mother, disciples, and the two Elders had watched my physical 

matter. The clairvoyants had seen my descent by Odina's side, on the hill 

of the appointment and had perceived my bitter complaints of loneliness, 
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incomprehension, and abandonment. I found them deeply saddened for 

not being able to comfort me. And I, who felt the deep emptiness of what 

I had had and had left, who knows for how long, was forced to comfort 

them and admit that I had complained unfairly. Didn't they surround me 

with the most tender love? Weren’t they my inseparable companions?... 

Oh, yes!... They were all that! But Odina was the tenderness of God, the 

peace of God, the kiss of God on my exiled soul! 

“I had been unfair! Yes, unfair! If the creatures who loved me on Earth 

had been like my soul mate, my kindred spirit, why would I have come to 

Earth, if they already had light and water in abundance? 

"As for the souls who had followed us from the deep abyss of their 

sorrows, I had lost sight of them as we descended the hill of the mystical 

love date. But the sensitive beings of our School had received messages 

saying that they had been introduced into the terrestrial astral plane, 

where our invisible friends would gradually strip them of the heavy grime 

they still carried, to prepared them for a new incarnation in the physical 

Plane.   

“It took 40 moons for the first ones to incarnate in families that already 

followed our spiritual doctrine, in the ranks where the main fundamentals 

were assimilated: the survival of the human soul, the idea of good and 

evil, fraternal love, the worship of the Mother Soul or Eternal Creator of 

all that lives. 

“Seventy moons later, the others incarnated with only a difference of 

a few days. Only six of them were born in families hostile to our ideal, 

undoubtedly influenced by opposing forces that were determined again 

to twist their ways, but the Eternal Mercy, that had begun for them, made 

them disincarnate after only a few moons and take matter again among 

the believers of the One God and the Eternal Truths. 

“That was the end of that exhausting interplanetary excursion, one of 

the most unforgettable of my spiritual career of that time. 

“At the cost of great efforts, I managed to get some comfort and 

strength after the cold emptiness in which I was left, seeing myself 

separated once again from the tender and sweetest presence of my soul 

mate. Now serene and giving thanks to the Most High for the good He 

had granted me, amid my exile I prepared myself for a new spiritual 

excursion. But realizing that I was causing suffering to my disciples with 

the consequent worries of a long wait by my bedside, I decided to try to 

cope by myself. I asked for help to all my disincarnated spiritual alliances, 

and I surrendered myself to the Eternal Love or to the Divine Wisdom, 

who knew more and better than me the paths I had to follow. 

“–Mother Soul, take me with your divine breath to wherever you want 

me to go! 
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"A white moonbeam penetrated stealthily through the vines that 

shaded the open windows and a very soft breeze with a scent of flowers 

caressed me with unparalleled sweetness. A nightingale nesting nearby, 

like a nocturnal troubadour, began to sing to its captive companion in the 

nest, where white eggs awaited the day when the maternal warmth would 

turn them into baby birds. The opportunity of this delightful melody offered 

by a small inferior being..., filled me with tender memories, I became 

absorbed in such subtle beauties that without realizing it, I entered into a 

hypnotic dream and suddenly I found myself on the same hill of the 

appointment of Merciful Love.  

“The hill was lonely, and its beautiful pine trees intercepting the 

moonlight, seemed to populate it with gloomy, silent ghosts. 

“–She is not here... –I thought with a hint of sadness, looking at the 

exact place where I’d found her the previous time, where our tenderest 

farewell had taken place. She must have sensed my thoughts because a 

wave of immense love suddenly invaded me, making me shed tears of 

infinite sweetness. I surrendered to the ineffable Divine Goodness, and a 

powerful burst of energy propelled me into the immensity of the space. 

“I couldn't tell how long this huge solitary flight lasted, but it must have 

been long and painful based on the fatigue I was beginning to feel. Finally, 

a secret intuition announced me that I was arriving. And suddenly I saw 

before me, a cluster of seven globes..., small compared to the great 

planets I had left behind in my flight. I realized I was looking at the group 

of stars known in our School by the Seven Little Lambs, and I stopped at 

the one closest to me. 

"A nearby sun filled with light and warmth the landscape of mountains 

and lush vegetation. The plant kingdom was represented by immense 

trees similar to our oaks and coconut trees. And the animal kingdom with 

very few varieties, allowing to notice at first glance some giant monkeys 

of dark color, who were having fun fishing in a large pool that laid in 

serene stillness in a small valley among immense hills. Others were 

plucking fruit from those great trees, and others were hunting some small 

animals that were hopping about in the bushes.   

"I saw, then, at a glance, all their life: they ate, lived, slept, and 

engaged in great fights with stones and bites, resulting in death and 

injury, which is to say, executioners and victims.  

“–Just as it happens in my Earth, –I thought to myself– even though 

they are human beings there. But then, why have I come to this place if 

there’re no disincarnated intelligent beings to save?  

"And as if the Eternal Law wanted to answer my question, suddenly 

the astral double of a big monkey sleeping near me woke up. Of course, 

my personality had attracted his attention because it emanated a faint 

light due to the strong sunlight. That astral double looked more like a man 
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than a monkey.  

"It was gigantic and dark like a human of the black race that came from 

the ancient Lemuria in the emigrations caused by the sinking of the 

continent in the Serene Sea. I understood that he had quite developed 

intelligence, although his appearance in general denoted clumsiness and 

dullness. With his astonished gaze he asked me who I was, and what I 

was doing in that place. I had the intuition to point with my right hand to 

the sun that was shining on us, letting him understand that I was a 

messenger from Above. 

“I cried out to the Divine Wisdom, from the bottom of my soul, to help 

me understand more about that strange being, who resembled so much 

a human being and had emerged from the huge, black body of a monkey. 

What enigma did that vision hold? 

“Mother Soul, have mercy on my ignorance and my littleness! –I 

thought with intensity–. And give me your Divine Light so that I may 

understand the mystery of what I see! 

“The Divine Light was not long in coming. 

“I noticed that the gaze of that being became softer and more 

expressive; I saw him look with disgust and disdain at the black body 

sleeping at his feet; I saw him raise his contorted hands and I realized his 

intention of strangling his own sleeping body.  

"With a quick energetic thought, I commanded him to stop and saw his 

hands fall languidly along his body, which made me understand that he 

obeyed me.  

"Then I saw that he was losing strength and fell half-stretched on the 

ground, almost at my feet. I knelt down beside him, took those big hands 

and noticed how heavy the constituent substance of the astral body was. 

I caressed his head, until he came so close to me that I almost had him 

on my chest. He began to sob like a human being, and the big black body, 

asleep, also shook with the same rhythm. 

"Suddenly I saw that his thoughts became clearer and sharper, and 

although cautiously and with difficulty, I was able to understand what that 

being wanted to tell me: "I am not a monkey, nor are these who are here 

with me. We were from the black savages of the land swallowed by the 

sea. We had killed all the children of the villages and towns near our 

jungle to eat them. We were the Takis, (*I understood something like 

chieftains), of the tribes, and we ordered to kill the whites of the moon 

that gave us their bread, their fruits, their cattle, and their clothes. All 

these you see here are Takis of those great tribes, who went with the 

white men of the moon whom we continued to pursue because their cubs 

were tasty and tender. The sea swallowed us along with our land, and we 

have awakened here, in foul bodies of another race not our own. 

"I noticed that a terrifying and tremendous echo appeared in my brain; 
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it seemed to me that this dreadful enigma was known to me, that I 

possessed this secret, but it was a vague idea that in spite of myself 

escaped from my mind, before it took definite shape. With an energetic 

thought I ordered the heavy astral double of that inferior being to return 

to his body, and he quickly returned to his matter and awoke. I understood 

that he had ceased to see me because he was looking everywhere. 

“–He remembers his dream, –I thought; and I concentrated in a deep 

and strong invocation to my companions Aelohin, Okmayah and Orion, 

three great Intelligences which, among the Seventy, were bound to me 

by strong affinity. For a long time, the four of us had united to conduct 

interplanetary investigations at a time when we were free of matter. Only 

Aelohin came, one of the three intelligences I had called. 

“–Let us fly away from the heavy atmosphere of this planet –he told 

me–, the mind of an incarnated being feels the abnormalities that you 

feel. Numerous times in our interplanetary journeys, we’ve studied and 

solved the frightening enigma that worries you. Think for a moment about 

the usual evolutionary process that the Eternal Law follows when it's time 

to introduce the Human Kingdom in a new globe that has reached 

suitable conditions for that. You and I have channeled this process in 

several satellites of the great Sirius System. 

“These words of my companion brought great mental clarity, and I was 

amazed that the fact that I was incarnated on an inferior planet and with 

the addition of being a visitor of another even more inferior globe, 

hindered my mental clarity in such a way. 

“–Why are you surprised? –Aelohin questioned–. How can you see 

the light clearly, being twice covered by heavy fluidic mantles?  

"I never understood as I did then, the immense sacrifice that it means 

for the spirit already awakened in Light and Love, to accept the 

redemption of backward humanities. My companion understood my 

moment of weakness and, embracing me as a strong brother would 

embrace a person weakened by a long illness, he said to me: "Courage 

and strength, my brother, that you’ll soon reach the top of the slope you’re 

climbing with a world on your shoulders. You’ve only six years of exile to 

go, and again you’ll have your well-earned rest for a long time. 

“–Do you think that on that globe, where you’ve found me visiting, I 

can save some of those wretches relegated to such a dreadful condition? 

– I told him. 

“–Not for the time being –he replied–. And if your Law has brought you 

to that place, it is to awaken your memory of that Truth, and that you may 

carry it to the Earth which is your inheritance of this hour. Your mission 

obliges you to give to your planet, which you have chosen for your 

sacrifice, the maximum of knowledge concerning the great enigmas of 

the Infinite. For this very reason you feel inwardly compelled to make 
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these excursions. You have already understood, as your mind has 

become clearer, that those beings relegated to that small globe you have 

just visited, were vampire spirits, who were about to be abandoned by 

their Egos, in view of the fact that they have spent more than one cycle 

of planetary life without taking a step in their eternal progress. 

“Those seven little stars you call 'Little Lambs' on Earth, and which are 

a detachment of a great nebula in formation, form by themselves a small 

System which is all inhabited by beings like those you’ve just seen. That 

nebula was created by our Father Sirius and his 110 companion spirits, 

and as those seven globes first came to consolidate and have the 

conditions to sustain life over long centuries, their creators separated 

them from the rest of the nebula to accelerate their evolution. 

“It is Justice and Divine Goodness that those beings indulged in the 

most horrible vampirism, should be allowed a new trial of evolution, 

before being separated from their Egos and reduced to disintegration. 

They don’t come from Lemuria, as you think, but from the other continent 

that disappeared in the cycle before Lemuria, also swallowed by the 

Serene Sea of the South. They’re from Pascuant Chialdis and were the 

sorcerers, priests, and magicians of the primitive cults of that continent. 

"You well know that sorcery and black magic is the easiest path to 

vampirism. These beings get used to living their lives dominating and 

enslaving the intelligences and the wills of their victims, for the sake of 

self-aggrandizement, and, in general, to spend their lives enjoying the 

efforts and abilities of their victims.  

"You know that in one cycle there’s room for a hundred consecutive 

existences. One hundred planetary lives tyrannizing consciences, 

intelligences, and lives, living on nothing but the pain and the lives of 

others, well deserve a dark and disciplinary life, like the one they now 

lead. And happy they will be if they respond to that Divine Justice and 

Goodness, which allows them to reconcile with their Egos, if they 

cooperate by this means so that the Animal Kingdom of those globes 

makes its passage to the Human Kingdom. This is what they are doing in 

that globe, where, during another cycle, the Human Kingdom would 

already be in the evolutionary phase in which the sunken continent was 

when they inhabited it. 

"–Justice of God and Goodness of God, how great you are in your 

infinite mysteries!... 

“–Antulius!... –Aelohin said to me, embracing me with immense 

tenderness, to take his leave. –Go back to your earthly nest and leave 

the unfortunate inhabitants of the Seven Lambs as they are, because 

there the Merciful Love that you have chosen as your glorious path 

cannot yet work wonders. Give way to the Justice of the Eternal Law!  

"We joined our bowed foreheads in reverent attitude, and saddened 
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to the utmost, but comforted with radiant confidence, I parted from 

Aelohin and awoke on Earth. 

"Although I had alerted no one, some of my disciples, who, before 

going to sleep, used to send me a thought of adherence and love, in order 

to maintain the close connection with their Master, observed that I didn’t 

respond to their thought, and the clairvoyants saw my matter abandoned. 

These, who were six, without warning me beforehand, met in the dark 

colonnade which led to the prayer chamber from their bedroom, from 

which one could pass freely to my bedroom by simply raising a light 

curtain. Since the weather was mild, artificial heat was necessary to 

provoke a reaction in me. They formed a strong magnetic chain, elevated 

to the subtlest and purest of which their love for the Master and the 

philosophy taught by him was capable of. And when I awoke to the 

physical plane, I found them with their hands joined and their thoughts 

soaked in streams of Divinity. In all those young, beautiful faces there 

was a serene flow of silent weeping, and the eldest of them, Hilkar, who 

therefore had some privilege over the others, was the first to convey to 

me the complaint that was on everyone's lips: –Master..., you left alone 

and without telling us! Do you no longer want us to accompany you in 

your great spiritual works?  

“–My friends! –I said to them as I sat up–. I thought it was only fair that 

I should bear the burden alone at some time, for if I’m always to have 

auxiliaries, how can I measure my own strength. But if my silence hurts 

your hearts in this way, I promise you it will not happen again. This has 

served to prove to me that I’m still weak, and that it’s very tiring for me to 

make these excursions alone, and moreover that I must take care of my 

own matter. 

"And I told them what I had seen on my spiritual journey. 

“Over the course of the next few days of solitary meditation I finally 

managed to comfort myself for not being able to save any of those 

confined in the ‘Seven Lambs’. 

"What an enormous evil it was to enslave wills, to enslave thought and 

to tyrannize consciences endowed by the Eternal Law with the sublime 

gift of Free Will, of free reasoning and of the choice to follow and love the 

Good, once known! What an enormous evil was that triple domination, for 

which the Law demanded a long cycle of physical lives in organisms of a 

race preparatory to the Human race, of which they had been vampires 

and not companions! 

“Those unfortunate beings will be reconciled with the Eternal Justice 

that required them to introduce the Human Kingdom, in all the fullness of 

its faculties in those new globes, through the unheard–of efforts and pains 

of a whole cycle of lives. 

“They were meant to endure that severe discipline as atonement for 
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the portions of conscious humanity whose progress they had delayed and 

whose mental faculties they had stunted. 

“My disciples understood the magnitude of that expiation worthy of the 

Sovereign Majesty of the Most High, whom they had affronted in its 

creatures and in the noblest and most sacred of their higher faculties. 

And so, they asked me that once every moon we should make an 

excursion to those seven little worlds, in order to hasten the awakening 

of those beings to repentance and understanding. 

 

 

“My closest disciples were 40, but only six of them had developed their 

great faculties well, the others were in different levels in their trials. 

“I decided therefore that those six, along with my mother, would form 

a secret group to assist me in the journeys of relief to those confined in 

the Seven Little Lambs. 

“This timely measure had the power to comfort me for not having 

saved any of those captives in the globe I had just visited. 

“I want to leave on record on this papyrus the names of those brave, 

determined disciples who helped in the redemption of those spirits, so 

that they can recognize each other over the course of the centuries when 

the Law brings them together in the infinite of space and time: Hilkar, 

Kelianto, Tilkare, Banadio, and Manadin, my mother and I complete the 

small group of interplanetary travelers. 

“I know that many of those beings will be drawn to incarnate on Earth 

once their atonement is complete, because they will be strongly bound to 

us. 

“And may we have the clear conscience of not attracting them before 

that time, moved by a premature piety, because if they’re not completely 

cured of the evil that led them there, they will surely relapse, seeing 

themselves in contact with a still weak humanity and lacking the 

necessary knowledge and conscience to prevent it from again accepting 

their tyrannical and destructive impositions. 

“May the followers of our School keep this in mind when I depart to the 

infinite immensity. 

“From that point onward, the great Alliance of the Seventy, as our 

School called the legion of kindred Intelligences in evolution and 

knowledge, to which I had belonged for three previous stages, appeared 

to grow stronger. The fourth was coming to an end, and found us, the 

Seventy, scattered as Guides or Instructors of 200 main planets with their 

respective groups of satellites and asteroids, in this vast chain of worlds 

where our Father Sirius had made His glorious path together with us, His 

assistants, and from where, in the fullness of His eternal progress, He 

had become one of those Living Torches, transmitters of the Eternal Idea 
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emitted by the Seven Magnificent Fires, the glorious peak of light in the 

infinite scale of thinking beings. 

“Some incarnated with the mission of moral elevation of humanities; 

others with missions of scientific ministry or of dissemination of the basic 

principles of the Eternal Truth; and others incarnated to produce 

continental transformation in certain globes, whose progress was slowed 

down by forces opposed to the natural and righteous development of the 

humanities that inhabited them. Only ten of them were free of the heavy 

bonds that physical matter places even on the great souls. 

“Among the ten were Aelohin, Okmayah, and Orion, the three alliance 

brothers, who after Venusina or Vesper (*Odina), had the strongest 

affinity with me.  

"With them three at the front as Guide Conductors, we gave to our 

School of Divine Wisdom the radiant and sublime peace that it lacked, to 

carry out the great Law of Universal Solidarity: the protection and 

interplanetary help for portions of souls incarnated in expiatory worlds or 

disincarnated souls inhabiting abodes of darkness, where it was also 

necessary to carry as a torch of three flames: Faith, Hope and Love. 

“The sinking of two thirds of the Atlantean continent buried under the 

waters the countries dominated by the great schools of Black Magic. 

These schools had harnessed, to their detriment, the most tremendous 

occult powers that can be reached on this planet. Hence their 

disappearance cooperated with our desire by facilitating the resurgence 

of pure, subtle currents in the various ethereal atmospheric layers that 

we needed for our journeys as interplanetary missionaries of Merciful 

Love. 

“"Three times every ten days, my three Alliance Brothers came to our 

hall of invocation to the Divinity, to give us the amplest details of all that 

was necessary for us to know in order to carry out together the 

explorations that we desired. 

“This delicate preparatory teaching lasted nine moons until one night, 

under the hypnosis of my mother, Hilkar, and Tilkare, my three Alliance 

Brothers gave us, amid moving lectures, the title and a thousand-times-

glorious name of Missionaries of Merciful Love in the worlds entrusted to 

the Seventy. 

“But to get to this, we had to impose on ourselves a great austere 

mental, emotional, and physical discipline, because despite being 

animated by the holiest desires, we were covered in dense matter that 

we had to meticulously purify. 

“It was during this period that our School (*later known as Anthulian) 

acquired the luminous aspects of Temple of Wisdom, where the studies 

of Philosophy, Astronomy, Astrology, Natural Sciences, and Medicine 

gave the highest flight to which the superior knowledge a man could 
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reach at the time. 

“It was then that I was given the authority to admit my companions to 

the Secret Temple of the Seven Portals, which is when the soul conquers 

its emancipation from all ties that may hinder its great freedom, as an 

Intelligence affiliated with a humanity–redeeming legion. 

“The best time for such spiritual journeys is Autumn and the beginning 

of Winter. It is then when physical nature becomes lulled into relative 

stillness and even more so when conscious beings cooperate with the 

method advised by common sense and logic. 

“Hence, we scheduled our first excursion for the fourth day of autumn, 

which coincided with the first of the waning moon. During the three 

previous days of preparation, we purified our material urns or physical 

bodies by exclusively eating fruits, fresh vegetables, oils, bread, and 

water infused with orange blossom essence. 

“A great silence only interrupted by the melodies of the mystical lutes, 

suitable to the invocation, an absolute devotion to the good, beautiful, and 

pure life that Mother Nature offers us if we know how to put ourselves in 

tune with her; a permanent union to the great Guiding Intelligences of the 

seekers of Truth and Light, and with a serene and confident surrender in 

the bosom of Eternal Love: this is the spiritual purification carried out in 

those three solemn days before taking flight! 

“And on the night of the third day, lying on eight reed couches placed 

on the most secluded terrace of our school, protected by a transparent 

curtain woven of white thread, we invoked the Mother Soul of all that 

throbs in life, and the Mother Soul absorbed us as in a soft puff of her 

sovereign breath, and we fell into hypnotic sleep without any difficulty. 

“My mother, Hilkar, and I found ourselves on the hill of the mystical 

appointment with Odina, my spouse soul of centuries; five of our 

companions were missing. We understood their difficulties as novices, 

and we invoked them strongly with our thought of love. Tilkare and Aladio 

arrived together and informed us that the remaining three, Kelianto, 

Banadio and Manadin, were hindered by a small cloud of light spirits, a 

sort of repugnant little goblins that had intercepted their way as soon as 

they had detached themselves from their material urns. The three of them 

suffered from weakness in the vigilance of their senses of sight and 

hearing, and disturbing images had penetrated their minds through sight 

and hearing, which sometimes raised internal squalls that were hard to 

calm. They were nothing more than elemental entities, undines of the 

water or sylphs of the air, to whom their own thoughts had given 

consistency, because our companions had given in to the curiosity of 

watching, from our terraces, the dances of the dragonfly choirs performed 

in the first hours of the night in the great illuminated lakes of the city, 

during the bath of the royal princesses.  
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““The retreat and stillness of three days had not been enough to erase 

those disturbing visions from their minds. I understood before the Divine 

Light that this would be a practical lesson for them and would help them 

correct this weakness. So, I cut the thread of our thought of help toward 

them, at the same time that I commanded them to wake up. 

“The five of us that were free made a fervent invocation to the Divinity. 

Suddenly a soft glow enveloped us, from which came a voice that said: 

“–I open the paths of God. 

“–It is Orion, –I said, for I recognized his phrase, a motto of thousands 

of centuries. No sooner had I thought this than his figure, like a cutout of 

burnished gold, stood out against the blue of the sky. 

“–My brother! –I said to him–, you’ve come in time, for I was 

disoriented by the withdrawal of the others. 

“–They have not given in, –he replied–. It’s only a weakness, typical 

of spirits who don't submit with courage to the mental discipline essential 

for this kind of work. Tonight's experience will make them more cautious. 

And now, seeing themselves all three awake, they weep bitterly for not 

having been able to follow you. Let's go!  

“–Where to? –I asked. 

“–I open the paths of God, –he answered, extending his arms of light 

towards the four cardinal points. –Merciful Love opens for you the gates 

of the abodes of pain. You will recognize them in the immensity by the 

heavy vibrations of a dark gray atmosphere, dotted with little reddish 

lights like the eyes of insects that turn on and off. Enter without fear, your 

alliance brothers and sisters are with you. 

“His golden light enveloped us like a sweet embrace and vanished like 

a sun that dilutes in the evening sky. We were still floating over the hill of 

the appointment, and the energy of our thoughts lead us with dizzying 

speed towards an immense golden globe, whose four enormous moons 

made me understand that we were close to our neighbor: Jove (*Jupiter). 

We passed so close to it that we perceived the soft subtlety of its 

atmosphere, which appears to the spiritual investigator as a very delicate 

network of golden threads, stretched in all directions, and which seemed 

to lose themselves in the infinite. 

“This elevated humanity of thinkers, of clairvoyants, masters of 

telepathy, has spread this mystical web of gold and silk around its planet, 

that vibrates before us like a melody of indescribable sweetness.  

“–Do you hear it? –I asked my companions. Some of us heard it more 

intensely than others, and the Eternal Law was so generous to us that it 

allowed us to pick up the waves of some telepathic messages from 

beings incarnated on that immense planet and addressed to one 

incarnated on our poor little Earth: "–Beloved son! –said that message 

like a distant love song. –Take your boat, follow the Atlantean sea, 20 
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days to where the sun rises, and you will find a small island that was the 

summit of the highest mountain of the sunken continent. There still live 

two solitary Elders, the last offspring of the dynasty that belonged to the 

Holy King Amphion, who guard with their lives great treasures, which will 

be useful to you for the work you’re doing amid that humanity". 

“We couldn't catch the answer, but we had a intuition that the message 

was received, and soon after we had the most ample verification on the 

physical plane. The message was sent by a wise prince disincarnated 

200 moons before, of the last descendant families of the ancient Toltecs, 

that the greatness of King Amphion had enveloped in a halo impossible 

to erase. This message was addressed to his eldest son, who continued 

his father’s studies and philanthropic work, albeit on a smaller scale due 

to lack of resources. Fourteen moons later, a man of mature age arrived 

at our School, requesting to attend our Classrooms, to which he had also 

been driven by another telepathic message from his father, advising him 

of the convenience of joining us, both to reach a good spiritual 

development as to give practical forms to the work of public benefit that 

he did in private. Although he was almost twice my age, he was a docile 

disciple, like a child who lets himself be guided without difficulties. His 

name was Sisard of Ophekuan, and I record here his name with tender 

affection. 

“The subtle, pure atmosphere that surrounds our great neighbor Jove 

held us as if we had fallen into a delicate web of silk threads of 

indescribable softness. We came so close to its physical plane that we 

could see its mountains of pink rocks tinged with amethyst and amber, its 

lakes and rivers tinged with the same color and sometimes with bluish 

and greenish reflections caused, surely, by the varied hues radiating from 

its four enormous moons that appear in turns at different times.  

"It has floating cities, and the current of the water on which they float 

takes them to different countries, according to the work to which the 

individuals of that humanity are dedicated. They are mostly devoted to 

scientific research of all kinds, with which they have managed to eliminate 

almost completely the causes of human pain. It is obvious that the great 

evolution of those thinking beings has removed from the ether and Jovian 

atmospheres all elements harmful to organic and inorganic lives.  So 

there are no pests destroying plantations or livestock, since all species 

from the animal kingdom whose life is harmful to humanity have already 

been eliminated. The thinking beings are true kings in their domains, for 

their degree of evolution has given them power over the beings and 

things that surround them. We were absorbed in the sweet placidity of 

that atmosphere, like a flower-scented breeze, when we were suddenly 

enveloped in a bright blue cloud that almost dazzled us. But, as it 

approached us, it took well defined forms and I recognized my Brother of 
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Alliance, Okmayah, who seemed to come out to meet me.  

“–You, here?... –We said to each other at the same time with our 

thoughts. 

“–I am continuing with my interplanetary journeys to fulfill the mandate 

of Merciful Love, – I spoke first. 

“–And I, –he said–, obey the mandate of my Law, which has given me 

the mission of completing the purification of this already advanced 

humanity. 

“–These are my allies on Earth, –I said, pointing to my traveling 

companions. 

“–I have already understood it, –he answered–. And I am afraid that 

what you will see this time will be too much for them. 

“–They are courageous and determined. 

“–Then try to follow me. 

“He took my right hand, and like an arrow we descended further into 

the atmosphere of the great planet. 

"We were almost touching the physical plane, which we could perceive 

clearly, although it was already night. We were floating over a mountain 

range of bare gray rocks, in which enormous caverns were visible, whose 

black mouths gave the impression of huge monsters with open jaws. 

"Our guide stopped for a moment, and I saw his thought that said: – 

I’ve arrived. Come! –And immediately, I don't know from where, seven 

beings of strong blue irradiation appeared. And from their hands came 

out like darts of a vivid and beautiful red, which threw small sparks of light. 

“–These are my strongest workers –said my Guide–.  For the hour has 

come for Divine Justice to act, for the final cleansing of this planet, which 

will shortly become one of the abodes of the Kingdom of God. Stand still 

upon this mound and observe serenely whatever comes to your mind. 

“It is Time! –he said with solemn gravity, addressing those whom he 

had called his workers–. Take what you need from me and off with them! 

–The seven bright blue spirits surrounded him, and with those red darts 

in their hands, as if they were absorbing spouts, they received torrents of 

a fluid that seemed like living fire. This fluid was radiated from the open 

arms and body of Okmayah, who had taken on the appearance of a 

blazing bonfire. This lasted only a few seconds, and the seven darting 

beings descended into the caverns. Before long we saw a row of 

manacled beings begin to emerge. They were so black in their foul 

nakedness and so hideously ugly in appearance that I find nothing 

suitable to make a comparison. 

“We were able to count 20 times a hundred of those monstrous 

specters that must have been human once. 

“Okmayah saw the question in my gaze and said: “–This is the final 

judgment of the eternal rebels to Divine Goodness. It is the last 
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purification of this planet, and they will be led to the farthest moon of the 

four you see. 

“The seven spirits of the red darts were leading them as if they were 

rabid prisoners, who were struggling to free themselves, although they 

didn't succeed. 

“–Come and witness the final judgment for those who rebel against 

the greatness of God.  

“We lost sight of the prisoners and arrived, long before them, at the 

satellite that had been indicated to us. There was nothing there, but bare 

rocks covered with craters of burning volcanoes. There was no life 

anywhere, not a blade of grass, not an insect, not a larva..., nothing, 

nothing. 

“That place was a frighteningly arid. The black specters appeared as 

a cataract of black smoke and boiling mud. Their blackness and ugliness 

contrasted with the blue brilliance of their guides and the red darts that 

seemed to serve as barriers of fire in their hands. 

“–The most formidable process of Divine Justice that can be imagined 

will take place here. Stand firm! –Okmayah addressed his companions. 

And they united the tip of their red darts forming a dome over the black, 

shapeless heap formed by the specters. 

“–Great Atman! Supreme Lord of all that lives and beats, may your 

Sovereign Justice be fulfilled in these beings, as they themselves have 

wished it! –And the strong spirit of Okmayah stretched out his arms of 

light, as if embracing the horizon. Then my Intelligence witnessed 

something that is almost impossible to define because of its dreadfulness. 

"Each one of those specters appeared as if suspended, above the 

void, by a thin white thread that was lost in the infinite. And the seven 

blue spirits cut with their fiery darts those faint white threads. The 

specters fell on the arid rocks in horrible contortions and fought furiously 

against each other. But the fiery darts, from the outstretched hands of the 

Okmayah workers, reached them one by one, and they were turned into 

little clouds of black ashes. 

“–Winds of the Infinite! –Okmayah said–. Scatter in this lifeless globe 

these dark ashes, so that they may return to the Mineral Kingdom from 

whence they once came! Only here, where there are no signs yet of 

organic lives, can those who despised your Sovereign Majesty 

recommence their eternal career.  

“A gale of fire and fiery lava thrown from the depths of the volcanoes, 

in perpetual boiling, passed like a fateful wave, carrying away in its 

igneous currents those poor black ashes of what had been astral bodies 

of beings with intelligence, with life, with will and free will. 

"When the dreadful scene disappeared from our sight, I looked for my 

companions and found them behind me, languidly seated on the rocks, 
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following with frightened eyes the streams of fiery lava in which those 

ashes had been diluted. My mother wept with supreme anguish." 

“–I can't take it any longer, my son!... I can't take it any longer! 

“–Let’s go back! –Okmayah said gathering around him his seven 

workers, whose impassive, serene, rigid aspect resembled beautiful 

sapphire statues, with their fiery red darts and their eyes like diamonds 

shedding light. 

“–Your mother is too gentle a spirit to witness this tremendous Justice 

of the Great Atman. You yourself are exhausted and your disciples even 

more than you. 

“I put my arm around the back of her arm to strengthen her, and we 

set out on our return, following Okmayah and his seven companions. 

They entered the atmosphere of the planet Jove, and my alliance brother 

continued to accompany us to the hill of the mystical appointment of 

Merciful Love. When we felt again in the terrestrial atmosphere where our 

matters lay in stillness, we felt the sensation of the one who arrives at his 

home, even if it is poor, crumbling, and sad". 

“–Here, in this serene oasis of your Earth, –our Guide said–, we will 

have a brief conversation that it was not possible in other surroundings 

among the harsh vibrations of what we had to do. 

"And we all sat down on that beautiful hill covered with green grass, 

illuminated by the pale light of the waning moon.  

“–My dear brother! –I said to Okmayah–. I admire your strength, of 

which I am not capable; how tremendous is the Divine Justice when it 

falls upon beings who have trampled upon its infinite Goodness! 

“–True, –he replied–. "Do you know what 50,000 years of 

uninterrupted trampling on the Divine Majesty are? Do you know the 

thousands of dreadful crimes and victims that those beings have been 

doing one after the other over the course of all those centuries? Do you 

know that during a long cycle they were forced to incarnate in the bodies 

of giant apes, as a last means of redemption, and even there they found 

the way to exercise their thirst for crime and evil, killing their fellow race 

members by the thousands, to drink the blood of their entrails while still 

warm and alive? 

“–This is horrible... among the most horrifying things I’ve ever known, 

–I exclaimed, full of horror and dread–. And what about their Egos? 

“–They feel the pain of a mother who loses her child, but since they 

haven’t reached even the medium development of their inner 

consciousness, they can’t fully value or appreciate the failure of the 

personalities that they had launched into the physical planes. Besides, 

this supreme severance made by the Eternal Law makes them feel pain 

and rest at the same time, like, for example, a mother who witnesses the 

death of her child who was born mad, and whose life was a series of 
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calamities for all. By retrieving the fluidic thread through which the current 

of Intelligence descends to the being that is incarnated, the Egos 

concentrate for a more or less long time, like a chrysalis in its cocoon of 

light. Eventually, their own powerful instinct to manifest again in physical 

lives forces them to unfold and extend their wings, seeking the 

environment for new trials, which, of course, have a greater probability of 

success due to the experiences acquired. 

“Free Will begins in the divine spark or Ego, or Higher Self, at the 

moment when that powerful force has been awakened in it, compelling it 

to manifest itself in physical life. And when they reach the Plant Kingdom, 

motivated by the desire for faster progress, they prefer large and strong 

long-lived species, in places that are protected from the destruction that 

can come from the higher Kingdoms. They deeply reject the idea of 

seeing themselves submerged too often in what we call multiple souls, 

which, as you know, exists in the beginning of the lower kingdoms than 

the human. They enjoy acquiring more rapid individualization in the long 

life of an oak tree than in the ephemeral life of a tiny little plant that is born 

and dies every spring. Sometimes this can be the case, but not 

necessarily. Because even in the Plant Kingdom there are species that 

live at the expense of the others; species that destroy the plants lives of 

their entire neighborhoods by spreading out their roots underground at 

long distances, Those large, strong climbers that kill trees by strangling 

their stems are other example of harmful physical lives and are a bad 

beginning in the first trials of the Egos. The same thing happens when 

entering the Animal Kingdom with preference for the strong species that 

live devouring the small ones. 

“That is why the old adage is very wise: ‘The fastest runner doesn't 

always arrive sooner, but he who walks more prudently.’ 

“Antulius! My brother of so many centuries!... How much more we 

Seventy have gained by being for long ages small grasses, daisies, and 

violets on the tombstone of our Father Sirius, than if we had begun as tall 

pine-trees or parasitic cedars! After that, we were a golden herd of rabbits 

sheltered in the remains of his tomb made rubble, then swallows 

sheltered among the ancient turrets of the Sanctuaries of His wise 

teaching, and finally sheep that followed Him on the mountains to graze 

in the meadows when He was our shepherd in another one of His lives... 

“Of all his children of eternity, only Seventy of us were saved!... Only 

70!... In your physical life of Amphion, you left all this engraved in stone, 

but not even stones can resist the formidable action of the centuries 

passing by. That’s why I remind you of it in this sweet moment of 

memories of the past. 

“–And perhaps –I said, moved by a secret intuition, –won’t there be 

among those terrible specters, which Divine Justice has reduced to 
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molecules of ashes, some of those who were our siblings of birth in the 

distant ages of our beginnings in life? 

“Okmayah leaned toward me and held me close to his heart, from 

which a strong vibration of pain emanated. 

“My disciples and I began to sob quietly, overcome by a deep sorrow. 

Okmayah, who was stronger because he belonged to the legion of 

Justice, drowned his anguish deep within him, and with a great sigh he 

stood up while he said to me: “–Did you receive my thoughts, Antulius, 

my brother of centuries? More than half of those beings led to 

disintegration were our siblings, dependent as we are on our Father 

Sirius, who couldn't prevent them from rolling into the abyss due to the 

Eternal Law of Free Will. Now return to your earthly nest, and teach this 

humanity, which is your field of work, what is Divine Justice for those who 

trample and despise its infinite Goodness and ineffable Love.” 

“He once again radiated a great halo of bluish light that enveloped us 

all like a sweet kiss of farewell and vanished in the soft clarity of that 

waning moon over the mystical hill of Merciful Love. 

"My companions and I were left like absorbed by a powerful wave of 

silence and stillness. I understood that this sensation helped to put us in 

tune to be able to take again our material urns, without shocks or 

violence. From up there our minds perceived the turrets of our sanctuary, 

which emerged like white guardians over the dense woods that 

surrounded it. Perceiving them and being there was all one and the same. 

Hilkar and I awoke first, and the others woke up gradually. We found the 

three that couldn't follow us, watching over our bodies. 

“–Don’t be discouraged like that –I told them–because you will be 

stronger and better prepared the next time. Discouragement does not 

belong to the seekers of Truth. There’s no failure for those who walk with 

sincerity and firmness toward a great Ideal. 

“Prepare your papyri, so that after your morning meal together, you 

may act as notaries of all that we have to dictate to you. My poor mother 

had to spend three days in bed because her matter was affected by the 

tremendous impressions on her spirit. We, all of us, had to take a break 

from our studies until we could regain the mental peace we needed. And 

we paused our interplanetary journeys until the second waning moon of 

that unforgettable autumn. The autumn’s sad falling leaves and fading 

sunshine seemed to form a contrast to the magnificent blossoming of our 

gradually progressing superior knowledge.  

“Sisard of Ophekuan was admitted to our intimate spiritual 

assemblies. His telepathic faculty had reached a high level of 

development. 

“My three alliance brothers, Orion, Okmayah, and Aelohin, frequently 

appeared to us to provide appropriate indications for our preparation for 
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new excursions. 

“Meanwhile I continued to receive the many auditing students in the 

public classroom, for whom teachings were very limited, adapting the 

lessons to the spiritual capacity of the majority. 

“It was around this time that the power of the State, claiming rights that 

didn’t correspond to it, issued a strict ordinance stating that every man 

reaching manhood was required to take a wife, as a measure to purify 

traditions and encourage an increase in births, which had decreased by 

40 percent due to the prevailing corruption. 

“I was exempt from this obligation, if I so wished, because I descended 

from one of the most ancient and revered priestly families of those times. 

Hilkar, a descendant of royal princes, would not be required either if he 

did not want it, but the others were under the purview of this law that 

allowed no excuses. They gave a term of 25 moons for the fulfillment of 

such a decree. 

“My disciples were greatly tormented by the governmental decision, 

but the Divine Wisdom suggested an idea that could partly solve the 

difficulty. 

“In those days of such hideous, corrupted traditions, where could I find 

pure maidens pure maidens to whom my School companions could unite 

their lives? 

“Then I had the happy idea of founding, with the treasures contributed 

by Sisard of Ophekuan and with my mother at the head, a female school 

for adolescents and girls. The students would be sought among the 

prairies of distant Orozuma and Otlana. These cities were enclosed in a 

natural wall of immense mountains. Hence, it was known that maidens 

who were still unaware of the corruption and vices of the great cities 

belonging to Manh-Ethel could be found in the families of peasants and 

shepherds. 

“My mother, accompanied by two elderly servants, went in search of 

those pearls hidden among the ploughed fields and sheepfolds, and she 

returned with 27 teenagers and 14 girls as founders of the boarding 

School, where they would be given the highest education and intellectual 

cultivation, which at the time was customary for the daughters of 

aristocratic and wealthy families. 

"Among those teenagers came Iris, whose parents, wool carders, 

came with her to continue their trade in the big capital. 

“In this way, the difficulty for my disciples was overcome. And, at the 

end of the two years given by law, they chose wives from among the 27 

adolescents educated in the boarding school that my mother ran. 

"Before the second waning moon of that autumn, a terrible war broke 

out between Manh-Ethel and the bordering countries: Black Hill, Golden 

Valley, and May-Oland. For years the four countries had been fighting 
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over an enormous mountain of iron, copper, other metals, and precious 

stones, which in reality didn’t belong to any of the four countries. In fact, 

the oldest people in the country remembered having heard from their 

grandparents that what looked like a mountain, was actually a populous 

city that existed there previously, which was completely buried at the 

bottom of the earth by a huge meteorite that had fallen from the blue 

space." 

The priests of Zeus had received, through their augurs in hypnosis, a 

writing from friendly intelligences announcing the destruction of that great 

city by a mysterious fire fallen from heaven. And a few years later the 

event occurred. The event was explained in advance as follows: A sun 

that had reached decrepitude countless centuries ago, from a solar 

system neighboring ours, had broken into pieces like an huge 

pomegranate. One of the pieces weighing many millions of vats25, fell 

upon the great city leaving no trace of life on the ground.  

“This huge meteorite was truly a fabulous treasure that had remained 

ignored for a long time, undoubtedly due to the panic caused by its fall, 

because that entire beautiful region, which had been fertile fields around 

the great capital, were abandoned by its inhabitants. 

“The scientific secret was revealed to the sovereigns of those 

countries through the greed of a priest of the Zeus temple. He promised 

one of the kings to make him the owner of a great treasure if he elevated 

him to the position of High Priest, a position so honorary that it almost 

surpassed the kings. 

“The treasure was that meteorite, which appeared like a common 

mountain. This because when it sank into the ground, it created great 

clouds of soil around it, on which vegetation grew when it settled. The 

ambition of that man exposed the writings, which had been preserved 

among the sacred papyri of the temple, and they read: "The vast city 

Oromaya will be buried 30 moons from now by a mountain of iron, copper 

and precious stones that Zeus will send from the blue sky". This city had 

been the capital of the four countries, which until then had formed one. 

Now each one wanted the magic mountain for itself and that’s how the 

armed conflict originated. “I had to mention this event, which appear 

irrelevant to the topics I had been discussing, because this war, which 

reached the utmost rage and cruel slaughter, hindered our spiritual 

works.  In such a way it hindered them that we were advised by our 

spiritual allies to suspend the interplanetary journeys, since these 

journeys required the utmost tranquility for the material urns that we left 

at rest. 

             

 
25 Measure comparable to the cubic meter of our time. 
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“The fighting armies invaded, one after another, the cities and squares 

of their adversary. They threw destructive catapult, tar-burning torches in 

flames, thousands of poisoned darts and arrows dropped from the hawks 

of death, released into the open field, like sinister birds seeking terror and 

death over peoples driven insane with hatred and fury. 

"Some of the towers of our Sanctuary were brought down by the 

catapults, and we were forced to inhabit the granite caverns on which our 

school, formerly a temple of Dyaus, had been built centuries ago. For 18 

moons we lived in the dark caverns, illuminated only by candles and 

torches, day and night. But, since our spiritual alliances felt our anguish 

as their own, we were never abandoned. And those black caverns, which 

we dedicated as a place of invocation, were often illuminated by the 

radiant apparitions of those eternal friends for whom neither distance nor 

time exist, who know no oblivion, and who never say goodbye. 

“There, we had almost daily, the radiant visits of my alliance 

companions: Aelohin, Okmayah, and Orion. We had Odina and several 

others, who were performing messianic incarnations in Vhega, Arcturus 

(‘Arch of Gold’ in English), Aquamundi (Neptune), Mars, and the Green 

Sun of the Tricolor System, our neighbor. 

“And when our sorrows and sacrifices had reached their peak due to 

the terrible armed conflict, we received the spiritual visit of our Father 

Sirius who, from the inaccessible heights to which the Eternal Law had 

raised Him, found the means to send us the arrow of gold of his thought 

of love. 

“Indeed, Love bridges all abysses, and the immense love of those who 

had loved us for long ages was able to overcome the black darkness of 

hatred, resentment, and human passions unleashed like a frightful 

hurricane, to come to comfort and encourage the dejected souls of their 

companions of centuries. 

“Each of these visits was an admirable treatise on Divine Wisdom to 

complement the knowledge that we had begun in our interplanetary 

journeys but were unable to complete due to the furious rumble of war. 

Then we were able to demonstrate that when a small group of beings 

seeks the Divine Truth and Sovereign Love with a genuine wish to find 

them, and get in tune with it, there’s no inferior force that can stand in 

their way. 

“Aelohin started this era of glorious visits in the blackness of the 

caverns. It happened one evening when we were gathered around a 

natural fountain formed in the center of the great cavern, which was a hall 

of prayer. That fountain had been formed by a filtration from the rock, for 

it was located just below a waterfall that existed above, on the mountain 

side attached to one of the walls of the old temple of Dyaus. 

“Our silent tears, our deep anguish, and our constant thinking had 
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undoubtedly vitalized the waters of that fountain, because they became 

healing for the needy suffering from hysterical crises, sudden dementia, 

malignant fevers, and delirium tremens, and other maddening and deadly 

illnesses. Thousands of illnesses and diseases produced by the terror 

and cruelty of the struggle found relief and healing in the waters of that 

fountain, which from then on were considered miraculous. 

“We were a total ten, including my mother. And in those days of pain 

and darkness, all of us developed clairvoyance in such a way that it was 

a time of glory, love, and infinite sweetness. It was one evening, in 

complete silence and deep evocation, that we were asking for the Divine 

Light for all those minds maddened with hatred and fury, when suddenly 

the water of the fountain was illuminated with a golden glow, as if the sun 

had cast upon it an explosion of its blond evening light before setting. The 

light became more and more intense until it could be compared to a sun 

that had descended over the waters. My mother fell into hypnosis, and 

through her Aelohin spoke to us: –“I am a wave of Divine Energy that, 

upon contacting the waters of this fountain, will produce a flood of vigor 

and strength in your spirits, which have been beaten down by the tempest 

of hatred and human passions. Only ten of the Seventy of us have been 

freed from the bonds of matter on physical planes, and these ten of us 

spread our time in encouraging and comforting the beloved captives. Just 

now I come from your neighbor Scarlet (*Mars), where our brother 

Gedullah suffers immensely more than you on this earth, because the 

inhabitants of that globe are, in their great majority, the warlike and 

bloodthirsty races that were taken away from Pollux and Regulus, when 

these planets were fit to be inhabited by a more advanced humanity. A 

large number of parasitic spirits or vampires were scattered on the astral 

plane of those planets. From there they sowed discord and hatred in 

those humanities, producing unbearable pain to the righteous sowers of 

peace and love. And honoring my symbolic name: Wave of Divine 

Energy, I had to guide from above the transportation of those beings to 

the two satellites that court Mars, in order to cooperate in this way to the 

success of the messianic mission of our brother.  

“–And have you reduced them to ash so they may begin their journey 

of centuries? –I inquired, remembering the dreadful process I had seen 

Okmayah go through.  

“–Not yet! Because for these, the Eternal Law follows an even slower 

process, due to the fact that their Egos are more developed and cut 

themselves the fluidic thread, transmitter of the Divine Intelligence that 

descends towards them, and they slowly grab it back towards 

themselves. 

“–The Law is more lenient, –I said, thinking I understood it that way. 

“–Or perhaps more severe, according to the point of view from which 
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one looks at the matter, – he responded–. 

"I don’t know what’s more dreadful: the fiery darts of the justice legions 

or the slow disintegration of those horrible astral corpses, which give the 

spiritual observer the creepy, terrifying image of arms, legs, heads, 

organs of astral matter separated from the rest of the specter, and still 

continuing to agitate in contortions of life that struggles to prolong itself. I 

just left them in that dreadful struggle to come to this oasis of divine love. 

Because that’s what this cavern is, Antulius: a cavern that shelters those 

who suffer, hope, and love like you. Wherever a love like yours vibrates, 

there’s light of dawn, the fresh water of springs and flowering meadows 

that illuminate the stars of the Eternal.  

“–Can't these peoples–I asked– who tear themselves apart in such a 

dreadful way for the possession of a mountain of iron, copper, and 

precious stones, not be contained by the Divine Power that chains the 

winds and storms?  

“–Oh, no, Antulius, my brother! For among the lives that are cut off by 

war are two categories of spirits, who by the Eternal Law, must change 

the path of their evolution: The semi-vampires, who can still hope for 

redemption, taking body in species of giant monkeys and other similar 

forms in globes of preparation to introduce the human kingdom; and the 

vampires, who must abandoned by their Egos on that moon that 

illuminates you and appears so bright and beautiful from afar. You well 

know that the physical incarnation of a Messiah produces great changes 

in the humanity that inhabits that planet; and although he appears 

dejected at the bottom of a cavern, the Eternal Law watches so that not 

a single one of your tears, not a single one of your sacrifices will be in 

vain. If so many spirits of great opposing force return to take physical 

matter on this Earth, what will become of the doctrine of Antulius in a few 

years' time?  

“–Tell me, Aelohin, are there many unfortunate beings who must be 

led from this Earth to our moon to suffer disintegration? 

“–They are less than those that were on Mars, coming from Pollux and 

Regulus. You know that our Brother Gedullah is a very strong, capable 

spirit, and yet he’s sometimes deeply moved in his inner self by the 

terrifying vengeance that the powerful on Mars carried out under the 

pretense of justice. Hence why this planet has been rightly called the Red 

Warrior of the Heavens by ancient astrologers. The spiritually and 

physically weak beings don't stay long there because they’re eliminated 

immediately, not by means of violent murder but by subjecting them to 

the hardest tests of endurance, strength, audacity, in which most of them 

are exemplary, leaving far behind the strongest of this Earth, and 

naturally they leave their physical life in those tests. The most warlike 

races that have come to this planet have mostly been spirits originating 
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from Mars, since there they look with great sympathy upon the Earth, 

which is to them the evening star, as Venus is to Earth. Through spiritual 

notification, there it is known that the terrestrial humanity is inferior to that 

of Mars under the point of view of the Martians. For them there’s no other 

greatness than that which gives strength, dexterity, courage, and 

audacity, in everything concerning fighting against each other. And 

sometimes they migrate to this planet in legions to take advantageous 

positions among this humankind, which they consider weak and 

apathetic. These warrior legions of Mars, come by Divine Justice, when 

the terrestrial humanity, more advanced in superior knowledge and in the 

feeling of fraternal love, has forgotten the principles of its Law and has 

given itself to vices and corruptions that are already forbidden to 

earthlings by their level of evolution. 

“–But, what doctrine does our brother Gedullah, incarnated there, 

teach if he cannot speak about love, fraternity, tolerance, and softness of 

manners to that humanity? What God do the Martians adore if they do 

not adore God Love? – I asked my brother Aelohin. 

“–If the Messiah Instructor of that humankind wants to be heard, he 

must put himself in tune with what can be understood and assimilated by 

them. As so he seeks to make them progress based on the principles of 

the Power of Justice, Energy, and the Eternity of God. 

“In Mars there are no hereditary dynasties; instead, the Sovereigns 

and Chiefs of peoples are the winners of terrible tests of skill, courage, 

audacity, endurance, and justice. There neither compassion nor charity 

are understood, and no one expects it either, but each one strives to the 

point of unspeakable effort to be self-sufficient, and when they are 

completely exhausted, the few who don't die in wars or fights, stoically 

take their own lives, because they interpret that it is justice to end a 

useless life. 

And their religious belief in a strong, powerful, and justiciary God leads 

them to believe that when they die, they will enter directly to be illustrious 

soldiers in the winged and glorious legions of that God, which they only 

understand as the maximum of strength, power and justice. 

“It would seem that the physical structure of that planet cooperates 

with the views of that humanity. Mars is a planet of very little water. There 

are no open oceans as in this and other planets in the vast Universe. Its 

small mediterranean seas maintain a current of thoughts and 

homogeneous ideals, as if the overcrowding in which races coexist 

spread the same way of feeling and thinking. And being their points of 

view all convergent towards the greatness emanated from powers 

acquired by force, by audacity, courage, and skill, races continually clash 

against each other, and it seems to them that the time they spend without 

fighting and without conquering is wasted. 
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“– How bad I would feel if I were to be the instructor of that 

humanity!...– I exclaimed, saddened by the miserable spiritual state that, 

in my opinion, the Martians were in, and for recognizing my smallness 

before the enormous burden of carrying such a humanity on my 

shoulders. 

“–Well, that's why you’re not there, –Aelohin replied to me–. Terrestrial 

humanity follows the paths taken by the humanity of Venus, of Alpha, of 

Castor and Pollux, and above all of Vhega, that white bride of the infinite 

blue, whose radiant bridal veil, embroidered with white roses, is stretched 

out after it for immeasurable distances, in that immense nebula of 18 

million suns26. In the kingdom of the Eternal there are infinite dwellings 

and each one of us occupies those where we should be. 

"In that immeasurable organism that we call the Universe, greatest 

beings as well as the most insignificant, occupy the place that 

corresponds to them with mathematical precision. Only the thoughts and 

acts of the Intelligent being are sometimes outside the Law, as allowed 

by the Law of Free Will. 

“–Tell me, Aelohin, since you come from Mars, isn't there a suitable 

place for me to visit our brother Gedullah, to draw from him the strength 

and energy that I lack, and to give him in return the love and tenderness 

that I have in abundance?  

“–Oh, yes, Antulius, my brother! Your matter is much more subtle than 

the one he has had to take to act among that humanity, that is all force, 

severity, and rigidity. But you must exercise certain precautions. For 

example, before penetrating into the dense and reddish atmosphere of 

Mars, strongly evoke Gedullah, and he with his close disciples will come 

out to receive you in order to open for you a path appropriate to your 

radiance and sensitivity. Otherwise, it could bring you serious 

consequences, to the detriment of your mental body and your physical 

body. 

"In the center of one of the Mediterranean seas of Mars, there’s a 

large, deserted and lonely island. This island is destined as a stay for the 

final days of those who, due to their lack of physical strength and moral 

strength, cannot be useful to anyone, and don’t have the courage to open 

their chest with a knife. On that island, despicable refuge of the useless, 

according to the feeling of the Martians, our brother Gedullah has opened 

his mystical school. Our brother, having incarnated in a medium social 

position, has risen far above that humankind, by his brilliant works of 

architecture, as an admirable mathematician and chemist. Only his 

disciples know that he’s the Instructor Messiah of that humanity, and they 

             

 
26 Alluding to the Milky Way galaxy. 
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only appreciate in him his great talent, his daring constructions, his 

solutions to problems that other minds have not been able to solve, and 

his chemical combinations, with one of which he purified a mountain of 

metals and precious stones in a few hours, work that would have taken 

many years and many human lives to separate lands and cliffs that 

covered them. 

“As a result of this, the most powerful monarchs gathered and told him 

to ask for whatever he most desired as a reward for his great services. 

To everyone's surprise, he asked for the possession of that solitary 

island, lost in the middle of a Mediterranean Sea, far from all coasts. And 

they granted it to him supposing that his talent would bring something 

stupendous and grandiose out of that despicable place. His disciples with 

their relatives formed there like a colony, where large plantations provide 

them with what is necessary for material sustenance. Small ships put him 

in contact with that humanity, to which he goes very often to transmit his 

knowledge wherever it is requested. There he has his Sanctuary-School 

of Superior Knowledge and there he will receive you. And the unhappy 

refugees on the island will perhaps remind you of terrestrial humankind, 

where those battered by an adverse nature are only partially protected. 

“Antulius, my brother of centuries, the sweetness of your oasis keeps 

me more than it should! The ineffable sweetness of your love has 

refreshed and sweetened my being! Sweet magician of Merciful Love, 

you advance along your eternal path, sowing roses and lilies of love and 

peace!... Your chalice is full of honey and honeydew! Your wedding 

garment is interwoven with roses and tears! Wizard of compassion and 

mercy, I seem to see following you a whole humanity of martyrs, sowers 

of white roses, of pious tenderness, and of red roses of merciful love! 

"My mother disappeared at that instant amidst the golden brightness 

emanating from Aelohin, who, brushing the waters of the fountain, 

enveloped us in soft comforting and vigorous effluvia, and vanished in the 

faint glow shed by our lighted candles.  

"A serene stillness, amidst the deepest silence, enabled us to return 

from the ecstasy in which we had been plunged, as we listened to 

Aelohin. And my mother, more sensitive and more subtle, who had felt 

more intimately the powerful vibration of our brother, withdrew to her 

private chamber, unable to bear without a nervous breakdown the rude 

vibrations of human words. 

"The flood of spiritual happiness that our brothers of evolution poured 

over us, shouldn’t make us forget the anguishing moments that the 

terrestrial humanity to which we belonged was going through.   As so, all 

my disciples, who were in total seven times twenty, rushed to the streets 

and squares of the great city where a chorus of groans and pitiful cries 

indicating to us where the wounded were lying. They were falling in 
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heaps, by the darts, thrown from long distances, or by the collapse of 

buildings hit by catapults, or embraced by incendiary torches, and by 

numerous means of sowing pain and death that the warriors had invented 

for the mere possession of that mountain of precious metals.  

"Our hearts seemed to tear in pieces at the sight of so many pains. 

Men, women, and children, mutilated and broken and still alive, forced us 

to seek shelter for them in the great caverns under the existing temples 

in the capital, and even in the caves of the amphitheater circuses, where 

they kept the beasts destined to fight and die to amuse those people 

drunk with ferocity. And with our souls charged with pain, compassion, 

and horror, my close disciples and I returned to our seclusion, while the 

others went to their homes. 

"In the fountain of our cavern, which Aelohin had vitalized with waves 

of Divine Energy, we sought the physical and astral purification from the 

heavy effluvium that the contact with the suffering terrestrial humanity had 

made the air heavy and suffocating for us to breathe. 

"No matter how hard we tried, we were not all able to remove from our 

minds the horrors we had witnessed and hence we were not able to form 

a psychic vault adequate for higher Intelligences to reach our physical 

plane. To our invocation came, through the hypnosis of Tilkare, the one 

who had been Senior Guardian of the Sanctuary where I had been 

consecrated Master of Spiritual Science, who had disincarnated a few 

years before. Out of great affection for me, he was appointed by the Great 

Council to clothe me with the linen mantle, to place on my right hand the 

olivewood staff, and to cover me with the pallium, the three great 

ceremonies used for a disciple to be listened to as Master in the Schools 

of Divine Wisdom. 

"I called him my father, because he was truly my father spiritually, and, 

even in the material order, I can say that he replaced the author of my 

days, who had disincarnated in my childhood. 

"–Because I want to continue to deserve the glory of you calling me 

father, I come to you in these tremendous days of anguish and 

disturbance, – he said as soon as the sensitive fell into hypnosis. 

"Our clairvoyant faculty allowed us to see him clearly. We were 

surprised not to see him covered as usual with the linen mantle and that 

instead of the olive staff with which he usually appeared to us, he was 

covered with a bright, vivid blue tunic, and in his right hand a luminous 

rod of a bright red color, as if it were an iron reddened by fire. The blue 

light of his tunic and the red light of his staff of fire, formed a beautiful red 

and blue glow, which shone with rainbow light. 

“–Welcome, my father, –I said as soon as I recognized him–, but you 

come in such a different attire from the usual, that I sense some serious 

disturbance.   
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“–Circumstances –he said–, oblige the disincarnated to change their 

fluidic garments, just as the incarnated change their clothes sometimes, 

according to the places and the people they’re going to meet. Don't you 

recognize in my clothing anything that reminds you of your great brother 

Okmayah? 

“–True! –I exclaimed, staring at him fixedly–. It is the blue tunic and 

the red fire dart of Okmayah's workers. 

“–To help you in this difficult hour of your divine mission, – he said–I 

asked Okmayah for a place among his legions, and from this moment I 

am your immediate Guardian, the living shadow that will follow you 

everywhere. Ever since this disastrous war was unleashed, provoke by 

perverse beings who want to crush your work, you are the target of the 

invisible arrows of the legions of evil. Therefore, keep in a safe place all 

that you have written for the humanity of the future, because losing the 

treasures of Wisdom that you’ve received is a greater evil than losing your 

physical life. 

"This barbaric strife, unlike any other on the continent, – continued 

Felar, which was his name, – originally stems from... you cannot imagine 

what dreadful forces are at work!... that mountain for which they tear each 

other to pieces and kill each other, has been there for three centuries.  

"–How come that before it didn’t occur to men to find in it the high 

value they now find in it? 

"–It was already explained that it was a bolide, a meteorite fallen from 

space, the remains of an old sun extinguished and undone. When that 

star reached decrepitude, all organic life was exhausted in it, but an 

undertow of parasitic spirits, eternal sluggards, incapable of any effort to 

rise to a better situation, remained clinging like mollusks on the rocks. 

And the Eternal Energy, by tearing apart that globe, whose force of 

attraction could not keep it in the orbit of its System any longer, also 

forced those parasites to look for a place in the planets of vigorous 

activity. Clinging to that huge meteorite like a mountain, were those 

unfortunate beings. And in a long astral journey they traversed the space 

like an exhalation. Some of them fell on this place of the Earth, others on 

Mars, others on Mercury and Uranus, because due to the location of the 

broken star it was our system that should receive its debris. 

"While the meteorite mountain was ignored and unknown, those 

sleeping intelligences attached to it have not made themselves known at 

all. They only swarmed around the meteorite, like bats in the rubble, the 

remains of the old planet which was their last stellar abode. And it was 

their strong effluvia that drove away the incomers who sometimes sought 

to settle in those areas. But it happened that one of the monarchs of the 

countries in question was advised by an ill-intentioned augur to begin 

excavations, and that was enough for that Legion of parasitic spirits to be 



 420 

taken as elements of discord by the forces of evil, to produce this 

tremendous catastrophe. Because these beings have chosen for their 

own harm, the path that ends in disintegration, they let themselves be 

dragged along by the current that leads them more easily. And thus, a 

matter that could’ve been resolved peacefully by owning the mountain in 

equal parts among the four countries that dispute it, is caught in a dreadful 

armed conflict in which all are equally harmed. 

"But Okmayah, your great brother, watches over your mission and 

over you, and his blue Legions with red darts have been deployed around 

the mountain that has kindled the hatreds and avarices of men. Okmayah 

sends me to warn you, Antulius, my son, that you should leave this city 

towards the countryside in the east, to free yourselves from the strong 

shake that a seismic movement will cause in the mountain of the tragedy. 

In those lands, already disturbed by the fall of the enormous meteorite 

that penetrated so deeply into the surface of the planet, the workers of 

Okmayah have produced an enormous crack that extends to the sea. And 

before the next moon the mountain of treasures will sink under the 

waters, dragging in the catastrophe part of the countries that surround it. 

"Before the fatal deadline arrived, we secretly warned all those whom 

we thought capable of understanding us. And without attracting much 

attention we took cover from the announced catastrophe, which was 

delayed a few days beyond the set date. 

"When we returned, a part of our School was converted into rubble, 

and we had to confine ourselves to the part that had been the temple of 

the very ancient cults of Dyaus. This forced us to carry out great mental 

works for the fluidic purification of the environment, especially in the 

enormous sepulchral vaults of the ancient priestly dynasties, where 

fanatic spirits attached to their mummified corpses continued to perform 

their rites, to the great astonishment of those who were clairvoyant. They 

were many hundreds of priests, augurs and pythonesses, who had 

fluidically formed everything they had had in the physical plane to carry 

out the ceremonies of their cult, full of pomposity: the priestly vestments, 

the vessels of the libations, the fountains of the offerings, the resins of 

the sacred plants that they burned in great censers full of fire, the white 

birds whose wings and tails they stripped to weave with them the cloak 

of the High Priest, and even the maidens of golden hair, which they cut 

very short as offering to Dyaus, whose enormous statue was hidden by a 

transparent curtain all woven with the hair of the virgins, who had been 

consecrated to him. 

"For those of us who spiritually observed all that fluidic activity, so alive 

and tangible, apparently with beings and things formed of astral matter 

by the formidable thoughts of that priestly caste, which had spent long 

centuries cultivating the mental force taken to the greatest powers, it 
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seemed impossible to us to put an end to all that world of forces and 

activities that unfolded with the greatest naturalness, just as they could 

have done in physical life. 

"Our mental concentrations were interrupted daily, for as soon as we 

entered the invocation precinct and opened our minds to the spiritual 

world, we were immediately presented with all that fluidic scenario that 

we could not control. 

"It was necessary for my brother Okmayah, with his Blue Legionaries, 

to appear three consecutive times to dominate that blind religious 

fanaticism, which retained that multitude of spirits stuck in their rites and 

automaton ceremonies without seeking their spiritual progress at all. We 

were able to understand that they were not evil but unaware of what’s the 

true progress of the soul and its eternal destinies. Okmayah dismantled 

and undid with marvelous rapidity all those fluidic creations of astral 

matter, which we saw unraveling and disintegrating as in thin strands, in 

shreds, in particles that at the end formed as small swirls of grayish mists. 

And finally, the spirits were left naked, as if shivering with cold, 

dispossessed of all that fantastic splendor. And the workers of Okmayah 

were taking them out in small groups and leading them inside the physical 

plane towards the homes that were in conditions to receive spirits in new 

incarnations. And they left them in the care of the Intelligences that in 

each home prepare and protect the incarnation of the souls in a new 

material form. 

"But there were many among them who were not ready for a new 

incarnation, because excessive religious fanaticism, based of pure 

formulas, had greatly delayed the time for them to give an account to their 

Ego or Higher Self of their performance in the last life, which is what we 

call the awakening of consciousness to the true life of the disembodied 

spirit. And all these were taken to the plane which, in our schools of higher 

knowledge, we call The Mirrors, which is where the soul sees clearly 

reflected its acts, one by one, from the time it began until the end of its 

last life. 

"There, the soul accounts for its actions, evaluates its good and bad 

deeds, after which comes the predisposition for a new physical 

incarnation. 

"The great Intelligences spend their centuries of life in the spiritual 

world in these great works of redemption of souls and of reciprocal 

assistance to the Guides of Humanities. These are assisted by Legions 

of disciples, who in the astral or ethereal planes of each planet continue 

at the orders of those who were their Masters or Guides, while they were 

part of incarnated humanities. 

"In this way was cleared our spiritual Sanctuary. The infinity of 

mummies now slept in stillness within its thick stone walls. Their 
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existence was only perceived to the outside by the engravings that 

existed in the sepulchral slabs, but those were covered with wide curtains 

of blue silk, so that not even the memory of them could disturb our mental 

stillness. 

"Our psychic vault was slowly forming and on the sixth day we had the 

spiritual visit of Vhega, one of the Seventy. She was the Messiah of the 

world of her name but at that time was free in the spiritual world. Her 

beautiful symbol-name: Light of Life, was a magnificent promise come 

true for the brother imprisoned in matter, in such a fateful hour as I was 

going through in my fourth messianic life. 

"Vhega or Belya is synonymous with beautiful. She has made her 

evolution almost always in feminine incarnations, and through paths of 

abnegations and sacrifices of supreme loves of heroic maternities. And 

upon reaching the Messianic Kingdom or World of the Messiahs, she 

joined the glorious ranks called: Eternal Spouses. Those feminine spirits 

appear as beautiful adolescents, who come and go on the immeasurable 

wave of Divine Energy, which I have already mentioned when describing 

the inhabitants of the superior worlds. They are the ones who took living 

substance from the wave in which they eternally float, and gave beautiful 

forms of flowers, birds, dragonflies, and precious infants, which they 

launch toward the physical worlds as prototypes of beings that will form 

among those incarnated in the worlds, kingdoms and species that 

correspond to them. They are also the guardians of the abodes destined 

for the Egos, as those who have pondered on my previous descriptions 

and narrations will recall. 

“Knowing who is Vhega, one can better appreciate the magnificent 

radiation of her visit to our spiritual hall. 

"The soft perfume of autumn flowers, the most tender melodies of 

lutes and the faint glow of a golden sunset, combined with our intense 

longing to climb the spiritual worlds to drink light, streams of divine life, 

and infinite love. So softly we fell into the purest and most sublime ecstasy 

that the hands of the musical performers became still as doves asleep on 

the strings, and even our breathing was muffled in the deep and subtle 

wave of the great waiting silence... Something like an immense white 

lamp, as if formed of snowflakes and moonbeams, was drawn in our 

minds. And when the vision was taking well-defined forms, a very 

beautiful adolescent appeared on our mental horizon, but of a radiant, 

ideal beauty, with transparencies of white gauze that, when undulating 

softly, produced a caressing and melodious breeze, because it seemed 

that all of Her was singing..., that all of Her was a divine verse, or the 

most delicate note of the most delicate love song. 

"A kind of dazzle absorbed us all as if even the beating of the heart 

had stopped, to allow us to be intimately united with that piece of divinity, 
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which enveloped us in its indescribable splendors. And completely 

enveloping in the whiteness of her snowy gauzes the body of my mother, 

who was already in hypnosis, she spoke to us as follows: 

“–Antulius, spouse soul of Odina, who weeps and groans on Earth, far 

from the great loves that were your light and your glory!... A twin sister of 

your radiant companion of centuries brings you the divine message of the 

higher heavens where your Ego vibrates, like the enormous loving heart 

that makes all your lives turn around the Supreme Sun of Eternal Love. 

“Pilgrim of centuries through the dark and painful paths of Merciful 

Love! each fallen soul is like a tearing of yourself, leaving shreds of your 

own vitality in each being elevated to the sacred portico of human 

intelligence by your own effort and by your love. 

"In this glorious stage of your eternal life, the Divine Majesty has given 

free course to its inimitable laws. Hence, you’ve had around you all that 

was necessary for you to give to humanity, which is your paternal 

inheritance, the maximum of light, knowledge, and wisdom, adaptable to 

the mentalities of the terrestrial plane. Numerous doctrines, religions, and 

philosophies will emerge in future humankind from this life of yours, over 

which the vessel of Divine Wisdom has overflowed. Happy those who 

drink the clear water, as it was poured from your enlightened soul! 

"Happy those who pour it into other hearts, in the same state of purity 

as they drank it! 

"This would be a divine reverie in souls like yours, who have reached 

messianism, but there should be no room for such an illusion in you, 

knowing the scarce evolution of humanity that you have accepted as a 

field of labor. And knowing its marked tendencies to materialize what is 

immaterial, to lower to the level of the physical senses what is destined 

only to the elevated domains of the mind... Stretch out your sight to the 

distant continents that will shelter the civilizations of the future, when this 

one, which received your physical matter, will have disappeared under 

the waters of the sea. 

"In some of these continents you’ll see that the Eternal Principle, which 

is carried by the incarnated beings in their material urns (physical bodies) 

where the divine and immortal spark is kept life after life, will one day 

engender the frightful aberration that the Absolute, the Infinite, the Eternal 

Energy, God, comes down to Earth at the spell of magic words 

pronounced by an insignificant mortal, to be enclosed in a sacred bun, 

which is kept in vessels of burnished gold in urns of silver and precious 

stones. 

"On other continents you’ll see that your principles of abnegation, 

sacrifices, and renunciations to give peace, light, and love to humanity, 

will be interpreted in the material, coarse and even criminal sense of 

physical tortures, of bloodshed, as a means to appease the anger of an 
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irate and avenging God. They will interpreted in the exhaustion of the 

physical body which they torment with all kinds of excesses, rendering it 

useless for the great duties of solidarity, of work and the perpetuation of 

the species. 

"From the higher planes that you’ve visited, as well as from the lower 

worlds that have overwhelmed your soul with anguish, such frightful 

sophisms will arise in the future that when you return to Earth in another 

life of yours, you’ll be greatly surprised by so many aberrations. And you’ll 

have to occupy yourself with cleaning and weeding your mutilated plants, 

your crystalline streams loaded with mud, your magnificent lamps 

obscured by thick layers of resin and smoke.  

"Nevertheless, praise God, Antulius, my brother of centuries, for this 

mother through whom I speak to you and these disciples who surround 

you today will be the guardians of the Eternal Truth that you deliver to the 

Humankind of the present hour by Divine mandate. And it will be 

transmitted from them to others, from ear to ear, from soul to soul. And it 

will be eternally a living spark kept in the eternal and immortal urn of the 

few souls of firmness and loyalty to you. These will prefer to die in many 

lives, martyrs of their alliance with you, to keep your light burning 

throughout all the centuries to come... 

"Antulius, beloved brother, begotten like me to immortality and love by 

our Father Sirius, your painful exile will only last 80 more moons! You will 

be wise in the Wisdom of God, if you use this time to fortify the Eternal 

Truth in those who will follow you and guard it so that when again you 

return to another physical life, you’ll still find your lamp burning and clear 

water in your fountain. That way another new sacrifice of yours won't be 

ruined by the absolute backwardness of souls, for lack of light to enlighten 

them and clear water to quench their thirst. 

"Peace and Love upon you and those around you, Antulius!... Word of 

God made man, Light of God made flesh! Reflection of the Divine 

splendor turned into a man who prays, who thinks, who suffers and who 

loves!" 

“A deep silence followed these words, a gentle touch on our 

foreheads, that were lifted to the infinite heavens... It was the fluidic kiss 

of Vhega that left us in that kiss the divine vibration of her peace, her 

sweetness, and her love. 

“As if by secret intuition or the inner voice of my Higher Self, I 

understood that my loving sister Vhega had paved the way for something 

greater and subtler than what I had received until then from the higher 

realms of love and light. What would it be? I couldn’t tell, but I hoped, but 

I waited. 

"So, I invited my mother, my two Elder masters who had been my 

teachers together with Felar, and my young disciples, for a deep 



 425 

concentration during ten consecutive days. The war had ended with the 

sinking of the treasure mountain, and although the survivors were 

burdened with pain, many of them wounded and sick, we had regained 

our calm, which allowed us to continue our spiritual and material works. 

 "The treasures donated by Sisard of Ophekuan were destined to the 

support of the maidens of the boarding school, which I already 

mentioned, and to the relief of the helpless elderly, the orphans and the 

sick without family. We lived from our manual work, which we did together 

or separately, depending on what was available to us. In our workshop 

we worked in clay, in fine carvings, in wood, in metal engravings, in the 

preparation of large sheets of waxed cloth and tablets for all kinds of 

writings. 

“The manufacture of reeds and various plant fibers was the branch of 

manual labor with which most of my disciples earned their livelihood. This 

was our law, and we couldn’t fail to comply with it. Our concentration was 

of such a nature that our workshop seemed to be for deaf-mutes because 

the work was done in complete silence. And when the work was finished, 

each person retired to their private dwelling, seeking the serenity and 

mental stillness that was necessary for us. At sunrise and sunset, we 

gathered in the prayer room, scented with the virgin wax that was burned 

in the candles and with the fragrant resins that burned in our censers. 

"The sacred music that was only used for the great invocations was 

creating a subtle wave of divine harmonies around us. 

"Our food was reduced to vegetables in oil, bread and fruits. Daily 

baths purified our material urn and continuous acts of repentance of our 

imperfections purified our spirit. When the tenth day dawned, the snowfall 

was heavier than on previous days; it would seem that a great veil of 

betrothal had fallen over our orchard. 

"The deeper our silence, the deeper our inner feeling. We had to stop 

our manual work because the wave of Divine Love that enveloped us was 

so intense that it hindered us from making sudden movements and from 

following with our minds the diverse operations proper to each work. And 

when the evening of the tenth day arrived, my mother's zither was the 

first to call for the invocation. That day we we changed our wheat-colored 

tunics for the linen mantle, for my disciples had arrived at the 

corresponding portal. Why all this? My disciples thought: "The Master 

knows why He wanted it that way". And I didn’t really know anything, but 

my soul was waiting with supreme anxiety. 

"Something immense and sublime seemed to overflow of itself, and 

an uncontainable longing that led me at times to think that I was no longer 

a being of this Earth. It will be well understood, then, that at the beginning 

of the invocation, the whole external world disappeared for us, and our 

mental and emotional world opened like a flower of fire before the Eternal 
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Love that absorbed us. It was an ecstasy such as I’ve never felt or seen 

in my life. The lutes had fallen silent but other harmonies had replaced 

them: they were the snow-white floating robes of Vhega and her 

companions, who like a procession of white living lamps floated before 

us, weaving with their luminous hands, something like a radiant tunnel, 

whose beginning we saw beside us, but whose end was lost in a distant 

abyss of multicolored light. 

"The tunnel seemed to widen more and more, and the melodies to 

intensify their sounds in incomparable softness. So intense did the 

explosion of light become that we ceased to see the tender adolescent 

creators of that radiant path, and suddenly, something like a great vivid 

pink star stood before us. Its presence so overwhelmed us that we fell to 

our knees and bowed our heads in deep wave of dismay. 

"I felt like two soft wings forcing me to rise, and then I saw that that 

pink star, of such sovereign radiation, had a most beautiful face crowned 

with hair that were strands of golden light, deep and sweet blue eyes that 

looked at me, while two caressing hands rested on my head.  

“–It is I, son of my love of centuries! –said a deep, serene voice that 

seemed to reverberate within my own being. –Did you think that when 

you reached the maturity of your spiritual life, your father would abandon 

you to your own strength, as material parents abandon those they begot? 

The creations of the Soul absorbed by Eternal Love are eternal like It. 

The covenants consecrated by Divine Love are also Divine like It. Tender 

moss of my sepulchral tiles, perfumed violet of the orchards of my 

Sanctuary, loving turtledove of my turrets, playful swallow at my windows, 

lamb of my meadows, and one day son of my own heart! Who shall take 

me away from you, if the Eternal Law enveloped you in the folds of my 

mantle, and made you as a strand of my hair, as a radiance of my gaze, 

as a beat of my own heart? 

"After this fourth messianic incarnation was carried out in the most 

favorable astral conjunctions that can be given in the millenary history of 

the manifestations of Higher Intelligences on physical planes, the Eternal 

Law has been able to overflow its infinite greatness over you, wrapped in 

the heavy matter of your adopted planet. 

" Antulius, my son, drink with supreme eagerness, because not always 

in your future lives on Earth will the infinite heavens overflow like this, to 

flood you with light, wisdom, and love! 

"Sixty children, martyrs like you, are scattered in the worlds of this 

Universe, but not all of them have at this time the favorable circumstances 

that you have, to make possible this eternal embrace between the Father 

glorified by the Law, and the son also captive by His Law. 

"The culminating hour of your sacrifice is approaching. Your alliance 

brothers and I contemplate you from a distance; the angels of God 
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prepare your triumph and write in the archives of the Light the teaching 

with which you mark directions for the future humanity. Courage, Antulius, 

beloved son since long ages!... There will be times when you will see that 

everything created by you sinks into an abyss of ignorance, evil, 

selfishness and misery. You yourself will believe that you’re sinking with 

the ruins of all that your heart of man, your soul of Messiah, and your light 

of the Word of God created with affections! ... But fear nothing, because 

since all of it was created, sustained, and taught by you according to the 

Law, the Law will preserve it and save it, even if it means opening the 

bowels of the mountains to hide in them what must live until the end of 

the centuries! And with the sovereign powers of the Eternal Energy which 

makes thousands of millions of worlds roll in the blue space, I tell you in 

this hour of my approach to you: " Antulius, beloved son from long ages, 

I bless you and my blessing is like the imperishable seal that I put on your 

works of Messiah, which no force will be able to destroy because the 

eternity of God is in them! 

"I had tenderly embraced the radiant and subtle body of my father 

Sirius, and as if diluted in his love, in his sovereign irradiation, I lost the 

notion of my own existence. And I only remember having perceived the 

rosy radiance of a sun that was moving away, while I, bathed in my softest 

weeping, continued to listen to his words, as if the echo was repeating 

them in the deepest part of my being. Aelohin, my alliance brother, 

immediately appeared before me with tender attentiveness. 

"It would seem that he sought to fill in part the immense void left 

around me by the great Intelligence who was leaving. That's what I 

thought, and that's what he said: 

" – Those changes are too hard for the ecstatic soul. Presence and 

absence, there you have two circumstances so significantly opposed that 

they can both produce states of love or pain of such a formidable intensity 

as to cause imbalance in the psyche of the individual. And even more so, 

when one acts as you do, from a plane as inferior as the Earth. Calm 

down – he said to me, at the same time that with his effluvia he tried to 

comfort my companions, whose doubles seemed to be in more 

exhaustion than I was. They gave me the impression of a deep 

numbness. When we regain back the perfect use of our faculties, Aelohin 

launched himself as in a rapid flight, crossing the ether and terrestrial 

atmosphere, and we all found ourselves in our material urns, which were 

waiting for us, submissive and silent in the serene stillness of our sacred 

chamber. 

“–Poor matter of mine – I thought with pity and love – so far, you 

haven’t failed me in responding to all my longings. 

"Aelohin embodied immediately through Hilkar's hypnosis and 

announced to us in brief words that on the next moon we could continue 
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our interplanetary journeys to complete the studies on the disincarnated 

Intelligences and the consequences of their good or bad deeds. He 

recommended mental rest during the waiting period and outdoor walks 

along the banks of the great rivers, in the prairies and countryside 

neighboring the great capital. Obeying his advice, we mingled for a few 

days with the reed farmers, the market gardeners, and the shepherds of 

the region. My mother, with her wards and the wives of my disciples, 

sometimes came to keep us company, prepare our meals and gather 

medicinal herbs. Grateful for my advice to alleviate their physical ailments 

or family disorders, they showered us with gifts in such a way that we had 

to rent a few donkeys to transport the large bundles of reeds, baskets of 

fruits and sacks of freshly harvested vegetables to our abode. The 

shepherds gave us gazelles and lambs, which we were obliged to accept 

so as not to cause them grief with a rejection. And even two slave mothers 

sold to my mother their little slave daughters, who would have had to form 

part of a brothel and circus, owned by their master, had they not found 

this opportunity of rescue. The master, greatly satisfied with the price paid 

by my mother, tried to sell her more, because he said he had in his human 

herd, a few dozen of those lizards, as he called them. 

"Indignation choked my voice in my throat. Hilkar and Sisard, who 

understood this and who were the only ones with large fortunes at their 

disposal, took the man aside to negotiate with him. 

"Our return was therefore accompanied by that mourning procession. 

But in order to avoid drawing attention while entering the city, each of my 

disciples, their wives, and my mother, took a portion of them to enter at 

different times and by different doors. They were 36 girls and 29 boys, 

with whom the first colony or Brotherhood, as it was later called, was 

formed. 

"My brother of alliance, Okmayah, came by means of hypnosis in the 

first invocation to the Divinity that we made after the resting period 

advised to us. 

“–You have learned– he said –the paths of the disincarnated 

Intelligences according to their deeds, from the lowest and most terrible, 

to the highest and most sublime that the terrestrial human mind can 

comprehend. And all this in distant stars, planets, and satellites. 

"The Eternal Law now grants you to spiritually explore the astral 

sphere of the Earth, which is your present abode. It is a kind of spherical 

and transparent nebula, many miles thick, formed of living substance, 

under the aspects of gaseous and etheric, but very subtle. Among its 

many concentric layers, the first is the Earth's own atmosphere, whose 

properties and constituent elements are already known. Besides, your 

exploration will be spiritual, not physical. Prepare, then, to follow me, for 

I will be waiting for you on the highest tower of this Sanctuary! 
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"Tilkare woke up and we immediately moved to the adjoining room, 

where we had always arranged our reed bed-couches where the walls 

were completely closed to the outside, with no other door of access than 

through the Sanctuary, inaccessible to all the profane since sunset.  

"We could not all detach ourselves from our bodies at the same time, 

so we had to wait for one another, until we were all at Okmayah's side at 

the place of the appointment. 

“–Be prepared to be strong, –said our Guide to us, –for we shall 

encounter terrible manifestations of Divine Justice. 

"We passed tangent to the terrestrial atmosphere, abundantly 

populated by recently or fairly recently disincarnated Intelligences. 

Almost all of them unaware of having left matter. Therefore, they were 

suffering unutterable anguish on finding themselves in a strange place, 

without finding their relatives and acquaintances, and without being able 

to realize how or why they are in such a state. This category of 

Intelligences constitutes the great majority in this region and are the least 

suffering, for they are almost all ignorant rather than perverse, departing 

not long ago from the level immediately below. 

" we were able to see those who really suffer horrible tortures in great 

abysses or wells, or immense tunnels as if undermined in the same 

atmospheric mass, produced by the terrifying and frightful vision of all the 

crimes and wickedness they committed in their physical life, with the 

aggravating circumstance that they themselves are subjected to the 

tortures to which they condemned others. Almost all the magnates of 

Earth end up in these regions because they made victims out of the 

unfortunate popular masses whom they crushed with the immense iron 

machine of their brutal supremacy that the great means of power and 

wealth provided them. And a phenomenon occurs to these unfortunate 

beings, that drives them mad with despair and rage. 

"And Okmayah made us observe one of these as a case study. It was 

a sovereign who had been from the country of May-Oland, who had 

already been disincarnated 200 moons before. He had had all the sick, 

the maimed and the war captives, the old slaves, the decrepit or feeble 

children, and the women who could no longer be mothers, thrown to the 

wild beasts in his great circus arenas to celebrate the anniversary of a 

warlike conquest.  It seemed to him that he had done a splendid work of 

purification in his dominions, under the very wise theory, according to 

him, that those who were good for nothing should not enjoy the benefits 

of life. 

"It had been a ferocious slaughter of human beings, reduced to little 

pieces of flesh among the teeth and claws of the bloody, rabid beasts. 

The author of such a nefarious work saw himself ordering the slaughter, 

witnessing the dreadful tragedy from a throne erected for the purpose, 
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and he saw himself at the same time in each of his victims torn to pieces 

by the wild beasts. All those victims had his own body, his own face, they 

were himself, at least, that is how he saw it. And his "I" that ordered the 

killing, seeing himself going down to the circus to be devoured, ordered 

to suspend the slaughter, but no one obeyed him. And the miserable man 

writhed mad with anguish, seeing his own self in each one of those people 

torn to pieces and dead. 

"– How long must this wretch suffer such a dreadful torture? – I asked 

Okmayah, to see if we could relieve him in any way. 

“–Son of Merciful Love –he replied –I see your compassion 

overflowing from your alabaster vessel. The Law grants you to remedy it. 

Concentrate your thought so that he sees you in the center of the circus 

arena, and that the living forces that created the horrifying visions are 

disintegrated. 

"I obeyed Okmayah and saw myself among the wild beasts and the 

victims torn to pieces, still alive. Mentally, I commanded those forces to 

disintegrate, and they slowly vanished as if they were being erased from 

the stage or canvas on which they were captured. The unfortunate 

delinquent was left alone beside me, looking at me with eyes of 

astonishment and pain. 

"I, too, looked at him in silence, but begged Merciful Love to have 

mercy on him. And then, he threw himself at my feet sobbing and saying 

to me, '– If thou art the God of May-Oland, who hast frightened away my 

evil visions, take me out of this place, and I will commit no more iniquities 

in my life. 

"I understood the thought of Okmayah, who was near me, and 

accordingly was my answer: –The Divine Goodness frees you from the 

terrible images that tormented you, because your mind could only 

perceive what was your creation during as many years as your physical 

life lasted. You’ve said, ‘take me out of this place and I will commit no 

more iniquities in my life.’ If you persist in that thought, you yourself get 

out of the den in which your crimes had submerged you. You see now 

that you’re no longer in the circus arena and you don’t see the wild beasts, 

nor the human beings torn to pieces by them. You have left the place of 

your torments. But now you must prove with deeds that you deserve this 

Goodness of the Most High. 

"–Command, Lord, and I will obey you! – the delinquent said to me 

submissively. The thought of Okmayah came to me again: 

"–Look toward the physical plane, look at that green plain, toward the 

east of what was your great city, theater of all your iniquities. There is the 

cemetery of the humble, of the slaves, of all the victims of your injustice 

and your cruelty. 

"Okmayah's strong thought opened the dense atmosphere, as if it 
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were a curtain, and that Intelligence disturbed by its recent terrors, 

contemplated the consequences of its enormous crimes: Some young 

mothers in despair at the frightful end given to their sick or crippled little 

children had thrown themselves from the top of a cliff, and lay with their 

spirits attached to their corpses, which the birds of prey were gradually 

tearing to pieces. Others had gone mad and were running like angry 

ghosts through the cemeteries, where in a mass grave the bloody bones 

of the circus victims had been buried in heaps. 

"Elderly mothers who had escaped the tragic death by some particular 

circumstance, exhausted their last days in continuous weeping because 

they had seen their family decimated and their home razed to the ground 

by the iron will of the sovereign despot. He saw his magnificent 

mausoleum reduced to rubble by the catapults of the angry mobs, and 

his regal corpse covered in purple dragged to a dunghill amidst the curses 

of the mob, who vented their fury by kicking him and skewering him with 

pitchforks with which they threw him to and fro. He saw his sons tied up 

in dark dungeons in his own palace, his daughters raped by mobs of rabid 

slaves and then sold as slaves like their wives, and at last he saw his own 

mother throw herself from the highest tower of the castle, lest she should 

see the dreadful end of her race and her dynasty. 

“That poor being was stunned, and when the tragic parade was over, 

I told him these words: –"Behold your work! Do you understand the 

Justice of God? 

"Trembling with sobs, he threw himself before me, with his face 

pressed to my feet, saying to me: 'If you are the God of May-Oland, tell 

me what I must do to remedy so much evil. 

"Okmayah showed the place where the multitude of souls who had left 

physical life in the jaws of the wild beasts were found. All of them lay in 

the deep confusion proper to violent deaths, amid terror and horror. 

"And capturing the thought of Okmayah, I said to the repentant one: 

" – Your task will be to awaken from their painful lethargy all this 

multitude, whose lives you cut short before the time marked by the Law. 

You will become the servant of your victims, and when you have 

awakened all of them and obtained forgiveness from all of them, the Most 

High Lord of souls will grant you to return to physical life, together with all 

those souls to whom you will do as much good in the future as you have 

harmed in the past. 

"It is the only price at which you can buy your future peace and 

happiness. 

"That poor being was frightened at the first, when he saw the multitude 

of souls sleeping among almost impenetrable mists and fogs. 

"It looked like an immense camp of sleepers, whose astral bodies still 

preserved the vestiges and traces of the horrible carnage that caused 
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their death. 

"– Go! – I said to him, pointing my outstretched arm towards the 

sleepers, – Go with them and may God be with you to accomplish your 

task! –He bowed his forehead, overwhelmed with pain, and began to walk 

towards where my hand indicated. Then he stopped seeing me, but I saw 

him weeping bitterly, kneeling among that labyrinth of troubled souls in 

deep lethargy, none of whom showed any sign of hearing him, seeing 

him, or even sensing him. 

"Okmayah and my companions had witnessed the whole scene, 

although without being visible to the unfortunate King of May-Olandia, 

whose lavish power on the physical plane was reduced to such miserable 

conditions. 

" – How long do you think it will take this being to fulfill the task you 

have imposed on him? – Okmayah asked me when we left that region. 

" – About 30 moons, perhaps! – I answered, – That's so many! 

" – Thirty moons, you said? …You’re incarnated, and that prevents 

you from distinguishing the measures of the spiritual world. Thirty 

thousand moons, perhaps, will not be enough for this being to awaken 

this multitude of disturbed spirits! When he has managed to awaken them 

all, neither May-Oland nor the Atlantean continent will be visible under 

the sun, but under the waters of the sea. 

"And turning to Hilkar, my disciple, Okmayah said to him, "–"Perhaps 

it will be your duty, guardian of the teachings of Antulius, to meet that 

multitude when they newly awakened on the distant continent, where you 

will go with your divine treasure, when this my brother has conquered his 

place in the abode of love and light, where he will soon return27. 

"We continued advancing through the very subtle fog, which we have 

called the astral sphere of the Earth, whose vast proportions in terms of 

length and depth, I could not say in an exact measure. I only know that it 

ends where the astral spheres of the neighboring planets begin. This 

allows them to pass spirits from one sphere to another, when the Legion 

of Guardians who are the immediate superiors, consider it convenient for 

reasons of Law, as will be seen later. 

"In a great flight we were conducted by Okmayah to a distance which 

             

 
27 This announcement was fulfilled several centuries later when that King of Attica was 
dethroned and took his daughter and treasures to the Dakthylos of the Mount of Bees, 
to make the happiness of the humble slaves and workers, among whom were 
incarnated the souls that were awakened by the king of May-Oland, who was now 
incarnated in that king of Attica. This was the atonement for his past crimes, 
outpouring peace, and abundance in those who had been his victims, centuries 
before. Narrated in the book “Origins of Adamic Civilization” from the same author. 
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seemed to me extremely long, though always within the subtle mist 

already known. But so fast was our passage, at the speed of our Guide's 

thought, that we could perceive nothing concrete, until he stopped in a 

sort of arc, bypass, or border demarcated as by a wall of bluish and 

transparent clouds. And when I say wall, I want you to understand that 

it’s not solid matter like the wall on the physical plane, for in these regions 

everything is formed of gaseous and ethereal substances, also living 

forces, obedient to the mental mandate of the Superior Intelligences. 

“–Now, pay attention –Okmayah told us– to everything that will take 

place here in your presence. 

"I understood that he was waiting for a signal from the other side of 

the wall of bluish substance. 

"Suddenly, we saw a dizzying whirlpool forming in it, after which 

something like a great oval-shaped window or door remained open, 

beyond which a subtle mist of a most beautiful bright pink could be seen. 

And immediately we saw a being, dressed in a white robe, holding in his 

right hand a white candle, whose light flickered on and off at a constant 

rhythm, like those fireflies that flicker on and off on our earthly nights. A 

serene calmness was noticeable at first sight in that being, without the 

onlooker being able to be sure if it was serenity of joy or resignation, 

because both feelings seemed to be fused in him. He stood at the very 

edge of the large oval-shaped door. A few moments later, a double row 

of beings appeared, dressed in faded red robes, dotted with almost black 

spots, which took the changing form of dragonflies, blowflies, crickets, or 

lizards. This double row of beings radiated a deep sadness. They were 

mute, silent, with their eyes lowered, like they couldn’t perceive anything 

on their surroundings. From time to time another one of those beings in 

white robe and white candle appeared, which showed they were carrying 

out the duty of leading and illuminating their path, which perhaps for them 

would be unknown and dark. And when about 200 had passed the great 

door, the ten with the white candles remained at the very edge of the 

great window, therefore, at the rate of one for every twenty. I understood 

that strong thoughts of call were forcefully shaking the bluish cloud on the 

edge of which we were, and at once another ten beings in white robes 

and candles appeared next to us, with the same unshakeable serenity as 

the others. 

And Okmayah, pressed by my thought, expressed himself as follows: 

"They are the Candles of Piety, voluntary guardians that the Eternal Law 

allows to comfort during their long expiations the souls that cannot 

incarnate in physical planes, until they have erased by works and efforts 

made from the astral sphere, the most serious consequences of their 

mistakes to the detriment of their fellow men. 

"Those 200 beings are the outcasts of your neighbor Venus, who, 
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endowed with a great potential for love, are sent to the astral sphere of 

the Earth, where they must incarnate to be receivers in the future of the 

powerful currents of love that will come in your next incarnation, beloved 

brother Antulius. They still have much grime to purge, and they are 

already out of Law on Venus, but for your Earth they mean an advanced 

legion because they are already capable of great currents of love. 

“–According to that, – I said – it will take them many centuries for them 

to take physical matter, for if they are to come when I return..., and I 

haven’t yet left... 

“–Of course – he replied– these are the remnants of the immense 

groups of passionate delinquents who have been left behind on Venus 

from very remote civilizations. The currents of love are so formidable 

there, that in beings of little evolution they manifested themselves in the 

most ardent and impetuous passionate aspects, which led them to a long 

chain of so-called crimes of passionate love. 

"And not having there any role to play in their current conditions, the 

Law exiles them for one or several cycles, until their purification allows 

them to return to their abode of origin, whose present humanity cannot 

be integrated with these beings. 

"–Do you mean that Earth is assigned to them as an expiatory abode? 

"–Exactly! And also as an appropriate scenario to rehearse a stage of 

progress among civilizations that are still far behind, even in their 

emotional faculties, so they can serve as powerful impellers towards 

intense passionate loves, which are the first steps by which the souls 

ascend to Divine Love. 

From these beings will emerge in a very distant future the great 

sensitives of love, the heroic martyrs of love, whether they’re called 

mothers, who give their lives for their children, or whether they are called 

wives or husbands, or brothers or friends, who are willing to sacrifice for 

love. 

"Antulius, dear brother..., most of the great Loving-beings, who 

prepared the paths on Earth for this coming of yours, came from Venus 

on a very distant day, just like these!  

"–My poor martyrs! –I exclaimed, in a supreme outburst of anguish 

and love for them, still burdened with the load of crimes committed out of 

excess of love. It was already too much to suffer the long exile to light a 

fire of love among the ashy frost of this Planet Earth! 

"And unable to contain myself I approached them and spoke to them 

as follows: "I am your Elder Brother on the planet, who welcomes you as 

guests. Here you may find, perhaps, a painful hospitality from those who 

henceforth will be your companions of abode! But do not fear, nor 

consider yourselves strangers on this Earth, because I have for you the 

tenderness of a friend, of a brother, of a father. And you, Candles of Piety 
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who accompany them, be the guardians in my name of all these sad 

delinquents of love! 

"They wept, and I wept with them, and one braver and more sorrowful 

than the others, dared to say pointing back the path left far away in the 

astral sphere of pink transparent mists: "–There she remains, for a whole 

chain of centuries that I cannot count..." –and he began to weep bitterly.  

–I drew him to me with unspeakable love, while I asked him: 

-–Who is she?" 

"–She, the one for whom I forgot everything, and lost everything.  

"–Be at peace, – I said to him – for nothing is lost in the eternity of 

God, of what is greatly loved28.  

"They all began to weep at that scene. And I, caressing them with my 

thoughts, with my eyes, with my words, I said to them: "I well understand 

that all of you are torn away from a great love, and that all of you leave 

beings who are intimately dear to you! And although the Law doesn’t 

allow me to make you take a step back, I can give you as much of my 

love as you leave behind! Let’s bless this hour in which the Law has 

allowed me to be the one who receives you in the astral sphere of the 

Earth, which is my inheritance. This will allow me to better watch over 

your enormous sacrifice, capable by itself of washing away all your sins! 

"And grabbing their faces one by one with my hands, I looked deeply 

into their eyes, so as to never forget them. And I saw them as if they were 

diluted together with the ten Candles of Piety, in the immense bluish mist 

that I had left behind. I don't know how long I followed them with my eyes, 

while I comforted them with my thoughts. When I turned my gaze towards 

the pink gateway through which they had emerged, I had the loveliest 

surprise. Among the Ten Venusian Candles of Piety was Odina, the 

sweetest, good fairy of my eternal life. 

“–Are you so saddened by the gift I’m sending you? –She smilingly 

asked me, resting her little hands, like lilies of light, on my shoulders. 

"–I’m not saddened by the gift– I told her– but by the pain they suffer. 

Doesn't it make you sad too?" 

“–No, Antulius, my beloved, for I, clothed and made flesh, so to speak, 

with the love proper to my usual abode, am closer and more sympathetic 

with those who remain in my abode than with those who leave. 

"Those who remain in my house are the sorrowful victims, to the 

utmost, of those who go to your house. And I am bound by law to feel 

their pain more than theirs. You will feel much pain and you will love them 

immensely because they will be your great loving-beings in your next 

arrival to Earth. 

             

 
28 This being was the enamored Zurima, of Abel’s time. 
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"And these beings that you call Candle of Piety, are they always in this 

passive and still role of drivers of the exiled? -I asked her. 

"–And you ask me that? Have you forgotten already that this very role 

you and I have played, for a long time in Sirius, as a rehearsal for our 

great sacrifices and immolations as world conductors? Think a little... –

No sooner had she said it, putting her hand on my forehead, that I was 

already seeing myself dressed in the white tunic and the lighted candle 

in my right hand, leading together with Odina an immense crowd of 

saddened beings that were leaving the astral sphere of Sirius, and 

entering the astral sphere of the most immediate planet in the same 

constellation. And I saw myself with her in the astral planes, even the 

most inferior and dense of the planet Sirius, with my white robe and the 

lighted candle bringing out of the abysses of pain those who, already 

repentant and conscious of their crimes, were asking for mercy and the 

opportunity of a new incarnation to repair the consequences of their 

misdeeds. 

"I understood how long were the ages that we had needed to learn to 

sacrifice ourselves and to love as a conductor of humanities must love. 

"–When we were only Candles of Piety–she said– we lit together the 

hidden paths of a portion of beings who sought to redeem themselves. 

Then we were still children, now we have grown up, and we each carry a 

world on our shoulders. A day will come when we will each hold, with a 

golden thread hanging from our right hand, a Universe of worlds... And 

we will still love each other. 

"–And we will still love each other! –I repeated, as if I were the echo of 

her very thought. I felt the soft touch of her arms of light around my neck, 

like a lily petal falling on my forehead. I understood that it was her farewell 

kiss. I wanted to hold her with my outstretched hands, but the great 

gateway had closed and in a quick flight we crossed the bluish mist again 

and I awoke in the bedroom next to the Sanctuary, where all my 

companions had arrived before me. 

"Each of these spiritual excursions was followed for many days by 

endless comments, annotations, hypotheses, which sometimes reached 

the most fantastic and sublime flights of our imagination, seeking to 

expand the vast horizons that the ecstatic soul glimpsed before so much 

grandeur. And we never made a new excursion without first leaving 

perfectly documented the previous one, and with the approval of the 

Superior Intelligences that had served us as Guide. It was not enough 

that we believed that we had seen this or that, in this or that way, but it 

was necessary for us that the Guides who had accompanied us, would 

say: "–What you’ve seen is the whole truth of what occurs in the abodes 

you have visited. 

"Okmayah, who appeared by way of the hypnosis of our sensitives to 
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review the last annotations before they were recorded on the papyri 

destined for the archive, gave us beautiful elaborations on what we had 

seen in the last excursion throughout the astral sphere of the Earth. We 

wanted to know in depth the kind of evolution of the Candles of Piety, and 

my alliance brother spoke this way: 

"There are beings who, by their origin from the beginning of their 

evolution, have the feeling of compassion so strong in them that they 

complete their first evolutionary stages in a chain of small or great acts of 

commiseration for their inferiors or equals, without effort and almost 

without realizing it. And in such a way a habit grows in them that it 

becomes like a force that leads them in that direction. It is certainly one 

of the most beautiful forms of evolution, because apart from the merit that 

such souls conquer for themselves, they drag many souls towards the 

true path of Universal Love. We all follow more easily those who 

sympathize with and love us than those who show us severity and punish 

us. 

"But this is a form of voluntary evolution because the Candles of Piety 

belong to one of the great legions of advanced Intelligences, which you’ve 

already known as you have traversed the abodes of light and abiding 

glory. Either they are Guardians, or they are Splendors, or Victories, or 

Living Harps. After disincarnating, they could have gone on to take their 

place among those glorious legions, forming part of the grand concert of 

Intelligences Creators and Rulers of stars and suns. It is their right to do 

so given they have reached the evolution necessarily required by the 

Law. But they prefer to remain in the astral spheres of the globes in which 

they have acted, only prompted by their compassionate love for the 

thousands of suffering souls, in order to shorten the time of their 

atonements. 

"That’s why in all the worlds inhabited by humanities, they have great 

respect and a great love for the Candles of Piety. They also seek 

something else when they remain in the astral spheres of the worlds they 

inhabit, and that is the possibility of taking matter at any time when they 

judge that their performance as incarnates is necessary in this or that 

place of the globe where they render their service. And this they wouldn’t 

be able to do with equal ease if they had taken up residence on the globes 

of higher evolution where the spiritual Hierarchy to which they belong 

ordinarily resides. 

"It sometimes happens, for instance, that a being of advanced 

evolution is incarnated on Earth because he has brought a spiritual 

mission of great importance, and this being is in serious risk of failing 

because of the dejection and disappointment produced by the 

incomprehension and ignorance of those around them, or of humanity in 

general. 
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"Then one of these Candles of Piety incarnate near him, sometimes 

for a few years, sometimes for more, until the danger has passed, and 

the missionary spirit has acquired the necessary strength and decision 

not to fail in his mission. The great Messiahs of Merciful Love almost 

always emerge from the Candles of Piety, and they are the elevated 

Intelligences that can more easily manifest themselves through the 

sensitive ones in the moments of invocation to the Divinity. And likewise, 

they are the ones that tie the necessary fluidic threads so that the 

Messiahs can make the incarnated beings feel the vibration of Love, of 

Comfort and of Hope, to the portions of humanity that cry out for them 

with fervent and disinterested love. 

"Such was Okmayah's explanation of the Candles of Piety. To my 

question as to whether they were numerous in every globe he replied 

that: –No, on the contrary, very few, and although they have no fixed 

number, they don’t typically exceed from two to three tens. They, like 

everyone else, are attracted by affinity. That’s why, beloved brother 

Antulius, they walk very often around you, because every soul of merciful 

and tender tendency is very often a meeting place for the Candles of 

Piety. 

"All these experiences opened up such vast and radiant horizons to 

our Intelligences that my disciples used to say, with childish enthusiasm, 

in our delightful private evenings: "–We are now owners of the great 

secrets of the Infinite. Who can ever snatch from us the priceless treasure 

of the Eternal Truth that we possess, kept in the inner chest of our self? 

“–No one can take from us what the Divine Will has made us the 

custodians, – I replied, absorbed like them in the eternal grandeurs of the 

Infinite –. 

"But woe to us if we’re not faithful custodians and let selfishness, 

disguised as convenience, lead us to hide the Truth under clouds of dust 

and smoke, so that ignorance turns this humanity into a docile flock 

obedient to the arbitrary impositions of diverse ideologies, created by 

men for the purpose of self-interested utilitarianism! 

“From this moment we resolved to establish close spiritual contacts 

with the Candles of Piety, who deployed great activities in the astral 

sphere of the Earth. Our purpose was to support them from the physical 

plane in the great task of cooperating in an efficient way to the redemption 

of the souls. 

"One of them came one afternoon to our invocation and made 

beautiful revelations to us of what his life was like in the bluish mists of 

the astral sphere of the planet. 

“–We are –he said, – the messengers of the Divine Law to convey the 

thought of love from the great Intelligences who are in charge of the 

redemption of humankind. 
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"Every work of piety, of mercy, of reciprocal love, falls within the radius 

of our activities. The great clairvoyants of the past called us Flowers of 

Comfort and Hope because that’s our true mission. Currently, we’re only 

20, but 10 others who still live in matter are about to disincarnate; three 

among the last White Prophets of the ancient School founded by King 

Amphion of Orozuma; three others live among the Sumerian civilization, 

in the region called the Five Seas; and the other four among the Flamens, 

the last remains of the School founded by Juno, in the lost continent of 

Lemuria, who today reside on a forgotten island in the Serene Sea of the 

South. 

"All of them are children or teenagers between six and fifteen years of 

physical life. They had to take the physical matter to help the missionary 

spirits incarnated in those places. When they come to the spiritual plane, 

we will be 30 Candles of Piety, to comfort the souls who suffer on Earth 

and in their astral sphere. 

“–Well, –I told him– while they come to you, my disciples and I will 

replace them as much as we can. What should we do? 

"–And you ask me? You, who are the Instructor of this humankind! 

You can no longer be a Candle of Piety because the Law made you a 

living lamp of the Eternal Light. Your mother and your disciples, yes, they 

can rehearse to be one from this very moment. 

“–Well –I said– tell me what we should do. 

"–To that end, I must first update you of all our work. Listen and I will 

explain to you: Since we are currently so few, we’re looking for incarnated 

beings of affinity in order to increase a hundredfold our capacity to do 

good. But even so we encounter great difficulties, due to the heaviness 

of the astral currents of the physical plane, which almost always prevent 

us from approaching one another for manifestations such as the ones I’m 

doing at this moment. With you I can do it without difficulty because your 

presence here, and the mental purity of your companions has made your 

environment so diaphanous and subtle that this whole environment 

appears as an immense ethereal and radiant globe, which cannot be 

penetrated by the currents of vulgar and delinquent thoughts that infect 

the physical plane in general. 

"Our task is both in the astral sphere and on the lower physical plane. 

Our favorite places here are cemeteries, temples, prisons, and hospices 

for the sick in general. In the cemeteries, we remove the souls in 

confusion from the corpses, when they are beings of certain 

advancement that are only still adhered to their matter because a sudden 

death prevents them from waking up to the reality of their new life. We go 

to the Temples to collect the anguished complaints that beings carry to 

the altars of their idols, sometimes loaded with gold and precious stones, 

but certainly incapable of feeling the complaints of their devotees. 
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Through their thoughts of pain, we understand whether those sufferings 

can and should be relieved, and if so we seek combinations conducive to 

relieving them of their pains and setting them on the path to betterment.  

"If their anguish is the consequence of serious crimes or mistakes, we 

send them this thought:  

" –If you repent of your offenses and repair the evil done with good 

deeds, you will be relieved." Sometimes some of them are sensitive, and 

they see or hear, imagining that it’s the God of wood or stone who has 

heard them, and they rush to carry out our inspirations. 

"We go to the prisons in case any innocent person has been 

imprisoned in those dens of fright and horror. If they’re serving a life 

sentence and we see that his capacity and progress would make him a 

great element for good in a state free of matter, we look for a 

disincarnated being of primitive evolution who lives in a state of confusion 

seeking to reincarnate in matter again. During the sleep of the innocent 

prisoner, we make the inferior being take that matter which for him is an 

element of progress, while for the other it was a great waste of time. In 

this way we sometimes undo human errors, with divine blessing, when 

special circumstances coincide that allow us to do so. The incarnated 

ones who ignore these works performed by us in the astral sphere, go 

from error to error, when making studies and affirmations on the basis of 

a clay foundation. 

"In the last few days, we have made a spiritual transmigration of this 

order. The tribunal that convicted the innocent man, yielding to the gold 

offered, tries to justify its crime, seeing that the prisoner is in fact a being 

of base instincts, capable of having committed the crime of which he was 

accused. And they plunge into a labyrinth with no way out, because 

having had evidence that he was a righteous man whom they 

condemned, after a very short time they prove with facts that he was a 

being of embryonic mentality and of very low morals.  

"Others affirm that he has been brutalized by the pain of being unfairly 

reduced to the condition of a common prisoner, for common crimes, 

without taking into account the spiritual principle and the superior forces 

that act when the Divine Law allows it. They are both mistaken. 

"Lately in the great temple of Zeus, on the other bank of the Avendana, 

an unfortunate woman of honest and industrious life, mother of five young 

female daughters and three little boys, was found by a Candle of Piety 

weeping bitterly in the silent temple, bowed down before a statue of her 

god. She was carrying among her clothes a dagger to cut her throat, right 

there, as a voluntary sacrifice of her life, to beg her god for the salvation 

of her children. Picking up her thoughts, the Candle of Piety understood 

the whole tragedy. He used of all the mental strength usually 

accumulated around the statues worshiped by the faithful souls of that 
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cult. And with it he was able to build a vague luminous astral form, enough 

to be seen by the desolate woman, at the same time that he made this 

thought enter into her mental body:   

“–You will accomplish nothing with your sacrifice. Wait, because today 

you’ll have a solution for your problem. 

“Believing herself taken care for by the statue of the god of her faith, 

she runs to her house and finds her husband fallen on the ground, with a 

faintness resembling death. She explains to the doctor who was called, 

as follows: “–To be honest, my husband wasn't a fair man, but despite his 

flaws we lived in peace until he was called to work on the tombs of the 

old cemetery, of the Mabari augurs, in Black Hill. He came back from 

there so changed that he no longer seems the same man. He cruelly 

mistreats my three little boys and chases my five daughters with 

lascivious intentions, like a rampaging beast, who even want to run away 

from home. If I protest, he takes the whip and whips me like a prancing 

mule. In desperation I went to the temple of Zeus to offer my life as a 

sacrifice to save my daughters. I’ve seen the light of Zeus who heard my 

prayer and promised me a solution. I arrive back home and find my 

husband half-dead, fallen on the ground. 

"If the doctor knows the forces and means used by the Higher 

Intelligences to perform a work of Good and Justice, he will perhaps 

understand what happened, but if he doesn't, he will interpret them only 

from the point of view of physiological laws, which will lead him to 

accumulate a series of scientific arguments based on a wrong principle. 

"We, the Candles of Piety, who know the good and bad forces that 

battle like combatant tidal waves in the astral sphere of the planet, are 

immediately aware of the phenomena that these forces produce. 

Ordinarily, in the ancient cemeteries or funerary pantheons that have 

served for a long generation and for centuries of burial to beings who 

belonged to groupings dedicated to mental works of a lower order, cases 

of vampirism are very frequent, more or less strong or persistent, 

depending on the level of moral backwardness of the incarnated beings 

that come within their reach, and according to the special circumstances 

that arise. The subject in question, the worker, had had a violent 

altercation with one of the members of the group that owned the tombs, 

who threw a ferocious curse at the worker because he had been insolent. 

This happened when opening by mistake a funerary urn among several 

workers. They thought that it was occupied only by very old remains that 

could be emptied to the common ossuary, and instead found a corpse 

that remained without starting the process of decomposition. This 

circumstance was due to the group's custom of washing the corpses 

inside and out with aromatic and alcoholic liquids and also due to the fact 

that the spirit that animated that corpse had an extraordinarily strong will 
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to continue existing in the physical plane.  

"These are cases of vampirism, which are uncommon but real, 

especially in places where the occult and sinister arts of black magic are 

practiced. 

"Such was the true background of the drama that unfolded in the home 

of the sorrowful woman, a devotee of Zeus. The doctor didn't understand 

this phenomenon, and administered drugs that gave no results. We, the 

Candles of Piety, performed the work of removing the vampire spirit from 

the body it had appropriated and used for two consecutive moons, while 

its true owner lay submerged in deep lethargy in the astral sphere 

immediately next to the tombs, where the initial event of the tragedy 

occurred. To carry out the work, two of the adult daughters and the 

mother, who were beings of a certain evolution and united by a long 

alliance with their father, served us as assistants in the matter.  

"In hospices for the sick in general, there’s almost always one of us to 

receive those who disincarnate whose spiritual and moral conditions 

allow us to take them immediately out of that heavy atmosphere of horror 

and anguish that envelops those places, providing them a favorable 

environment at the beginning of their new life to facilitate their lucidity, so 

that they don’t waste years in unnecessary and sterile suffering. 

“Such is –said the Candle of Piety who was visiting us– our work in 

the astral sphere of the Earth with regard to environments overloaded 

with anguished pain and sometimes with great evil. 

"Among environments and beings more morally and spiritually 

elevated, we perform another kind of work, more subtle, more beautiful, 

if you will, in its deeply emotional and sentimental aspects. 

"We seek and provoke encounters of souls that by alliances and 

mission should appear together on the stage of physical life, and that due 

to unconsciousness and error of the incarnated, were born far away from 

each other, sometimes even in different countries and even in different 

continents. How many difficult combinations we must weave and 

unweave around them, until we lead them to each other!... 

"Grandiose poems of love, of heroism and of faith realized by such 

unions are the divine compensations that we, the Candles of Piety, 

receive for our hidden labor, unknown to the ones who receive the 

benefits of that labor like a rain of flowers29. 

             

 
29 The lyrical songs of the great poets, the marvelous overflows of harmony of the 
great musicians, the silent poems of chiaroscuro, of light, of shadow, emptied from 
the brush to the canvases of the magicians of color and form, are reflections of the 
Candles of Pity, who pour like flowers from an eternal amphora, the beauties they 
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"It is true that we have voluntarily renounced centuries of ineffable 

bliss in the higher spheres, which our efforts had won for us, but we have 

the advantage of accomplishing with the speed of a giant flight, the route 

we would otherwise take in a long chain of ascension cycles. When the 

Eternal Law calls us because it’s time to take another path, we find 

ourselves with such an astonishing wealth of merits that we marvel at 

ourselves, daring to question the Law: –But why all this?... When and how 

have we conquered it? And Eternal Love answers us with the triumphant 

song of its Living Harps of the Seventh Heaven: 

"–You are blessed because you have loved above all things. The 

worlds belong to you. You are your own masters. Choose your abode for 

you are living lamps of Eternal Wisdom. You are the Thought of God 

individualized in a personality. You are the Love of God concentrated in 

the amphora of your individual Self. You are the Word of God which you 

can carry as your own essence. The choice is entirely yours. 

"But even then the Candles of Piety renounces these conquered rights 

and asks the Eternal Law to point out the path to follow. Then like a flower 

of light in the sidereal abysses, that which is to be his abode, his 

inheritance, his field of labor for future ages, emerges from the myriad of 

nebulae, of stars and suns. He is already an Anointed. He is already 

consecrated Messiah of a humanity, to which he remains bound from that 

moment, until he comes to rejoin the Great Universal Whole.  

"You now know what we are, the Candles of Piety, and the way in 

which we carry out our evolution. 

"–Thank you! –I said –for the great knowledge that your words bring 

to the treasure of wisdom that we keep for the future humanity. 

"A moment of profound silence, as soft as a soundless melody, spread 

in our chamber. A white clarity flooded the gloom, and we could all see 

20 Candles of Piety who came, no doubt, to a call from the one who had 

been our confidant. And the twenty said with their thoughts: " – You are 

in love with the Candles of Piety because the Messiah here present was 

a Candle of Piety in remote ages, and because you, all of you, following 

in his footsteps, will be likewise in the distant future. Those of you who 

were, those of us who are, those of you who will be, are all one single 

vibration of Merciful Love in the Infinite Eternity of God." 

"The beautiful vision disappeared in the violet gloom of the sacred 

chamber, leaving us in the depths of our souls the ineffable sweetness of 

one who has drunk an amphora of honey, whose divine softness can 

             

 
earned due to their voluntary renunciation to the radiant happiness of their own 
heaven, in favor of those who suffer in the astral spheres of the planets of scarce 
evolution 
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never be forgotten, even though the centuries roll over us, like dust of 

luminous atoms swept by the wind. 

“–This is –I said to my companions – the immeasurable sea of Divine 

Love that inundates us in an instant, which the Candles of Piety pour into 

the astral sphere of the Earth. And there are only 20 spirits that transport 

this immensity! What will a legion of them do? 

"Although our mental concentration was every day at dusk, our 

spiritual alliances only came to talk to us on the days they thought 

favorable. And so it was, that when we were still with our souls brimming 

with the sweetness of the last visit from the Candles of Piety, Aelohin 

appeared to us through the hypnosis of my mother. He invited us to 

transport ourselves spiritually to contemplate the grandiose panorama 

presented to the studious observer; the astral spheres of millions of stars 

called of first magnitude. These are the usual abodes or Heavens, as I 

have called them in my accounts of the great Legions of purified 

Intelligences who are no longer subject to lives of atonement. 

"He helped us to leave our physical bodies in complete safety, and 

shortly afterwards, three of my companions and I floated through infinite 

space. The others remained taking care of the chamber, since their 

physical states didn’t allow them to undertake this experience. Some had 

to give up this magnificent sidereal exploration due to an excess of 

material work, and my mother, because of a bothersome chest ailment. 

That night the Divine Goodness allowed me to clearly understand the 

infinite greatness of the Universal Creation and the Eternal Law of 

Solidarity that reigns absolute, both among the great globes, radiant 

centers of energy and light, as well as in the most insignificant and tiny 

ones. 

"I understood that each System is like a beam of candlelight each of 

varying power, and that each one, driven by an occult force, seeks to 

reunite its astral sphere with the astral sphere of the globes of relatively 

equal conditions, in the immense chain of the ages that they will have 

traveled to reach what they are. 

"The great fixed stars and the immense suns, centers of systems, 

likewise extend to immeasurable, fantastic distances the radiant mists of 

their astral spheres, until they reunite with the globes of their own 

evolution in the sidereal abysses. 

"I thought then: –The stars seek each other, kiss each other, love each 

other in the infinite bosom of the Great Universal Whole. And this 

immense, divine consortium of attraction, of unification, of harmonious 

march of the path as a whole, made me understand the deep secret of 

the Eternal Harmony, as the basis and foundation of every great or small 

work. 

"And I thought again: –Loneliness doesn't exist, emptiness doesn't 
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exist. The infinite Greatness of the Absolute fills everything, populates 

everything, and constantly animates, vivifies, and rejuvenates everything! 

"That eternal kiss of the worlds with one another, following the Eternal 

law of Affinity according to the degree of their evolution, in no way hinders 

or obstructs all the billions of stars, suns, planets and satellites, from 

uniting with those of their own age and category. 

"And for the third time I interrupted the magnificent contemplation to 

think: –The millions of stars that populate the sidereal abysses are like 

children obedient to the Eternal Law, and uniting their radiant mists in the 

infinite blue, they merge as in a single infinite sea of light... Only the little 

human ant of the backward worlds feels capable of rebelling against the 

Eternal Harmony of the Spheres, to shout insolently: This is yours and 

this is mine... This is my frontier..., this is my house..., this is the boundary 

of my domain..., this is my country! What is mine is mine and what’s yours 

is also mine!... 

"Oh, enormous aberration of the little human ant that still crawls on the 

ground devouring the grain that another has produced... I am filled with 

fatigue, weariness, and deep sorrow when I understand the infinite 

smallness of man who sometimes has the unprecedented audacity to 

rebel against the greatness of God's laws! 

"In this excursion I was allowed to embrace the limitless immensity of 

the Universal Creation in an overall view. 

"And if the evolutionary scale of the globes that serve as its habitual 

abode is infinitely diverse, the beauties that Nature has placed on our 

modest and small Earth are a very faint, petty reflection of the 

magnificence of the stars of the first magnitude, abodes of the immense 

legions of advanced Intelligences. The overall view made me understand 

the order and divine harmony of the advanced worlds much more clearly 

than I had during the excursion to the constellation of Sirius, where I was 

placed before my Ego and enveloped in the very soft aura of love of my 

great Guide since the beginning of my evolution. 

"Then I was allowed to glimpse the abodes of the great spirits that 

govern a bunch of seven universes.  And, as I’ve already mentioned, our 

small Solar System belongs to one of them. But upon embracing, now, 

the whole immense ensemble I was dumbfounded, as if my mental 

capacity had been dissolved into small atoms of dust and turned into 

nothing. 

"Aelohin, my brother, perceived the wave of annihilation of myself that 

was dumbfounding me, and he said to me, shaking me: 

"–We’re like atoms in the infinite immensity, but we’re atoms 

emanated from the Divine potentiality, which loves us as its own 

creations. Loving Him and letting ourselves be loved is how we are in our 

rightful place. 



 446 

"These words brought me back to the consciousness of my individual 

self, of my thinking self; and a very gentle wave of divine love swept over 

me completely. I saw myself as an intelligent atom capable of thinking 

and loving. I abandoned myself to this great thought, and it was then that 

the divine clarity overflowed upon me, absorbing me in the infinite sea of 

the Eternal Essence. 

"I understood that the Intelligences of more advanced purity are much 

more sensitive to the disinterested and pure love that reaches them like 

perfume of distant flowers, from the thousands of beings that loved them 

and love them through immense ages. That love is like a very soft wave 

of multicolored light that comes and goes, keeping in eternal union the 

small loving-beings with the great beloved one. And this gave me the 

deep, secret key to the immense value of the prayer of love elevated to 

the great beings who preceded us in the eternal ways of God. It is here 

that the evocative, sublime phrase is best fulfilled which, in our petty 

earthly concepts, we can hardly give it the great meaning it has: "What 

God has joined together, no one can separate". 

"In that magnificent overview, I also understood the process that the 

Law follows with the sidereal globes when they reach the maximum of 

their evolution. There is talk of suns that are extinguished, that reach 

decrepitude, and disintegrate like a dead body; but on the physical 

terrestrial plane we had not understood the scope of these figures. The 

astral globes follow a process similar to that of the souls. As they purify 

themselves, they leave like shreds of clothing that they no longer need, 

which disintegrate into molecules that become part of new nebulae, of 

new sidereal bodies. 

"Not an atom of matter is lost in the universal creation because each 

atom is a portion of Living Energy. And just as the Eternal Law slowly 

strips beings of the densest matter through a long evolution, in the same 

way the sidereal globes, when their matter disintegrates, preserve their 

radiant astral sphere, which serves as a dwelling for the advanced 

Intelligences that chose it as their abode. Once a globe has reached this 

evolution, it can naturally no longer be visible, as a globe of dense matter, 

by means of any lens or material apparatus manufactured by the 

incarnate ones to probe the blue space. Once a globe has reached this 

evolution, it can naturally no longer be visible as a globe of dense matter 

by means of any lens or material apparatus manufactured by the 

incarnate beings to probe the blue space. 

"Aerolites, which sometimes rush through the abysses and fall into the 

material globes, can be and are, at times, those shreds of dense matter 

of a globe which is leaving its garment as it becomes an immense astral 

sphere of purest light. 

"As I contemplated this supreme truth, I thought again: "Stars, suns 
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and souls are alike and walk together on the eternal paths of God. An 

evolved globe is the abode to the purified soul. A backward globe is 

inevitably the abode of souls of little evolution. Only the sublime and 

heroic Candles of Piety can access the heaviest astral spheres attainable 

because they have asked for themselves the superhuman power to love 

above all things. 

"I was also given a clear understanding of the great shining ring that 

encircles an immeasurable abyss of light, which vibrates intensely, as if 

it were a continuous flashing in that immense forest of rainbows that 

crossed and intertwined, forming vaults, domes, avenues, floating 

towers, sometimes resembling endless waves of a radiant tide or torrents 

of light overflowing, or imponderable living forces struggling to spill, to 

give themselves, to spread, to run in a dizzying race towards everything 

that throbs and lives in the universal creation. And I saw hanging from 

that immense shining ring an infinity of thick ribbons of light, which 

opened in all directions in groups of seven, to bring life, energy, and love 

to the corresponding universes.  

"Aelohin received my thought, which to me, they seemed to sink, to be 

eliminated and to die, in that infinite sea of light, love and life. 

“–There they are –Aelohin said to me –merged as in a single infinite 

clarity, life, and energy, the thousands of Intelligences that by dint of 

being purified are no more than a single vibration of life and love for all 

eternity. 

"From there all worlds, all beings, all things are fed and given life. 

There, there’re no longer individualities that think and love separately. 

There it’s a single thought, a single vibration, a single supreme, infinite, 

and eternal love. That is God! 

"A complete annihilation invaded my whole being. I thought I was 

annihilated and dissolved like a puff of smoke that vanishes in a breath. I 

lost the consciousness of existing, the concept of my individuality 

disappeared completely. When I came back to myself, I was in my 

bedroom, on the reed couch-bed, where all those who loved me were 

making efforts to provoke a reaction in my matter using artificial heat. I 

woke up, unable to say or think anything but these words, which said it 

all: " –That's God!... That's God!" 

"For an entire moon I was between life and death, and it was 

necessary for me to be cared with the tenderness you care a newborn 

child. Grape juice and small sips of honey was the only nourishment my 

matter could receive during all that time. The divine gift of understanding 

everything had almost absorbed my life as in a sigh that vanishes into the 

ether. Like the last vibration of a melody that falls asleep between the 

fingers and the string that produces it, like the drop of water that slips 

from a rock into the depths of the sea... God!... God!... God! 
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"It will take a long time yet for my smallness to recover because You, 

Infinite Greatness, have absorbed it completely: That is God, and God is 

Life, Energy, Light and Love! 
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44.  Star of Sharma 

 
Reader friend: You and I have tried to get to know Osarsiph, Egyptian 

Prince, son of Thimetis, heiress of the Pharaoh Ramses I. We have also 

observed and studied Aton-Moses in his life of study, of meditation, of 

absolute surrender to the Supreme Ideal that he sensed since childhood. 

In the strong, in the great beings, in the geniuses, there’s also another 

aspect, equally beautiful, sublime, almost divine, which usually goes 

unnoticed by humankind. It is that little corner of the soul where the 

feeling, that soft and divine perfume that can be joy and sadness, anxiety 

and stillness, happiness and unhappiness, ecstasy of glory or desperate 

pessimism, flickers like a little lamp hidden in a tabernacle, according to 

the variable, slow or fleeting movements of the shifting waves that stir our 

inner world. This means that we will try to know Moses in his personal 

life. 

The afternoon sun shone like a huge topaz set in the blue satin of 

space when the modest wedding feast came to an end. And the 

newlyweds and guests dispersed, carrying with them all the tender and 

gentle memories of the event that had brought them together. 

Zipporah immediately went to the bedchamber which she had shared 

with Carnation since her arrival at the cabin of Patriarch Jethro, and 

putting down on the dais her bridal veil, she burst into desperate weeping. 

Moses found her this way when he entered the room after a quiet 

knock at the door. 

–May I know, Star, the cause of your tears? –he asked with all the 

softness and tenderness that appeared from that little corner of his that 

overflowed, at times, through the hard crust of severity that the very 

harshness of life had created in him. 

Hearing herself being called Star, the poor girl was extremely startled 

and thought for a moment she saw her father standing before her like a 

stern judge who would call her to account for her actions. 

She looked at Moses with frightened eyes and, falling to the ground in 

humble prostration, she whispered rather than spoke: 

–I’m innocent! Forgive me for the horror of this life of mine, and if you 

can, forget that I even exist. 

–I don’t come to you as a judge, dear child, convince yourself of that, 

but as a friend, as a brother, and if you will as a father who takes upon 

his shoulders the whole weight and responsibility of the situation that 

torments you. Wouldn't the author of your days have done the same if 

instead of fleeing from him you had taken him as confidant? Come, lift 

that head from the ground because a loyal wife looks squarely at the 

companion who has chosen her. 
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And the great Moses, with strength and genius to govern and lead 

peoples, gently lifted the child as if he had lifted a small wounded, dying 

gazelle. 

–We have much to talk about and to prepare –he continued, –for in six 

days' time the caravan will pass that will take us to the Nile, to the beloved 

home where my mother awaits me. Doesn't it make you happy to think of 

all this? 

–Yes, Lord, yes... as you wish. 

–For you I am not: Lord.  Star…I’m your companion, your husband... 

Can't you trust me? Can't you love me a little, enough not to have that 

panic fear I'm seeing in your eyes? 

Moses took one of those pale little hands that were still wet with tears, 

as if to shorten a little the enormous distance that separated that shy little 

incurably sick heart from him. 

–Your Royal Highness! – the girl whispered –Your mother will curse 

the day when you joined your noble life to mine. 

–Or she will bless it a thousand times. What do you know, my 

frightened little lovebird, about what my mother keeps in the golden chest 

of her heart? Listen to me carefully: this afternoon, in the radiant light of 

this golden sun that shines on us, we will make a pact, an alliance, you 

and I. Do you know what a pact is, an eternal commitment that lasts even 

longer than our lives?  

The girl looked at him, frightened, and answered: 

– Yes, Royal Highness!... Yes, Lord, I understand it well and I know it, 

but I don't know if I can do it!... Don't force me, Lord! I’m an unfortunate 

and despicable creature! 

–Hush and listen to me. This pact is unbreakable. This eternal 

commitment will consist, hear me well, that we will never ever mention 

what you call your misfortune, your secret. It’s a dead past. which today 

you and I bury under a stone tomb. Promise me that you’ll do all you can 

to forget all about it. Your life begins today. I wish it that way, and if I am 

Royal Highness as you insist on calling me, and if I am to you a lord, and 

if I am twice your age and can be your father, I command it to be so. Such 

is our pact; do you accept it? Are you able to promise it before this golden 

sun that envelops us in its light through this window? 

The poor girl trembled like a twig shaken by the wind at the fixed gaze 

of Moses that more than the sunlight, enveloped her, shaking her 

strongly. 

–Royal Highness! Yes, Lord!... You command it and you want it that 

way!... You are my master, and I’m your slave for life! So shall it be... I 

want it as you want it. 

And the pained creature fainted in a crisis of nerves well suited to the 

situation. When she woke up she found herself lying on a beautiful bed 
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curtained in blue in the same bedroom she had shared with Carnation. 

And a young woman was sitting beside her, spinning a fleece of white 

wool. She smiled and hastened to tell him: 

–I am the daughter of the steward of our father’s Farm, patriarch 

Jethro, and the High Priest, your husband, has chosen me to be your 

maiden. Will you accept me?... 

Holding back a sob, Star silently held out her hand and the maiden 

silently clasped it in hers as well. The wife of the High Priest of the 

Initiatory School of the Desert accepted the maiden he had chosen for 

his personal service. 

This young girl, daughter of a shepherd, was called Jasmine and was 

promised as wife to Numbik, who only then wanted to accept a 

companion, because he said: "We will be two to serve in perpetuity to the 

Master who the unforgettable Priest Neferkere gave me". 

– Ten years ago I arrived at this same oasis and I sat on this same 

well curbstone and at the bottom of the waters I saw reflected the rosy 

and fresh face of a young man of 20 years – said Moses, who with a 

brilliant procession of teachers, disciples, and friends, waited in the oasis 

of Durba Well for the Kabir of the caravan to finish rigging the camel in 

which Star and Jasmine, her maiden, would travel. Numbik already held 

by the bridles those that were intended for the two of them. 

Patriarch Isesi along with Jethro, Ohad and Carmi, Hur and Laius, 

stayed behind and formed a Council of Government to oversee all 

matters concerning the Initiatory School of the Desert. 

–You will receive news from me in every caravan that comes from 

Egypt, and I will wait for yours when they return –said the traveler trying 

to inspire confidence and optimism in those he left, who appeared very 

downhearted by the prolonged absence they sensed. 

He urged Jethro’s daughters, now married, to look after the two Elders, 

since they were two living books of the great Archive that he intended to 

assemble on his return. And they promised him, with deep emotion, to 

become housekeepers, taking turns every week, until they saw him return 

to occupy his seat again as High Priest of the Desert. 

And as everything comes and goes in this world, the moment of 

departure arrived, in which there were no sad farewells or anguished 

moans, because in the School of Moses, everything was overcoming, 

renunciation, altruism, mastery of the inner self and, above all, a flowery 

hope, like an eternal spring. 

“–See you soon! –See you always! –See you later!"..., were the final 

phrases heard among the large group that Moses formed with all those 

who loved him. a change was taking place in Star, or Zipporah, that was 

noticeable to all, although only Moses and Jethro knew in depth what was 

happening. 
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What was very clear to all was that that marriage was nothing other 

than a red cactus like those that bloomed among the rocky crags of 

Midian. It was a divine flower of Moses' voluntary sacrifice for the benefit 

of the helpless girl, whose distressing orphanhood was no secret to 

anyone. In addition to this, she was the only one of all the protégés of 

Patriarch Jethro who had arrived as a teenager, for the others were 

brought to him as a bundle of meat by some servant, his agent in several 

cities. They were only a few months old, and they remembered nothing 

of their past and even less of their origin. 

On the other hand, Star kept many secrets. She knew the hurting pain 

of having lost everything she loved in life: family, position, homeland, 

honor, and almost life itself. 

All those who surrounded Moses could almost write the personal story 

of the poor girl, who said nothing to the outside world about herself, since 

she was always in complete silence. Was she, perhaps, a girl 

miraculously saved from death among the waves of the Red Sea, which 

was the known epilogue of all the maidens sacrificed to Moloch by his 

fanatical worshippers? Those who lived close to Patriarch Jethro asked 

themselves this question. However, the severe discipline inspired in that 

great servant of God and humanity by the love of neighbor, prevented 

any comment on the matter. If the Elder was silent, all must be silent. He 

was the Law. And everyone obeyed the Law. How immense and powerful 

is the force that radiates from every soul clothed in that invulnerable 

armor woven with extraordinary efforts, which we call Evolution!  

That’s why Jethro had imposed his Law. His life had made him the 

Law Man, as always reflected in all of his actions. And his Law ruled in 

the Desert of Midian. 

And the whole desert was the temple of Jethro. He was the instrument 

of the Eternal Law to create the environment in which the mission of 

Moses would triumph. That’s why the splendors of heaven came down to 

Sinai. 

Only in that temple of Jethro could Moses receive the Law of Sinai. 
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45.  The Return to the Nest 
 

The old castle on Lake Merik was rejuvenated. On the Temple tower 

the yellow and white flag seemed to glow in the midday sun as Princess 

Thimetis, aboard a sailing ship of the Mauritanian embassy, disembarked 

at the dock of her lonely castle. She leaned on the arm of the Prince of 

Baetica, while Fredek of Port Ophir disembarked with his mother Adhari. 

These were the three important conquests she had made in her mother's 

homeland, where she had remained as Regent for six long, laborious 

years. She had agreed with the Mauritanian Council to take a break for 

an unspecified time but was ready to return if her mother's homeland 

needed her again. In that land of the Children of the Sun, extremely strong 

alliances had been created, and her soul, a missionary of the Eternal 

Ideal, could never forget the redemptive works begun with such high 

hopes for final success.  

Thimetis watched with sadness the Mauritanian flag waving on the 

flagpole of the dock, and two guards in the uniform of the Embassy 

welcoming her, a circumstance that reminded her of being an outcast in 

her native land, in the home of her elders. When she was about to climb 

the steps of the entrance to the castle, the Ambassador and the Chief 

Notary of the Temple of Memphis appeared. They had been sent by the 

Pontiff Membra to receive her on his behalf. In her private rooms awaited 

her the tender family reception presided over by the faithful Jochebed 

with Aaron, her son, his wife Myriam or Mary and two little grandchildren 

who offered her a basket of white and yellow roses with a ribbon bow that 

read: 

"Welcome to the Queen of this house". 

Thimetis burst into tears. And then it was Jochebed's turn to intervene, 

who also wept with emotion and joy to embrace again the Royal Princess, 

to whom she owed such an immense debt of gratitude and love. 

The old Adhari wept with them remembering the only visit made, in 

that same place, to her niece Epuvia, when Thimetis came to life 47 years 

ago. 

The Prince of Baetica, oblivious to such an emotional scene, looked 

ecstatically at a large canvas framed in ebony and mother-of-pearl 

representing Queen Epuvia in her coronation dress. At the same time, 

Prince Fredek looked at the other canvas next to the first, which was the 

image of the Royal Princess, and remembered the distant day of her 

presentation to the people as heir to the throne of Egypt. Then he had 

dreamed of a love that was still alive and burning in his inner world and 

that failure and time had not been able to extinguish... 

The imposing, solemn silence of all these memories formed an 
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atmosphere of supreme nostalgia and deep melancholy. A great 

unsatisfied longing, still alive, had crossed like an ephemeral, fleeting 

phantom, which its creators themselves strove to push aside. 

The memory sometimes takes definite forms, making the soul feel 

intensities that are vertigo and torment… 

–Your son, Royal Highness, will arrive in three days' time if the 

caravan doesn’t stumble in its march –said the Chief Notary suddenly, to 

cut at once the thread of sadness that had formed. It was enough. 

It could be said that the united thought of all towards the absent one 

who was approaching, brought like the flapping of gigantic wings that 

shredded the gray veil of sad memories. 

–It is only for love of him that I have had the strength to make this long 

journey –answered the Princess, dropping into that great seat of her long 

meditations–. I’m again in this nest of my loves, which I would not like to 

leave again. 

The day ended with the sumptuous feast that Aaron, as governor of 

the castle, offered to the illustrious lady of that mansion. 

And three days later she received in her arms the exalted son who 

had been absent for ten long years. 

–I saw you leave, a young boy of 20 years of age, and here is a man 

well loaded with the maturity of life and all the responsibilities that your 

great soul has wanted to accept –said that mother in love, contemplating 

her son, not aged, but already converted into the great man he would 

become. 

–I, on the other hand, find you, mother, as young and as beautiful as I 

saw you the last time. Here you have another daughter, my wife, Star of 

Sharma. 

They both looked at each other for a moment, and so deep was their 

gaze that it united them forever in an affection as understanding and loyal 

as can rarely be found in beings who had never seen each other before. 

The young girl was about to kneel to kiss the hand of the august lady who 

was the mother of the noblest man she had known in her brief life, but 

she went before her, embracing her with ineffable love, while she 

continued to look at her as if she wished to remember. 

–But you are a child barely out of infancy! –And as beautiful as an 

ivory doll! Moses, my son, you’ve had exquisite taste! –And she asked–: 

From what heaven did you have this girl come to be your companion? 

–I'll tell you about it later –answered Moses, smiling. –Will it be easy 

for you to love my mother? –he asked Star, who had not yet spoken a 

word. 

She looked at them both and suddenly kneeling, she embraced the 

Royal Princess and burst into loud sobs. While Thimetis strove to comfort 

her, believing that her weeping was of anguish, the young woman finally 
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spoke: 

–My weeping is of happiness, Royal Highness, for I never imagined 

that the gods would give me a mother like you. 

– God's ways are full of surprises, my child, and so I hope that your 

union with my son will bring us many happy compensations for all the 

sacrifices and renunciations that he and I have made. 

She took them both by the hands and placed herself in between them, 

she walked to the small Temple to offer her gratitude to the Divinity that 

allowed her to again embrace her son and her son's wife. 

Those three strongly united souls vibrated with so much faith and love, 

so much supreme exaltation of hope and happiness, that the sacred 

chamber was filled with pure, subtle invisible presences transforming it 

into a shining scenery never seen by them. 

Great clouds of mother-of-pearl with streaks of gold against a sky of 

blue satin drew nearer as if to envelop them, until they could clearly 

perceive innumerable human faces of remarkable beauty. And as the 

great clouds drew nearer the shapes of the transparent bodies were 

outlined in magnificent reliefs that emerged from the clouds themselves. 

And among these living human forms they found themselves in three of 

them who, while holding hands, moved away from the crowd amid which 

they’d stood. And the crowd gradually disappeared from sight until it 

completely vanished. The three of them were left alone on a tall hill 

covered with grass and dotted with flowers. And the three deliberated:  

 –Shall we go down? –one of the three asked, staring intently down 

into the deep valley blackened with shadows that barely allowed one to 

discern dark shapes moving in a confusing mixture of indefinable things. 

–Not me! I’m scared! –one said. 

–The darkness is so thick! – added another. 

–We have come to go down and we shall go down– said the one who 

seemed to be leading the others. And, standing in the midst of his 

companions, he took them by the hands, and they slipped down until they 

were lost in the thick darkness. The clouds of mother-of-pearl with golden 

streaks appeared again and the thousand beautiful, smiling human forms 

stamped upon them and singing in chorus very soft melodies in which 

these words stood out: 

“Agnus Dei triumphant”  

“Agnus Dei savior”  

“Agnus Dei is love” 

 

The three seers recognized themselves in the three beings who were 

descending from the hill into the gloomy deep valley. 

Star recognized herself in the one who was afraid to go down. Thimetis 

recognized herself in the one who saw such dense darkness. And Moses 
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in the one who encouraged them to make the painful descent. 

But the vision continued in multiple varied scenarios. In the dark valley, 

they lost sight of each other. The encounters were brief at the top of the 

hill covered with grass and flowers, and the separations long and full of 

rugged crossroads. Until, at last, the green hill heard them say: 

–We are united forever. 

–How long has it been? 

–We’ve seen three Continents sink and ten civilizations disappear. We 

couldn't count the ages because we have lived eternity. 

–And now, what do we do? 

The answer was immediately received. The green hill and the deep 

valley had been transformed by the work of the centuries and of frightful 

volcanic convulsions and seismic movements into immense deserted 

boulders, whose summits bore scalps of reddish flames on some, black 

smoke on others, and only one, taller and more gigantic than the others, 

had for its back a blue sky with clouds of gold and mother-of-pearl that 

made the dreadful blackness of the boulders stand out even more. 

And the being that seemed to be guiding the others let go of their 

hands and began to run towards it. 

The two remaining ones questioned each other with their eyes and, 

holding hands, they also ran after the one that was already climbing the 

dark promontory. 

When all had passed, Moses broke the deep silence:  

-You two will be the busy bees that will fill my cup with honey when life 

makes it overflow with bitterness and gall. 

–That’s how I want it! –exclaimed Thimetis –. Why do you say it with 

such certainty, my son? 

–Because at the end of the splendor we’ve just seen, I’ve seen Merik 

in her betrothal dress, the one I wanted her to wear on that indelible day 

in my memory, when you blessed our eternal promise with unspeakable 

love! And she commits herself to be Star’s instructor guide to fill the void 

left by her departure.  

 –Welcome be your roses of love! –And son and mother wrapped in a 

loving memory that being, who continued to love them from infinite space. 

The poor little Star felt dumbfounded..., almost disappeared from the 

Earth and from life. If before she had seen Moses as great through what 

he had done to her, now she saw him as one of those Gods venerated 

by men on land or at sea. And she saw him through the limpid glass of 

what his mother was to her, and through all the unknown splendor and 

spiritual glory she had just contemplated. What world was this in which 

she found herself, with her insignificant littleness?  Who was Moses, the 

man who had rescued her from the abyss of horror and abandonment 

into which other men had thrown her? 
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Although these questions remained unanswered, Star understood that 

a new life, a new horizon appeared to her at that instant. It was the clear 

beginning of her evolution, which was to have such high reliefs later on...   
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46.  What is Promised is a Debt 
 

What is promised constitutes a debt. And debts must be paid, 

according to the thinking and feeling of every being who reasons in 

accordance with the Divine Law, which is the only law that is absolutely 

fair and equal for all. With these concepts and foundations Princess 

Thimetis began the moral, spiritual, and social education of Star, the wife 

of her son Moses. 

And she started it this way because, a few days after arriving, she was 

forced to answer all the questions from her daughter-in-law, who, after 

witnessing the spiritual manifestation, wanted to understand everything 

that had happened that day in the Oratory Temple of her new home. 

And the gentle, sweet teacher said to her disciple: 

–Star, dear daughter, in being consecrated as the wife of a man like 

my son Moses, you’ve entered as into a temple, holding the hand of an 

Archangel. And the Archangels are most pure Intelligences, inhabitants 

of heavens unknown on Earth, but really existing with all the force and 

power of Truth, as exists all that our physical senses perceive, see, and 

feel. 

"It has not yet been revealed to me what your Law is. But my intuition 

and logic assure me that you’ll be asked, and even almost demanded, to 

fulfill promises which you must surely have made long before you came 

into this life. And what is promised is a debt that every being with dignity 

and honor must pay if he wants to avoid stumbles, falls, blows, and pains 

in the infinitely long time of eternal life. 

–Have you said eternal life, Royal Princess? –the young woman asked 

timidly. 

–Do me the favor and forget about the Royal Princess, dear daughter. 

I’m your mother, the mother of Moses, your husband, for the rest of your 

life! Are you not convinced of this? Or is it that you cannot still love me as 

your own mother, who brought you to life? 

For all answer, Star took the hands of Thimetis and, kneeling at her 

feet, bent her little head, covered with a white veil, on the knees of that 

beautiful, sweet woman who seemed to her like a goddess, and whom 

she heard calling her daughter with unspeakable tenderness. And in her 

naive simplicity, she thought but did not speak, " –I don’t know..., nor can 

I know which of the two I love more, the son or his mother. They are both 

so great and good!" 

Thimetis, who was extremely sensitive, perhaps caught this thought 

because breaking the silence she said as if distracted: 

 –Psyche enlightened by Aton, offers love to the one who offers love..., 

that love which is piety, which is clarity, which is wisdom and knowledge, 



 459 

which is salvation for all the abysses of the eternal path. 

The young woman raised her forehead and, still on her knees, asked:  

–What is Aton, mother, and what is Psyche? 

The Princess smiled, pleased to see that the girl had gathered her 

words.  

–Aton is the Supreme Power, the Creative Force of all that exists, the 

Eternal Light in which we live, the air we breathe, the Life, in short, that 

palpitates and manifests around us and in ourselves. And Psyche is that 

which lives within yourself and manifests itself in understanding, in 

thinking and feeling, in loving and suffering, in wanting and not wanting...  

–And also in hating! –the young woman exclaimed with a firm and 

emphatic accent. 

–Do you harbor hatred in your heart for anyone? – the Princess asked 

softly, caressing that humiliated head that suddenly stood upright. 

–Yes, mother... but in your presence everything changes, transforms, 

and vanishes like the smoke of burning straws... 

–Hasn't my son made you understand what hatred is and how much 

evil it brings to those who nourish it in themselves? 

Since Star kept silent, Thimetis pondered and thought, and her lucid 

mind, accustomed to catch the wave of thoughts emitted near or far, 

understood that the young wife of his son kept a bitter secret in her heart. 

But she didn't want to enter that closed orchard without the approval of 

its owner and changed the subject on the spot. 

–In order for you to truly enter the path you’ve reached by marrying 

my son, we will read beautiful passages from many of our Sacred 

Scriptures, that mention great women of the past whom we must follow 

because their path is also our path.    

– No one will be greater than you, mother... I know how much you did 

in Mauritania, and also before you went as Regent to that distant country. 

 

  

–And who told you that? It wouldn't be Moses, surely!... 

–No, mother. He thinks I’m not yet capable of understanding great 

concepts. Carnation, one of the daughters of Patriarch Jethro, your uncle, 

told me. He’s also great and good like you and Moses... You seem to be 

like gods walking on clouds and stars... 

–Not so much, my daughter!... In this new world, still shrouded in the 

shadows of so much ignorance and fierce selfishness, the beings who 

have acquired knowledge because the Divine Light has lifted its veil for 

them, appear to be extraordinarily great, from the other beings who live 

with them without understanding them. 

"I can see that you admire them, but the world in general judges them 

wrongly and sometimes even qualifies them as daring adventurers who 
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pretend to turn the world upside down. Only after the tomb consumed 

those great, beautiful human lives, the world realizes that those beings 

were a light in the darkness, a haven of clear water in the parched deserts 

of selfishness where the little grass can subsist.  

“In new worlds like this one, such greatness means pain, loneliness, 

sacrifices, and such great overcoming that at times those souls feel 

exhausted, withered like flowers without water; almost extinguished like 

candles about to burn out, until the Divine Law injects them with new 

energies and vitality. The magnificent vision of the Eternal Ideal, which 

they run after for many lives, is presented to them for the thousandth time 

in all its grandiose and eternal reality, and those great souls spread their 

wings again, and again take to flight carrying with them those who have 

reached the capacity to understand them, listen to them and follow them. 

"Such is our Moses, dear daughter, and may he find in you all the 

understanding, support, and firmness that he will need later on to reach 

with less fatigue the summit to which the Eternal Law will require him to 

climb... 

–Mother!... Will you teach me to understand him, to feel him, to follow 

him in those wanderings that I imagine to be longer and more difficult 

than coming from Midian to here? 

–Yes, my child!... I will teach you, and we will be two tireless swallows 

following that white mallard who has not yet begun to fly... 

The arrival of the maiden Jasmine with a basket of fruits interrupted 

the sweet teaching that that admirable mother was giving to the one who 

would be the faithful companion of the Giant Genius, who had come to 

Earth in that hour of his long planetary life. 

But allow me, reader friend, to move away from the height of this 

glorious meeting of souls that should walk together, to go back to other 

terrestrial and familiar details that will help us better understand the future 

paths of Moses, in fulfillment of what was his mission in that hour of 

Humankind: to record in parchments, in codes, in stone and even more, 

in the human minds, the Natural Law that the Eternal Creative Power had 

already engraved in each spark that emanated from Itself and released 

to fly through all the worlds of the vast Universe.  
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47.  The Archives of Light 
 

Before entering the Egyptian lands, Moses had an interview with the 

Ethnarch, who was the representative of the supreme authority of the vast 

Negev. He lived in Etham, as the reader will remember. Moses met with 

him to inform him that he was leaving his dominions and returning to 

Egypt. 

We shall listen to this conversation: 

–Ethnarch, this means that I need once more your good will. I don’t 

know what the Pharaoh thinks of me, whether he considers me his 

relative, his friend or his enemy. And since I seek tranquility and inner 

peace as long as I remain at my mother's side, I beg you to give me a 

safe-conduct to enter my country so that I’m not disturbed and treated as 

an unwelcome subject. 

–Moses! You are my nephew-in-law, since my wife is the sister of your 

august mother. I will not only give you a safe-conduct, but I will also 

officially appoint you as Minister Plenipotentiary of the Negev and my 

private representative to settle all the negotiations of my government with 

the Egyptian government. In the past week the special envoy to deal with 

an exchange proposed by the Egyptian government, consisting of horses 

from our Arabia for grain from your Egypt, passed away. No one better 

than you to occupy this place for as long as you remain in the homeland. 

I anticipate that you will not have to do much. Do you accept? 

 –Won’t this cause the Pharaoh’s greater aversion against me and my 

mother? – Moses asked. 

–Man!... If he hasn’t deigned to make the slightest manifestation of 

taking you into account in ten years, I don't think this will increases the 

distance and indifference with which he treats you. Besides, I know the 

Pharaoh is afraid of us, which is why he proposed this business, seeking 

reconciliation. 

–Well then, Ethnarch, if this is how you think, I gratefully accept this 

offer. 

And thereupon the Ethnarch called for a scribe, and the appointment 

was drawn up, sealed, and signed by the Ethnarch and the three 

Councilmen who represented the King of the Arabs in the Negev. 

Behold, Moses the outlaw, the exiled and forgotten Moses, would 

enter his country as Minister and Special Envoy of the Sovereign of 

Arabia. 

Once again, the invisible hand of the Divine Law was stretched out 

over Moses to make him great, strong, invincible. 

 –Are you traveling alone? –the Ethnarch inquired. 

–No. I’m travelling with my wife, her chambermaid and my trusted 
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servant, who is married to her. 

–You will have an escort of my mounted Guard, with seven ready and 

brave guards with scimitars like hunting mastiffs. 

–Oh, Ethnarch!..., it is too much. The appointment is enough. 

–I know what I’m doing, Moses, son of Thimetis. That relative of yours 

has claws, I know him well. He’s no longer that weak and fearful 

Amenhepat of 15 years old. He’s 30 years old and sometimes he gets 

angry and commits follies. Many things have changed in your ten years 

of exile. 

–I don't doubt it, Ethnarch, it must be as you say. Do you think I should 

stay at the Arabian Embassy? 

–As an official residence, yes, but you’re free to go wherever you want 

and spend days and hours wherever you please without trouble. 

–Uncle Jethro, who has close friends everywhere, maintains 

correspondence with the High Priest of the main Synagogue of Goshen, 

the country granted to the race of Israel. And my uncle feels sorry for what 

they suffer because most of the people were left as slaves in spite of the 

fact that the decrees from the time of the Regency were annulled. You 

know that the great landowning magnates do whatever they want with 

their gold, regardless of laws or ordinances. And as you well say, in my 

ten years of exile things have changed… 

–There hasn’t been, nor there is currently, a Viceroy Superintendent 

allied with Justice –the Ethnarch interrupted, alluding to the upright and 

just actions of Moses in his time of public administration. 

While Moses was speaking with the Ethnarch, his wife, princess 

Therebi, had taken Star and her chambermaid to their rooms. She was 

showering Moses’ wife with all the love she felt for Thimetis, who was to 

her the dearest of her sisters. 

Finally, shortly before the caravan departure, Therebi wrote a heartfelt 

epistle to her sister in the hieroglyphic signs used by noblemen and 

priests. The writing appeared all full of burning candles, which signified 

intense, permanent affections that did not vary or change in any form. 

Translated literally it said as follows:  

‘Thimetis, beloved Thimetis, you know well that among my few great 

loves is my love for you. It has lived in my heart since I was a child, 

because in my loveless orphanhood, your love was my bread, my wine, 

my clear water. You know it well and I believe the time has come for my 

love to blossom for you, as only the great loves can do, which live within 

the soul like the immortal rose of Isis. Such is my love, Thimetis, as great, 

pure, and holy as the love you gave me. Your love was my guiding star 

until I joined for love this Arabian prince to whom you spread your love, 

to give it to me, since my wedding until today, without change or 

alteration. Why don't you allow me to return love for love? I mean to say 
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that if you suffer a lot without the love of your great son, you should come 

here so that you lose your fear of the desert, our neighbor, and little by 

little you’ll get closer to Midian, where he insists on residing. My love will 

pave the way for you because I understand that you live in orphanhood, 

without love, as I did in the first years of my life, until your love brought 

me back to this other life blooming with love, hope, and joy. I have five 

more loves: three little daughters and two sons. You will meet them; they 

long to meet you because they love you from the cradle. 

‘Cheer up and come, my love, for my love awaits you. My five loves 

will be yours because my husband's love is such for you, for Moses and 

for your uncle Jethro, that he has resolved that your son be the teacher 

of our children. Is it worth it for you to make the sacrifice of coming? The 

deserts of Arabia are also love when there is love in the soul. 

‘My love embraces you all in one hug and many hugs. Yours always 

in love, hope and faith. Therebi.’ 

Now, let’s see why this chapter is titled: “The Archives of Light”. 

The reading of the epistle written by her half-sister Therebi awakened 

a series of thoughts that perhaps had been dormant in Princess 

Thimetis's subconscious for centuries.  

The Eternal Law has the aptitudes and capacities of a Divine Magician 

of first order. It handles millions and millions of invisible threads that bind 

souls to one another through the endless passage of centuries so 

admirably that times, years, and days arrive when these threads come 

closer, cross, and become entangled with one another until they build a 

network in which all the knots adjust and respond to a thought, an idea 

that was conceived much higher and farther away from them. And yet, 

this idea exists in reality and in truth, as we all exist in the unlimited 

Infinite, unknown to humankinds of new worlds that live in desperate, 

despairing trials of systems, of theories, of suggestions, of hypotheses 

that succeed one another like the centuries and like the waves of the sea 

until some being, more daring and lucid in the perception of higher 

inspirations, resolves to bring to the pragmatic field what appears to the 

multitudes to be a crazy hallucination. 

This is usually what happens in the worlds of learning and trial during 

repeated cycles until the unavoidable hour arrives to transcend the limit. 

And then..., oh, then..., comes the collapse of many dogmas of 

science and many dogmas of religion, and what had been promulgated 

and a thousand times ordained as irrefutable and eternal is reduced to 

soap froth, to a wisp of smoke that vanishes by itself without any wind 

stirring or shaking it.  

Moses was in his time what he had been in the time of Juno, the bold 

and daring seafarer who in the unknown prehistory, back when the 

volcanoes of the scorched Earth were burning, in that Kremuria and later 
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known as Lemuria, which sounds like a myth or fairy tale to some 

inhabitants of Earth. He then appeared at the head of this humankind to 

make it feel the Eternal and real existence of something and someone 

who has the right, the strength, and the power to enact physical, 

metaphysical, moral, and spiritual laws, to worlds and humanities 

created, formed, and developed in constant, perpetual growth by their 

Eternal Creative Power, Creator, Preserver and Absolute and Sole 

Owner of his Universal Creation. 

Such was the mission of Moses in his time, which he fulfilled faithfully 

as in all his Messianic Lives. 

Those of us who don't suffer from the sad, lamentable blindness of 

scientific or religious fanaticism, greatly regret what human ignorance and 

unconsciousness did to the divine wisdom that enlightened this 

superhuman, who brought to men the Divine Idea, the Thought of God, 

the Will of God. 

We see in his Apocalypse that when he felt that his physical forces no 

longer responded to the invincible energies of his Spirit, he went up to the 

grotto of Mount Nebo where he used to have communion with the Divinity 

and had there his last premonitory vision that his great Work would be 

falsified and adulterated, and his writings declared apocryphal by those 

who authorize themselves to be conductors, lawgivers and guides of 

humanities, thus fulfilling the axiom of the Nazarene Master: "They are 

blind guides of other blind and together they fall into the abyss." 

And full of holy and righteous indignation, Moses uttered his final 

words:  

“–The people of Israel who received my legacy are stiff-necked and 

the Law will scatter them like dust to all the winds of the Earth. But..., 

another Me will come one day, for the last time, to this Earth and then..., 

woe to those who will not listen to him and follow him because there will 

be no remission possible in immense ages!"  

Then, he didn't say like his other Self did when he died: "–Father, 

forgive them for they know not what they do!" He had the courage and 

the pain to see in the far future this tremendous end of cycle in which two-

thirds of this humankind would be separated from the flock of Christ 

because of their stubbornness and complete denial of the Divine Law. 

All these reflections, images or ideas, were perceived by the mother 

and the son at the same time, hour and moment when Thimetis finished 

reading her sister's epistle.  

–Moses, my son!... I thought terrible things when I finished reading my 

sister's epistle –said the mother.  

–I just thought of it too, –he said–with the addition that I knew you had 

thought of it. 

–Will you explain to me what all this means? Moses..., you must know. 
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–Yes, mother... I believe I know. Star, my wife, who today ignores 

everything, was in a distant age a great love of my brother Aelohin, my 

close guide. And he placed her at my side as an instrument that ties and 

binds the threads of the lives and the good and bad deeds done in past 

and future ages by individuals, peoples, and countries that in this life of 

mine collaborate in my work or are a stumbling block that hinder it... 

Mother!..., you are the first of my allies. Let each one of us write down 

separately what each has seen, heard, felt or understood, and if both 

scriptures agree, we can be certain that it will happen. 

 –But... does Therebi know anything about you and me?... –Thimetis 

asked again. 

–She knows I am your son and that the child of the basket taken from 

the Nile was a legend, created and woven by love, which sometimes 

hides itself from the brutal human selfishness and lubricity, in order to get 

in tune with the Divine Idea, so that the ways of God open up amid 

humankind..., the unhappy blind leper who resists being cured and even 

more, resists seeing.  

–Mother Isis! –exclaimed the astonished Royal Princess–. You placed 

me on the steps of a secular throne and under the naves of secular 

temples, and I see that the Divine Light has not yet vanished for me all 

the darkness... 

“Who is Therebi..., the youngest of my half-sisters, who loves me so 

much? 

“Who is Star, the unexpected wife of my son, who thus brings me 

visions for my good or for my evil? 

–Mother!... Uncle Jethro was that Isaac whom Abraham was about to 

sacrifice, believing that the Most High commanded him to do so, and it 

was through this son that the old Patriarch received the eternal promise 

that he would be the root of a portion of humankind amid which His 

Eternal Word, His Thought, His Idea, the Truth would incarnate twice.” 

"Therebi was saved from death at birth by Uncle Jethro, knowing the 

spirit that came in her. Star is an adopted daughter of Uncle Jethro whom 

in the dream he drew to his side because he knows what spirit comes in 

her. 

"And Uncle Jethro has engraved in fire on marble this thought which 

he holds and will hold as an eternal truth in all the lives of teacher, 

prophet, and guide of souls that he will perform in his long evolutionary 

career, through the ages and through the centuries: "Beings all on this 

Earth, with you speaks the Eternal Voice and says: My thoughts are not 

your thoughts, nor are my ways your ways.  

–Heavens!... What great things you are telling me, my son, and how 

small I am to know them!... 

The mother and son bowed their heads on their chests, and the 
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meditation of the humble souls who seek the light to know the ways of 

God made of that room, the Royal Princess's reading room, become a 

magnificent spiritual Temple where the Divine Presence drew back its 

veils and they saw the long chain that tied them to this Earth and to this 

humanity. 

When everything was over, the mother with her eyes crystallized in 

tears approached her son and took both his hands.  

–My son!... How far we still have to go on this long path! I don't know 

if I have the courage!... 

– You will have it, mother, and I will have it too! Can we even think of 

refusing to please the Eternal Owner?   
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48.  Moses Begins to See 
 

What does Moses see in his mental horizon?... What idea persistently 

pursues him in his meditations? Why before returning to Egypt, he didn't 

have them, and now they hit his brain as if a light silver hammer were 

giving periodic blows..., intermittent..., like a drop of water falling on a 

blank parchment? 

And this tenacious idea brought back a reminder. He had in his 

traveler's bags an epistle from Uncle Jethro addressed to the Patriarch of 

the people of Israel. 

He had already forgotten about it. 

–Mother, –he told the Royal Princess–, I must go to Goshen as soon 

as possible, and if you want to visit my father's brothers, we could go 

together and also take Star with us... 

–But does she know that your father was from Israel? 

–She knows and is glad to hear it because her mother is from Israel, 

and she also knows that there is an old scribe in Goshen, her mother's 

brother. 

–Oh, how gentle and loving are the paths of the Law!... We will go, 

son, we will go. Since my arrival from Mauritania, I’ve only visited them 

once, for you know that I have to be very careful not to be observed, so 

as not to give any cause for displeasure to the Government. My brother 

Pharaoh has spies in every corner of the country.  

“Surely he already knows of your arrival in Memphis. 

–I don't doubt it. And he will know that your brother-in-law, the 

Ethnarch of Negev, has commissioned me to do business with him, and 

has provided me with a brilliant escort as a special representative on his 

business.. And he will know I’m married to a beautiful young woman, 

which will help put an end to his insane jealousy. 

–I forgot to inform you something, my son, that you should know. 

Amenhepat was kind enough to send me a beautiful Royal Princess's 

diadem along with an invitation to go to Thebes on an official visit, adding 

that he will send me the Queen's private sailboat to take me there. What 

do you say to this? 

–Nothing, Mother, because at my 30 years of age I know human life 

and men as I didn't know them at 20, when I left you. 

–Oh, Moses!... My heart can guess that you’ve suffered unutterably in 

the 10 years that have passed. 

  

– More than suffered, I have learned, mother, believe me. I could write 

a whole book of experiences and you would be amazed that your 

adolescent Osarsiph has been transformed by the work and grace of the 



 468 

Divine Law into a clever and audacious psychologist, capable of 

discovering secrets in the impenetrable abysses of the human soul. 

 –Then, my son, you can be an efficient assistant for your mother, 

whom the Divine Law has placed on a mountain where not everything is 

a reflection of dawn on blooming rosebushes  

 

*** 

The next morning, two women, covered in veils and cloaks, 

accompanied by an Israelite doctor, were sailing through the canals of 

the Delta towards Goshen, carrying bags and baskets of aid for the sick 

they were going to visit. With four strong oarsmen, the boat flew over the 

calm waters without the canes and reedbeds hindering in any way the 

morning's navigation. The reader will have discovered the Royal Princess 

with her daughter-in-law, Moses, Fredek of Port Ophir, and the Prince of 

Baetica in the navigators, who had become zealous guardians of the 

heroic woman who saw no inconvenience in helping Moses. 

A few hours earlier a messenger from the castle of Lake Merik had 

given notice at Goshen, whereupon the Princess's brothers-in-law were 

waiting for her on the pier with their wives and children. 

To the long-suffering people of Israel, a visit from Thimetis was like 

the appearance of the full moon tearing through the dark clouds of a 

stormy night. But the directive of not exteriorizing their feelings, forced 

the submissive people to hold all their enthusiasm until they were 

gathered in the Temple squares, which was surrounded by high walls of 

reeds and plantain trees that hid them from the Egyptian world that 

surrounded them. 

And there, the High Priest Ishmael with the Council of 70 Elders would 

receive Thimetis. And taking her to the humble Temple, which was 

nothing like the one that Solomon would build centuries later, there they 

would sing the psalm with which Abraham glorified Jehovah for his 

eternal promises. 

But this time the Princess didn’t come alone, but accompanied by 

three Royal Princes: Moses, her son; Fredek, son of the Great Sfaz of 

Mauritania, and Arphasol, sovereign Prince of Baetica. 

Three great branches of the human family of that time, were gathered 

in the mudflats of Goshen. The frequent tides that made the salty lakes 

overflow, produced floods and serious inconveniences to the unhappy 

Israelite people that since the times of the queen Gala, saw their life 

becoming more painful day by day. 

Before the death of Amram, the Royal Princess had paid for the 

construction and inauguration of the House of Life, as we would say 

today, a Hospital to house all the sick who couldn’t be treated in their 

homes. And she had also built schools in each of the few Synagogues 
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allowed by the Intendents, but without anyone knowing that it was she 

who did it, except for the Elder Patriarch Ismael who was always the one 

who humbly asked for the favors. 

He preserved the doctrine and strict principles of the early patriarchs 

of the race: Abraham, its founder, Isaac and Jacob, his successors, who 

were like a distant reminiscence of the prehistoric Kobdas and Dakthylos. 

Ishmael's grandfather, a famous astrologer, chemist, and physician, 

had been Notary of the Council of Anekh-Aton, the Pharaoh called Holy 

Maker of Holies. And he was a reincarnation of the Kobda Heberi of the 

time of Abel; of Abdulin of Miramar, of the close disciples of Antulius, and 

of Vasiehta, the blind and holy Elder Flamen, Patriarch of the Towers of 

Silence, who initiated Krishna into the high school of Truths hidden from 

the unconscious. Patriarch Ishmael, descendant of such high spiritual 

progeny, was a worthy friend and confidant of Jethro, in whose epistle 

entrusted to Moses he shared with him his great discoveries of spiritual 

nature. 

It is convenient for the reader to read it with me, translated, because 

it had been written in the hieroglyphic system of the Temple. And by 

knowing this letter, the reader will understand more perfectly the 

extraordinary superiority of Moses, lawgiver and guide of the people of 

Israel, intermediary between him and all humankind: 

"Brother and friend of the centuries, Reuben of Abinoan, may peace 

be in your soul and health in your body.    

" I promised you in my previous epistle, that I would share with you all 

the truths that have been revealed to me and the discoveries I’ve made 

of what the Most High wants and thinks about the evolution of the souls 

that are chosen for the fulfillment of His eternal idea on this planet. 

"Your perceptions agree with mine which are as follows: 

"Moses and his mother are the bases and foundation of a great step 

that this humankind will take towards what is divine and eternal. And | | | 

- | | | | | | |, (*777, is the meaning of those sticks), placed one beside the 

other mark the sum of the souls that will be their collaborators in the works 

that must come in due course. And you and I are placed in the first row 

among that sum, and moreover with the incomparable honor of having at 

our side the most faithful companions of Amphion, of Antulius, of Abel 

and of Krishna. 

“Oh, brother Reuben!... If in this glorious stage we don’t become first-

magnitude stars by our conquered evolution, it will be because our 

unfortunate souls are still reptiles that crawl through the swamps where 

worms and larvae are hatched. 

"The Divine Law already fulfilled your announcement that an old 

companion of studies and initiation would come to my side, our brother 

Isesi, who today shares with me the direction of the Initiatory School 
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founded by Moses several years ago. 

"I don’t know how long he will remain in Egypt. Whatever it may be, I 

have no doubt that both of you will eagerly use it for the benefit of our 

great ideals of human liberation. If Moses gives you to read his book of 

spiritual privacies, which are a great and magnificent Apocalypse, you will 

be well informed of what we have done in the 10 years of his stay in these 

deserts. 

"When will you come to my old arms? Will we still see each other again 

with our eyes of flesh? May the Eternal Owner of souls wish it that way, 

and that’s all that your old friend and soul-brother desires. Jethro of 

Mauritania." 

The reading of this epistle and the presence of such illustrious guests 

was an extraordinary festivity for the good Patriarch Ishmael, his Council, 

and the people. Hence, by popular acclaim, they called it Passover of 

Glory, a date that later, even centuries later, was used to carry out the 

most notable works, resolutions, or conquests that Israel obtained in the 

course of time. 

On that date the departure from Egypt of all the people collectively 

took place. Although it is painful to say that henceforth those Passovers 

were very different from the first Passover of Glory, in which everything 

was of a high spirituality and of a high concept of harmony, peace, and 

fraternity that makes the happiness of the people. 

On such a day, Thimetis and her companions overflowed in their 

generous, compassionate, and noble love upon all the sorrows of the 

people of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob. 

Those who owed money had their debts paid off. The sick people were 

healed, the ill-treated slaves were set free, and the most destitute 

households were provided with all the necessities of life. 

The people of Israel were then governed by what was called the "Law 

of the Patriarchs", which had been created by Abraham. Abraham lived 

his long life under the inspiration and laws of the Kobdas, among whom 

his eldest sister, Vhada, was Matriarch of a women's Sanctuary in the 

Land of Gilead30. 

This "Law of the Patriarchs", was very concise and brief, limiting itself 

to the magnificent precept of: 

"You shall not do unto your fellow man what you would not want done 

to you." 

"You shall do to your fellow man whatever you wish to be done to you 

in equality of circumstance." 

"You shall not worship gods that ask for sacrifices of lives and material 

             

 
30 The regions of Palestine today known as Syria and Galilee. 
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things, but only the Most High, Invisible and Eternal God, Creator and 

Preserver of all that lives in the Universe, and who only asks for the 

fulfillment of this Law, which was already engraved by Him in each human 

soul that comes to incarnate in this world." 

"Those who are disobedient to this Law, you will confine them in a safe 

place away from others until they learn to live without doing voluntary 

harm or damage to their fellow men." 

"You shall be merciful to the weak, to the sick, to widows, to orphans, 

and especially to those who lack the necessities of life." 

"You shall be zealous in fulfilling all your commitments and word given, 

and you shall see in your wife the companion of your life, and in your 

children, children of God entrusted to you, just as your servants are." 

"You will not close your house to travelers, you will have generous 

mercy for all, and you will never take revenge from whom you received 

grievance." 

"God is the Supreme Justice and He does it in defense and safeguard 

of his servants faithful to his Law". 

"May the Most High, God, Lord, and owner of the worlds, be blessed 

and glorified by all the beings of the Universe". 

   

*** 

If you wish, reader friend, compare the elevated and pure "Law of the 

Patriarchs" observed by the people of Israel, which agreed with the Law 

of Anekh-Aton, the Holy Pharaoh of ancient Egypt, and was also in 

agreement with the laws of the prehistoric Civilization of the Kobdas, the 

Dakthylos, the White Prophets and the Flamens, whose great Schools 

made countries flourish, countries that emerged from the bosom of the 

immense seas in those distant ages. Compare this law, I was saying, with 

the catafalque of laws and ordinances that are rude, materialistic, and 

even contrary to morality and good sense, which they have intended to 

pass off as the Law of Moses. And when you have finished comparing 

and reflecting on this, tell me if it’s possible to accept as Moses’ creation, 

what cannot, in justice and logic, be attributed to any good man. 

Who was the daring violator of the Divine Law, engraved in every soul 

by the Supreme Power, and the precious original of the laws dictated by 

the first Patriarchs and Masters of souls of the civilizing Schools I have 

mentioned? 

Where did such bold and fatal distortions and falsifications come from? 

They have plunged humanity into the abyss of injustices, crimes, and 

corruptions, in which it struggles in the current times.   Today they have 

reached such a low level and degree of degeneration that it terrifies and 

frightens those of us who still have traces, vestiges, reminiscences of 

honor, dignity and shame, today completely disappeared in the vast 
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majority of this humankind. 

Let's turn the page, reader friend, because if we continue on this path, 

perhaps we would engender in the scarce conscious humanity, thoughts 

which are too depressing and pessimistic for those who still hope to see 

the inheritance of Christ purified and magnified, for which He sacrificed 

Himself so many times and which He still loves with His great Heart of 

Son of God. 

As soon as Thimetis and Moses were alone with Patriarch Ishmael the 

spiritual disclosures began. The Elder, overwhelmed with anguish and 

anxiety, and bearing the weight of 77 years, felt the real need to confide 

to other strong, faithful souls his great fears regarding the future of that 

people, children of Abraham. 

   

*** 

   

The ancient prophecies were already marking the date of their 

fulfillment: 

"When the waters of the Red Sea recede and its cliffs are in sight and 

the Salt Lakes are close to drying up, it will be the moment when the Giant 

Genius, the Archangel of the double sight, will march at the head of my 

people towards the Holy Land, promised to me by the Most High Lord of 

all that lives in all the worlds. It is announced to you through divine 

permission from your father Abraham".  

The time was therefore come. 

Pharaoh Anekh-Aton himself had left written several accounts of 

prophecies received by him. One of them said: "When the time comes for 

the Holy One, the Anointed One, to live again on this Earth, I will be on 

the banks of the Nile where I will be like a brother born of the same mother 

and I have already made the pact with the one who will be my father who 

will be the healer of illnesses and will only live the time necessary to put 

me on the path that must be my path. You shall know me by the three 

letters of my name: H U R. 

"Your brother in hope and love of Truth. Hilkar, disciple of Master 

Antulius." 

Elder Ishmael already had evidence that these prophecies had been 

fulfilled. The physician Aton-Mosis, a direct descendant of a Councilman 

of Anekh-Aton, had a son of that name who had been initiated in the 

Classrooms of Divine Wisdom together with the son of the Princess 

Thimetis, the chosen of Isis for the great accomplishments that the 

hierarchs of the heavens projected at that time. 

Elder Patriarch discussed all this privately with Moses and Thimetis. 

– This epistle of Jethro – he said – seems to tell me plainly that you 

two, mother and son, know the great secret of God. Can't you trust this 
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old heart of mine, which will soon be silent forever? 

"Will you let me die without having seen with my eyes of flesh the Son 

of the Most High destined to fulfill His eternal designs?" 

Thimetis looked at Moses and saw him asleep, and all of him was 

white as if made of snow. Around him, a golden glow was beginning to 

form with streaks of vivid purple, and on his forehead, two rays of light 

that hurt the eyes. 

And silently she pointed it out to the Elder Patriarch, who had not 

noticed it because he was leaning his forehead on his chest in dejected 

meditation. 

– There you have it –she whispered. 

The Elder was seized by a dreadful daze and fell to his knees, his 

forehead pressed against the pavement at the feet of Moses, who 

continued motionless with his eyes closed. 

–Master Antulius!... Lord of all the saints who followed you and are 

waiting for you!... Blessed is the hour in which these eyes see and this 

heart beats close to you! –exclaimed the Elder Patriarch, devouring with 

his eyes that being who didn’t seem to be made of flesh but of snow made 

light. 

 Little by little, that extraordinary manifestation of radiant forces 

evaporated until the young Moses, 30 years old, was left, dressed as a 

modest village doctor and awake to everyday life on the physical earthly 

plane. 

–Moses, son of God, I have finally understood that you will be the one 

to save the people of Abraham, Isaac and Jacob from the material slavery 

and the slavery of the spirit into which they are about to fall. We live 

among idolaters whose life of corruption and vice surpasses all measure; 

Anekh-Aton was killed, along with his laws and his disciples, the 

continuers of the work he began. To return all Egypt to the golden dream 

of the Holy Pharaoh, is not a work that we can accomplish at this time. 

Let us at least save the people of Abraham with those who wish to 

accompany us from the Egypt founded by the refugees of Atlantis. Those 

refugees who left in the Pyramids and in the Sphinx the imperishable 

memory that they were owners of the Knowledge of God in relation to the 

human soul, eternal as He Himself. 

–May the Eternal Almighty be with us, so that we may do so, if it is His 

Sovereign Will –Moses replied. –And you, mother, what do you say to 

this? 

–Isis is the mother of all the mothers of the chosen ones by the Eternal 

Power for the great achievements. And She will be the one who prepares 

me to support you in what the Divine Law wishes to ordain you. 

The three of them decided to summon the Seventy of the great 

Council, and if they concurred, they would consult the will and the 
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capacity of the people. 

It took them seven days to go through all these errands, efficiently 

seconded by Fredek of Port Ophir, Arphasol, and the young Star who 

made a wide friendly field among the Israelite women.  

And although many feared the magnitude of the undertaking of the 

journey and the painful sacrifices that the emigration of an entire 

numerous people would entail until they reached the Jordan meadows of 

the prophecies of Patriarch Abraham, the vast majority of the people 

resolved to make the tremendous journey. 

The seventy that were faithful to Patriarch Ishmael set about the task 

of first convincing and preparing all the heads of families; Moses, Fredek 

and Arphasol, were in charge of the youngest men. The Royal Princess 

with Star did the same with the mothers and the maidens. 

On the eve of the seventh day, the people were assembled in the 

temple courts, and Patriarch Ishmael and the Seventy entreated Moses 

to make the clear announcement that the prophecies had been fulfilled, 

and that the time had come for the people of Israel to respond to the 

divine choice. 

At this moment, a young student of the ancient Scriptures came out 

from the crowd and, ascending the steps of the dais from which Moses 

was speaking, said to him: 

 –There’s a prophecy which promises the arrival of a Giant Genius, 

ordained by the Eternal Power, to lead Israel to the meadows of the 

Jordan promised to our father Abraham. Where is this extraordinary being 

who is the only guarantee of success to launch a whole numerous people 

on such a journey? 

There was a great silence of expectation because the scholars of the 

people were asking themselves this question in their minds. 

At that moment the Royal Princess appeared on the dais covered with 

her great golden veil of priestess of the Temple of Isis, and Moses turned 

into a blaze of fire as if he were a gigantic man made of burning embers. 

And the index finger of the Princess pointed him out to the people, who 

fell on their knees with fervent enthusiasm, worshiping the Eternal Power 

who so clearly manifested His sovereign Will.    

–He’s my son– the Princess exclaimed– and just as he at the age of 

17 saved all of you from being slaves of Egypt, so will he lead you from 

now on to fulfill the Divine Will, if you’re docile to Its voice. 

The radiant manifestation was gently diluted in the ether. And Thimetis 

called the young man who had asked the great question, which caused 

such a stupendous prodigy. And she questioned him about his family and 

his studies. From this it turned out that he was a study companion of Hur 

and was to be joined in marriage with the youngest daughter of Abinoam, 

brother of Amram, the late husband of Thimetis. She was a charming 
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young lady much beloved of the Princess because of her refined manners 

and her life all consecrated to the austerity proper to the noblest Israelite 

households. 

The young man who asked the question was called Henok (aka 

Enoch, Hanok and Hanoch) and descended in the straight line from the 

firstborn son of Reuben, the eldest son of Patriarch Jacob. That entire 

Tribe had the tradition of naming the firstborn of each family Henok 

because that name was given to the first son of Reuben.  

This young Henok married shortly after with a cousin of Moses named 

Esther, daughter of Abinoam, brother of Amram, was the best scribe and 

chronicler of the whole great epic of the people of Israel following Moses 

through the deserts. 

I make such a detailed clarification to facilitate the logical and accurate 

judgment of the reader who, knowing that the best Scribe and Chronicler 

of the great journey of the people of Israel guided by Moses, was his close 

relative, scholar, and companion of Hur, educated in the Classrooms of 

the Temples, knowledgeable of the hieroglyphic system used by them, 

could in no way be the author of the stories that we know. These other 

stories turn the glorious epic into a dreadful tragedy of slaughter, robbery 

and pillage ordered by the austere Man of Light who ecstatically received 

the Law of Sinai, which is complete synthesis of what we call human 

brotherhood, human fraternity. The Law of Sinai could well be called the 

Code of Fraternal Love because each of its precepts is a ray of the 

eternally fecund sun of Divine Love, giving life to all that exists in the vast 

Universe. 

And even before the people came out of their exhilarated 

astonishment, Patriarch Ishmael introduced the prince of Port Ophir, the 

Prince of Baetica, and Star, wife of the Divine Anointed, as his close 

collaborators to lead Israel to its glorious destinies. And he spoke to the 

people in this way: 

–The Mauretania of the Children of the Sun is with us; Baetica of the 

seashore is with us; the Royal Princess, daughter of a hundred Pharaohs, 

spiritual mother of her people, is with us, and above all, the powerful 

Legion of the Archangels, Guides of humanities, is with us to lead us to 

the land promised to our father Abraham. Will you respond to the divine 

choice?... 

A great clamor like a gale through a forest of pine trees arose from all 

the people gathered in the square. 

–Yes, yes, yes!... We will go wherever Jehovah's Chosen One takes 

us, to make his people great!... 

"Royal Princess, our mother! Where you go, we will go!..." 

And clamors such as these continued to be heard for a long time. 

The women struggled to reach her, and when they had succeeded, 
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the strongest women of Israel lifted her up high, making a chair of hands 

with their sturdy arms, and paraded her all over the square, so that all the 

women of the suffering people kissed her hands and touched her feet 

imprisoned in white kidskin slippers embroidered with silver threads. 

And there was not a woman there who hadn’t received a spiritual or 

material gift from the sweet, courageous woman who gave everything 

without asking anything in return! 

–And who was this woman? –the reader will ask with anxious curiosity. 

Her spiritual pedigree came from long ages ago. 

When the parents of Amphion, the Holy King in Atlantis, were to be 

betrothed at the age of 12, she was the Governess and Head 

Housekeeper who prepared them during 20 moons for the great event. 

She was the sister of the young philosopher Sphano-San, who later 

became Patriarch of the Holy Mountain, that Great Sanctuary School 

where so many masters of souls were formed, who later dispersed to the 

four cardinal points when it was announced to them that that Continent 

would be swallowed by the waters of the sea. 

When Sphano-San was elected patriarch of the White Prophets, 

between both siblings they founded the Sanctuary School for women and 

she (Thimetis) was designated Founding Matriarch. 

Her name at that time was Adelphina of Anahuac. 

When the time approached for the Guide of this humankind to return 

to take matter in this planet, she joined those who were to prepare the 

nest for the white mallard that was returning. And she chose the role of 

mother of his mother and thus she raised that Walkyria of Golden Hill who 

was the mother of the great martyred philosopher, and she continued to 

be the mother of his close disciples whom she nourished, cared for and 

supported so that none of them would twist or abandon the path opened 

by her great son, perhaps overcome by the sufferings of exile and 

expatriation to which they were forced by the harsh persecution suffered 

as a result of the death of the Master. 

In another of her terrestrial journeys, she collaborated in the front row 

with the escaping founders of what was centuries later the Great Kobda 

Fraternity, school of wisdom and fraternal love amid which Abel emerged 

surrounded by so many stars of first magnitude. 

Through the happy set of such favorable circumstances, Moses saw 

with remarkable clarity the mission he had to carry out in that hour and 

with that people, to whom he was spiritually linked by alliances of souls 

and physically because his father belonged to the race of Abraham. 

Out of all this arose the foundation of a mixed group composed of the 

most active and capable among the men and women of the people of 

Israel, with the purpose of taking notes concerning the state of each 

family and each individual. The Royal Princess and her companions 
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pledged to pay the ransom of those who were slaves, or to pay off their 

debts and to provide everything necessary to begin the preparation for 

the great exodus of all the people of Abraham, towards the lands that 

were to be the homeland of the people created by him under the 

protection of his faith, of his hope in divine protection, and of his absolute 

dedication to the ideal of justice and love that shaped his life. 

Each home, each family, became a workshop for manufacturing 

clothes, footwear, bags, suitcases and chests, tent or tent equipment, 

mats, mattresses, blankets, quilts, and carpets. And according to the 

financial capacity of each family, and of each individual was also the 

collection of cereals, salted meats, vegetables, dried fruits, oil, wine, 

honey, and wax candles and even twisted cotton wicks or oiled hemp to 

provide light in the darkness of the night in the desert. 

And all this was done in the most impenetrable silence, in such a way 

that nothing could be seen of the grandiose project that only the mind of 

Moses could conceive, and his extraordinary willpower could carry out. 

The people of Abraham never knew a happier time than that. All that 

numerous people thought, wanted, and felt, in tune with their great leader 

Guide, so that fraternity, harmony, mutual help surpassed everything that 

could be desired. 

All was love, sympathy, cordiality, hope, like rosebushes in bloom...  
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49.  The 12 Columns of the Temple 
 

Moses and his companions returned to Memphis on the tenth day of 

their stay in the mudflats of Goshen. 

And always undercover they passed from the Embassies of 

Mauritania and Negev, where they resided, to the beloved retreat of the 

castle of Lake Merik. 

Only there, could mother and son feel in their own environment, in the 

soft and safe nest, overloaded with sweet memories in which both had 

spent the best days of their lives in the land of their birth. 

They were accompanied by Fredek of Port Ophir, Arphasol of Baetica 

and Star of Sharma, in that hall known to the reader, where Moses 

celebrated his solemn betrothal blessed by his parents, blooming with 

hope and love. The premature death of Merik, the adolescent bride, had 

crumbled those heavenly reveries into dust and smoke... 

And as soon as Moses entered, the memory came alive, as if a 

magician's hand had suddenly lit a golden lamp brightened by the sun. 

And the adorable image of Merik floated in front of him with a great 

crown of white roses that had many thorns... Moses fell to his knees, with 

his arms outstretched towards the sweet apparition he saw... His face 

turned as white as the roses. His mother, the Princess, approached and 

covered his ecstatic eyes with her hand... 

–Don't look at her anymore, my son. She’s from heaven and we still 

walk on Earth. When the Law allows us to break all the ties that bind us 

to this world, we will go to her so that we will never be separated again. 

He reacted immediately, and the Giant Genius stood up again like a 

colossus, overcome by a brief vertigo that his iron will transform into a 

serene calm.  

Star stood quietly in a corner, astounded. Fredek and Arphasol 

seemed to ask with their eyes. The young wife approached the Princess 

and asked in her ear: 

–Mother, what did Moses see?  

 –Things from heaven, dear daughter...! An Archangel of light wanted 

to crown him with roses with many thorns and to accept it he fell to his 

knees on the pavement... Don’t be alarmed and get used to the idea that 

you have joined your life to an Archangel of the seventh heaven, clothed 

in flesh and walking on our land. 

When this answer was heard by all, everything returned to normal, and 

Moses spoke first: 

– Let's make the most of our time, for we don't have much time and 

the task is very long... There are messengers from Thebes –he added 

and sat next to the seat his mother had just occupied. 
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When the five were gathered in a closed circle, the Princess spoke 

like this: 

–We are the five rays of the Star of Divine Light, which illuminates all 

of us who ask for and need that Light, to dispel the darkness with which 

the matter we clothe surrounds us. 

"We are the most intimate portion of the Legion of allied souls of the 

Divine Anointed, for this solemn hour of our evolution. Let us join our 

thoughts to the absent allies: Patriarch Jethro, Isesi, Ohad, Carmi, Hur, 

Laius, and Pontiff Membra..." 

At this moment, Numbik lifted the curtain of an inner door and the 

venerable Elder appeared as an ivory figure..., all white from the priestly 

headdress of Initiate to the woolen slippers enclosing his feet. 

–Here is number twelve –said the Pontiff– and I’m glad I have not kept 

you waiting a minute longer. 

Thimetis rose from her armchair and, kissing the Elder's hand, invited 

him to sit in it, and she sat down beside him. 

Elder Membra opened the door to Divine spiritual communication with 

these words: 

–May it be our joint thought that calls upon the Divine of God to be 

enlightened and strengthened with His Light and with His Love. 

The words fell silent to allow for the thought to speak. 

And the invocation began. 

The sun hid its rays in gauzes of purple and gold, and far away beyond 

the desert in Jethro’s cabin, in the Sanctuary School of Durba Well, the 

absent allies took their places, and after repeating the same words, the 

human voices fell silent and thought spoke. 

And the twelve incarnated spirits had agreed, before incarnating, to 

establish on Earth the Divine Idea that had already been buried six times 

before, at the death of Juno, Numu, Amphion, Antulius, Abel and Krishna. 

The Divine Idea, which the powerful blind men of Egypt drowned in blood 

during the time of Anekh-Aton, would be kindled again on the face of the 

planet, and this time indelible, eternal force profiles that no human gale 

could extinguish. 

Six of the allies were beyond the deserts, in a meagre village ignored 

by the world, and six others in the solitary castle of Lake Merik, also 

forgotten by the world, because a woman who despised the world, had 

chosen it as a shelter and rest for her spirit that sought God in solitude 

and seclusion. Had He not said it through the voice of His Prophet?: "Not 

in the whirlwind of the crowds but in solitude, you will hear my voice that 

will speak to your heart", and the six allies from Durba Well and the six 

from the castle of Lake Merik received on the same day and at the same 

hour the divine message transmitted by Aelohin, also allied to the mission 

of Moses: 
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–"Brothers, we who are united by the Eternal and Divine Ideal, united 

also in our way of thinking, feeling, and wishing, the time has come to 

begin the salvific work of humankind. Humankind has forgotten that the 

Eternal Creative Power exists and has replaced it with idols that promote 

all the iniquities and depravities to which it is incited by its base instincts 

and by the evil influence of dark intelligences that fight with ferocious rage 

to plunge those who were freed in the cataclysms of Atlantis back into the 

chaos of their darkness. 

"The Love-God, loved and felt by Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob, lives as 

a perennial light in the people created by them. And this is why the Eternal 

Idea destines this people as a seed of new sowing of Truth in the 

humanity of this planet.  

"Not without sacrifices shall we achieve triumph. Moses! you have just 

seen in the ethereal hands of your "soul spouse" that she offers you a 

crown of white roses with many thorns! Exact vision of what will be your 

life on the chosen path! In this tremendous journey, perhaps the most 

difficult of your eternal life, you must prove by deeds that you are the 

Flamens of Juno and Numu, the White Prophets of Amphion, the 

Dakthylos of Antulius and the Kobdas of Abel. 

"Ye are not then novices in renunciations, immolations and 

holocausts31. And if you did so much in past ages which form triple-looped 

collars around your heart, will you hesitate before additional ones that will 

form vestments to your personality?" 

They all stood with their right hands raised high which was the outward 

expression of the solemn vow of acceptance they were making at that 

moment. 

And Aelohin continued: "The Eternal Creative Power declares you 

heralds of Its Law, which will mark the immovable path of the purified 

worlds, to this humankind of which you have wanted to be a part, in 

perseverant collaboration to its definitive evolution. You have 3,500 years 

to achieve this. The Divine Power is in you. Light and Love are in you... 

We, our Legion of Archangels, walk by your side. 

"Onward for Truth, Justice, and Love!" 

The heavenly voice was lost in the great silence of deep meditation in 

which all those present were immersed. 

The temple of Moses was thus built and finished with 12 firm columns 

of porphyry and marble, and a resplendent dome formed of united 

thoughts and eternal promises! 

When the meditation was finished, Elder Membra spoke first: 

             

 
31 Here the word holocaust, not capitalized, means “act of total self-denial that is 
performed out of love.” 
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– Brothers – he said, deeply moved– I seem to feel that the Divine 

Law requires of me the resignation of my office. But tell me, I beg you, 

how am I to reconcile this suggestion, which I judge to be of divine origin, 

with the law of the Temples and ordinances created and sustained for 

centuries by the Egyptian priest? The Pontificate only ends with death. 

– We were thinking about this too– said Moses and Thimetis at the 

same time. 

After a moment of silence, Membra himself added with a certainty that 

seemed to have come to him at that moment. 

I can die with the death of Osiris. I did it successfully in the distant 

days of my initiation, and although I am twice as old today, the Divine Will 

is stronger than the years. 

–We must think of the House of Death –said Moses– How can the 70 

days of embalming be avoided? 

–I can request in my will not to be embalmed. 

–And what if the order is not obeyed, what if it’s interpreted as having 

been given out of great modesty on your part? –Moses suggested again. 

–For I think we should consider this scenario. 

–Justly, my son, and my heart is grateful to you for your eagerness to 

take precautionary measures to make this old friend of yours live longer... 

–Membra’s voice trembled as he said this. 

–It’s just that I wouldn’t want to suffer a failure in beginning my task..., 

a failure that would break my wings before I have taken flight... that I 

should miss the first of the twelve! 

–You are the first of the twelve!... 

–Very well said, Holiness! –exclaimed Thimetis. – He is the Guide, and 

he doesn't understand it. It seems to me that there’s one missing for the 

12 of us who must walk following the Guide.  

"Who is the missing one? 

–I think it is I –said Aaron's sonorous, vibrant voice, lifting the curtain 

of the door.  –And I don't know how you hadn't thought of me, nor had I. 

Suddenly I felt the impulse to come to the door. Suddenly I felt the impulse 

to come to you as if a voice had said to me: "They are waiting for you 

there. Go, it is time" ... And here I am. 

Everyone looked at each other in astonishment. 

–The Divinity is in our midst– said the Elder Pontiff solemnly. –Let us 

worship the Eternal Power who thus watches over our steps and 

strengthens our hesitations. 

They all fell on their knees and, according to custom, touched the 

pavement with the foreheads. 

After this exciting moment had passed and each one had taken his 

place, Membra spoke again: 

–Following up on our agreement, I think that one of you must take 



 482 

charge of arranging my apparent death, so that the clergy and the 

government will consider me dead. Who will take charge of this difficult 

matter? 

–I, Holiness, will see to it that you die for the world, but live for the work 

of Moses –answered Princess Thimetis with great serenity. –I beg you to 

write you will this very day, appointing me executor of your posthumous 

arrangements. 

–How much it pleases me, my dear daughter, that it is you the one 

who will give me the death I’ve so long desired! And then I will take the 

name of your father-in-law, and you will all call me grandfather Eleazar. 

When he made me this gold breastplate with 12 diamonds, he prophesied 

this to me. –Then the Elder took out of an inner pocket a fine, tiny silver 

flask in which he kept his personal items and from there he extracted a 

small parchment, folded in four, written in hieroglyphic signs that 

translated read as follows:  

"The jeweler Eleazar of the Israelite tribe of Levi prophesied to me 

today: As I give you this jewel bearing the symbol of the Invisible Eternal, 

who is Light, Power, and Love, I see you as High Priest of a wandering 

temple in a vast desert bearing the same name by which I am known in 

this world: Eleazar.” 

“It has been 36 years since then. Moses was not yet born, nor had you 

Princess Thimetis been proclaimed heir to the throne of Egypt. This 

breastplate with the five-pointed Star was not for me but for the Pontiff 

Pthamer of whom I was Chief Notary. When he died, he gave it to me as 

his memento, which I have kept to this day. What do you say to my story? 

–That it was a premonitory clairvoyance of my grandfather Eleazar –

said Moses– and that it is fulfilled 36 years after its occurrence, for since 

you arrived to this precinct, Holiness, I’m thinking that you’re the one 

appointed by the Eternal Law to be the first great Priest of Israel when it 

comes out of slavery to possess the lands promised to the Patriarch 

Abraham. 

Three moons passed and during this period, those designated as the 

"Twelve Pillars of the Temple" and the people led by them continued to 

make preparations for the great journey that they didn’t yet know when 

and how they were to carry out. 

Meanwhile, Princess Thimetis fulfilled, as she knew how to do, her 

important role as the first Executor of the Pontiff, whose death from a 

stroke was duly diagnosed by the Temple Physician. This event was 

announced to the Pharaoh and the people by the Hierophant Prince Nef-

Aton, who was the Chief Notary and half-brother of the father of Thimetis, 

Ramses I. 

The holographic will of the deceased ordered not to be embalmed and 

left its fulfillment to the discretion of both Executors, Princess Thimetis 
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and the Chief Notary. 

The great bells of the Main Tower with its mournful violet banners were 

all too eloquent announcement of the event. This cause the people to 

parade through the portico of the temple where the great tomb covered 

with violet brocade embroidered with gold stars was displayed. 

The reader will understand that the lignum vitae sarcophagus covered 

in brocade held nothing but a wax mummy. Besides, who could dare to 

doubt the truth, let alone lift the burnished silver lid and brocade mantle 

with gold stars, if 12 Pastophori of the Temple holding spears guarded 

the sacred corpse for three days? 

The Pharaoh sent a royal escort from Thebes carrying a medallion of 

gold and diamonds with the image of the god Osiris and the "Book of the 

Dead" with silver covers to be placed on the chest of the corpse. The 

escort was also ordered to accompany the procession that led the 

sarcophagus to the "Crypt of the Death", as requested on the will of the 

diseased. 

The mourning was presided over by Princess Thimetis and the Chief 

Notary: Who could doubt that the Pontiff Membra was dead, very dead? 

And the Princess, who received all the condolences, limited herself to 

say: "The Pontiff has died for the world, but he lives in the Kingdom of 

Isis and blesses with love all of us who have loved him". 

And she was telling the whole truth. 

Meanwhile, Membra, who in a secret ceremony, called Solemn 

Renunciation among them, had divested himself of his name and his 

pontifical vestment, studied and prayed in the small Temple of the castle 

of Lake Merik, at the same time that he opened his album-diary, which 

began as follows: 

–"I, Eleazar of Ismalia, priest and servant of the Invisible One, begin 

this diary in His Name by making before Him, a solemn vow to write in 

these pages the absolute truth of whatever occurs before me, from this 

day forward until the day of my death." 

Moses and Thimetis, who were just returning from Memphis, where 

the funeral ceremonies had been concluded, presented themselves 

before the solitary priest. 

–You’ve arrived just when my mind and heart was calling you –he said. 

–Sign here, for you will be the only witnesses of my solemn vow before 

the Most High. 

They both read and signed in silence. 

The scene ended with a great silent embrace, their eyes crystallized 

with tears and a lump in their throats, which forever united the three 

beings in an indestructible bond. the greatest work of the Eternal Power 

for this planet rested on their shoulders: the designation of a people as 

depositary of the Divine Law that would mark eternal paths for this 
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humankind.  
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50.  The Messianic Sanctuary 
 

After all that had happened, Moses and Membra, whom we shall 

henceforth call by his new name, Eleazar, completely dedicated 

themselves to the most perfect preparation of their inner world. 

But, for his peace of mind, Moses requested from the Pharaoh a 

private audience for the purpose of dealing with the business entrusted 

to him by the Ethnarch. He requested this meeting in eight days' time, 

under the pretext of taking a rest from the long journey and some 

particular care he owed to his mother and wife. 

 

The Pharaoh kindly granted the request. He was pleased to have 

Moses again at his side. Then Moses entered with great tranquility to his 

Closed Orchard. Eleazar accompanied him to the lintel of the door and 

left him there alone, because he understood well that Moses’ brothers of 

evolution with the ultra-powerful irradiation of their great Sirian Father, 

already converted into a Magnificent Fire, were the ones who should 

accompany their exiled brother in fulfillment of the most arduous of his 

heroic journeys. 

 

And in his meditation, which lasted three hours, he saw with marvelous 

clarity what he had left on his natural plane and what he had to 

accomplish in the present journey:  

“An enormous gold-and-blue veil was drawn aside, revealing a scene 

he had never imagined, dreamed of, or seen. 

"A great pyramid shining like mirrors in the sun rose almost out of sight 

in a plane of such diaphanous clarity that he could perceive the irradiation 

of his own astral body as a cloud of pale blue mist. 

 

"He saw that 70 transparent, bright-red crystal towers surrounded the 

great pyramid. And standing on each tower there was a Guardian with 

his two huge open wings that touched the end of the equal wings of the 

Guardian of the adjacent tower. And he thought: "–This is a living wall of 

wings that tremble, shaken by the powerful energy that vibrates in them." 

"No one responded to his thought, which appeared engraved in the 

atmosphere. 

 

"A solemn silence of peace and perfect harmony filled his soul with 

infinite joy. Without knowing how long he spent in delightful 

contemplation, he suddenly saw that somewhat higher up and as if 

supported by ledges that formed part of the pyramid itself, there were 

Seven Guardians, also winged, on each side of the pyramid, forming with 
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their open wings the same wall as the first 70. 

"He immediately thought: ‘–Seven repeated four times equals 28.' 

"This thought also appeared engraved in the air like the previous one. 

"Living walls continued to appear with wings that trembled with 

strength and powerful energy. 

"Another higher wall was formed by three winged beings on each side 

of the great pyramid. And Moses thought, '–Three repeated four times 

makes 12.' 

“And this thought of his also appeared engraved in the air. 

 

"Higher up he saw something different: Seven beings as if formed of 

golden light, but without wings, their hands joined by a broad band of 

luminous gauze, enveloped the pyramid. From the gauzy band emanated 

a soft harmony of invisible instruments, as if itself woven of musical 

strings. 

"The pyramid narrowed as it gained height. Thus, higher up the seer 

saw Five living beings also united by bands of luminous gauze that were 

emanating musical harmonies." 

 

"And finally, standing on the vertices of a triangle that protruded from 

the top of the pyramid like a great support of crystalline topaz, Three other 

beings united by the ends of great cloaks of shimmering gauze with which 

they appeared covered from head to foot. Their cloaks, which undulated 

vertiginously as if an invisible wind were shaking them, enveloped the 

upper part of the great pyramid. 

“–Good heavens!... What am I seeing? – the seer exclaimed in utter 

astonishment. For he saw himself standing at the top of the pyramid thus 

protected and guarded by all those beings whose powerful vibration of 

love, of purity, of exalted greatness, made one understand without a 

doubt the great superiority that was in all of them. 

"He was dumbfounded! 

"He saw himself, placed there at the top without having felt the ascent. 

 

"He looked down and saw all that he had been seeing emerge little by 

little and that he was then seeing it from above and in a single moment. 

Then he looked up and around him, and he saw that among a cloud of 

flames of soft warmth and infinite sweetness, Father Sirius was holding 

out his arms of light to him, while saying: 

–"Because you are my son, exiled in harsh and hard mission, I have 

wanted to make you see what you have left in your true, unique homeland 

to embrace the sacrifice for the salvation of the humankind that you have 

created yourself, in the long chain of all your lives in the flesh. You are 

going to give them the Eternal Law, which the Supreme Power decrees 
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for all the worlds in which humanities have reached the necessary level 

of evolution. 

"Blessed are those who obey it, and woe to the reluctant who scorn or 

transgress it!" 

"In the divine embrace of father and son, Moses returned to the earthly 

plane and found himself on his knees with his face bathed in tears."  
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51.  The People of Abraham 
 

Moses was certainly not one of those who accept any imposition, no 

matter where it comes from, without questioning or reasoning. And in his 

solitary meditations his soul cried out in this way, full of anxiety: And in 

his solitary meditations his soul cried out in this way, full of anxiety: 

–Supreme Creative Intelligence!... Make me see!... I want to see, to 

know, to understand! –And his mind, flooded with Divine Light, penetrated 

like a probe into the infinite ocean of the Eternal Idea. And this thought 

came to his evocation–: 

"I must know thoroughly What the people of Abraham are. 

He knew them only through his grandfather Eleazar and his father 

Amram. But he could not conceive that their great righteousness and 

nobility were qualities of a whole people. His mother poured her pious 

love over that people to whom the human love that blossomed in his early 

youth belonged. But all this was not enough reason for the Eternal Power 

to want to make them the depositary of Its sovereign, unique Law for all 

mankind. 

And the great philosopher, sociologist, and prominent psychologist, 

felt like a solitary eagle that, flying over a boundless unknown space, 

would seek the highest peak of a mountain or the highest pine forest 

where to perch to observe to his satisfaction. 

The next day very early in the morning, he put on the most modest 

tunic, took one of the boats used by the servants of the castle, wielded 

the oars and headed for Memphis through the Canal. From there he could 

take any of the little sailing boats that scampered through the wooded 

Nile Delta and reach Goshen. Only there could he find out in depth what 

Abraham's people were. 

He introduced himself to the Elder Priest Ishmael who hardly 

recognized him. 

–But Moses, son of Thimetis, the chosen one, the beloved of God, the 

one who brought to the world the bird of paradise announced by our 

Prophets!... How can you arrive like this? 

–Incognito, holy father, as must come the seeker of a hidden pearl, 

who wants to find it by himself not expecting it from anyone. 

–And what is this precious pearl that you are looking for? 

–The Truth, good father, the Truth that I’ve come to learn from you 

because you are the only one who must know it and guard it as one 

guards the King’s crown. 

– Let’s see what truth this is. 

– I believe that you will think as I do, which is that judging by all that 

has been happening and that is known to you, the Eternal Power has 
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appointed me as the Leading Guide of the people of Abraham. ... And 

what is, good father, the people of Abraham? Can you let me get to know 

them in depth as you surely know them? 

–I already knew that you would come to ask me this; but I didn't think 

that you would come so soon and, much less, that you would do it in this 

way. 

– Were you expecting me in the Royal Princess's gala sailboat, with 

all the attire of a Prince of Egypt? 

–Precisely..., and even with an escort and heralds to announce you 

with vibrant clarion calls. 

–Oh, father ... Truth is an elusive divinity that distrusts shining tinsel 

and likes to give itself to those who wear brown robes and dust on their 

sandals. Is it not so? 

–Yes, my son, dear Moses, it is so. The Divine Light will be with me to 

make you thoroughly acquainted with the people of Abraham. 

And the Elder Priest Ishmael searched and took out of his great 

cupboard-library a heavy book with sealskin covers and copper clasps. 

–Open it yourself and find out for yourself what the people of Abraham 

are. 

And Moses read:  

"Origins of the people of Abraham". 

"When the seas of planet Earth, in dreadful coalition, overflowed their 

waters flooding everything, a floating palace ran aground in the 

mountains of Ararat in the country of Manh32. This floating palace was a 

vessel such as was never seen by our ancestors. It came from the west 

escorted by a great sea fleet which the raging waves of the five seas were 

decimating; the five seas had united to put to death all mankind." 

"The unknown sovereign and all those who accompanied him must 

have come fleeing from the invasion of the waters because those 

countries of dreams and incalculable riches were flooded and buried 

forever at the bottom of the sea. They called him Father Noah and he 

died shortly after his palace ship ran aground. His heirs were three: Shem 

Heber, Kane Ephor and Japheth Uran. All the wealth of that unfortunate 

sovereign was divided among them. 

"Shem, the eldest, went south to the meadows watered by the 

Euphrates and the Hilddekel because he liked the fields sown and 

populated with cattle, flocks of sheep, camels and oxen. He took a wife 

in the family of a King of the Samoyeds, defeated by the Sardinian 

invaders. The Sardinians had taken possession of Prehistoric Attica, 

devastating by fire and pillage its great capital Hissarlik, and so she 

             

 
32 Today known as Armenia 
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sought sheltered among the ruins of Calach (aka Calah), capital that was 

of the disappeared Sumer. 

"Shem chose the youngest daughter of the Samoyed King because 

he found her barefoot while fording a small stream. She was on her way 

back from delivering relief to a poor woman who lived alone in a hut with 

two children and couldn't earn a living. And the beautiful, gentle Princess 

Euphemia had left the woman a bag of provisions and even the fine 

antelope skin sandals with that covered her feet. 

"Shem, who was searching for his stray sheepfold with two servants, 

fell in love with her, and the King her father gave her to him as a wife 

three moons later. 

"From this wife, Shem had his first-born son whom he called 

Arphaxad, after his grandfather, King Samoyed, who wished to make this 

first male grandson his successor, heir to his name and his noble titles. 

"This is the root and trunk of the Abrahamic Family Tree. 

"From Arphaxad was born Shelah; from Shelah was born Eber; from 

Eber came Phaleg; from the latter was born Reng (aka Reu); from Reng 

was born Serug; and from Serug the descendants passed through the 

female side because a fatal queen decimated the male youth. And the 

direct line was preserved by the female daughters descended from the 

Samoyed King Arphaxad. There were 20 generations until reaching 

Nacar (aka Nahor) and Terah, who were grandfather and father, 

respectively, of Abraham. He was born in Calach, ruined capital of 

ancient Sumer. When Abraham was of age, he married to Sarah, his 

cousin. They moved to Ur of the Chaldeans (aka Urcaldia or Ur Kasdim) 

where they set up their tents near the delta of the Euphrates River, 

bringing with them servants and flocks that their parents gave them in 

dowry on their wedding day. 

"The invasion of brackish waters from the overflowing, putrid seas with 

the huge number of corpses of men and animals, ruined cities and fields 

in all the vast Sumerian region, transformed by such cause into an 

immense cemetery, a field of death covered with skeletons and 

rottenness. 

"Due to these very serious causes, epidemics and plagues affected all 

the human, animal and plant kingdoms, whose consequences remained 

for a very long time. The valleys had turned into seas; the seas into 

deserts; the cities into ruins covered with sand, corpses, undertow, and 

debris. 

"Emigrations of the Samoyeds, the Agathyrsi and Roxolani from the 

north populated the regions less devastated by the putrid, poisonous 

waters. 

"Life became extremely difficult in those centuries and even the royal 

families endured misery and desolation. Kings became shepherds, 
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laborers, woodcutters, stonecutters, and miners. Towns, men, families, 

and roving tribes formed tent villages that moved from place to place from 

time to time in search of living facilities. 

"All this caused the mixing of dynasties, races, confusion of 

languages, religions, customs, and laws. When Abraham was 45 years 

old, seeing himself surrounded by such moral, social, and even material 

decadence, he undertook a long emigration towards the West, looking for 

unpopulated fields where he would set up his tents and, at the same time, 

the noble and honest way of living learned from his elders. 

"The Samoyeds descended in direct line from Samoy, one of the 

solitary men called White Prophets. He had been sent by his Sanctuary-

School in search of Scriptures left by refugees in a grotto of the Icecut 

Isthmus that connected Frozenland with Poseidonis. But he couldn’t 

return to his native country because the overflow of the waters broke the 

Isthmus, and Frozenland was separated from the Atlantean Continent by 

a wide arm of the North Sea. He formed a small family with six abandoned 

children, four boys and two girls, between 10 and 14 years of age. 

"The years, then the centuries, had formed a race, a people, that 

conserved great traits of the moral and spiritual education that the great 

solitary had given to his first disciples. He had joined in marriage the two 

women with the two eldest of the four adolescents that he found sheltered 

in the caves of the few mountain ranges that had not been submerged by 

the waters. 

"Samoy himself had incarnated nine times among his race and could 

see with satisfaction his people, the race formed by him. 

"Euphemia, the wife of Shem, who together were the root and trunk of 

the race of Abraham, didn’t accept multiple wives, and such a way of life 

was preserved for a long time in the first families formed, descendants of 

them. 

"Time, human passions and weaknesses transform and degenerate 

everything. And if something good and just is preserved for a longer time, 

it is because the same creators of a race or people, repeatedly incarnate 

among them so that those races or peoples persevere in the fundamental 

principles on which they were constituted. 

"Abraham was an offspring of the immense genealogical tree formed 

by the Atlantean Otlanese Shem, with the daughter of a Samoyed King. 

And he was also the same Samoy reincarnated for the ninth time to 

continue the path that was opened to him far away, several centuries 

before, when, as a solitary refugee in a Frozenland grotto shaken by the 

overflowing seas, he comforted six hungry children grieving for the 

abandonment in which they had been left. 

"In the divine clarity of his meditations, which were always ecstatic 

unfoldings in which the past appeared to him with all its abysses and all 
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its splendors, Abraham saw that that Euphemia, Samoyed princess, was 

the same Sarah that he had at his side like a star fallen from the heavens 

of God over his tent. 

"But he didn't have a son from that great woman who was his wife. In 

his prayer he asked for such a gift so that a race of angels might arise on 

Earth. 

"And the Eternal Law granted him Isaac, and this son was like the 

foundation stone of the numerous descendants of Abraham, the servant 

of God. His faith, his self-denial, his patience, his unswerving honesty 

were tested in a thousand ways. But no adverse circumstance had the 

force to turn him from the path he had chosen in his early youth. 

"The Archangel of the Annunciations designated to him the home 

where he was to seek the wife for his son when he reached the 

appropriate age. And Rebecca appeared on the scene as if by a 

marvelous chance. Two vigorous offspring appeared on the first branch 

of Abraham's family tree: Esau and Jacob. The latter was the father of 12 

sons who were the heads of the Twelve Tribes that formed throughout 

long centuries the numerous people called Israel, when its true name 

should be: People of Abraham. The servant of God did indeed bring many 

angels to Earth, but humankind doesn't persevere long in equity and 

justice. It seems to grow tired and weary of a life of holiness. In the second 

generation there were already traits and deeds overloaded with 

falsehood, envy, malevolence, and deceit. 

"In the third and fourth generation there were some serious crimes and 

many deviations of lesser gravity, despite living among them, 

reincarnated, the great just and equable man who gave birth to their race. 

"As a prophet, as an augur, and as a man of counsel, he always raised 

his voice against every infringement of the brief law in which the people 

were formed from their earliest beginnings. 

"The Eternal Law used some of its stupendous physical 

manifestations, to reaffirm the warnings or corrections that the founder of 

the race, reincarnated in the midst of it, gave to his people. The people, 

in spite of having been born in such a noble and most pure cradle with 

high divine designs, thus forgot their past to mire themself in a present 

with ideas and customs so contrary to those of their distant origin. 

"Only one light was permanent in the people of Abraham: the Divine 

Unity, which always completely absorbed the faith, the hope, and the will 

of that well-beloved people of God, to whom Abraham had pleaded so 

much for the gift of populating with angels the land that gave him life. 

"The Eternal Invisible One, the God of Abraham, be upon the one who 

writes this for those who shall succeed to hold this writing in their hands. 

Nachor (aka Nahor) of Bethel. Great-grandson of the Patriarch 
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Abraham".33 

When Moses finished this reading he raised his eyes to Elder Ishmael, 

and these were his first words: 

–By the God of Abraham and by Abraham himself, I promise that I will 

be the leader of his people until I make of them what was his desire 

throughout his long life. The effort and consecration on my behalf will be 

absolute and complete. If anything fails it will be because of the stiff neck 

of those who don’t understand what a divine choice means for future 

designs, unknown of men. 

–Do as you say, my son, and may the God of Abraham be with you to 

accomplish the great and difficult undertaking.  

Two weeks passed and Moses didn’t return to the castle of Lake 

Merik. He was completely absorbed in the study of the people that the 

Eternal Law gave him to lead to the fulfillment of a design that he still 

could not fully understand. 

He knew, from the Scripture he read, the noble, elevated origins of 

that people, but that Scripture also made it clear that they had strayed 

from the path of the Law. In what way, in what manner and for what 

reason? That, too, he had to find out. Through the Elder priest Ishmael, 

he called the octogenarians, and those who were reaching the 100-year 

threshold, in order to know details of the life of that people. And so, he 

learned that there had been rebellions in the time of the regency, and 

these rebellions, which were on the verge of provoking wars with 

neighboring countries, were mostly initiated by subjects of the people of 

Abraham who bravely resisted being reduced to slavery. 

Moses believed that these rebellions were favorable to the 

descendants of Abraham because, although born and raised in times of 

tremendous human aberrations, man's slavery was, in his opinion, the 

most degrading and detrimental to human dignity.  Because God has 

granted human dignity as the most beautiful treasure given to 

intelligence, to reason, to the free will with which he had endowed the 

beings who were the culmination of His organic creations. 

 

But he soon came to discover that part of that people devoted 

themselves, from time to time, to worshipping the gods that the Egyptians 

             

 
33 This being, who in a spiritual state dictated the Scripture, had been the son of 

a son of Joseph, the one who was Viceroy of Egypt in the years of Jacob, hence a 

direct descendant of Patriarch Abraham. The message was received by a sensitive 

or prophet, as it was call back then, of the fifth generation of Abraham, a time when 

part of the people were beginning to deviate from the path of their founder and to 

take on many of the customs and practices of the Egypt of that time. 
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worshipped, that there were workshops in which the sons of Abraham 

devoted themselves to sculpting figures of gods in gold, silver, wood or 

clay, which were paid for at a high price by men of the temples or by 

fanatical Egyptian or foreign worshippers. He understood well what it 

would mean to lead a numerous people in whom there was the leprosy 

of idolatry, and even more if motivated by greed and money than out of 

feeling and conviction. 

He returned to the castle on Lake Merik, not as optimistic as he had 

left two weeks before. 

–You come back saddened, my son –his mother told him as soon as 

she saw him. – But once you see what our Mother Isis has sent you from 

heaven, joy will return to your heart. –And so saying, she took him by the 

hand and led him to the room he had occupied as a child, which was then 

Star's room. A beautiful little boy was sleeping in a gauzy curtained 

cradle. Behind the heavy curtains of the alcove also slept the mother who 

had given birth the week before to the little cherub, whom Thimetis 

believed to be her son's child. 

–You have made me a grandmother, my son, and with it you have 

given me a joy that I didn't expect on Earth. 

Moses contemplated for a while the little one who would call him father 

and thought with pain of the one who was his father, the poor victim of 

the unconscious and evil fanaticism of those who sought the justification 

and friendship of the infinite by sacrificing honor and lives. In response to 

his intense and loving evocation, that being appeared to him on the spot, 

as if he had already been watching over the cradle. 

–He is my son –said the apparition wordlessly. – I own that matter, but 

not the soul that animates it, which is more yours than mine. It is the same 

spiritual essence that animated the father of your only human love, 

Prophet of the Most High; it is the soul of Aton-Mosis, the physician who 

saw you born and who sheltered your august mother in those difficult and 

distant days. 

-–What do you want me to call him? –Moses began to ask when the 

emotion allowed him to speak. 

-–If you allow me, I would like to call him by my name: Essen. He will 

be your greatest friend and will follow your paths of sacrifice and glory 

during his life and beyond the grave. He will be the guardian angel of that 

people without the incarnated ones knowing it, the one who, after you, 

will attract for him all the goods that the Eternal Justice will give to 

Abraham's people, now for you, then for Essen, your follower with such 

great loyalty that he will keep your lamp lit until you step again on the 

earthly valleys.  

"Moses, your soul mate, your eternal spouse has chosen him for you 

and it is she who sends you this gift." 



 495 

–Merik, my eternal bride, my betrothed, invisible to all, but ever 

present in my heart of man, which turned to frozen ashes when I lacked 

your breath to light the embers! 

 

A very soft perfume of lilies spread in the air, and Thimetis, who had 

fallen asleep sitting by the cradle, woke up full of heavenly joy. 

–Moses, my son! ... do you know who was watching over this cradle? 

–Tell me, mother, I can almost guess. 

–It’s Merik who sends you this gift. I’ve seen her as soft and beautiful 

as she was in her brief life of 15 years. A court of beings was with her, 

crowned with roses and with a tall staff, like a shepherd's crook, in her 

right hand, and blooming with white flowers as fresh and glistening as our 

mountain lilies when they are bathed in dew... I still feel their perfume... 

Don't you feel it too? 

–- That wonderful wave of smell reaches me here, mother. – said   the 

soft voice of Star, pulling aside the curtain, to look out of the bedroom. 

–-Daughter, are you leaving the bed? –-Thimetis asked as she 

approached her.  

– I felt Moses’ presence and wanted to see how he received my son. 

I feel so well and so happy to see your happiness and his, that I couldn't 

resist the impulse to come to you. 

–Oh, happy mother of a being who comes to life with the divine seal 

of God's servant! –exclaimed Moses, taking his wife's outstretched hand 

and bringing her close to the cradle of the sleeping child... 

Such was the entrance to the earthly life of Essen, adopted son of 

Moses and founder of the Essene Fraternity who softened the mature 

years of the Giant Genius, as ancient Scriptures called him, and 

continued his ways of peace, wisdom, and love until his new coming, the 

final one, in the august personality of Yhasua of Nazareth. 

Ages and centuries, however hard and stormy they may be, cannot 

prevent these chains of events and lives consecrated and chosen by the 

Eternal Law, to impel humanities to the high destinies to which the 

immutable law of Evolution must lead them. 

On the same day and at the same hour, the high Priest of the people 

of Israel there in Goshen, and in Durba Well of distant Midian, the 

Patriarch Jethro, perceived the same vision that enlightened Moses. And 

both wrote it in the book of their spiritual secrets in this way: 

"The adopted son of Moses is already incarnated. I’ve seen him in this 

vision. And the court that surrounds his soul-wife is formed by all the 

Prophets who will come to the School founded by Essen, to teach and 

protect the people of Abraham, among whom Moses will perform, in 

future ages, the glorious epic of his last Messianic Life amid of this 

humankind". 
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In the first caravan that left Durba Well and crossed the desert, came 

the epistle of the Patriarch Jethro. It announced to Moses that, through 

such immense distances, the Eternal Light, divine magician of the 

heavens, poured on Earth its sovereign clarities that mark routes, open 

paths, and forge heroes and saints when the time has come to make 

imperishable creations. 
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52.  The Two Powers 
 

His spirit now reassured by his acquired knowledge about the origins 

of the people of Abraham, Moses thought of fulfilling the mission of 

financial order entrusted to him by the ruling prince of the Negev. And 

since Princess Thimetis also wanted to thank Pharaoh for his important 

gift, they both sailed in their boat adorned with draperies and flag of gold 

and snow-white color, up the river. Their hearts, however, were not as 

calm and peaceful as they wished. 

 

How would the Pharaoh greet Moses? Having received the 

announcement, Amenhepat went out to meet them at the great pier in 

front of the sumptuous palace, accompanied by such a numerous escort 

in full regalia, that the visitors could interpret it in two ways: manifestation 

of defensive force or display of affection and homage. 

The embrace he gave the Princess was that of a son to his long absent 

mother. 

As for Moses, the Pharaoh would have merely shaken his hand, but 

Moses came to him with open arms and Amenhepat was again that 

young fellow vacationer in Thebes and let himself be embraced by him. 

 

The words were drowned by the silence of deep emotions, and the 

eyes shining with restrained tears were extremely eloquent. 

–I congratulate you, sister, for your regency in Mauritania, and I only 

regret that you have to go back, because that people demands so much 

from you. 

–Thank you, brother, but I hope to settle all without going back. 

–And you, Osarsip, I don't congratulate you, instead I regret that 

you’ve lost the serene courage of the impartial, just ruler among deserts 

and boulders. 

–Let me tell you, Pharaoh, that the desert and the boulders teach a 

man to know himself, to correct his deficiencies, and to train himself to be 

useful in the life of relationships. 

–Can I interpret those words as an idea of staying in Egypt? 

–I think so, Pharaoh. If it is not otherwise your will, I am in the land of 

my birth. 

–I have wished for this so many times that I was about to call you to 

my side. Would you have come? 

–Yes, Pharaoh, I would have come knowing that you needed me. It is 

beautiful and it is fair to go to those who need our services. I’ve always 

believed it that way. 

In this brief dialogue, as they walked towards the grand entrance of 
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the palace, the reader will be able to realize the mood in which the 

sovereign was with respect to his visitors. 

In the great throne room, the Queen waited for them with her three 

children, two boys and a girl, and her entire court of ladies. Moses made 

her a great bow, kissing her hand, and Thimetis clasped her to her heart 

in a sincere and motherly embrace. The first-born of nine-years, the girl 

of seven, and the youngest of four-years, were presented to the visitors 

with these words of Pharaoh. 

 

– Here are my conquests. Are they not more valuable than gold and 

diamonds? 

–Of course, Pharaoh! Who can compare gold and diamonds with 

these little stars that the Eternal One allows to fall on our earthly lives? 

– Did no such stars fall on your path, Osarsiph? –And the Pharaoh 

looked at Moses with a mischievous smile. 

–Yes, Pharaoh! The Eternal Law has given me a wife and a little son 

whom I’ve wanted to be born in Egypt. He’s only 57 days old. 

–Oh, this is great and lovely news. And may I ask who was the chosen 

one? 

– The youngest daughter of your great kinsman, Patriarch Jethro, 

who’s a star of perennial light in the Desert and in Arabia. Are you 

content? 

– So so. The daughters of Uncle Jethro are, almost always, bastard 

offspring of queens and princesses forgetful of their duty. 

–My Star is not the daughter of queens or princesses but comes from 

the home of a sailor from Baetica. In his travels to the land of the Sun, my 

grandmother's Mauritania, he caught his star and opened his tent under 

the acacias of Baetica. Human barbarism left her alone in the world, and 

you know that Uncle Jethro is the obligatory father of all the orphans of 

this world. 

The Queen, listened to them silently, and a slight shadow of 

melancholy spread over her beautiful face. 

The Royal Princess who noticed it leaned towards her and said almost 

in her ear: 

–While they talk about their things, let us talk about ours. 

–Yes, that’s better. The Pharaoh sometimes has such harsh phrases 

that I fear he may offend your son. 

–Don't worry, my Osarsiph is a good pilot on all seas. I’ve heard that 

your father the King is ill and calls for your presence. Will you go to see 

him? 

–I don't know yet. The Pharaoh was waiting for your visit to resolve 

this... 

–What relation can one thing have to the other?... I don't understand. 
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–My dear Queen, why don't you take the Royal Princess to your 

private pavilion? You would be much better off there than amidst the 

aridity of our conversations of buying and selling, of debits and credits. –

This was suddenly suggested by the Pharaoh when he thought the time 

had come to raise the matter entrusted to him by the Hartat of the Negev. 

 

The Queen didn’t wait for him to repeat the suggestion and very 

grateful for the concession, went out taking Thimetis by the arm, while 

the governess took the children, and the ladies followed in pursuit of the 

two august ladies. 

As soon as they left the Pharaoh said: 

–You must have understood that in the presence of so many 

eyewitnesses, we, the rulers of peoples, cannot speak. 

–Yes, of course, I’ve understood. Do you have secret orders to give 

me? 

– I answer you with another question: do you consider yourself a 

citizen of Egypt and my subject? 

–I believe it is for you, Pharaoh, to say whether I am an Egyptian 

citizen or an unhappy outcast expelled from his homeland like a 

poisonous reptile. 

– We separated when we were 20 years-old, when we could call each 

other Osarsiph and Amenhepat. We are now in our 30s, married and 

fathers of a family. What have I done in your absence and what have you 

done away from me? 

–Pharaoh! I completely ignore what you did, but I’ve no doubt that you 

acted as a leader of a great country should act. But what I did is very little 

before the world. It was a complete renunciation of all that men consider 

their supreme happiness in order to devote myself entirely to the spiritual 

and moral progress of my own psyche, and of all those who cross my 

path. To this end, I’ve founded an internal and external School of 

Sciences, Arts and Culture, so that the students who are formed there 

will be beings capable of teaching, channeling, and leading others in the 

near or distant future, according to the will of the Eternal Invisible. I have 

wanted to be like a continuator of Patriarch Jethro, although with the 

certainty of not reaching the height he has reached. 

–And what height do you think that is? A poor old man!, who, without 

any love for himself, threw himself after the chimeras of the visionary 

Anekh, and he remained there vegetating in the desert like a lizard in the 

sun? I think, Osarsiph, that, in order to achieve anything, a man must love 

himself enough to overcome all the barriers that oppose this supreme 

yearning of every soul destined to immortality. Do you not believe yourself 

destined to be immortal? 

– Yes, Pharaoh, and because I believe so, I put aside from my path 
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what is perishable and fleeting to cling, like the root to the earth, to what 

is imperishable and eternal. 

– All right, man of stone! But you must agree that we can achieve 

immortality deeds and not through dreams that vanish upon awakening. 

"I have created cities, I have rebuilt temples, I have built others thinkgs 

like circuses, baths, palaces, houses of life where there were none, and 

above all a great School of Fencing and the arts of war, with a thousand 

scholarships per quarter to form an army that surpasses those that all the 

countries of the world have. Isn't this to create an immortality worthy of a 

son of the gods? 

 

–Indeed, Pharaoh! I believe that you have performed works in 

accordance with your ideal and very much in line with your situation. I 

would add that every human being is like a living Book, in whose pages 

our inner Self is writing its good or bad deeds, according to the ideals it 

upholds and its own free will. 

"My works in these ten years cannot in any way compare with yours, 

which appear immense to the sight of all this world. Mine are invisible, 

formless, nameless, known only to those who have received them and to 

me who have done them. Yours bring you greatness, renown, glory, 

fame. Mine bring me nothing more than the inner and secret satisfaction 

of having been able to realize them... 

–Understood, Osarsiph, understood. Anekh..., all of Anekh! If it is true 

that souls reincarnate, you are the reincarnation of that dreamer, 

visionary Pharaoh, who had the misfortune to bring death to himself and 

to thousands of beings who daydreamed like him. 

"Do you know that the streets of Amarna, of Abydos, of Tentyra (aka 

Dendera), and the adjacent roads were rivers of blood and scenes of 

horrendous slaughters? Can we say that he did a righteous deed, that 

incautious dreamer of impossibilities? 

–Pharaoh!... If a vandalic horde of pirates, armed with catapults 

invades your cities and destroys your works, shall we blame you who 

made them or the barbarians who reduce them to rubble?... 

The Pharaoh remained thoughtful and silent for a long time, and 

Moses was silent as he was silent. Finally, he broke the silence, and with 

some discouragement and weariness, Pharaoh said: 

– My reasoning has always been defeated by yours. Why is it that 

reason and logic are always on your side? 

 

It is a great honor for me, Pharaoh, but do not think that in every field 

I am the winner. I have learned to lose, and I lose with serenity. This is 

also one of my invisible, formless, and nameless works that I have been 

able to accomplish among the desert and the boulders. 
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–Serenity in defeat, in failure!, in the renunciation of everything!, in 

misery!, in ruin! By the gods, Osarsiph, you really look like stone! –

exclaimed Pharaoh, overcome by an exaltation that bordered on spite 

and anger. 

–I beg you not to be exasperated on my account, Pharaoh. I would 

never forgive myself, for I have not come to displease you, but to spend 

a few moments of peace in your company, and at the same time to fulfill 

the commission of the Ethnarch of the Negev. 

–I had almost forgotten it, I assure you. 

–Well, I was thinking about it just now. He can send for you to the 

border 4,000 horses for the time being. Your administrators will see what 

the equivalence in grain is, according to the current cost. 

–All that is already done, Osarsiph, and if you wish, we will give them 

the go-ahead in the end. For now, let’s devote ourselves to ourselves. 

How long do you intend to remain in Egypt? One year, two, three, or ten? 

–I will remain as long as it takes to obtain from your generosity, the 

mercy or justice for those who lack them, perhaps without your 

knowledge. 

–But is there anyone who’s not at ease and pleasure in Egypt? –asked 

Pharaoh with unusual vehemence.  

–Oh, Pharaoh! In so great and rich a country it is understandable that 

the abuses of the strong over the weak abound. 

–And in your opinion, who are the strong and who are the weak? 

– Pharaoh, as in all lands and in all epochs, the strong are the powerful 

due to their gold and due to their position close to the reigning powers. 

Think for a moment of those who enjoy all the benefits that their fortune 

and their friendship with you bring them; and then think about those who, 

treated as an inferior race, live the life of slaves and outcasts accepted 

for pity in a foreign land... 

–The Bedouins..., the Jacobites, or Israelites! Please, Osarsiph! Have 

you fallen so far below your level that you’ve come to think of them? I 

would never have believed it if I hadn't heard it from your own lips! 

– The desert and the boulders have taught me this, Pharaoh. Among 

them I’ve meditated for ten years! There is neither justice nor equity in 

favoring some with extreme largesse while pulling the rope tied around 

the necks of others almost to the point of breaking it. 

–And who are those who are being hanged in Egypt? Do you want to 

tell me? The Jacobites, descendants of the pigs!? 

–Them and other foreign tribes that have remained in Egypt and are 

like the undertow of the Nile. If you don’t want them and there’s no 

advantage for the country from their presence, it would be fair to let them 

go to seek their lives in other lands, other environments, other horizons. 

Besides, they’re not descendants of pigs but of a cross between the 
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Atlantean race and that of the Samoyeds of the North. Such is the origin 

of the race of Abraham, which an illustrious ancestor, a Pharaoh of a 

Dynasty already disappeared, received as a gift from the gods. They 

descend from Shem, lieutenant of Nohepastro and Euphemia, daughter 

of Forkan III, king of the Samoyeds when he was already exiled from 

Hisarlik, their original homeland. 

–Bah..., bah!... Your old stories sound like tales without proven reality. 

Are you going to tell me that you also know who built the old pyramids 

and the monstrous sphinx!? 

–Yes, I can tell you, Pharaoh, because I truly do know, and so do the 

old Scriptures collected in the archives of Egyptian temples and Egyptian 

tombs, and signed by Egyptians of the old Pharaonic nobility, when you 

and I would only be in the divine thought if it had deigned to think in 

indefinite sparks of light ... 

–And what scriptures are those that have given you such beautiful 

tidings, and of which you alone have had knowledge? 

–You would have known them too, Pharaoh, if you had wanted to. The 

old temple of On, now in ruins, had the Hierophant Isesi of Mauritania as 

its Archivist for 25 years. My mother, during her Regency in that country, 

took Hierophant Isesi out of The Recluse where he had been kidnapped 

by order of a superior. He had been allowed to keep his private archive 

and other belongings. Hierophant Isesi is now in the desert with Patriarch 

Jethro, with whom he was companion of study and initiation. That’s why 

I have said that the desert and the boulders uncover many secrets and 

teach great truths. 

"I think you will agree with me that not all great souls are destined for 

the throne. 

–Yes, that's true. Perhaps you’re right. There are those who say that 

Egypt had a glorious, radiant past, and I see that you’re involved in all 

this. What do you think if we formed in Thebes a School of high 

knowledge where you would be the Supreme Pontiff? 

–Oh, no, Pharaoh! Egypt has in its sacred cloisters, illustrious sages 

who were my teachers, and I could never occupy such a place without 

committing a grave injustice. I would consider myself highly honored as 

a simple collaborator to your great idea, and from now on I allow myself 

to suggest that you make this idea a reality. You can do it. 

–I will do it, Osarsiph, only in one way! I promise you by the memory 

of my illustrious father who loved your mother so much!... I want to do it 

for both of them... 

– I’m very pleased with your resolution, and even if you don’t find great 

enthusiasm among men and, even less, palms of glory and praises of 

applause, I remind you that great rewards will come to you from the 

kingdoms of Osiris. This world needs rulers who thus care for the high 
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culture of their peoples... 

–What you’ve say is all very well, but you have not bothered to find out 

what is the only way that would impel me to realize the idea that you show 

such interest in. 

–Oh, Pharaoh! ... Don’t forget that you’re the son and grandson of 

Pharaohs! ... Since when is it permissible for any subject to ask a 

Sovereign of such stature for an explanation of his thoughts and 

resolutions? I didn’t think it prudent, nor even reasonable. You will say 

whatever it is your wish that I should know.  

–Well, since you’re so mindful of palace etiquette, I will tell you, without 

your asking me, that the only way I would create that School, the summit 

of Divine and Human Science, would be to count on you as the Highest 

Hierophant to direct it. If you accept, the School will be a reality. If you 

don’t accept, I am released from the promise made to the memory of my 

illustrious father who loved your mother so much. 

 

And Pharaoh gave Moses a look that had the appearance of a 

challenge, for he imagined that he had entangled him in a steel net from 

which he could not easily escape. 

Moses understood this immediately, but the hour had come when the 

Law had placed him among the invincible, the invulnerable and 

immovable ones, where She, Eternal Power, places those who never 

withdraw their hand from the plow that opened the furrow, nor turn their 

heads back on the path they have taken, nor shorten the step in their 

journey to contemplate a garden in bloom... 

 

And after a short silence he answered him: 

– I too, Pharaoh, repeat your very words: only in one way would it be 

possible for me to please your desire that I should be the Director of that 

great School. 

–What is that way, Mr. Osarsiph boulder? Oh, I wish you were man 

and not flint, I assure you... 

–Don’t be upset, Pharaoh!... Life has made me just as I am: stone, 

boulder, flint, pebble that hurts the feet, ridge that makes the hands 

bleed... Would you have any objection if the planned school were to open 

its doors and give free admission to anyone who was able to take 

advantage of the teaching and bring his whole life in tune with it? That 

would be my only way of being able to satisfy your wish. 

 

–You have Anekh down to the marrow of your bones. In the great 

Temple School of Abydos anyone entered, even slaves brought with 

nooses around their necks from Gaul and distant Ascuzay as prisoners 

of war... 
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–Of course, Pharaoh, just as if Egypt were invaded and defeated, and 

your children enslaved, why could they not enter a Higher School of 

Divine and Human Science? 

–Always your reasoning demolishes my ideas, good or bad! You’re 

always right, Osarsiph! Tell me at last the whole truth. I adjure you by my 

father and your mother to tell me the truth: Are you a son of gods or a son 

of men? 

–The Royal Princess of Egypt, daughter of your father Ramses I and 

of Epuvia Ahisa, daughter of the Great Sfaz of Mauritania, is the only 

woman who has called me son. That’s all I can tell you Pharaoh. 

–You deserved a throne, Osarsiph, but since I can’t give it to you, I 

give you a School Temple where you will be a King Pontiff! 

"Where do you want it? At Memphis, at Thebes, at ancient Abydos? 

 

–In the old temple of On, if you don’t object, but without pontificate or 

kingship, which would make me no different from what I am. I only ask for 

open doors and free admission for those who are able to understand the 

teaching and entirely adapt their life to it. Races and social positions have 

no place in my programs of superior culture of intelligences. If my ways 

of seeing don’t t undermine yours, Pharaoh… 

–Time will tell. Let’s try. I still hope to make you great up to my level... 

–A futile effort in my opinion, Pharaoh!... Nevertheless, I want to 

collaborate in the realization of your great idea because I consider it an 

inescapable duty to collaborate in every just, beautiful, and good work for 

our fellow men. 

"To make just and good men, honest and pure women, to this youth 

that is just coming to life, is a very beautiful work, Pharaoh, and very 

worthy of a Sovereign, who had as distant ancestors, great creators of 

civilizations of Continents...Thoth, Hermes, Mizraim, Zoser, are 

demanding for you to imitate them... 

 

–Don't get too excited, Osarsiph, without being certain whether or not 

I’m capable of realizing everything I see that fits in your dreams... 

–Love is stronger than death! And love saves all abysses! 

–The nightmare of Anekh-Aton returns. You will die in your law! 

–There’s no doubt about it, Pharaoh. The boulders of the desert and I 

are alike! 

–Indeed; and since I’m convinced that you have the grit of a winner, I 

want to have you by my side so that we may triumph together. Tell me, 

don't you look forward to making Egypt the most glorious country in the 

world? 
–That was the nightmare of Anekh-Aton according to your own 

expression, Pharaoh. But since this world has not yet glimpsed what 
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could truly deserve the name of glorious, Anekh died poisoned, all his 

followers were mass murdered and poisoned also was his son who 

ascended the throne with the same nightmare as his father. Instead, 

Tutankhamun triumphed; he who bowed his head to the yoke of human 

judgments, which nowadays are very different from the thoughts and 

judgments of the Eternal Law. 

–When can a country be called great and glorious according to your 

criteria? 

–When rulers and peoples have reached the capacity to act with equity 

and justice in all acts and moments of life. 

–But do you believe that to be possible in the world? 

–In very remote ages it was possible, Pharaoh, according to very old 

scriptures with facts and proofs that we cannot disprove; but such a 

glorious and happy state was not of perpetual duration because this 

humanity is still green fruit and needs to ripen after having suffered 

frequent pruning and painful cuts, just like the trees of your orchards and 

gardens. 

–Do you want us to try with our millenary Egypt? 

–Yes, Pharaoh! Let’s try you and I to be just and good, and then let’s 

ask all Egypt to be so too. 

–What justice and goodness shall I practice before anyone else? 

–Do you think that you act with justice toward the foreigners who live 

in the land? 

–You go back to the Bedouins and the blacks of the country of Kush. 

To the Berbers who eat even the flesh of tigers and panthers and sell the 

skins to the spurious nobility of Hindustan. 

–Yes, Pharaoh, I go back to all the enslaved and trampled of this and 

all the countries of the world! 

 –But man!... Do you want to make out of the beasts, angels of 

paradise? 

–Pharaoh! Those who have built all the cities, temples, and 

monuments that embellish your cities, are not beasts. They are men who 

think and love, who have wives and children who suffer hunger, 

nakedness, cold, misery, because the half-salary given to them by your 

law is not enough to cover their needs. If they’re required to work twice 

as hard as Egyptian citizens, what reason is there to force them to settle 

for half wages as compensation for double work.  

"And if you’re going to tell me that they don’t meet your expectations, 

why do you keep them in the country? 

–You seem to want to be in charge of cleaning Egypt of so much 

undesirable garbage? Sad task is yours Osarsiph! And what will you gain 

from it? 

– Weren't we just talking about great, glorious countries? To transform 
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into a cultured humankind what is garbage in your opinion, I believe, is 

the only way to achieve a great and truly glorious country. 

–Oh!... I am understanding, Osarsiph, your dream! You want the high 

School of human and divine Science with open doors, to transform into 

learned men and women all that confused mixture of outcasts, Bedouins, 

and filthy Jacobs that afflict our cities... 

“You are a bold and brave man when you dedicate yourself to such a 

work! Do it, Osarsiph, although I feel sorry for you because in this way 

you condemn yourself to die a sacrificial death. 

–“Death for an ideal of human liberation is the supreme consecration 

of Love," said the wise philosophers of prehistory who made the 

civilization of three Continents. 

–My reasons don’t convince you, but the facts will. Tomorrow your 

School will be created. I give you my word of Pharaoh. With your open 

doors, that will soon become a cavern populated by crows, hyenas, and 

tigers that will devour you piece by piece if my lion's paw doesn’t defend 

you in time... You’re good and you reached your thirtieth year without 

knowing the wickedness of men! In these ten years of your absence, I’ve 

known them well and ... forgive my selfishness, that's why I have thought 

of you no less than a million times. 

–Thank you, Pharaoh, although I don't think I deserve such high praise 

from you. May I choose the Teachers of the School? 

– Everything that refers to the School must be done by you. I only 

want to be a spectator of your work... 

An assistant came to the door panting, in despair. - Lord! ... pardon 

me if I interrupt you... Your Greatness Royal Prince fell off the big swing 

and the Queen is as good as dead! 

–Let's go there! –said Pharaoh, getting up hastily followed by Moses. 

The scene that appeared before them couldn’t have been more desolate. 

The child, spurting blood from his mouth and nose, lay motionless on 

the floor while Princess Thimetis, kneeling beside him, was trying to 

contain the hemorrhage. 

The Queen, fainted on a divan, was being helped by her ladies, but 

neither she nor her young son showed any sign of life. 

Moses raised his mother, and lifted the little one, placing him standing 

between his knees and his chest. The hemorrhage immediately stopped, 

and the child, who had not yet fully regained consciousness, whispered: 

–Father, will you punish me for the mischief? 

Feeling so lovingly embraced by Moses, he thought it was the Pharaoh 

who held him in his arms. 

–Don’t be afraid, there will be no punishment, but be silent and think 

that you want to be healed. 

The boy closed his eyes and seemed to sleep. 
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–It is better for you to calm down, Pharaoh –said Moses, seeing his 

face as white as a sheet of paper, with a frown of great anger. 

–Now you will tell me who must pay in justice, the state of the Queen, 

the prince almost dead, and the great vexation that I’ve suffered. 

–What you’re thinking, Pharaoh, is what you must not do if you want 

this accident to be over in a few moments. –And Moses’ gaze, charged 

with all the magnetic force that he could imprint upon it, enveloped 

Pharaoh like a veil of coolness, serenity, and calm. 

With his thought the Pharaoh had already decreed in an instant the 

death by decapitation of the Chief Governess, and of the pages and 

servants who looked after for the children. 

He approached Moses, who was still holding the child between his 

knees and his chest, and asked him: 

–Did you know what I intended to do? 

–Yes, Pharaoh. You were about to order those in charge of watching 

over the children to be beheaded on the spot. 

–It is true! And I think it is justice so that this doesn’t happen again. 

–Look: your wife is already getting back on her feet and will soon be 

well. And before sunset, this child will be looking for you to ask you to tell 

him an adventure story. Would you be happier and greater by cutting off 

half a dozen lives in an instant? 

–But then, what’s for you a King, sovereign of a great people? 

–A representative of the Invisible and Omnipotent God, to rule and 

take care of his people. 

–The Queen is well now –said the Royal Princess–and I believe the 

child is in no danger. The big scare is over, isn't it, Ramses, that you’re 

not in any pain? –she asked the child, caressing him lovingly. 

– Will the Pharaoh punish me? 

– No, sonny, but don't repeat what you did today –she replied, taking 

him from Moses' arms to bring him closer to his father. 

"This old sister of yours requests ample forgiveness for all, 

Amenhepat," added Thimetis, seeking to soften the atmosphere which 

was still heavy and tense. 

–Only because you two were here, otherwise… 

–The sun is very high and that is why it is loving and beneficial to all... 

–Have you understood my mother's hieroglyphic, Pharaoh? 

–You and your mother live on worlds other than the Earth, and I’m 

afraid of being dragged by you like a satellite through its set orbit. 

A few moments later, the royal family, gathered around a sumptuous 

table splendidly served, celebrated the happy ending of the accident. And 

the Pharaoh and Moses continued the interrupted dialogue in which the 

two great forces within each of them were well manifested; like two mighty 

mountains placed in front one another as if in permanent challenge, the 
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one material, the other spiritual, 

Pharaoh Ramses II of Egypt and Moses the Seer of Sinai.   
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53.  The Open-Doors School 
 

The next day, as soon as the sun was rising on its bed of purplish 

gauze, Numbik entered Moses' bedroom in haste: 

–Lord, good master! An unusual occurrence never seen on Earth!... 

The Pharaoh has just arrived... 

–It can't be. 

–Yes, my master. He has come in his fire-colored chariot with huge 

horses that are rearing and perspiring from every pore..., do you see him? 

He’s calling for you, sir, and no one can contain him. 

Moses wrapped himself in his heavy white cloak and went out just as 

Amenhepat was already climbing the stairs leading to the front terrace of 

the castle. 

–Oh, Pharaoh! What’s the matter? Your son or the Queen perhaps... 

–What Queen or what son, Osarsiph! Did I not give you my word as 

Pharaoh that today I would set up your open-doors school? I have come 

at full speed and my black Arab horses have run like the wind. You see: 

two hours of sunshine and I’m already here. 

Moses in his amazement didn’t know what to say. 

–Oh, Pharaoh! I never thought I deserved such an effort on your 

behalf. 

–I’m like that. Either I do at once what I’ve promised, or I never do it at 

all. 

And greatly fatigued by the race, he let himself fall on the first stone 

bench he saw in the great porch. Moses remained standing. 

–Sit down, man, near me, we have many things to settle. Do you know 

that I didn't sleep last night thinking about your open-door school? 

–I didn't think you were so concerned about it, Pharaoh... You have so 

many things to think about. 

–The Temple of On is in ruins and it would take too long to put a single 

classroom there. I have thought of something much more convenient. 

–Let's hear.  

–Have you seen Rameses yet? 

–I haven't been out that far yet, but I know it’s the most splendid of all 

the cities you have built. 

 –I named it after my heir because everything is arranged there to 

forge a royal prince, the way I think my successor should be. 

"Rameses is the head of a chain of small Forts that I’m laying from the 

mouths of the Nile to the flanks of the Rwenzori mountains. Have you 

heard anything about this yet? 

 –No, Pharaoh, I have not talked with anyone about this. 

 – Well, I think that in what will one day be the "Audience Hall", your 
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School will operate with open doors. Truly, you have the grit of a trainer 

of colts and tamer of wild beasts, and who knows if the gods have 

destined you to cleanse the marshes of our Delta of savages, and the 

caves of our mountains of wolves and birds of prey. 

"We both fit in my chariot, and the escort follows beside us; will you 

accompany me?" 

 – With pleasure, Pharaoh, if you will allow me a few moments to dress 

appropriately to go by your side. 

And while Moses put on his short tunic and other accessories 

appropriate to the case, Thimetis and Star paid homage to the Pharaoh, 

who wanted to meet the son of Osarsiph, as he said, and as soon as he 

looked at him he said to his mother: –If you are Star, your son will be a 

sun, but not of warlike conquests but just like his father, who illuminates 

abysses and depths..., a daring navigator against the currents... 

Star looked at him almost with dread and Thimetis, placing her hand 

on his shoulder, said to him: "Brother! 

–Brother!... Have you become a prophet? 

–We all have some of that at certain times, and seeing this little angel 

who looks like a freshly cut daffodil, it occurred to me that he must be 

nothing more or less than an idealistic visionary like his father. 

–And like his grandmother –added the Royal Princess in a joking tone. 

–But in Mauritania you did a work worthy of Pharaohs, do you think I 

don't know everything? 

–I did nothing on the sly and I’m glad you were satisfied with me. I 

receive your words as if they were spoken by our father. 

Moses suddenly came out, wearing his garment, which was very 

similar to the one worn by Pharaoh. And the Pharaoh, looking at him from 

head to toe, said: 

–I see you again as my Viceroy-Superintendent. 

–That’s far behind in the past. You would be closer to the truth if you 

call me your Assistant in the education of you people. Let’s go!” 

  

–Beautiful and holy ladies! With your permission, we’re going to 

Rameses and perhaps you will not see our faces for a week. –And saying 

like that, the Pharaoh jumped into his chariot and Moses behind him. 

And Numbik in the flamboyant livery of the Royal Princess, mounted 

on a spirited sorrel, stood beside the chariot, and said to Moses: 

–If you don’t mind me accompanying you, master, for your mother's 

peace of mind. 

–Yes, man, yes –said Pharaoh. –You are the head of his escort, and 

the head is enough for now. 

Moses was amazed at Pharaoh's good humor. And in a moment when 

the Divine Light intensified in his mind, he understood that the unseen 
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enemies of his mission were laying a new trap for him. 

And a very inner voice, as if coming from far away, said to him: 

–He who came into close quarters with us, has broken all ties with the 

world. Don’t want to tie again what has already been broken, forever!... 

Forever! 

–What are you thinking Osarsiph that you don’t say a word? Are you 

sorry to see yourself beside me in my chariot? Look how the bridles are 

firm in my hands; I’m also a bit of a colt tamer. 

–I can see it, Pharaoh, I can see. And I admire the strength and 

dexterity you have acquired to control these horses, which are certainly 

not the asses of those students who went to Thebes for a vacation. 

–What could you expect? We were 17-year-old hatchlings back then, 

and now we’re 30. But we still have our whole lives ahead of us and we 

can do great things. Me as Pharaoh and you as...  

–As an educator of your peoples, Pharaoh –Moses interrupted him to 

prevent him from repeating what he saw already outlined in his thoughts. 

As they approached Gizeh, Pharaoh wanted to stop so that Moses 

could see as they passed the House of Life34, which he had built and 

inaugurated the previous year. 

– I know this by reference–said Moses. –It’s a great pity that your good 

and noble intention of favoring those who lack the means of healing has 

been transformed into a regular trade of doctors, nurses, and 

administrators. 

–What! How come you know this, and I don’t? It can’t be! 

– It’s not surprising, Pharaoh! Those who do these things hide from 

you, but not from those who they deem at a lower plane than you. 

Besides..., Thebes is quite far away from here... 

–And what is this trade about? 

–It consists in not seeing or taking care of the dispossessed ones, 

those who have nothing, and to see or take care of those who have 

something to give in return by means of big or small donations. There are 

those who work for months, if not years, to ensure the healing of a loved 

relative, a child, or perhaps the father or mother whose life they want to 

save. 

– And you, who have just arrived, are aware of all, whereas I, the 

sovereign of Egypt, didn’t know about it. 

The Pharaoh frowned in such rage that he lashed the horses of the 

chariot, causing them to run at full speed, and the soldiers of the escort 

were not able to contain them. 

They were young men of nobility whose beautiful presence truly 

             

 
34 A public hospital. 
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honored the Sovereign, but they couldn’t contain that pair of frightened 

foals. Numbik, who forged his own destiny among the boulders in the 

desert as his master did, was the one who held the beasts and returned 

the chariot, undamaged, to the small square in front of the House of Life, 

where the two travelers waited. 

–I told you that you were the head of your master's escort, and that for 

the time being, the head was sufficient. Did I tell the truth or not? 

The humble Numbik bowed down until his head almost touched the 

ground and remained there for a while until the Pharaoh ordered him to 

rise. Such was the ritual used before the Pharaoh, and the measure was 

sometimes so severe that some fell to the ground when the Pharaoh 

spoke to them. 

–As soon as this journey is over, I will give you these two colts and 

this cart so that you drive your master whenever he wants to go out. By 

the gods, you have earned this gift, and my father's son was never stingy 

in payment. 

Numbik bowed reverently again without pronouncing a single word. 

–Is your servant mute, Osarsiph? 

–No, Pharaoh –answered Moses as he watched with great interest all 

who entered and left the House of Life. –He’s not mute, but he was 

educated by a priest of the ancient cult and learned from him the value of 

silence, that works without words... 

–Ah! your hieroglyphics, Osarsiph, how well you know how to use 

them! Do you mean to say that your servant knows how to be silent when 

anger maddens one who can cut off his head? 

–Exactly, Pharaoh. –And the anger and disgust vanished in the 

laughter that caused everyone the tragic joke of the ruler. 

–If you don’t mind, Pharaoh, before seeing the dazzling city of 

Rameses, I would like us to visit the ruined city of On and its Temple, 

which I haven’t seen for ten years. 

–As always, the past is more attractive to you than the present! You 

haven't change at all from how you were ten years ago. 

–It is difficult to change when you have ideals and convictions stronger 

than time and death. 

"Pharaoh, you must be tired of the bridles, if you allow me, I'll be the 

one to take them. 

–Fine, man, fine, let yourself be seen to be a driver of beasts of service 

before you take charge of the untamed ones that will drag you along. 

And Moses took charge of leading the spirited horses of the chariot, 

while Pharaoh rested on the auxiliary stool and continued the dialogue. 

– You have spoken of convictions and ideals stronger than time and 

death. Tell me, Osarsiph, what is it that you dream of and what do you 

pursue with such eagerness? You’re not interested in scepters, crowns, 
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or thrones. Tell me, what is it that you are looking for? 

–I want to be frank and loyal to you as I find you are to me. I beg you 

not to be angry if I differ too much from you.  

– I promise you on my honor. 

–By studying the past, I’ve come to the conviction that if some of your 

ruler ancestors didn’t succeed in the innovations they wanted to impose 

and even fell victim of the popular and priestly fury, it was, in my opinion, 

because they did it without having prepared the field for such a sowing. 

"I don’t want, nor do I intend to proclaim an ideal without first preparing 

the people who will follow it. I want to create a people, a portion of 

humanity for my ideal. 

–And to such an end is it that you want an open-door school? I’m finally 

understanding your dreams, which are not as vain or unrealizable as you 

might think. You want to form a people for your ideal, and you want to 

form it from the dregs and scum of all the races of the Earth! 

– Yes, Pharaoh, because it enters into my indestructible convictions, 

the truth that in all the races of this world, live and pulsate and are sparks 

emanating from the Eternal Creative Power.  They contain in themselves, 

part of the infinite qualities of the original source. All the drops of water 

from a spring are spring water equal to one another. All the sparks of a 

fire in a pine forest are fires of old burning pines. Isn't it so, Pharaoh? 

–That’s right, Osarsiph. Your idea is great. It’s a dream worthy of the 

gods! But it is not certain that you will come out alive from the crossroads 

in which you will entangle your life. You will come across with men and 

women with claws of tigers and venom of cobras. Tigers, you know, 

devour men and cobras poison them slowly. Have you thought about all 

this, Osarsiph? 

–Oh! ... many times, Pharaoh. But I repeat to you again and again: 

Death for an ideal of human redemption is the supreme consecration of 

love! 

–Always the boulder-man! You’re a mountain of granite, Osarsiph, that 

not even a hundred Pharaohs can bring you down! Why don't the gods 

put you at my side to make Egypt the paradise and the glory of this world? 

– I am at your side, Pharaoh, guiding the horses of your fire-colored 

chariot, and the only thing missing is that you want to make Egypt the 

mirror in which humankind looks at itself, purified and clean. 

–I want it, Osarsiph! Don't you already know that I want it? 

–With facts, Pharaoh, not just words. 

–Isn't your open-door school a fact? 

–Yes. It's just one brick of the building..., and how many bricks does it 

take to build just one aqueduct? 

–Ten million bricks?..., a hundred million?..., a hundred billion?... 

–I cannot specify how many, but..., let's try to make all this come true 
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and the Eternal Power will tell us through time. 

And after Lihsi (aka Lisht), with its colonnade of kiosks stocked with 

sweets, fruits, and delicacies of all kinds, where they took abundant 

refreshment, they finally arrived at the old and poor city of On, with its old 

earth-colored temple, where ivy was tangled in columns and towers, and 

bats and crows screeched under its naves and nested in its crypts. 

And here Moses lost all his courage. He leaped from the chariot and 

falling on his knees on the cracked pavement of the portico, cold and 

dreadful as a tomb, he burst into sobs that reddened with weeping the 

eyes of all who witnessed the scene. 

–Master, good master, what's the matter? –Numbik dared to tell him, 

kneeling beside him. 

– Leave him alone! –the Pharaoh ordered. –Here he feels the clamor 

of the gods that neither you with your loyalty, nor I with my royalty, can 

perceive, even if we run with a chariot of a hundred horses. –And wiping 

away furtive tears, Pharaoh approached Moses and, like a father trying 

to comfort a young son, said to him in a low voice: 

–-Be calm and serene, Osarsiph, that I promise you by the memory of 

my father and by the holiness of your mother, that this very day I will order 

the rebuilding of this Temple where the gods speak to you and where I 

will make them be heard by all the men, women, and children of this 

country. 

And embracing the head of Moses, who was kneeling and sobbing, he 

repeated in a trembling voice: 

–I swear it by the gods..., I swear it by the mummy of my father..., I 

swear it by the holy soul of your mother!  

–Thank you, Pharaoh, thank you! Forgive me, all of you, my helpless 

attitude, but I saw and heard so many stupendous things that my heart of 

flesh didn’t know how to resist. 

What had Moses seen and heard when he set his feet on the 

doorsteps of the old Temple of On? A white legion of hierophants, the 

great Initiates of many generations of sacrificed ones and saints greeted 

him as the long-awaited one of innumerable years and centuries. The 

dark and ruinous naves, woven of cobwebs and mosses, had been 

transformed into porticos, column naves of radiant amethyst and gold 

light, where invisible harps and soft notes of songs never heard by him 

resounded. The Flamens of Juno and Numu, the White Prophets of 

Amphion and Antulius, the Kobdas of Abel..., an entire immense legion 

of Patriarchs and righteous gave him the most loving welcome, and some 

called him father, others called him son, master, guide, patriarch, 

shepherd... 

–How long it has taken you to arrive! 

Such was the phrase he heard, mixed with the trills of lutes and harps, 
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with unknown songs, with the rumor of flowers that fell like rain on his 

head and even more on his heart. 

Love conquered at last the heroic fortitude of the granite-mountain 

man, as the Pharaoh called him! 

The young men of the brilliant escort, who were totally unaware of 

what Moses felt and saw, said secretly: 

–This son of the Royal Princess must be studying to be a Prophet, and 

the gods speak to such people in such a terrible way sometimes, that 

men are left as dead. 

– But I thought I heard the Pharaoh swear over and over that he would 

do something, I’m not sure what– said one. 

–Something serious must threaten the country, and believe me, I’m 

anxious to be back again within the strong walls of our brand-new 

barracks at Thebes. 

–Here the crows are screeching, and that is bad omen –added 

another. 

–Keep an eye on the chariot horses –said the Pharaoh to the escort –

we’re going into the Temple. 

The young men looked at each other and their gazes spoke, although 

their lips were tightly sealed. 

–You, who are the head of the escort, can follow us, for we may need 

you to defend us from the crows and to open our path through the rubble. 

–And Numbik received such words from the Pharaoh, as if the same 

genie or god of those ruins had sent him in. 

That selected legion that awaited Moses and gave him such a warm 

welcome, could not but influence the Pharaoh, who was so willing to turn 

into reality the beautiful dreams of the great visionary. 

And so it was that Ramses II felt chills that began to freeze his body, 

which moments before had felt so vigorous and warm in his fire-colored 

chariot. 

– Osarsiph! – he said in a whisper–I think we’re not alone here. Come 

here, escort's head: is the cold in your blood getting to you, too? 

The servant knelt down to answer. 

–The Temple of Abydos and the Temple of Luxor are as old as this, 

my lord, and I’ve lived there since I was a boy. I’m used to ruins, my lord. 

– And why have you lived there, when you could’ve lived in the open 

country, with air and sunshine? 

– I’ve been serving the Elder Priest Neferkere since I was six years 

old... 

– Oh, yes, of course! You’re an owl chick, and the ruins don’t scare 

you. Moses walked slowly through the central nave; he seemed not to be 

in this world. 

–Osarsiph! –the Ruler suddenly shouted. –Either I’m going mad, or 
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there are people among these columns who hide among them.  

Moses came back to himself. 

–In these sacred places, Pharaoh, where so many righteous people 

have prayed, wept, and lived long years of pains and sacrifices, their 

thoughts, longings, and dreams must remain hanging like invisible 

curtains, sometimes sketched in silent prayers, because feeling and 

thinking have no voice and produce no echo. 

"What you have said to my servant is very true, that here the gods 

speak.  

–What are they saying, Osarsiph? You, who live among them and 

perhaps are the son of one of them, must know what they say. 

– They always say the same thing, that we should act justly, that we 

should seek the truth, that we should love the good, and that we should 

do to all our fellow men as we would have them do to us. They were heard 

by Mykerinos, Mizraim, Thoth, Zoser and others. Anekh heard them, so 

loud and clear that he rushed unchecked and unrestrained toward the 

great ideal without having prepared the field to receive the seed. 

"That’s why I want the School to be open-doors, so that the seed that 

I throw in my field will germinate, grow, and bear fruit a hundredfold 

without losing a single grain. 

–I will help you, Osarsiph, because I’ve understood that your dream is 

great, even greater than the vast horizon that surrounds us. 

–The Ruler of a country cannot bear the responsibility for an idealistic 

work that is in disagreement with the thinking and feeling of his country. 

Why did Anekh-Aton die poisoned and all his followers mass murdered, 

beheaded? Have you not told me yourself that the streets of Abydos and 

Amarna were rivers of blood?  

–Do you mean then that my will is null and void before the will of the 

country? I, Pharaoh of Egypt with all the powers and rights of such, 

cannot command my subjects to submit to my will? 

–If your will is openly contrary to what the country and the whole world 

has believed, held, and admitted as true and just for centuries, it will not 

be easy for you, Pharaoh, to obtain submission without great struggles. 

"In the solitude of the desert I have meditated much on these matters, 

and I believe that the only way to give reality and life to an idea is to 

prepare a portion of humanity to accept it. There in Durba Well, in the 

middle of the desert surrounded by high mountains, the Patriarch Jethro 

and I have already formed a School, with very few students, not even 50; 

but those few are firm columns for the idea I uphold. 

–Oh, here you will increase the number a hundredfold, Osarsiph, I 

assure you. And what would you say, if I were to enlist as the number one 

pupil in your school? Don't you think that would drag the people after me? 

–That would be... almost a defiance to what people would say, 
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Pharaoh. How will you transform the royal blue blood of royalty into red? 

How will you convince the country and the world that the mummies, so 

neatly prepared and guarded, will continue to be dry sticks, stones, dead, 

and mute forever, while the Psyche has taken other bodies and lived 

other lives, near or far, and that he who was king, lives as a slave or a 

beggar? How will you make the potentates, loaded with gold and vices, 

have mercy on those who have nothing and share their treasures with 

them? How will you ensure that the Bedouins, the blacks of the country 

of Kush, the brickmakers and slaves sit at the table when they eat, and 

lie down on beds when they sleep? 

The Pharaoh had patiently listened to the grave questions of Moses. 

He gave a great sigh and, looking at the cracked niche of the altar of 

Osiris, invoked the God with these words: 

–O divine Osiris, who keeps my father in your kingdom, couldn’t you 

help me understand this man who’s different from all men? 

–And what will you say to me, Pharaoh, if I tell you that Osiris cannot 

hear you, because he’s in my School of Durba Well, incarnated again in 

Hur, the son of your father's physician, Aton-Mosis? 

–What?... Are you mad, Osarsiph? 

–Do you see? Pharaoh, that it’s not so easy to accept ideas different 

from the ones we had all our lives and perhaps in many lives? 

"Let’s decipher, if it’s fine with you, this engraving that appears on this 

fragment of slab, on the base of the altar of Osiris, who you’ve invoked. 

The Pharaoh paid great attention. It was the engraving of a dead 

pharaoh lying in his sarcophagus with his forehead girded by the triple 

tiara, symbol of his three sovereignties: Lower Egypt, Upper Egypt, and 

Divine sovereignty, as son of the gods. From his chest escaped a winged 

bird. It was Psyche liberated. The little bird took a leap and appeared 

perched on the shoulder of a farmer plowing the field. It took another flight 

and was seen on the head of a doctor at the bedside of a sick person, in 

a room of the "House of Life". In a third, fourth and fifth flight he would 

appear as a fencing master, as the captain of a platoon of soldiers, as the 

pilot of a great ship fighting with the raging waves. The slab broken into 

pieces made it impossible to continue watching the successive flights of 

the free little bird. 

–What’s the meaning of this, Osarsiph, and who’s this dead Pharaoh? 

–Surely, he’s the one who had this Temple built, which dates from the 

Seventh Dynasty, many centuries before now, since we are looking at the 

ruins of the Temple of On. The meaning of this engraving is the freedom 

of the Pharaoh's soul, and the successive lives he had until he managed 

to enter the kingdom of Osiris, which is happiness and peace. 

"You see, then, that he who had this Temple built, who according to 

tradition and an old Scripture was Beth-Emis of Gadeiros, descendant of 
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an Atlantean King, knew this ideal, this already secret doctrine of the 

multiple terrestrial lives of the human Psyche. 

"Do you understand why it pleases me to visit the old ruins of 

abandoned Temples? In the broken tiles that still remain in walls, 

columns, and altars, shines like an eternal lamp the ancient wisdom of 

those who, many centuries before us, already knew what the present 

humanity has absolutely forgotten. 

"Can it be sustained, Pharaoh, that it was justice to poison Anekh and 

mass murder all his followers by slitting their throats because he wished 

to relight the old lamp, which ignorance or malice had extinguished? 

–No, never!... I could never condemn Anekh-Aton, although I called 

him a dreamer and a visionary. He dreamed that men were good; and he 

didn’t think that selfishness, pride, and ambition breed murderers, pirates, 

and outlaws, even if they wear royal crowns or the robes of hierophants 

and initiates. 

–I think you will be convinced that you, as Pharaoh, cannot bear the 

responsibility of new ideas in a country unprepared to receive them. 

This dialogue was interrupted by a murmur of voices that could be 

heard towards the innermost part of the old, ruined Temple. 

–Now it is certain that we’re not alone, Osarsiph. 

Numbik, who was following them at some distance, quickly went 

forward to find out what was behind that jungle of columns. 

–They are little old men having lunch, lord… 

–They must be beggars taking shelter here. Let's see who they are– 

Moses suggested, walking inside, followed by the servant. The Pharaoh 

followed at a distance, looking at the building, all with great interest. 

There were three elderly priests and two elderly servants serving 

them. The poor food for their lunch consisted of black rye bread and wild 

lettuce, accompanied by olives and a few roasted fish, the kind that 

abounded in the lakes and streams of the Delta. 

Moses vividly recalled his meeting with the Elder Priest Neferkare, 

years before, and an inward shock stopped his gait and his speech. From 

the hood that covered their heads and the old white tunic they wore, he 

understood that three of them were priests. And he approached to 

interrogate them at the precise moment when the Pharaoh appeared with 

a large key that he was spinning in his hands. 

–The key! ... The key! –cried one of the three Elders, getting up. How 

did you get that key? 

–He’s the Pharaoh, my friends –said Moses, trying to avoid an 

altercation. 

–The Pharaoh! –whispered the Elders, falling to their knees on the 

pavement, more dead than alive, for such an extraordinary event. 

–May the gods crown him with glory, power, and happiness...! –
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exclaimed one of the three Elders. 

–What is happening, gods of Egypt, that such greatness enters our 

ruins? –added another. 

–What will happen is that you’ll have to tell me what this key I found 

hanging on a candlestick holds. 

–Yes, lord, your servants will tell you if you wish to know. It is the key 

to the crypt where the Scriptures of the Temple are kept, and the mummy 

of the last Pontiff who died 10 years after your illustrious grandfather Seti, 

whom the gods keep in their Kingdom of glory and peace. 

–Osarsiph!... Here’s something worthy for you who’s always fishing for 

antiquities! –And he gave him the heavy key and said–: This young man 

is the son of my sister, the Royal Princess Thimetis, whom you may know. 

–Yes, lord, thanks to her we live still in good health. She’s like our 

mother Isis, with her finger on her lips she keeps silent. 

–And I want to be like Amon-Ra. I command you to rise and receive 

this gift. 

– And the Pharaoh left on the table a pocketful of gold rings, which 

was the currency used at that time. 

The poor old men were over 80 years old, and two of them were almost 

90, living only on the pious generosity of Thimetis and Pontiff Membra. 

They were about to burst into tears and began praises and eulogies on a 

high scale of the Pharaoh's ancestors, whom they had known and 

remembered very well. 

Among the three of them they recalled several family genealogy trees 

of the grandparents, great-grandparents, and great-great-grandparents, 

not only of the present Pharaoh, but of Ramses I, of Seti, of Neferka, of 

Queen Neferu, Dufrini, Athara, Cephira and Hatshepsut, paternal and 

maternal grandmother and great-grandmother. Then the oldest of the 

three priests said that the most ancient family tree of Queen Hatshepsut, 

made her descend in a straight line from Pharaoh Smenkhkare (aka 

Senhkare), who reigned 30 years, and one of his wives from the other 

side of the Great Sea, Princess Gileni, daughter of the Prince of Miletus, 

was a widow. Her son had a secret love with Athara, the only daughter of 

Smenkhkare, who confessed the truth to her father before dying. 

Didufri (aka Djedefre) came from that secret love that Senhkare 

blessed on the deathbed of his daughter. He was the founder of the 

Eighth dynasty and was known as the Sacred Scribe of the Temple of 

On, built by Pharaoh Senhkare. 

The Pharaoh who listened attentively to the story, suddenly said: 

–I don’t understand why it was the Eighth Dynasty, if he, Didufri, was 

a grandson of Senhkare. 

– I beg your pardon, lord– replied the Elder whose name was Depheri 

of Tanis –you have forgotten that the Sacred Scribes cannot be 
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Pharaohs, the throne is forbidden to them and to be so they must spend 

10 years expatriated or in seclusion and then change their name and 

dynasty, so he took the name of Neferkare. That is the trunk of the tree 

where the incomparable Hatshepsut, of holy memory, shines like a star. 

–You have just told us a fine story, but tell me, good old man, how do 

you prove to me that all this is true? 

–Oh, my lord! If this, your servant, had not proof, he would not have 

said this in your presence. Lying to the Pharaoh is punished by the gods. 

"In the crypt that opens with the key found by you, lord, there are many 

ancient stories. There’s the story of Senhkare and all that I’ve just told 

you. 

–Senhkare was the Pharaoh who had the first Viceroy-Superintendent 

–said Moses at last, coming out of his silence– that young foreigner who 

had been sold to Egyptian merchants by his own brothers. 

–Which one, the one who deciphered the dream of the fat and lean 

cows? 

–The very same, Pharaoh. 

–If your brains are not softened by your years –said the Pharaoh to 

Elder Depheri, who was 92 years old –I believe you have said that Queen 

Hatshepsut, great-grandmother of my father, was descended from 

Pharaoh Senhkare. 

–Yes, lord, I have said so, and I can prove it with the Scriptures signed 

by the three most notable sacred Scribes of this Temple: three 

Hierophants: Akad of Ahuar, Tribon of Euskadi and Cleber of Sais, who 

were also Archivists for many, many years. 

"And there’s also a beautiful prophecy, lord, from the very Patriarch 

Founder of this Temple, which goes more or less like this: 'When the 

seven divine powers bring to the life of the flesh the Lord of this world, a 

young Pharaoh will revive this Temple that will be close to collapse, and 

for that reason his name will be remembered until the end of time and his 

memory will be blessed and his history told by scriptures that will never 

be erased. 

"Lord –said the old priest, kneeling before Pharaoh, –Are you the 

young Pharaoh of this ancient prophecy? 

The Pharaoh looked at Moses as if questioning him. And he 

approached the old man and lifted him off the pavement. 

–Time will tell, good Elder. The Pharaoh is a great builder of great 

works, and may very well be the one you say. 

Pharaoh was pensive, but after a brief silence, he said: 

–If for no other reason than to make happy the last years of these nice 

Elders, who have made me hear such nice things, I will be the rebuilder 

of this Temple. What do you think, Osarsiph? 

–That this time you’ve spoken the greatest words you can say in all 
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your life, Pharaoh. 

"My mother and I, Patriarch Jethro and his companion of studies and 

initiation, Patriarch Isesi, know some Scriptures of this ancient Temple, 

which is the grandfather, let’s put it that way, of all the most ancient 

Temples of Egypt. Neither those of Karnak and Luxor, nor that of Dendera 

with its celebrated zodiac, nor that of Abydos with its millenary table, can 

be compared in antiquity with the Temple of On. It is the brother of the 

great Pyramid and the Sphinx, Pharaoh, and forms with them the great 

sacred triangle that encloses the whole history of this humanity, since it 

was a globe of fire burst in a thousand volcanoes until the present hour 

in which it has barely reached the fourth day of its long journey. 

–Well, well, the Temple of On will be rebuilt, and you three can say 

loudly that you have had a great part in my resolution! –said Pharaoh to 

the three Elders. 

"Are you determined to continue living here? Tomorrow a hundred 

workers will come here, and it will be unbearable. 

The three Elders looked at each other and smiled, as if they were 

waking up after a beautiful dream. And none of them could answer. At 

last Moses intervened. 

–If you don’t decide otherwise, Pharaoh, we could take them to the 

castle of Lake Merik. It will be a blessing from Isis for my mother. And 

there they will be better off than anywhere else. 

–Come here..., head of the escort, I don't know your name. 

–Numbik, lord! –said the servant with a great bow. 

–You will arrange for the transfer of these three Elders to the castle on 

Lake Merik, and you will tell my sister, the Royal Princess, that I make 

her master of the three, that for the time being she will make them live 10 

years longer, so that they may see their great Temple of On rebuilt. Your 

master and I await, here, your return. 

He then sent two of his escort to fetch his best architect, Seti-Kef, an 

engineer-builder who had worked with his father near the end of his life. 

Others were sent to gather laborers, masons, bricklayers, stonecutters, 

potters, locksmiths, blacksmiths, goldsmiths..., a whole army on the 

move. 

Moses, seated on the base of a column, silently observed all this 

hubbub of orders, dispositions, and commands, which in the blink of an 

eye changed the scenario in which a great portion of humankind was 

moving. 

–What are you thinking, Osarsiph? You have remained like a 

schoolboy punished for 20 days. 

–I was thinking, Pharaoh, what a great thing power is when it is used 

for good and justice. 

–You think, then, that I do deeds of good and justice. 
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– Yes, Pharaoh. Do you believe that the Eternal Power has 

established laws, many of which we men in this world are unaware of? 

–I believe it, Osarsiph, and I also believe that no man of average 

common sense can fail to believe it. If even a chief of humble dwelling 

imposes and creates his ordinances and laws, how can the Supreme 

Lord of all created things, whether we call him Amon-Ra, Atman, Brahma, 

Great Hesus, Ahura Mazda, etc., not lay them down?  

–Very well. Then it will be easy for you to understand that this 

Supreme Power has laws and ordinances concerning created beings, in 

such a way that if they accept and submit to these laws, they acquire 

special conditions, special powers, special capacities. 

–I agree and I understand, although right now I don't see where you’re 

going with this speech. 

–I’m going to tell you why restoring this ancient Temple is a very great 

work you’re doing. 

– Let's see. I am very interested to know. 

–In these 10 years spent in the solitudes of the desert and its boulders, 

I’ve accepted and submitted myself to the laws and ordinances of the 

Supreme Power, and thus I’ve been able to acquire all the conditions and 

abilities corresponding to what I’ve done to achieve them. As a result, I 

can see, know, and be aware of circumstances, facts, and truths that 

ordinary people cannot. 

–This means, Osarsiph, that you have become a perfect magician. 

–Something like that, Pharaoh, though perhaps not so perfect as you 

suppose. 

– I know you well. You're not the type to settle for mediocrity. I know 

you well. 

–Your work is great for several reasons, Pharaoh.  

"First: you’re a reincarnation of Pharaoh Senhkare, a direct 

descendant of the founder of this Temple-School of High Divine Wisdom. 

And Senhkare was King and Pontiff gave wise laws to his people who 

from this same sacred precinct. 

"Second: you bring happiness to the last years of these three Elder 

Priests who have remained faithful guardians to these ruins. They are 

reincarnations of three Sacred Scribes that you yourself, as Pontiff of this 

Temple, had at your side as Archivists of the Scriptures that are kept in 

this crypt. A law made you come here and find this key. 

"Pharaoh, you have been the Supreme Head of this Temple. This key 

was always in your hands. You fulfill then a Law of the Supreme Power 

by restoring this sacred building and returning it to the destiny it had in its 

beginning: Temple School of High Divine Wisdom. 

"Third: your first-born son is the reincarnation of the son of the second 

wife of Senhkare, who was the widow of Arnulf Cleon of Miletus, First 
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Sovereign Prince of those dominions of the Aegean Sea. That son was 

the secret love of Athara the daughter of Senhkare, who died very young, 

and the one who founded the Eight Dynasty under the name of Didufri. 

He was also Pharaoh and Pontiff of this Temple...  

"What's the matter, Pharaoh?... You’re turning pale and you’re about 

to faint! I didn't think you would be so impressed! 

–I’m fine, Osarsiph! Don’t worry. All that you’re telling me is so 

immensely great, and I know it’s the truth. I don't know, I felt like I was 

floating over an abyss, and I saw you so high and so far away, that I 

seemed to sink into that abyss from which you couldn't pull me out. 

"Osarsiph!... Your 10 years among the desert and its boulders have 

made you a high-flying sage, and I, poor me, told you that you had wasted 

your time!... Go on Osarsiph with your reasons and tell me the fourth. 

–If it won't harm you! 

–Don't be afraid. The bad moment has passed. 

–The fourth reason is, in my opinion, the most difficult for you and also 

for me. 

Senhkare was the Pharaoh who brought into Egypt the race of 

Abraham, personified in Jacob and his 12 sons, who formed a large 

family of 70 people because the sons were married and had many 

children. Senhkare had made Jacob's penultimate son, Joseph, Viceroy-

Superintendent, and also gave to Jacob and his descendants the valley 

of Goshen as present, with sealed deed. He also gave them the status of 

Egyptian citizens with all the prerogatives of such. And yet today, the 

children of Abraham are considered as a foreign race, inferior, at the level 

of slaves, with half salary and double workload. And it is the same 

Senhkare, the Pharaoh who rules over all Egypt from Idumea (aka Edom) 

to beyond the country of Kush. Do you understand Pharaoh what this 

means before the Supreme Power that rules this world and all the worlds? 

–And I, what am I Osarsiph at this moment of my life? What am I? 

–You... You are the representative of that Eternal Power over the 

entire land of Egypt! 

–I represent the Eternal Power over the entire land of Egypt! –

exclaimed Pharaoh as if measuring and weighing the greatness of such 

words. –Do you know, Osarsiph, what I’m thinking right now? 

–Wait a moment and I’ll tell you –and Moses stared at Pharaoh's face 

as a dart of light was piercing him, forcing him to cover his face with both 

hands. 

 – Your stare burns my eyes!... You disintegrate me with your gaze, 

Osarsiph! What a tremendous magician the desert and its boulders have 

turned you into! 

–No more than enough to tell you that you were thinking of abdicating 

the throne and crown of Egypt for the benefit of your nine-year-old first-
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born. Is this true, Pharaoh?    

–Yes, Osarsiph. That's what I thought... What should I do, and how to 

do it, and where to begin if I am to be a representative of the Supreme 

Power? It would be better for me to cease to exist, to cease to be, to 

disintegrate into nothingness. 

–There is no nothingness, Pharaoh, and you cannot cease to exist. 

When this Earth was a globe of gas and boiling waters, you emerged as 

a spark of fire among millions of sparks from the fecund eternal bosom of 

the Supreme Power. You have run ages and centuries in all aspects and 

forms of life, from a pebble that rolls from the quarries; from the pine that 

groans and bends to the passing of hurricanes; from the insect that hides 

in the calyx of a flower; the bird that sings at dawn; the giant deer that 

runs swiftly across the prairie, until you reached the Human Kingdom, 

which thinks, reasons, feels, and loves. And after you’ve passed through 

all this abyss of ages and centuries, you think of abandoning everything 

because it frightens you and you tremble at the mere thought of being a 

representative of the Eternal Power on the land of Egypt. 

The Pharaoh remained silent, repeatedly nodding his head in 

affirmation. 

–Take this key that you found when you arrived here and let’s go down 

to the crypt, where I sense that the great enlightenment awaits you, which 

will make you one of the most righteous Pharaohs who have reigned over 

the country of the Nile. 

Without taking his eyes off Moses' face, Pharaoh took the key with his 

trembling right hand. He didn't want to go down into the crypt. He 

would’ve preferred to flee..., to flee from his destiny, from that tremendous 

force of eternal life, from that something inconceivable to him, from being 

the representative of the Supreme Power that encloses the unlimited 

magnitude of the Infinite Universe. 

But..., he couldn’t resist the voice of Moses who repeated three times: 

–Let’s go down to the crypt, Pharaoh. –And finally, he turned the huge 

key, and they went down. 

The enclosure was softly illuminated by the great oil lamp, that surely 

the Elder Priest-guardians were careful to refill who knows for how many 

long years. 

The flowers were fresh in the marble amphorae that adorned the 

edges of the central pilaster, whose still waters reflected the great golden 

triangle of the ceiling with the divine eye, a jet-black pupil that shone in 

the light of the inextinguishable oil lamp. 

The Pharaoh was as if nailed to the threshold of the door, and Moses' 

clairvoyance immediately drew back the veil: a great hooded Hierophant 

stood in front of the Pharaoh, and Moses understood what he was saying: 

–He can't come in. 
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–Why can't he come in? 

–He will tell you himself. 

And the vision faded, blurred as if it had been the fleeting reflection of 

a thought. 

–You’re shocked, Pharaoh, perhaps full of dreadful thoughts. If you 

wish, we can sit here on the bench of the Aspirants. Then we'll go in. 

–Yes, that's better –he answered in a whisper. –Osarsiph..., I’m 

getting convinced that everything you’ve told me under the naves of this 

Temple contains the greatest truths. I trembled as I put the key in the 

lock, and my body felt like stone when I put my feet on the threshold. I 

couldn’t move, as if a superhuman force was blocking my way. I’m not 

purified as you are by the renunciation of all the pleasures of life. Among 

the desert and its boulders, you’ve turned into stone. 

"I, on the other hand, am made flesh and blood..., and my blood burns 

in my veins like a living flame. I have not given up, as you have, anything 

I desire. What I want, I have. If anyone dares to hurt me, even with a 

glance or a word, my justice annihilates him without even giving him time 

to breathe. 

"To this crypt the righteous enter; the pure of heart and life, those who 

walk like you with their feet on the dust of the earth, but with their Psyche 

flying beyond the stars. You have wanted to make me enter, to 

understand who I am, to discern in depth whether I can be your 

collaborator in your work of educator of peoples... 

"Osarsiph! You’re a perfect Magician, much greater and more 

powerful than I thought, and perhaps than you yourself think... What do 

you say to this? 

–I’m listening and meditating on your words, and through them I see 

great qualities in you, Pharaoh, and I beg you not to take this as flattery. 

–We’re in an atmosphere of frankness and truth, Osarsiph. 

–There lies your greatness, Pharaoh. Your sincerity ennobles and 

purifies you. If you have been pontiff of this Temple, you will have entered 

this Crypt countless times. Here you will have consecrated, with a 

fraternal embrace, all those who, duly tested, have reached the Initiation 

of the Hierophants of the seventh degree. Believe me that thinking and 

knowing this moved me to invite you to the Crypt. 

–Explain yourself, Osarsiph, I’m still in the dark. You could learn about 

my distant past; how come you ignore my present? 

–Oh, Pharaoh! However great a Magician you may suppose me to be, 

the Supreme Power has unbreakable laws, and one of them is that I must 

never enter the inner world of a fellow man without his own request or 

permission. Unhealthy curiosity is one of the first renunciations 

demanded from aspirants to Initiation. "Thou shalt not pretend to inquire 

into the lives of thy fellows," it is written in the book of the seven seals 
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kept inside the Ark placed on the altar of the Crypt. For this reason, know 

nothing about your current life. 

–I will tell you, and if in order to enter that Crypt, I must erase all the 

bad things in my life, I will erase them with one stroke of my sword..., 

because I get what I want. I’m like that, Osarsiph, and I cannot be 

otherwise. 

Pharaoh covered his face with both hands and kept a long silence. 

Moses respected this silence and, concentrating on himself, he called 

with his thoughts to the allied brothers of his School of the Desert. 

And he could see... coming out from the bowed head of the Pharaoh 

a flame like a blue ribbon with golden streaks, running with dizzying 

speed, burning to ashes clumps of beautiful flowers, beautiful images, 

altars of gold and gauze, dressing rooms curtained with gold and purple, 

mother-of-pearl chariots with glittering fairies, silk chests where jewels 

glittered. The vision suddenly faded, and the great Seer of Sinai 

interpreted its hidden meaning: 

"The Pharaoh has taken his great leap over the abyss. He has just 

renounced all that he himself knows he must not be if he’s to be allowed 

to penetrate the Crypt of divine secrets, only deserved by those who have 

dominated their lower self, that black and repugnant bat, symbol of 

material misery and baseness. 

"He who enters into our inner world, breaks all the bonds of the world 

and of the flesh. Such is the law." 

The Pharaoh uncovered his face still wet with weeping, and Moses 

awoke from his concentration, during which his mind, like a probe, had 

penetrated deeply. 

Pharaoh sat down at the table where he had seen the Elder priests 

had lunch. The priests were now traveling to the castle of Lake Merik, led 

by Numbik. He wrote page after page in his pocket notebook, which he 

then sealed with his ring. 

Each sheet was an order that he gave the young men of his escort to 

deliver to his Administrator, to the Steward of the House of Pleasure, to 

the District of the School of Fencing, to the Chief of Guards of the 

Fortresses where criminals were being held, to the Steward of the Slave 

Market, and finally to the Queen, his wife. In this latter he advised her to 

go at the call of the King, her father, taking with her the children and the 

ladies she needed, because an important business would keep him in the 

Delta region for at least one moon. To none of them he indicated where 

he was, but to all he ordered to suspend all usual activities until further 

notice. And to the chief of the great Workshop of Armaments, he ordered 

him to pay double wages and to dispatch all the workers. On such a day, 

the whole country was buzzing with comments, suppositions, 

suggestions, but no one could solve the problem because no one knew 
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anything. In the meantime, Moses had instructed Numbik on what to say 

to his mother and his wife to calm them down, explaining that for the 

benefit of all, he had to accompany the Pharaoh for a certain number of 

days that he couldn't determine for the time being. 

 –If you don't mind, Osarsiph, we'll spend a few days here. Are you all 

right with that? 

– If you think it's convenient, Pharaoh, I’m fine with it. 

– I turned 30 on the last moon, and I want to rebuild my life, which 

from now on will be a life of justice and truth. I want to collaborate with 

you in the education of the peoples and that all the acts of my life reflect 

the transformation that I make in my inner self. Do you think that I’ve gone 

mad, or on the contrary that I’ve become wise? 

– Pharaoh, I think that the Supreme Power has taken you this day as 

its faithful representative in this great country that you govern. 

– Aren’t you interested to know what are the orders I have just 

dispatched? 

– I’m interested in everything that’s done for the good of mankind, but 

I think it only fair to wait for you to tell me what you want me to know. 

And Pharaoh explained to Moses, at length, all that he had just 

arranged to give new direction to his life, and to undo what in his judgment 

was not in the law of justice. He suspended the buying and selling of 

slaves, the manufacture of armaments on a large scale in preparation for 

the next conquest war. 

He was closing the House of Pleasure, which would be transformed 

into the House of the Forsaken. He ordered the Regent of prisons to 

provide the best treatment to the inmates. And he would dedicate his life 

to rebuild the great Temples which, in the main cities, were almost in ruins 

with their priesthood neglected; only the great Temple of Memphis still 

preserved some organizational structure. 

Moses was dazzled. 

–Osarsiph! I have ordered to undo everything in my life that I consider 

unworthy of the Supreme Power. I believe, then, that now I shall not be 

prevented from entering that Crypt which must be populated by all the 

righteous ones, the heroes, the saints who have passed through this land 

of Egypt. Will you accompany me to enter? 

Moses could not speak because the emotions of joy overwhelmed 

him, but opening his arms, he embraced the young Pharaoh who didn’t 

make him wait. 

And they both went down to the Crypt when the sun was almost 

sinking into the sunset. 

The great silence enveloped them like a very soft mantle that 

absolutely isolated them from the outside world. 

Invisible presences made themselves felt so strongly that neither of 
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them moved forward, except to the bench near the door, called ‘The 

Wait’, where they sat down. The darkness that had seemed dark when 

they entered, slowly lightened until they could see what was in that vast 

subterranean chamber. They had not descended any stairs but a smooth 

inclined plane on which a thick tapestry cushioned even the slightest 

touch of the footsteps. Over the entrance arch there was a great triangle 

with an eye with a brilliant black pupil and right there the pilaster of water 

where they purified the hands when entering. For Moses none of this was 

new, not so for the Pharaoh who for the first time in his life was entering 

the Crypt of a Temple, venerated for many centuries as the purest and 

holiest of all the temples of the world. The traditions, stories, or legends 

that were told about the great Temple of On were countless and some 

were so impressive and moving that, for the common people, to speak of 

them was like evoking sacred epics of another world to which mere 

mortals couldn’t have access except as pure, transparent spirits, without 

skin, blood, or bones. 

Of course, fantasy and superstition, which are so easy to nestle in 

minds without any spiritual cultivation, were part of all this. The public 

never entered even one step beyond the great central nave. The side 

chambers and even more so the Crypts were always reserved for the 

Students of Divine Wisdom, for the Aspirants to the priesthood or 

Initiation. The Pharaohs of the first Dynasties were all Hierophants of the 

seventh degree who could even reach the Pontificate, as happened many 

times. Prehistoric Egypt was in truth the magnificent trace of the Kobdas, 

its founders, who in spite of having disappeared from the scene of the 

world as an organized entity, their morals, their elevated spiritual outlook, 

their norms of life and their laws and teachings endured for many 

centuries in the vast country of the Nile, until the overwhelming tide of the 

adverse currents coming from other countries, or caused by the same 

inferiority of the new generations, forced the Initiated High Priesthood to 

be relegated to the Crypts of the ancient Temples, to avoid the blows and 

clashes of misunderstanding, of unjustified censure, of scathing mockery, 

of ignorance. And those who gathered these sad experiences could give 

great value to the distant ancestors, builders of the great and 

misunderstood Pyramids and the no less mysterious Sphinx of Gizeh, 

whose unknown and very secret chambers, passages, and corridors 

were able to save so many lives threatened by the barbaric human 

incomprehension. All these were Pharaoh's thoughts as soon as he sat 

on the bench called ‘The Wait’, because the numerous invisible 

presences that filled the enclosure were skillfully preparing him to second 

the Divine Envoy in his arduous mission of Lawgiver of this Humankind. 

Moses, meanwhile, became so immersed in the past that he lost track 

of the moment, and the evocations of his powerful mind created sketches, 
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designs, panoramas lived in distant lives, accompanied by the procession 

of happy or unfortunate circumstances, just as human lives are realized 

on the physical planes. His powerful thought cried out without the sound 

of words: –One world for this ideal!... One humanity for this creed! One 

people at least for the Eternal Truth: The Divine Unity! The Supreme 

Creative Power! The Eternal Energy that moves everything! The ultra-

powerful Light that sees all, copies all, and preserves all! Suddenly the 

Crypt appeared illuminated as if invisible hands had lit sparkling candles. 

The Pharaoh trembled and grasped Moses’ hand who was sitting 

beside him. 

They were both speechless and looked on without speaking. A parade 

of Hierophants, white from the headdress that covered their heads to the 

woolen slippers that covered their feet, entered from inside the crypt, 

each carrying a great closed book. The last one was the King Pontiff, 

young, tall, handsome, with a solemn air of distinction. And he occupied 

the center seat of the great seat oracle that covered the whole area of the 

Crypt. 

And when all were seated, the Pontiff said: 

–May the Supreme Creative Power be in this holy convocation. 

And they all lowered the part of the cowl or hood that had been pulled 

back over their faces. The Crypt had been darkened to gloom, and a soft 

melody could be heard as if coming from far away. 

Only the Pontiff had his face uncovered, and the Pharaoh, all eyes, 

tried to recognize him, for it seemed to him a face he had seen many 

times. 

The invisible presences illuminated him more and more, until the 

illumination was so clear that he couldn’t stifle this shout: 

– Osarsiph!... That man is myself! 

The magnificent vision was instantly swept away. And the Pharaoh 

embraced Moses and burst into sobs that made his whole-body tremble. 

Moses held him close to his chest for a long time in profound silence, 

while his thought, strong and energetic as a dart of fire, said to him: 

–The Eternal Power grants you that what you’ve seen and understood 

this evening, shall make you act justly in all the deeds of your life. 

That night they both resolved that the open-door school would be 

founded in the Temple of On, using the rooms of the Scribes which 

opened on each side of the pylons of the entrance to the Temple, and 

served as the place for consultations and for foreign affairs in general. 

Because of this, when the hundred or so workmen arrived the next 

day at dawn, the architect-engineer Seti-Kef ordered them to immediately 

repair and decorate both halls. 

The Pharaoh had developed such great veneration for the ancient 

Temple that he didn’t want it to have any other purpose than meditation 
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and the study of the great divine secrets, which he had begun to learn. 

He also ordered the Priests' alcoves and bathing rooms to be duly 

refurbished. In this same pavilion he ordered two equal bedrooms to be 

set up for Moses and for himself, because he said that they would often 

come to spend the night in that sacred place where the Eternal Power 

had deigned to speak to him. 

Ten days later the three Elder Priests returned with their two faithful 

servants to their beloved room, which they had left full of cobwebs and 

moths, and found it with new curtains and carpets, lacking nothing of what 

they needed.  

–I myself will be your pontiff and disciple at the same time– he told 

them –and the son of my sister, the Royal Princess, will be our Scribe 

and Chief Archivist. 

–Thank you, Pharaoh, because your kindness and wisdom reopens 

this Temple with the Five-Pointed Star, which is the Eternal Light that 

sees everything, copies it and preserves it eternally! 

These words were spoken to the Pharaoh by the eldest of the three 

priests, Cleber of Sais, who was the reincarnation of the prehistoric 

Founder of the old Temple School of Divine Wisdom. 

He had lived 27 consecutive lives around his Temple-School. And the 

Eternal Law gave him that final compensation because he had carefully 

watched over it, inside and out, to preserved as it was founded, always 

serving the eternal ideal of Truth which the Kobda Fraternity made 

flourish on three Continents. 
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54.  Ramses II 
 

The historians of his time considered him as one of the best Pharaohs 

of ancient Egypt. And he was also called great because of his marked 

inclination for cyclopean constructions, stupendously large and lavish. 

In my opinion, his real and true greatness lies in the marked feeling of 

justice and love of truth, which was proverbial in him since the magnificent 

awakening that I have just narrated, when he was 30 years old. 

And while the workers were carrying out the great repairs in the 

Temple of On, the Pharaoh and Moses, accompanied by Numbik, moved 

to Rameses35, which was the crowning work ordered by Ramses II at that 

time. It was a fortress city, head, as he said, of the chain of smaller forts 

that he had built from the Delta all the way to the mountains of the 

Rwenzori, a natural fortress that gave security to the country as a barrier 

between Egypt and its neighbors to the east. 

They traveled on horseback, and when they crossed the last ancient 

dwellings of what was the city of On, the Pharaoh began his informative 

conversation, so to speak, to guide Moses in the works to be carried out. 

–Do you know –he asked– anything about that palace and playground 

that my mother had donated to her bastard son, whom she wanted to 

make Prince, which I opposed when I took over? 

–If you mean the one that she called ‘Amber Palace’, yes, I know about 

it! I think she had bought it from the former owners, the Alazones (aka 

Halizones) from across the sea, with money inherited from her father. 

–Exactly. That half-brother of mine lives there as a prisoner of state, 

and he’s accompanied by that cousin of my mother's called Leon Bardi, 

do you remember? 

–I vaguely remember all that. 

–I mention it to you to see if you would use your Wizard skills to find 

out for me: Whether I should fear any danger of revolt from that side. In 

my great desire to act justly in all my actions, I’d like to free that bastard 

son of my mother. If I haven’t done so to this day, it’s because my aides 

in the government have always feared that a change of situation might 

befall me because of that half-brother of mine. What is your opinion on 

the matter? 

– Pharaoh, if you had no heirs, what they fear might come to pass, but 

you have three sons, and you’re very dear to the people. 

– Do you think, then, that it would be the work of justice to grant him 

full liberty to enter or leave the country, and even to recognize him as my 

             

 
35 At the height of the city of Xenophon. 
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half-brother, with the rights corresponding to that tie of blood? 

–Before answering this question, we would have to find out what kind 

of relationship exists between Leon Bardi and him. Why does he remain 

at his side? 

–Man!... Because he is his son. Haven't you understood that before? 

–I never had the chance to think about it. If you're not in a hurry, let's 

leave the answer for later, because now I believe this is worth thinking it 

over. 

–The road to Rameses takes us behind the wall that my mother had 

their fortress surrounded, where I know she spent days and weeks. I have 

sure surveillance over that place, which I never wanted to visit. I know the 

entire place is inhabited by relatives and friends of Leon Bardi, but since 

I never received any trouble from there, I’ve never given any sign of 

remembering them in any way. 

 

When they reached the place, Moses saw the high wall and the lush, 

dark green tops of pines and oaks that surrounded the castle in the 

center, making it invisible. His thoughts flitted, no doubt, through those 

courtyards and galleries, and Pharaoh, as if he had immediately 

perceived it, suddenly asked Moses: 

–Will you also receive some people from this place in your School with 

open-doors, if they present themselves to you? 

–That question almost coincides with my thoughts, Pharaoh. Now I 

begin to close the circle. 

–What do you mean by that? 

–That I'll have to call it: "Open-Door School for those who deserve to 

enter. 

–Now finally! This time it was me who made you see that I'm not so 

wrong! 

–True, Pharaoh, and I thank you very much. The fatal and permanent 

presence of that Lion Bardi has given me food for thought. 

Although they left On with the first light of day, it was already dusk 

when they reached the resplendent Ramesses. 

–From what I see outside –said Moses. –Thebes is overshadowed by 

Ramesses. What walls and what obelisks! 

–Thebes is a garden of delights –added the Pharaoh. –But Ramesses 

is a fortress, built more for defense than for pleasure. It is also a seaport 

that allows surveillance to the outside. If only you could see our squadron 

of warships!  

–A squadron of warships cannot be associated with the Temple of On! 

–I’ve already thought about that, Osarsiph, I’ve already thought about 

it! You and I will fix all that!   

–Numbik! –called the Pharaoh. –Go ahead and tell the doorkeeper 
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that your master and I are coming, but without an escort and without any 

noise. Let the steward prepare good food for us. It’s not difficult for you 

to find the palace; you can see it from here. 

 

–Oh, yes, lord, I know all of this. –And the faithful servant galloped off 

while Pharaoh and Moses slowed the pace of their horses. 

–This is not On, nor Abydos, nor Memphis, Pharaoh. This is the world 

that I left 10 years ago, and I pity with all my heart your first-born who 

must spend his whole life here. 

– Ever since the Divinity has made itself felt in me in the Temple of 

On, I knew that you would tell me this when we arrived here. Osarsiph, is 

there any way to transform a place which becomes unbearable to us 

overnight without our will intervening at all? 

–Yes, Pharaoh, it can be transformed because nothing is impossible 

to the thought of man united to the Eternal Power by knowledge and love. 

But all this is a small fragment of the vast Divine Science that was taught 

in our ancient Temples for several millennia. And that’s why the temples, 

ruined as they are, still offer to the human spirit that loves them what they 

keep, among dust and cobwebs, of all the great and beautiful that shone 

in them and that still lives as the perfume of very fine essences in broken 

and abandoned amphorae. 

–-Osarsiph!... You should accompany me to visit those ancient 

Temples that you’ve just made me glimpse, as if they were dead giants 

rising from their graves to claim attention, care, a memory even 

resembling a crumb of love. Why do we, the new generations, forget with 

such fierce ingratitude what made our ancestors happy, good, and 

strong? 

–Pharaoh, the visionary and dreamer Anekh-Aton asked that same 

question in the pages of his diary; the ignorant and rabid fanaticism of the 

new generations didn’t give him time to fill with love and care, as you say, 

the huge pit of ingratitude with which young humanity rises, full of strength 

and pride, imagining to do works a thousand times better than those. 

–Sometimes, listening to you, I think, Osarsiph, that with you by my 

side I can be a man of two personalities: A silken-feathered swan, 

bobbing in calm waters, and a brave lion with claws of flint and teeth of 

fire, always ready to pounce on whoever gets in his way. Don't you think 

so? 

–Almost..., I’m about to say yes, Pharaoh, but then an old axiom 

comes to my mind that was used by a righteous King of Atlantis, who is 

the revered prototype of my School of the desert: "Love saves all 

abysses". 

–Look..., look, your head escort is coming with a procession of 

sycophants. In my opinion, I have good people here, and you will tell me 
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later if any among them is worthy of entering your School of open doors. 

 

They were the servants of the great palace destined for the Pharaoh's 

Crown Prince, when he came of age. 

They brought two bunks curtained with purple and with large cushions 

of skins and silk, as if made for rest. And indeed, both travelers needed 

it, for the journey had been long and riding causes fatigue. 

–This is not the desert and the boulders, Pharaoh– said Moses as he 

sat down on the bunk. 

–This is the silken-feathered swan, Osarsiph – the Pharaoh replied 

with a laugh. –We'll see when the lion's paw appears. 

Only about 300 steps and they were in front of the great palace, which 

was truly a fortress city, where one didn’t know what to admire more, the 

impregnable solidity of its construction or the artistic beauties it enclosed 

within its strong walls. 

–It’s a copy of the Royal Palace of ancient Nineveh, the capital of the 

disappeared Lemuria– said the Pharaoh when he saw the astonishment 

with which Moses looked at the cyclopean structure. – I’ll tell you later 

how I manage to obtain the plans, sketches, and details, because I know 

that you’re interested in everything from the past, all that has been around 

for many thousands of years. It’s a long story. 

"We have had three days of bad sleep and bad food, Osarsiph. For 

today, let me be a man of flesh, bones, and blood, and let us think of 

satisfying our needs and resting in a good bed. The Eternal Power has 

given us this body, and it knows what it has done. 

They arrived at the great dining room where a splendid table was 

waiting for them, and three beautiful pageboys dressed in livery were 

playing lutes. 

–Neither is this the Temple of On, Pharaoh– Moses said, smiling. 

– That’s true, Osarsiph, but..., each thing in its time. 

Needless to say, they were prevented from speaking freely during the 

meal due to servants coming in and out. 

But then they found themselves alone in the Pharaoh's bedroom and 

the conversation between them began immediately. 

 – Tell me the whole truth, do you dislike all this splendor among so 

many fortresses? 

– Not at all, Pharaoh. All this is befitting the great country you rule and 

the magnificent Ruler that you are. You said it yourself: everything in its 

time; and I add: everything in its place. A great man of prehistoric times 

said to his close friends in private consultations that he had to hear: "The 

test of human greatness is the most difficult to pass successfully". 

"He became Ruler of the countries of three continents and emerged 

victorious from the test. 
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–When one has all power in one's hands, it’s easy to do good and do 

great deeds. Isn't this true? 

–Yes, Pharaoh, but we must also look at the reverse side of the medal: 

having all the power in hand, an egoist, a despot, a sensualist, can 

commit great blunders and make of his own life a long chain of crimes of 

all kinds. 

"For this reason, in ancient times, candidates for the throne were given 

the same teaching as Hierophants candidates for the Pontificate, and 

hence the oft-repeated fact that a Ruler, a Pharaoh of Egypt, was also 

the Pontiff who commanded over all the Temples and priesthood of the 

country. And according to the Scriptures of those times, Egypt was the 

purest mirror in which all the civilized countries of the world looked at 

each other. Foreign kings and princes came to Sais, On, Luxor and 

Karnak in search of the secret of the prosperity and peace that reigned 

among the peoples of the Nile. 

"That’s why the divine ideal of Anekh-Aton was spread throughout all 

the great capitals of the world. According to the old Scriptures preserved 

by Patriarch Isesi, not everyone underwent the tests required for Initiation 

to the seventh degree. But they passed the minor tests and above all 

absorbed the great doctrine that teaches man to dominate the low 

instincts, ignoble desires, ambitions, and interest. And they accepted for 

their life the austere morality of the Temples and the high concept of the 

dignity of every human soul, emanated from the Eternal Creative Power 

and destined to return to it in a perfect state, through the Law of Evolution. 

And all this as you can see, Pharaoh, has been lost in our time. 

–Do you want us, Osarsiph, to bring him back, to rise again from the 

swampy gully into which he has fallen? 

 –That’s my north, Pharaoh! You’ve hit upon what I’m looking for. This 

world is an immense swamp, and the nations fall into it without realizing 

it, and even believing that they’re ascending to the pinnacle of the most 

exalted greatness. 

"That’s why I’ve told you that you’re doing a great work by rebuilding 

the Temple of On and returning it to what it was in the distant past: School 

of morality, of justice, of fraternity, in a word: "School of Divine Wisdom", 

as it says in the foundation certificate that I’ve had in my hands, which 

was done 10 years after the last invasion of the waters over the Atlantean 

Continent. 

 "To rebuild the ancient Temples of Egypt, restoring them to the 

destiny given to them by their founders and creating an austere and wise 

priesthood as was that of past times, that’s your work and your future 

program, Pharaoh, if you want to put yourself in tune with what you’ve 

seen and understood in the Temple of On. 

"Then you will indeed be great as Zoser, as Thoth, as Beth-Emis, as 
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Mizraim, and as the Bohindra of the nearest times, the one who was Ruler 

of three Continents because all peoples understood that the Eternal 

Power lived in him, with his Divine Law, teacher educator of peoples. 

–I swear by my father's memory, Osarsiph, that I’ll do all this. The 

ancient Temples of Egypt, which were the School of Divine Wisdom, will 

be rebuilt and you’ll be the Pontiff of them all. 

"For such a colossal work, I believe you will not deny me the right to 

place you at the head of it because I believe that there’s no other man on 

Earth who can carry it out. Do you accept?" 

–Yes, Pharaoh, I accept; because your work means for me the highest 

summit to which an incarnated being can reach: the elevation of this 

humankind to the height of the Divine Thought. But we must both rise to 

the level of Divine Thought before the others. 

– How?... When?... Where?... 

– Right now, and in this very place, Pharaoh. You can channel all this 

greatness, this stupendous strength, this magnificence and beauty that 

far surpasses anything imaginable by human minds, toward that sublime 

ideal. Those great warships that like a flock of sea birds are covering 

three ports, this one, Pelusium, and Sais, you can transform them into 

merchant, cargo, and passenger ships. They can carry the abundant 

harvests of Egypt to all the countries of the world, in some of which human 

beings suffer misery and hunger. You can also use them to bring the 

good, wise men of Egypt, today relegated to the ruins of the Temples and 

the boulders of the desert, to teach all peoples Truth and Justice, and the 

nobility of good living. 

It would be better for you, Pharaoh, to eat, sleep, and take solace in 

all the greatness you have created for your recreation and enjoyment, 

rather than ordering wars of conquest, which only produce herds of 

slaves, and fill the country with beings brutalized by pain, hatred, and 

desire for revenge. 

–Enough, enough, Osarsiph! ... you hurt me too much with your bitter 

truths like the aloes of our squares and avenues... 

–Forgive me, Pharaoh, for this mad exaltation of an immature 

adolescent when I’m 30 years old. It drove me mad as soon as I arrived 

at Rameses to see that multitude of masts, of sails, of floating palaces, 

loaded with weapons, of war chariots, and men ready to kill, to burn, to 

bring panic, terror, desolation, and death to portions of beings who, like 

you and me, also emerged from the Eternal Power, which is life of all life. 

Oh, beloved Amenhepat of my adolescent days... If mankind is evil, 

ignorant, and wretched, the rulers are responsible. If humankind loves 

deceit, lies, dishonesty, and infamy, its leaders and teachers are 

responsible. 

– Please, don’t go on, Osarsiph. We are both suffering with your truths. 
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Tomorrow, when Amon-Ra, the sun father, illuminates the Earth, you and 

I will be working to change as much as possible the mistakes that you 

make me see. I have sworn it by the memory of my father and by the holy 

life of your mother.  

 "Trust my word of Pharaoh, let’s begin the reform by obeying the 

divine command ourselves: the night was made for sleep and rest. Don’t 

you agree with me? 

–Yes, Pharaoh, yes, I want to trust your word and dream of the 

realities that your word has just promised me. 

The small silver snuffer covered the flame of the candles that burned 

beside the couches, and the Pharaoh and Moses plunged into the silence 

of sleep. 

When the Pharaoh awoke the next day, he found Moses examining a 

list of names, which he had engraved on a sheet of parchment. 

–You are ahead of me in the work, what have you written down? –he 

asked. 

–Listen: The Temple of Sais, almost as old as the Temple of On. The 

Temple of Tentyra (*later Dendera). The Temple of Luxor, the Temple of 

Karnak, the Temple of Abydos, and the Temple of Ipsambul (aka Abu 

Simbel). Seven ancient Temple-Schools of Divine Wisdom, which the 

rulers of Egypt have indifferently watched turn to ruins! 

"Can we measure, Pharaoh, what this has meant for the portion of 

humankind that has lived and lives in our country? And even for the 

humankind of all the peoples of the Earth? And if you transform this 

formidable error into the beautiful reality we dream of, we will be able to 

measure and value the work you do, Pharaoh… 

–Seven temples to rebuild!... Seven temples to rebuild!... –repeated 

Pharaoh thoughtfully and pensively. Moses grasped the thought that 

troubled him and immediately said to him: 

–Pharaoh, if you intend to burden your peoples with the burden of 

reconstruction, leave everything as it is because you must not bring 

hardship to humans with new taxes and onerous burdens... 

–You guessed right what I was thinking. It will be necessary to borrow 

my wife's maternal inheritance. 

– No, nothing of the sort. My mother assigns to me as dowry her 

possessions and revenues of Mauritania which were not touched since 

the union of her mother with your father the Pharaoh. Would you not 

accept my dowry as a contribution to your great work? 

–How great is the Supreme Power that thus takes us as an instrument 

of His sovereign will, Osarsiph!... How great it is!... 

–And what a great honor for you and for me that the Supreme Power 

uses these two human ants to accomplish what He wants! Do you 

understand, Pharaoh? 
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–I have understood it, and now you will tell me what we must do and 

where we must begin. 

Moses thought for a few moments and then spoke thus: 

–There are seven temples to be rebuilt. If we are to work on all of them 

at once, we must first visit them to make an accurate estimate of the 

personnel to be employed and the cost of the work. And above all, let’s 

designate a place, a venue that will be our meeting office where the 

chiefs, architects and builders can go to consult. 

–-Everything you suggest is correct, but for now I think we should 

return to your castle on Lake Merik. Believe me, I’m looking forward to 

discussing all our projects with the Royal Princess, your mother, because 

she’s the only person in whom we can find superior inspirations and the 

moral support that will mean for you and for me, as we will undoubtedly 

have to listen to opposing opinions. 

 

The next morning, they quickly toured the great installations of that 

fortress city, prepared to serve, in a not distant day, as a watchtower of a 

world-dominating power by the most stupendous force ever created by 

men up to that time. 

And when they had seen everything: the great halls filled with 

armaments of all kinds coming from distant countries, the shining war 

chariots that formed like an impenetrable jungle of wheels and poles, the 

mighty catapults, the jungle of spears, the trestles holding thousands of 

axes, sabers, daggers, bows and arrows, Moses stopped as if short of 

breath and leaned on the pedestal that held one of the great lanterns that 

illuminated that labyrinth of instruments of devastation and death at night. 

–Pharaoh!... How will you cancel all the pain you must have caused 

your people with the high taxes you had to collect in order to supply all 

this huge pile of war material? 

The Pharaoh looked at him as one who sees the appearance of a 

fierce ghost of which he had never thought before. 

–It’s true, Osarsiph –he whispered at last. –I imposed double burdens 

on the country for three years and only two years have passed, I will 

pardon the missing third by decree. 

–It’s not enough, Pharaoh! Many homes will have endured hunger, 

cold, misery that brings disease and death! When I was your Viceroy 

Superintendent I understood and knew all this, and I’m surprised that you 

have not had great uprisings in the country. 

–There were, Osarsiph, but I put them down by punishing those who 

dared to rise up against me. 

–You had them beheaded, surely. 

–No, Osarsiph, I didn't go that far, they’re locked up in the underground 

dungeons of this fortress. 
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–Are there many of them? 

–Two hundred and eighty-nine. 

–And their relatives, parents, or children? 

– I ignore that completely. 

–Pharaoh!... I regret to tell you that I cannot be your ally for the 

reconstruction of Temples Schools of Divine Wisdom, until you undo all 

this evil work living behind you. –And Moses took long steps towards the 

entrance door because horror and fright seemed to be driving him to flee. 

–Please don't leave me like this, Osarsiph, listening one more word 

from me. Haven’t I already said that with a decree I will annul the evil 

caused by the double burden I imposed on the people Is there no way to 

remedy the error committed by a man? Is there no justice possible before 

the Eternal Power?   

– There is, Pharaoh, but before beginning the great and holy work that 

you want to do, we must clear the field of vermin and weeds. How can 

we serve as an instrument of the Eternal Love by opening Sacred 

Schools for the teaching of justice, truth, and the practice of good, when 

we carry in our inner self the dark crime of causing so much evil to our 

fellow men? 

The Pharaoh approached Moses and grabbed both his hands. 

–Osarsiph! You’re the only man of integrity I’ve ever known in my life. 

The only man who bows to no force on Earth but to the deep dictates of 

his inner self. Who are you? 

"Are you perhaps the only son of that Eternal Power that owns all that 

lives on Earth? 

–Don’t go down unreal paths, Pharaoh– said Moses, softening his 

stern attitude. –And think, rather, that the desert and the boulders have 

taught me that justice, which prevents me from inflicting on my fellow men 

the harm that I don’t want for myself. 

– Will you help me to undo all the evil I’ve done, right now? 

– Yes, Pharaoh, because my heart, which loves you, cannot rest until 

you are relieved of all the burdens you’ve laid upon yourself. 

The Pharaoh called the Concierge who was in charge of the dungeons 

and made inquiries about the prisoners. 

He ordered that they be given new clothes and the wages 

corresponding to the two years' imprisonment, and wrote in his own 

handwriting this order of release: 

"Egyptian citizens: The one who was your Viceroy Superintendent 10 

years ago, Osarsiph of Memphis, son of the Royal Princess Av-Isis-

Thimetis, has obtained from my Royal will that I lift the double burden 

imposed on the people two years ago, and that I grant you the liberty you 

lost by your uprising. 

"You are therefore free, and my steward of this fortress will give to you 
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the value of your wages for the two years you were imprisoned." 

He signed it and sealed it with his ring. The concierge went out as if 

he had grown wings because he truly believed that the gods were 

hovering over Egypt, that the sun would cease to appear in space, or that 

the world would collapse into emptiness. 

And when Moses saw that the last prisoner was leaving the fortress, 

he approached Pharaoh, who was standing next to him on a terrace 

watching the scene, and shaking his hands, he said to him: 

– Now, Pharaoh, we can open Temples Schools of Divine Wisdom 

because you have heroically conquered yourself, and that’s the greatest 

victory you can obtain in all your life. 
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55.  In Memphis 
 

The Palace of the Princess was chosen as the office for the 

reconstructions. It was located near the great Royal Palace of Memphis 

that 10 years before was occupied by public offices, since the Pharaoh 

had moved his family home to Thebes. Without a doubt he wanted to put 

a lot of distance between the great Palace of Memphis, where he spent 

his painful childhood and the disastrous time of his mother's regency, with 

his new life, married to a sweet and gentle Syrian lark, which was the 

Queen, his wife. This young woman played a significant role in the 

change and transformation of that Amenhepat, neurasthenic and 

obsessed, into the 30-year-old Ramses that we now see getting in tune 

with Moses. 

The so-called Palace of the Princess was owned by Thimetis. She had 

occupied it for years before, with the first School of that time for Egyptian 

women who wanted to cultivate themselves in the Divine and Human 

Sciences. They also taught arts and crafts for women. The Royal 

Princess was the supreme authority in that house, but she had a Regent 

and several teachers chosen by herself who knew the great women of 

the few and rare friendly countries. These great women preserved, semi-

hidden and over long centuries, the ideals that made the countries of the 

remote past great and good. 

Secret and unknown refuges of Prophet Antulius’ disciples remained 

in Mauretania, in Ascuzay and Hellas. These disciples sought refuge in 

those regions when they dispersed throughout the world. And Princess 

Thimetis, in the 10 years of her son's absence, wanted to fill the 

loneliness of her heart with something that resembled what he was to her.  

She had managed to gather, as she said, the Five-Pointed Star of 

Prophet Antulius, in five women that she had managed to bring close to 

her heart from those remote regions. All of them were over 40 years old. 

The oldest, who was 47, was the Regent, and the others were Assistants 

for the education and teaching of the pupils, who were never numerous.  

This was the site chosen as the office of the rebuilders of the great 

Egyptian Temples that were in ruins. As the Royal Princess was 

associated with the projects of the Pharaoh assisted by Moses, they had 

to choose a place that was comfortable for her, and nothing more 

appropriate than that palace that she owned and so willingly given by her 

to such a great purpose. 

–Mother Isis! –she exclaimed– Will Egypt once again see the heavens 

pouring down upon the Earth, as in former times, when the gods of love, 

wisdom, and peace occupied the thrones and governed the peoples as a 

good father governs his children!? 
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In the 10 years of Moses' absence, the Royal Princess had learned 

from her Assistant Matriarchs, as she called them, all the ancient 

Scriptures that narrated the heroic deeds of love of the White Prophets 

of Amphion and Antulius, of the Kobdas of Abel, of the Flamens of 

Krishna, and her soul, made of great loves and sublime reveries, sighed 

to see reappear all that extraterrestrial beauty that had fled from the 

Earth, leaving it in darkness and silence of death. 

–The gods don’t speak to men nowadays –she said– and it’s our duty 

to form anew the environment that’s propitious to them. Mother Isis! You 

do it, you who are the Eternal Mother of all the mothers of the divine 

envoys. And I’m one of them, don’t forget it, Mother Isis..., that I live in 

exile always waiting for you to light again your lamp of love before my 

eyes!  

And the lamp was lit for Thimetis as she had requested. 

 

* * * 

 

 And they began the visit to the Temples of the region of the Delta or 

Lower Egypt, since the Temple of Sais was found there, which, although 

less ancient than that of On, seemed more dilapidated and aged. 

–This is due –said Moses– to the fact that the Temple of On received 

slight repairs from my uncle Jethro, from Pontiff Membra, from Patriarch 

Isesi and also from my mother, who from time to time visited it and 

corrected some flaws, taking into account that under its naves was many 

times her mother, during her long stay as a bride in the Palace of the 

Princess. 

In the Temple of Sais, they found seven Priests, old and very poor, 

who were supported by some relatives who enjoyed a regular position 

and by the old servants that two of them had, who fished daily in the 

streams of the Delta. 

–Why didn't you send me your news? –Pharaoh asked– Do you think 

me so bad that I would be able to see your poverty without helping you? 

–O lord Pharaoh, whom the gods glorify! You must know that the law 

of the Temple forbids us to ask for help while we see that there’s no lack 

of food. Your greatness has enough to think about to have to deal with a 

small group of priests, who have already few years left to live on Earth. 

We are no longer useful except to pray for Egypt and its rulers, to bring 

them from heaven all the good that they deserve. 

–And what do you do in these ruins that frighten and take away the 

breath and desire to live? 

–We fulfill the duty of guarding the Sacred Ark and all that is kept in 

the Crypt of the Temple until the end of life. 

–My companion here is the son of the Royal Princess who has 
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returned from distant Midian, where he has founded an Initiatory School 

with Hierophant Jethro and Patriarch Isesi. 

–Oh, what a great glory! –exclaimed one of the Elders, and a new light 

shone on all the old faces. 

Jethro and Isesi studied right here, and together we performed the 

tests of Initiation, when your glorious great-grandfather, whom Osiris 

brought to his kingdom, occupied the throne of Egypt. 

–In the Temple of On we’ve already been told of beautiful deeds of all 

our ancestors. Surely they did great follies, but you lack the courage to 

say it before me. I bring you the news that we’re going to make repairs in 

this Temple, in the Temple of On and others that are in ruins. Many 

workers will come here and perhaps your life will become unbearable. 

–Lord! –said one of the Elders– we have a small pavilion in the park, 

which was intended for gardeners and farmers. We will not be disturbed 

by the workers, lord, and we bless you with all our souls for the work you 

are about to do. 

–And your mother, your Highness, is she still alive and well? –asked 

another of the Elders to Moses. 

–She is very well and is a collaborator in the work being done by the 

Pharaoh. For this reason, perhaps she will come to pay you a visit. 

–She is chosen by the gods for great works that only the righteous can 

do. 

–If you don’t mind– Moses said to him– we’d like to know what 

Scriptures the Holy Ark holds. I ask because the Pharaoh is not only 

thinking of rebuilding the physical part of the Temples, but also of 

returning them to what they were in former times: Schools of Divine 

Wisdom. 

–Lord, our last Pontiff, Hierophant Akhofar, died suddenly and we 

were not disassociated from our oaths. Your Greatness, O Pharaoh, will 

allow you to do what you think fair in such an exceptional case as this. I, 

as an eldest in age, keep the key to the Crypt of the Divine Mysteries. 

–You have here a Hierophant of the Seventh degree and Pontiff of the 

Initiatory School of the desert, who will also be the Pontiff of the rebuilt 

Temples. –said the Pharaoh– Not to me, but to him you can entrust all 

the secrets. 

"In the meantime, I will check the building, and with my builder who 

waits in the portico, we’ll make the appropriate calculations. –And the 

Pharaoh turned and walked away. 

Moses intervened. 

–Pharaoh, I think you should give your architect builder the necessary 

orders, but you can enter the secrets of the Crypt. In my capacity as 

Pontiff, I give you the necessary authorization so that these Elders may 

keep their inner peace. 
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–It is just as the Law commands– said the Elders with one voice. 

And they went down to the Crypt, which was the ‘twin sister’ of the one 

we have seen in the Temple of On. 

–The same genius built both temples –said Pharaoh immediately – 

Don't you think so, Osarsiph? 

–Yes, Pharaoh, that’s true. Only, this one is smaller than that of On, 

and Isis seems to be the soul that animates it, despite being centuries 

old. 

–Do you know who the founder was? 

–The Patriarch Hermes, brother of Asclepios, both refugees of the 

great Atlantean catastrophe, who with Beth-Emis and several others 

founded the Egyptian race that only recognizes Mizraim, son of Beth-

Emis, as the origin of our race. 

–This Temple is equal to that of On in many details– suggested the 

Pharaoh– which indicates that the builder was one and the same. 

–Yes, sir, they are twin brothers of the Pyramids and the Sphinx. 

Everything has the same origin– added one of the priests.  

Moses took the key from the hands of the Elder who kept it and opened 

the sacred Ark, whose hinges resounded as when something breaks. 

–Our Pontiff opened it for the last time 14 years ago. –And the seven 

Elders knelt down. 

The Ark contained many yellowed papyrus scrolls, with decayed 

edges; and it also contained several silver keys and small flint burins such 

as were used to open cupboards in the walls. 

In silence, Moses reviewed the ancient hieroglyphic phrases that 

appeared on the covers of the scrolls and read them in the usual 

language of that time: 

"Asclepios refers to the final struggle of his Master and his death by 

poison." 

"A solitary of the Holy Mountain of Atlantis, fleeing from the waters, 

narrates the Assembly of the Ten Kings, in which he was present 

representing the Atlas". 

"A solitary Dakthyl (aka Dactyl) of the country of Ethea narrates the 

destruction and final ruin of Sumer as a result of the burning of its capital, 

Nineveh". 

–This will take a long time to see, for this Sacred Ark contains so many 

scrolls, the contents of which deserve another kind of observation– 

suggested the Pharaoh, and asked– Do you maintain relations with the 

other Temples of Egypt? 

–I think I can be frank in this case– said the Elder, as if in fear. 

–Completely, for you know that the Priest Neferkare left Osarsiph in 

his place? 

–O the righteous Neferkare, whom Osiris has glorified... Be his soul 
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with us in this hour. 

–I received his last bequests and messages and accompanied him in 

Luxor until his last breath. Speak, then. 

–The illustrious Pharaoh Seti, your great-grandfather, completely 

annulled the dependence of all the Temples on one and replaced it by 

the dependence of all to the criterion, judgment and will of the Pharaoh. 

In fact, it hardly existed anymore because the reduced priesthood that 

remained, after the war between the supporters of Aton and those of 

Amon, hid in the Crypts of the Temples. And they lived almost completely 

in seclusion, because of the terror that the savage butcheries and 

massacres that bloodied the whole country left in everyone.  

"In spite of all this, we, the priests of all the Temples that are still 

standing, maintain very discreet relations and help each other. 

–And could you tell me which are the Temples where priests of the 

ancient cult still live? 

–Lord, we all belong to the  ancient cult, which is the one that was 

established in this country by its illustrious, wise founders: the Kobdas, 

who come from the same origin, which is from the Flamens of Lemuria, 

born from the heart of Juno the sailor and Numu the shepherd, from which 

later arose the White Prophets of Amphion and Antulius of Atlantis; the 

Kobdas of Abel and Bohindra, and later the Lamas of Krishna, first called 

the Brothers of Silence by the name of the towers in which they live. 

–I see that you’re very well informed, and I am infinitely glad of 

everything that you’ve told us. And tell me, if you belong to the ancient 

cult, how did you save your lives in the midst of the barbarous massacres 

that took place, from which the Just Anekh, of dear and holy memory, 

didn’t escape? 

–The swamp and the reed beds of the Delta saved the lives of 14 of 

us. The older ones are gone now, lord, and there are only seven of us 

left. 

"And to think that when Sais was in its glory we had as many as 127 

Initiate priests, though only 70 were Hierophants. 

–What became of them all? –Moses asked. 

–Oh, Lord, how sad is all this! Those who didn’t dare to wait for what 

would happen, escaped in disguise to the caverns of the mountains, until 

their hair grew long enough to flee without danger. A royal proclamation 

announced a pardon for those who disavowed the old cult and joined the 

new one. But none of this Temple renounced or apostatized. They 

preferred the hazardous life of the fugitive, of the outlaw. But none 

returned to the old nest that was forgotten until it was in the ruinous state 

that you see. 

"When the killings ceased, we returned one, two or three at a time at 

night, until 14 of us gathered together and elected as Pontiff the former 
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Chief Notary, Akhofar. Before the fighting began, Pharaoh Anekh-Aton 

had sent our Pontiff to the great King of Nineveh who was asking for an 

alliance with Egypt to defend himself against the hordes of the Scythians. 

He never returned and we never heard back from him. 

– Could you tell me if there are still priests guarding the Temples of 

Tentyra and Ipsambul (aka Abu Simbel)? 

–Yes, Lord; in the Temple of Tentyra a nephew of mine is the Notary. 

Ten priests accompany him, five of whom are Hierophants of the seventh 

degree. The Pontiff died six years ago, and they haven’t chosen another 

one because they’re in that state of indecision of those who await events. 

That Temple is older than this one, because it was repaired, they say, 

when they installed there the Zodiac, which the Patriarch Thoth had 

brought from Atlantis when he fled from the waters. 

–And are Karnak and Luxor still alive? 

–Yes, Lord, we have resurrected them, so to speak. Because two 

priests were sent from here, and they also sent priests from other 

Temples, especially from Memphis. Those two Temples belong to the 

Pontificate of Memphis, because after the death of our beloved 

Neferkare, Pontiff Membra with the collaboration of your illustrious 

mother, came to the rescue of those great Temples of Lower Egypt. Their 

mental force protected the temples from the nomadic tribes of 

neighboring deserts, who tried to rob them several times. But now that 

the Pharaoh's government resides in Thebes, those Temples are no 

longer in danger. There they had murdered many priests who refused to 

deny their faith. 

"In the Temple of Ipsambul, until last moon, they had 12 priests, and 

a Chief Notary who used to be Notary of Pontiff Unas. He is the brother 

of one of us and also brother of the physician of your mother and of the 

Royal House: Aton-Mosis, who’s in the kingdom of Osiris". 

The memory of Merik came to Moses' mind as a radiant vision of his 

past youth, and he kept a few moments of silence. The powerful 

evocation yielded the result of the Law: the beloved presence and his 

serene voice urging him to climb the summit... “Onward my love of 

centuries– the voice said soundlessly–. A legion of us accompanies you 

and as we have been witnesses of your renunciations, humiliations and 

sorrows, the Law grants us to be witnesses of your triumphs that are 

arriving like powerful eagles carrying in their beaks the palms of your 

victories".  

Moses exhaled a deep sigh and said as if speaking to someone who 

could see: 

–Why do you make me dream of the glory that I haven’t yet 

conquered? 

The Pharaoh looked at the Elder Priest and the others, and his gaze 
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was questioning. 

–Lord –said the priest in a whisper– the son of your illustrious sister 

doesn’t always walk on Earth. He’s a brother of the gods and is on a 

mission, exiled. It is secret, lord... 

These last words were a murmur, but the Pharaoh understood. 

–Osarsiph– said the Pharaoh emotionally– you must be exhausted 

with so much worry. Let this Elder tell us, if you wish, how many priests 

we can count on to make each Temple a School of Divine Wisdom, as 

you desire. Isn't this the most convenient thing to do? 

 –You’re right– Moses answered. –Let’s see. You mention them to me, 

and we will write them down. 

–Let’s begin with Memphis if you’d like. 

–Very well– said Pharaoh, and he sat down at the table at the entrance 

to the Crypt, with his pocketbook in his hand, and Moses took his place 

beside him. 

– Seventeen initiated priests and six Pastophores in Memphis. In the 

Temple of On seven initiated priests; in Tentyra, eleven; in Luxor, five; 

five in Karnak; and five in Abydos. So do the sum and then add us who 

are seven. 

The Pharaoh and Moses added up: 

–Fifty initiated priests! –said Pharaoh and Moses at the same time. 

–Which is to say– added Pharaoh– that we have 57 Masters for those 

who wish to learn the divine laws and to be good men for the greatness 

and glory of Egypt. 

–And with those in my School of the Desert we reach 70, which is the 

sacred number, because 70 are the Messiahs or gods, according to the 

Egyptian language, who govern and direct this universe of worlds that we 

see from Earth. 

"If you wish, Pharaoh, we will hold an Assembly among these chosen 

ones by life for this great hour which, to be sure, is marked in the upper 

heavens, from where the Eternal Power watches over the worlds. 

–We shall hold it in the Temple of Memphis, which nowadays is the 

one in better conditions and has more priests. You will preside over it, 

Osarsiph, and your mother and I will be present. 

–We will have to bring those who are not in the Lower Egypt– said one 

of the Elder priests of the Temple of Sais. 

–I'll take care of that– said the Pharaoh. 

And the meeting was settled which would result in the revival of the 

old cult that the unconscious and fanatics tried to drown with blood; those 

who murdered Anekh-Aton and all his followers, mistakenly believing 

that, by killing men, they killed the Supreme Truth, their ideal. 
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56.  Moses and the Archives 
 

Because they had decided to hold the main Assembly on the next full 

moon so that the Priests of Lower Egypt could attend, the Pharaoh and 

Moses separated to return each to his own home. The Pharaoh returned 

to his palace at Thebes, and Moses to the castle of Lake Merik where his 

mother and wife awaited him. 

Both were burdened with great commitments for the near future. And 

so, both spent their days carefully preparing for any emergency that might 

arise. 

The two powers, one spiritual, the other physical, rose again like two 

gigantic, immobile statues, which seemed to question each other face to 

face...  

Pontiff Membra who had recently become Patriarch Eleazar of 

Saptnae, the place of his birth, was living in the pavilion annexed to the 

Oratory of the castle of Lake Merik, where the first three teachers of 

Moses' childhood lived: Amonthep, Ohad and Carmi, as the reader will 

remember. 

And in that pavilion all the old archives that the Royal Princess, Moses, 

and Membra had managed to gather, were opened. 

The Law of the oldest Temples allowed the archivists who had 

completed 20 years of service to take copies and annotations of what 

most suited them for the studies or writing works that each one wanted 

to do for illustrative purposes of the same disciples who asked to be 

initiated. And those who obtained such privilege had to leave a signed 

document, committing themselves not to make the copies known except 

to persons of whom they were as sure as of themselves. 

There were writings of some of the first founders of the cities of Atlantis 

who, fleeing from volcanic lands, or from overflowing seas, or from 

savage primitive tribes, recently emerged from the animal kingdom, had 

settled in those virgin forests not yet trodden by the foot of man. 

One of the writings was traced back to the origins of the Toltec race, 

founder and civilizer of Atlantis. 

And the old scripture began like this:  

"The divine Genii of the blue sky illuminated my shadowy nights with 

a mysterious dream: flee westward, for he who will be your enduring 

enemy comes out of his caverns in the south and east, and if he finds you 

on his way he will engulf you in his triple-toothed dragon's mouth. 

"We lived happily on the southern coast of Scandinavia on the shores 

of the Great Gulf, in caverns and underground corridors that sheltered us 

from the great snows in the long months of dull sunshine. 

“The abundant fishing and the mulberry forests provided plenty of food 
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for us. The sea birds left us the gift of their eggs and the abundant 

reindeer their rich milk. 

"We were like a family of 25 men and women, plus six children of 

various ages. The ancestors whom I didn’t know because they were 

dead, didn’t know their origin because they found themselves asleep in 

the same cavern on the coast, where some shipwrecked sloop must have 

left them when it lost all hope of saving them alive. The storms were very 

fierce there and the boats were constantly crashing against the cliffs and 

sinking into the sea. They only knew that their parents were lost at sea 

on their way to Ascuzay, where they were going with their mothers and a 

maid. The oldest of the two, a 10-years-old boy, remembered something 

about their family. It was all that was known about the origin of this small 

tribe, which had been increased by the bonds and unions blessed by 

Mother Nature. Our name as a race derived from the names that the two 

abandoned children claimed to be their names: Thoe, was the boy and 

Theka, the girl. And we were taught as children to say: "Father Thoe, 

Mother Theka, watch over these children of yours and give us our daily 

sustenance and make the beasts of the earth and the waters of the sea 

respect our lives. 

"And Father Thoe and Mother Theka stood on a stone altar under an 

oak tree. A Genie had carved them out of flesh like ours, and he himself 

transformed them into stone so that they could never ever die. 

"May the Genie who gave me the heralding dream be with those I 

leave behind me in this beautiful land full of good grains and delicious 

fruits, with calm and tame sea, with fire in the heavens and fire on earth. 

"Let us bless the air, the light, the water, and the earth.  

"Malkuth - Kheter - Netzha - Trakys - Akyluts." 

Moses and the former Pontiff Membra were able to decipher the 

strange and very old writing made with signs that somewhat resembled 

the most ancient writing of the Temples. They were able to decipher them 

helped by intuition and also by the comments and suggestions that the 

first readers had been adding in the long centuries passed, in order to 

give the archaic writing a reasonable and logical sense that it could have. 

The only unquestionable and clear thing that could be deduced from 

that Scripture was that the Toltec founders of the virgin and deserted 

Atlantis came from the icy regions of the North and that, as centuries and 

ages went by, individuals from other human currents mixed with them 

until they formed a reddish white race, as was the majority of the 

Atlantean population, according to numerous ancient Scriptures found in 

the archives of the Egyptian Temples. 

Analyzing the signs and the way they were arranged, our interpreters 

came to the conclusion that the first two signatures meant, the first one: 

"Sovereign King" and "Crown of Honor" the second one. 
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The other three signatures had underneath them a vertical rod which 

in esoteric and symbolic language means, strong column that does not 

bend. 

Our beloved reader will understand that only the investigative genius 

of Moses, his love for the truth and the firmness of his great ideas could 

cope with such a slow and delicate work. 

And through this same research method, which was deep meditation 

and in-depth study, he was learning everything he needed to know in 

order to open his "School of Divine Wisdom" with serene tranquility, at 

open doors. 

He arrived at this clear and undeniable conclusion, wearily tired but 

satisfied and jubilant: 

The race of Abraham had its origin in a shipwrecked emigrant from 

Atlantis: Shem, lieutenant of Nohepastro, Atlantean King; and of 

Euphemia, daughter of a King of the Samoyeds, voluntarily exiled to 

avoid strife between neighboring peoples. 

And the Toltec race from which the primitive settlers of the Nile valleys 

descended: Thoth, Kermes, Flan, Beth-Emis and his companions 

Karnain, Pap-Hiros, Elotos, Pitson, Pihabirot, Gion-Zeber, Buthathis, 

Ben-Nilo and Bipeset; were also natives of Atlantis, refugees persecuted 

by the fury of the elements, the seas overflowed in uncontainable 

invasion. And some of them, such as Beth-Emis and Elotos, also 

descended from royal dynasties. 

If the origins based on flesh and blood have any value, the race of 

Abraham was in no way inferior to the Toltec race, and even less so for 

Moses who had set his ideal infinitely higher than flesh and blood, dust 

and ashes. 

–Oh, Psyche!... Divine Psyche! – he exclaimed enthusiastically– I will 

raise you above all human mire and smoke! And there will be only God 

and You! God and You, multiplied to infinity in millions of millions of 

sparks, which the centuries turn into a living flame of inextinguishable 

light, which flies to merge into the Divine Light, inextinguishable and 

Eternal!...  

Elder Membra and Thimetis, witnesses to this scene, were 

overwhelmed with awe as they watched the exaltation of Moses, whom 

they saw enveloped in a resplendent, warm halo that seemed to want to 

lift him from the ground. 

And each of them, without warning, took one of Moses’ hands as if 

they wanted to hold him down.  The touch of their hands produced the 

fading of the extra-terrestrial manifestation, a levitation, no doubt, that 

would have been produced, given the intense spiritual force carried by 

the spontaneous exclamation, sprung from that Light Spirit of 

inconceivable energy which, forgotten of its envelope of flesh, floated at 
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moments between heaven and earth. 

–My son –said the Elder –your mission is great and glorious, and it will 

take a long time to fulfill. You’re still at the beginning of the enormous 

chain of sacrifices and renunciations that it will demand of you. If by 

reading an archaic scripture you become so exalted, your mother and I 

will never be able to leave your side in hours of study and meditation. I’m 

already many years old, and she, you see, is not physically strong. 

The sweet mother clutched to her son's chest and between tears and 

happiness, she said to him: 

–He and I will live until your footprints are imprinted on the stones!... 

–And you’ll follow me to the end of the world because I have a feeling 

that this life of mine will be like the vertigo of the wandering bird swept 

away by the hurricane!... How far? I don't know and I am still afraid to 

know at this moment. 

–My son! Isis is our Eternal Mother, and she’s mercy and tenderness, 

she is infinite love, and she has promised me to shelter you under her 

mantle since you came to this world. You will be what the Eternal Power 

wants you to be: the Spokesman of the Eternal Will for terrestrial 

humankind. 

The voice of Pharaoh was heard behind the curtain of the door: 

–Can a profane man enter your holy conclave? 

–Come in, Pharaoh. –All three said at the same time, and all three 

exclaimed with an exclamation of astonishment when they saw him 

covered with the wide, dark violet talar vestment worn by priests 

undergoing voluntary penance of expiation for serious crimes or 

misdemeanors. He threw the hood behind his back and his arrogant 

shaven head was exposed. 

  –Amenhepat, my brother, why did you do this? In order to associate 

you with our ideals of human brotherhood and redemption, it’s not 

necessary to practice externally what is carried in the depths of the soul– 

said the Royal Princess, passing her arm behind the Pharaoh's back. –

Isn't this unnecessary? –she asked her two companions in conclave, 

using Pharaoh's phrase. 

–Let him do it! –said the Elder kindly. –When these paths begin, 

Psyche suffers much for the time lost, and its eagerness to hasten the 

race, forces it to help itself with external forms, which give it the illusion 

of getting closer to the happy end. Isn't that right, Moses? Don't you 

agree, Pharaoh? 

–That’s right... That’s right... –they both answered. 

–And now I understand– added Pharaoh –why I found this garment 

some years ago in my grandfather Seti's bedchamber, which I suppose 

he wore while locked in his bedchamber, to ask the Divinity for indulgence 

and forgiveness for the errors committed, when he made the people and 
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his servants tremble with his decrees, sometimes unjust like every ruler. 

–Like every ruler who has not come to the conviction that he is only a 

representative of the Supreme Power before the people he governs– 

Moses stated. 

–-You have spoken well, Osarsiph, and if anything of what you have 

said corresponds to me, this conviction has reached my inner world, and 

in such an imperious way that it forces me to urgently carry out the works 

we plan. 

The Royal Princess was not entirely at ease because, although the 

former Pontiff Membra bore no trace of his former office and his hair 

appeared according to common usage, she feared that the Pharaoh 

could recognize him, despite the fact that he had not seen him in over 10 

years. 

–Patriarch Eleazar– he said kindly– the Pharaoh and Osarsiph have 

much business to transact, in which you and I will henceforth take part. 

Let’s leave them alone, for I, also have some questions for you. 

Membra and Moses understood, and with a discreet good-bye, the 

Princess and the Elder withdrew. 

–Your mother is an enlightened one of the gods, Osarsiph. Wisdom is 

always in all of her. She is admirable. 

–Did you wish them to withdraw, Pharaoh? 

–Yes, Osarsiph, because the confidence that you’ve inspired in me, I 

cannot yet have it in this Patriarch Eleazar, although I think I’ve seen him 

somewhere before. Is he aware of what you and I intend to do? 

–Pharaoh, all Egypt is already aware of the rebuilding of the Temples. 

And I believe they’re also aware that the Temples will again be "Schools 

of Divine and Human Science”. 

"Are you not yet convinced that the ruler of a great people is always 

watched by all those who are able to see? 

– Yes, it is true, and sometimes the one who knows the least is the 

sovereign himself. 

–Patriarch Eleazar possesses the most nourished Archive in Egypt, 

and that’s why you found him in intimate conversation with my mother 

and me. What do you think we were doing, when you arrived, with this 

parchment that looks like the skin of a millenary mummy? 

–You tell me... And what figures are you talking about? For these look 

as dissected ants! –said the Pharaoh, contemplating the strange and 

incomprehensible writing. And have you discovered what it says? 

–We’ve succeeded in interpreting it, after overcoming many 

difficulties. It narrates the origins of the Toltec race that founded the 

civilization of Atlantis, which has been sleeping under the waters of the 

sea for about five thousand years. 

–Always you, the man in love with the past. And what does that race 
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have to do with what we want to do? 

–A lot, Pharaoh!... It has a lot to do with my open-door school. Our 

present humanity is always looking for reasons to divide, to separate. And 

I absolutely follow an axiom, the law of an enlightened Prophet of the land 

where the sun rises, the Deccan, whose name was Krishna, who said to 

his disciples: 

"Never commit the crime of separatism because we are all one in the 

infinite bosom of Atman". And so, one of the teachings of our School will 

be to prove to the students that no race is of inferior origin and that if 

there’s inferiority in some it is due to ignorance, unconsciousness, and 

also to the malice of the leaders of the peoples, interested in keeping 

them deceived for their own profit and material convenience. 

"Tell me, Pharaoh, isn't it true that all the rulers of peoples believe 

themselves and their peoples to be far superior to others? You yourself, 

are you not convinced that our Egypt is the greatest there is? 

– Because it is, Osarsiph, and no one can deny it. Could you deny it? 

–Listen to me, Pharaoh: the love for the land where we were born 

sometimes puts a blindfold on our minds, and that blindfold is usually 

thicker and more resistant in those who govern and are like absolute 

owners of that land. Today our Egypt is great, it is strong, it is rich, and 

there was a time when it was also the civilizing teacher and educator of 

humankind. 

–And, is it not today, Osarsiph? Isn't it? 

 – It ceased to be an educator and civilizer when it gave itself to 

beheading, killing, poisoning human beings because a righteous Pharaoh 

created a School of Divine and Human Science, and wanted to make 

people understand that the Eternal Power doesn’t reside in the statues or 

images of the thousand gods, worshiped by them, and that, if these 

images represent living beings, they are auxiliary instruments, 

messengers of the Eternal Power for the incarnated beings who walk the 

Earth. During that time, Pharaoh, our Egypt put itself on the same level 

as those races, nations or peoples that are given to killing, burning, 

poisoning, those who think differently than them. Can we say that in that 

sad period our Egypt was an educator and civilizer of peoples? 

–Osarsiph! I came happy and content to meet you and your bitter 

truths dress my heart in mourning as my body is dressed in mourning. 

You’re absolutely right! But I tell you that from this mourning of my heart 

will come resurrection and life for our Egypt as for myself! Egypt and I 

shall rise again, Osarsiph. And it will be you, the sublime magician who 

brings us out of a tomb and says to us: Be alive with a new, true, and 

eternal life! 

–So be it for all eternity! –Moses answered, shaking Pharaoh's hands 

effusively.  
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57.  The Assembly 
 

Alone, seated on one of the terraces of the castle of Lake Merik, 

Moses, night after night, contemplated the serene, radiant moon that 

slowly advanced to the long-awaited full moon, selected for the assembly 

of Hierophants that would decide on his idealistic dream: the School of 

Divine Wisdom with open doors. 

And every night he wrote down one more item to the program he would 

present, and sometimes he erased everything he had written the night 

before, to replace it with a new idea that perhaps he would also erase the 

following night. 

His uncertainties were many, his questions, sketched out in the gloom 

of meditation and erased in the clarity of his logical reasoning. 

 Oh, how arduous and heavy it is for the creative genius of great ideals 

among a mediocre world of minds scarce of divine light, and scarce, 

likewise, of the spirit of sacrifice and of that determined will, capable of 

realizing them! And Moses found himself in a similar situation. 

And after several nights of painful, arduous pondering, when it was 

past midnight, he saw a tall man, with the white robe of the Hierophants 

and the hood covering his head, coming up the stairs. 

–It must be Patriarch Eleazar– he thought. 

The subject was already at his side and answered his thought:  

–It’s not Patriarch Eleazar but Jethro, your uncle and fellow idealist. 

No, I didn’t come in the caravan, which is still halfway. Does Psyche need 

a caravan, nor camels, nor mules, to go to the place where duty calls it? 

–Yes, that is true, Uncle Jethro, and I thank you so much for coming 

in spirit to strengthen mine, for sometimes it flies like an eagle and 

sometimes it is crushed to the ground like a miserable, dying worm. 

–I know, I know, and that’s why the Divine Law has brought me to you, 

because when the time has come, we cannot and must not accept failure. 

"Tonight, there are two of us spiritual missionaries; I for you, and 

Pontiff Pthamer for Pharaoh who will feel him in his sleep. He was his 

childhood teacher and the one who consecrated him heir to the throne of 

Egypt, even in concealment from his mother who, rebellious against the 

customs of the ancestors, wanted to suppress that ceremony for sinister 

purposes which I must not mention now. 

"And recalling such an event, which was only known to both of them, 

no one else, the Pharaoh wont’ be able to doubt from where the lesson 

is coming to him. The Pharaoh's ponderings and troubles have brought 

you that heap of doubts, questionings, and uncertainties, making you see 

mountains and barriers where all is plain; and troubled seas where there’s 

a fountain of clear waters reflecting the stars. 
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"Listen to me. You will make sure that the Assembly takes place close 

to midnight. At that time your companions of the desert will be sleeping 

in deep slumber. 

"We will all prepare for a happy detachment the way we know how. 

Patriarch Isesi, Ohad, Carmi, Laius, Hur, Caleb, and I will try to be 

present. I don’t know yet if the seven of us will be able to make ourselves 

visible materialized, but I’m sure that those of you who have the 

clairvoyant faculty will perceive us perfectly. Just in case, leave free, 

unoccupied, the seven seats of the Crypt, and may the Divine Law allow 

us to annul all the deficiencies that our coarse clothing of flesh might 

present. –The tall Hierophant seemed to redouble his stature as he stood 

up again, approaching Moses until he grasped his head with both hands. 

"My son! –he said with fatherly tenderness. –In spite of the strength of 

your spirit, the black phalanx of darkness makes you doubt and hesitate 

until you come to fear failure, which is as far from you as the desert I have 

just left, but which, nonetheless, has not prevented me   from being by 

your side at this instant. Write tonight the salient points of your program, 

and do not erase what you write tonight, for that will be what must be. 

And the real, materialized apparition vanished in the soft lunar 

brightness that turned night into day, as the brilliance of the moon was 

intense in its serene path through the blue space. 

Moses fell on his knees on the white flagstones of the pavement, and 

the silent battlements crowned with pots of palms and flowers, listened to 

this intense prayer of thanksgiving:  

–Thank you, a thousand times, Eternal Power that sustains the 

worlds!... Like a bird wounded to death Psyche fluttered through abysses 

of doubts and misgivings, and your sovereign breath has sufficed to still 

my terrors and release my wings again through your infinite immensity! 

And step by step, with raptures of ecstasy before the ineffable beauty 

of that night of divine communion with the infinite, Moses sought the 

quietness of his bedchamber and his couch of rest, where his matter 

recovered the energies lost in the struggle with the fierce legion of 

darkness. 

Moses outlined the program to be implemented in his open-door 

School of Divine Wisdom: 

Point 1º. Three priests or Hierophants would be chosen among all to 

receive the applications for admission and to take the necessary 

information from the aspirants. The following conditions would be 

required: honesty of life, love of work and study, desire to know what 

concerns the Supreme Creative Power and the human soul, cosmogony, 

or study of the Universe. 

Point 2°. Immutable laws that govern every soul or Psyche emanating 

from the Eternal Power: Law of Evolution; Law of Affinity; Alliances; the 
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Worlds and the Souls. 

Point 3°. History of humanity on this planet.  

For those who aspired to higher knowledge, that is, to prepare for 

Initiation, the regulations were to be studied in the assembly and 

Hierophants were to be elected who would be in charge of the mental and 

spiritual cultivation and physical education necessary for the postulants 

to become "Aspirants" to the Initiation or Knowledge of the divine 

mysteries and the secret laws emanating from them. 

The long-awaited full moon arrived and with it, the night set for the 

assembly that could give Moses the satisfaction of his great ideal: the 

formation and education of a portion of humankind, to enable it to accept 

and practice the way of life in accordance with the Divine Law. 

The 57 Hierophants of the Temples that were to be rebuilt, plus two 

Hierophants of the Temple of Memphis, close companions of Membra, 

and the Pharaoh, with Moses, Patriarch Eleazar and the Royal Princess 

were seated on the seats of the Crypt of the Temple of On. And they all 

wore the purple robes of penitence and had the hood fallen over their 

faces in such a way they couldn’t be recognized. Only the Pharaoh and 

Moses were young men of 30, and the Royal Princess of 47. The others 

formed a long scale from 64 to 92. Just from watching them walk one 

could discern which were old and which were young. But they were all 

seated, and none could leave their seats until the deliberations were over. 

Seven empty places could be seen in the great dark violet circle, which 

everyone knew would be occupied invisibly or visibly, depending on 

whether the Law allowed it or not. 

All the candelabra of the Crypt were lighted beforehand, and a silence 

of deep meditation prepared the souls to meet the Logic Truth of the 

Infinite. 

At that moment, the Pharaoh lifted his hood and stood up: 

–May the Eternal Will of the Infinite reign absolute in this assembly– 

he said in a loud, clear voice. 

–So be it–all the voices answered in unison. 

And then the Pharaoh himself read the basic program of the "School 

of Divine Wisdom", which was to be inaugurated for the education of the 

people. 

The seven empty seats were in a spot that was intentionally left in a 

deep darkness, so that the too bright light would not prevent those who 

could only attend in spirit from occupying them. 

And the seven seats were slowly occupied, one after another, but they 

were not dressed in dark violet robes, but in a yellowish wheat straw color, 

with the hood covering part of their faces. 

And when Moses saw them, he thought: "My seven from the desert 

are Antulians. 
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And as if this thought had in itself the power of transformation, all those 

present appeared, to his inner sight, dressed in the yellowish straw robes. 

And Moses modified his thought: - All those who surround me are 

Antulians!  

Then, a vertigo of energy, power, and light seized him and standing 

up, he threw back his hood and unfolded in the distant personality of 

Antulius, he made a magnificent exposition of what was the Divine Ideal 

of opening a School of Divine Wisdom. 

To teach humankind the knowledge of God, of the worlds created by 

Him and of the human Soul, radiant spark of light born of His sovereign 

Love, destined to return to its divine origin after a long road of 

renunciations, of sacrifices, of efforts that will be glorious conquests. And 

he ended with these words: 

–In the infinite greatness of the Eternal Power there is no room for 

selfishness. All the sparks of light born of it will come, by unification with 

Him, to be creators of worlds with Him. 

A few moments of silence were enough to still the whirlwind, the 

explosion of energies, light, and feverish yearnings in the genial soul of 

Moses; and as if he were a different person, he spoke again. 

–Our Pharaoh, here present, the main executor of the great idealistic 

work projected, has wished, and his wish is order for us all, that I should 

be the leader of it. And I have accepted, at least until we see it solidly 

instituted, performing the prodigies of popular education. 

"By the grace of the Divine Law, I’ve been able to confirm that all of us 

gathered here have belonged to the Antulian School, civilizer of the 

Atlantean humankind in its last stage. And as Antulians we are well aware 

that the maximum virtue demanded by the Master to the aspirants to 

enter his mystical "Hortus Conclusus" was selflessness. Starting with me, 

who will be the first to bare my soul before this assembly, I invite you all 

to do the same. It is the only way to be sure of ultimate success. 

 "The great question put to the inner self of each one of us is this: What 

is our internal and external position in these solemn moments about the 

opening of a Higher School of Divine Wisdom and what is the motive that 

impels us? 

"With your permission, Pharaoh, I undress myself first in my capacity 

as leader. 

–As Pontiff Maximus– Pharaoh corrected. 

–Fine, as you wish. My internal and external position is this: 

"I want the School of Divine Wisdom with open doors because I’m 

convinced that the Eternal Power has already swept several civilizations 

from the face of the Earth and I have in my hands the scriptures that prove 

three of those catastrophes: the Lemurian Civilization, the Atlantean 

Civilization and the Sumerian Civilization that also reached the prehistoric 



 559 

Hellas. These three civilizations had fallen into the abyss of all 

degenerations, to the point of using the elevated mental abilities for vice, 

depravity, and crime. The elevated mental abilities are offered to the 

human being after a methodical development, so that through them a 

human being can become an archangel of light, peace, and love, for all 

in the humankind amid which it lives.  

"Divine Justice was overwhelmed by this crazed cynicism and the 

negative forces broke all equilibrium. Hence the great catastrophes were 

inevitable. 

"Our present humankind is walking to that same end, and I want to 

avoid it by forming a portion of humankind that is capable of maintaining 

the balance, so that the White Legion will be stronger than the Legion of 

Darkness. 

"I want to collaborate with the Supreme Power, which is Harmony, 

Order, and Love, so that our present civilization will not also have to be 

swept from the face of the Earth. Such is my inner disposition. 

"Now my external position before the great project is this: I need 

nothing for myself and want nothing, neither do I desire, seek, nor ask. I 

have the almost infinite satisfaction of placing at the disposal of this great 

work all the dowry agreed upon by my mother as an inheritance which 

she has given me in advance for this purpose. 

"This is all I have to manifest to this Assembly that will decide if there 

is in my inner world the absolute selflessness demanded by Master 

Antulius, as the only way to expect success for certain. 

And Moses again took his seat amidst a storm of voices that said, in 

a unanimous clamor: 

–Master Antulius!... Only you!... Only you!... Master Antulius! Once 

again, you lead us to the Holy Mountain!... Master Antulius you are again 

our Conducting Guide! 

The Pharaoh approached him to ask him: 

–Can I forgive you for not revealing this formidable secret to me 

before? 

–Yes, Pharaoh, you can forgive me– Moses answered, his voice 

trembling with emotion– the divine daffodil, the flower of immortality, 

would have lost all its perfume if I had said: I am the one who was your 

Master. The Divine Power has wished that you discover it without my 

doing anything to that effect. 

The Pharaoh embraced him with extreme emotion, and the assembly 

members, one by one, approached him to give him a fraternal kiss, while 

repeating the phrase of the Antulian greeting: "Pax tibi". 

It was therefore, Antulius, the Pontiff Maximus, who inaugurated the 

School of Divine Wisdom with open doors. 

And when each one discovered his internal and external position 
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before the Assembly, it could be seen that those Seventy spirits were 

absolutely bare of any interest and only animated by the same noble, 

pure, and holy yearning: To form a humankind capable of maintaining the 

perfect balance, indispensable to avoid another great cataclysm to wipe 

the present civilization from the face of the Earth. 

And when the last of them all made their due declarations, Moses, with 

his voice trembling with emotion and his eyes crystallized with tears, 

repeated those words: 

–Eternal Creative Power! May your angelic legions join me in saying: 

I thank You because all those around me are Antulians! 

The Assembly was over, and they could all see that once again there 

were seven empty seats in the Crypt. 
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58.  The Divine Mysteries 
 

A week later, Moses again gathered his companions of ideals, and this 

time the Giant Genie, didn’t speak of open doors, but of hermetically 

closed doors. 

–What is it, Osarsiph? – asked the Pharaoh– did you regret the open 

doors and now you are closing them with a double key? 

–No, Pharaoh, I never regret what I resolve with reason and logic. 

Listen to me: we’re alone now. In an hour or two, all our companions will 

be in the crypt of the Temple of On. Before that, I want to have a private 

conversation with you. 

–Here I stand, ready to listen to you– the Pharaoh responded. 

–During the past few days, I have gone through very old Scriptures in 

search of as many rays of light as may be necessary for our purposes. 

And I came across a Scripture in two languages, if this kind of Writing can 

be called languages; the old language of the Toltecs, and next to it, the 

same Scripture in a language used two centuries ago by the magician 

priests of Syracuse. 

"In this Scripture much is said of the methods used by the Physician 

Prophet Antulius of the late Atlantean era. I was interested in knowing it 

in depth and, after two days of studying it, I have succeeded in making it 

clear. 

"It says that in his School of elevated Mysticism "Hortus Conclusus", 

he had a group of five students, who followed by affinity the oldest of 

them, whom they named Hardamas. These five students were reluctant 

to enter the classes or lessons that the Master called "The Divine 

Mysteries". And this was strange for the others, since entrance was free 

and at the students’ will, because the teacher didn’t force them in any 

way. And so, someone asked the reason, and the answer was: 

"Hardamas doesn’t enter, and we won’t enter without him". 

“–And why won't Hardamas come in? 

"Because he cannot understand, and not understanding, he makes 

useless efforts and is afraid of going mad. He will enter when he can 

understand, and then we will enter with him. 

"That Hardamas, Pharaoh, was you, the pupil who had the number 

42, and had been admitted four years before. 

–And what did Master Antulius do with him? 

–He waited patiently for him to understand. The Master was poisoned 

and died without Hardamas having been able to listen to the class on the 

Divine Mysteries. 

"Do you understand now, Pharaoh, what it means that yesterday I 

spoke of Schools behind open doors, and today I speak behind closed 
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doors? 

–You mean to say that there are mysteries in the Eternal Power as 

dark as an abyss for certain mentalities, and that it is not possible, nor 

fair, nor even reasonable, to pretend to introduce with drill and chisel what 

some minds cannot assimilate. 

– Precisely, Pharaoh. Now let’s see. Let’s go back. Can Hardamas in 

the present hour listen to lessons on the Divine Mysteries? 

"Actually, in my opinion, they should be called Laws not Mysteries. 

–Tell me, can you understand that supreme, infinite, and eternal 

something, without limit, without measure, without forms, and that gives 

life to everything that exists and lives around you? 

–Calling it Energy, Light, Force, Harmony, and Love, I can understand 

and assimilate it, Pharaoh, because I find all these great abilities or 

qualities in this something that makes me live and think and want or not 

want. 

" What I do understand very clearly is that we cannot demand of 

everyone who comes to our School, that we deepen the excavations in 

such abstract terrains. And hence my new idea that we cannot speak to 

everyone about that Eternal Power, which to this day for our mankind is 

largely represented by the sun, which gives us warmth and life and 

fertilizes and animates everything that has life around us. 

–Osarsiph, I tell you that you’ve just done the ultimate prodigy of your 

magic by resurrecting Hardamas, who returns after centuries to tell you: 

Master, may your school be open to all, but with a closed room where 

only you and a few like you can enter. Osarsiph, I tell you again what I 

will have to repeat many times in this life: You’re always right. Not 

everyone flies at your height. Have you ever seen any bird catch up with 

an eagle when it flies dominating the summits? Not even in your wildest 

dreams! 

–The great Law of Evolution is the only one that can solve the problem, 

Pharaoh. 

–And it will be solved when all the students have reached the height 

of the Master. In the meantime…! 

–I have already written my Book of Beginnings, which you can read, 

Pharaoh, but which will also remain behind the closed door for many who 

do not come to understand that supreme, divine, and eternal something 

that has never begun because it has always been. 

–Do you really understand it, Osarsiph? 

–Pharaoh!... Let us roll up the parchment and bend our foreheads to 

the dust of which we are formed. On our Earth, we are only allowed to 

love that which is the life of our life, the light of our uncertain paths, and 

rest in the heavy hours of eternal travelers... 

Moses and the Pharaoh kept a long silence because both fell on their 
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knees before the closed door of the eternal "Hortus Conclusus", where 

no spirit incarnated on Earth has been able to penetrate until today. 

Later... who knows!... 

And the Hierophants who would form the open-door faculty began to 

arrive. When the last one arrived, Moses stood up and closed the 

entrance to the Crypt. It was nightfall and at that hour the masons, 

locksmiths, carpenters, and decorators had left, leaving everything in 

profound silence. 

–Brothers who dream by my side of a better humanity. In ten days, we 

will have the classroom ready in this ancient Sanctuary, where the 

sovereign breath of Divine Wisdom blew centuries ago. 

"Everything we do must be perfectly well done, under the rule of 

reason and the most austere logic. You will do me the favor of giving me 

the necessary advice on all that I am going to propose. 

"First. We must designate the brothers who will form the commission 

in charge of accepting those who apply for admission. Each commission 

will be made up of seven members. 

"Second. We must designate those who will act as Master 

Hierophants of Human Sciences and of fair and peaceful coexistence 

among humans. 

"Third. We must designate the Hierophants teachers of Cosmogony 

or Science of the Universe that surrounds us, and of Mystical Theology 

or Divine Science of God, Creator of worlds and souls. 

"The Pharaoh, here present, is for the moment our Chief Notary. 

"Do you agree with what I have just enunciated? 

In profound silence, everyone stood up. The commission in charge of 

the admissions was immediately formed with everyone's agreement. The 

Royal Princess presided over it. 

The faculty of Human Sciences was also constituted by the seven 

Hierophants of less age and of more vigorous health, because the 

number of students was expected to be greater for this course. 

The Hierophants professors of Cosmogony and Mystical Theology 

would be selected from the most Elders in evolution, a situation easily 

demonstrated by the purest and highest selflessness with which they 

would have acted in all their lives. And the Assembly lasted until almost 

midnight upon reaching this last designation. 

And Moses received on such a night, the greatest compensation of his 

life. For it emerged from those detailed declarations, that all those 

Hierophants, faithful guardians of their respective Temples, had 

renounced all the flatteries and promises of kings and princes of different 

countries of the world for the sole satisfaction of being faithful guardians 

of the Sacred Scriptures in which they had learned the Divine Sciences 

of God, creator of worlds and souls. 
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And when, Moses, extremely moved, asked the great question: 

–What potent force gave you the strength to renounce the tempting 

promises of Kings and Princes, which ensured your permanent welfare 

instead of the poverty, loneliness, and abandonment of the deserted and 

ruinous Temples? 

–I will answer for all– said the Eldest of the Priests of the Temple of 

On. 

–It is fair– said the others– for he has heard our confidences, and his 

92 years are filled to the brim with our secret sorrows. 

–One of the old axioms, laws of our heroic ancestors, says: "The voice 

of the Eternal makes itself heard at the hour of nuptials with his chosen 

ones. He who enters into intimacy with me, breaks all ties with the world". 

From that voice we have received the strength for all the renunciations 

we have made and even those we will have to make in the future. 

–Master! –said Pharaoh, approaching him– Do you expect to make 

additional renunciations beyond those you have already made? 

–Yes, Pharaoh, because the loving Psyche falls so powerfully in love 

with the Divine Ideal that it spends its entire eternal life renouncing 

everything until it possesses It absolutely and forever. 

–Osarsiph! –the Pharaoh spoke– This Elder must be the only one who 

can and must explain your Book of Beginnings to the few pupils who are 

willing to make eternal renunciations. 

In this solemn moment, something happened which no one had 

expected: A luminous, bluish mist enveloped everything and transformed 

everything. 

The Elder appeared as a humble young boy in a dungeon of the now 

disappeared city of Sankara (aka Saqqara), capital of ancient Egypt when 

Senhkare (aka Smenkhkare) was on the throne of the Pharaohs. One of 

the Hierophants was the guard who took him out and led him before the 

Pharaoh, who was the same Ramses II of that time. He interpreted his 

mysterious dreams, and the Pharaoh made him Viceroy of all Egypt. 

The little old man at the age of 92 was the same Joseph, son of Jacob, 

great-grandson of Abraham, who had had the courage to renounce his 

fatherland, his father, and all that he loved in order to draw nearer to the 

Infinite, through the most absolute selflessness in all that the world loved. 

He had forever detached his ties with the world, and the Eternal Power 

gave him in compensation a hundred times more than all that he had 

renounced for Him. Having reached the existence of Cleber of Sais, 

plunged in the poverty and deep desolation already mentioned, he had 

refused to accept very advantageous proposals from Asiatic Kings and 

Pontiffs of great Temples of the countries on the other shore of the Great 

Sea. But what was all that for him if he felt within himself the unlimited 

and infinite Eternal Power whose voice had told him without noise: You 
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have entered into closeness with me and you will never return to the 

world, nor will it remember you. 

He had been the founder of the Temple of On, with a beautiful staff of 

37 Hierophants escaped from other Temples, in which the ancient 

spiritual splendor had already been lost to become Temples Palaces of 

gods promoters of the nefarious vices in which humankind had fallen. He 

was reaching his hundredth year and had received the spiritual warning 

that his law was preparing a young matter for him, to accompany the 

rough path of the Guide of this humankind. And Cleber of Sais also 

renounced to his deserved rest in order to continue without rest a new 

terrestrial existence when the time would come. 

In the meantime, he was designated that night as Maximum 

Chancellor of the "Hortus Conclusus" or "Closed Orchard" of the new 

School, where the Hierophants designated and chosen by him, would act 

as Masters for the students qualified to enter those cloisters, where the 

soundless voice of the Infinite would undoubtedly resound. 

The Pharaoh seemed to be in love with the tiny white elder and 

repeated the suggestion made before to Moses: –Only he will be able to 

explain your Book of Beginnings, and I want to be present during that 

explanation. –And Pharaoh, sitting on a stool before the Elder, said to 

him: 

–Isn't it true, venerable Cleber of Sais, that when I ask you in the 

classroom, what is God, how is God, you will give me the clearest and 

most explicit answer that will tear this thorn from my heart? For you know 

him as well as you know the palms of these white hands, as transparent 

as the water lilies of the Nile. –And Pharaoh, like an indiscreet child, 

playfully caressed the rough hands of the smiling old little man, while he 

looked at him with the tenderness of a father who rejoices in the cuddling 

love of his son. 

–Pharaoh, my dear child– he said at last –why do you expect such 

great things from me when I’m so poor that I don’t even have a hair to 

give you? I will narrate to you a passage from ancient times, which is 

known to almost all who are here present. 

And those who were present formed a circle around the central 

characters of this moving scene, never seen in the Crypt of an old Temple 

like the Temple of On. But this was an exceptional and unique hour! 

–Ages ago there was a great Fraternity of Initiates in the Divine 

Science, and one of them undoubtedly had in his psyche the thorn that 

you say you have in your heart, Pharaoh, and like you, he wanted at all 

costs to remove it because it tormented him greatly. And in his hours of 

insomnia and solitude he wrote a psalm, a dialogue with the Eternal Light 

from which he wanted to tear out the secret that you want to tear out of 

my old, long years. The light is older than me because it is Eternal and It 
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gave him the answer he was looking for. 

The Pharaoh became all ears to hear the answer. 

–Tell me your secret, light of dawn, light of midday, light of sunset, 

since, if only one breath of life beats in my being, you will hear like a 

distant echo, a moan or a clamor that says to you: Magician! Tell me in 

your ear with your soundless voice, What is God like? 

“–Like you when you vibrate like me!" 

The Pharaoh looked at everyone and his questioning eyes finally met 

Moses'. 

–What do you say to this? –he asked him. 

–The only thing I can say, Pharaoh, is that when you become for your 

people, what light is for all beings, you will have removed that thorn that 

wounds your soul. 

–I want to start being that if all of you are with me. –They all 

approached him excited. 

–We’re just a bunch of small reeds around you, Pharaoh– said Elder 

Cleber, who was still at his side. 

–When do we start classes? –Pharaoh asked again. 

–Whenever you say– said Moses. 

–Where will they be held? 

–Wherever you wish– he answered. 

–Only in this crypt can the Supreme Voice be heard– he said with a 

solemn attitude. –I propose that the "Hortus Conclusus" be the sole 

owner of this sacred precinct. And I beg you, Master Cleber, to be the 

one to explain the Book of Beginnings, which Osarsiph plucked from the 

boulders of the desert. 

–Pharaoh! –said the Elder. –The Book of Beginnings consists of only 

10 short chapters, written in classical Temple hieroglyphics, but each 

thought requires at least a moon's time. How much time will I need to 

explain the whole book, if I must already have the days of my life 

numbered in short term? Isn’t it safer and more convenient that the author 

of the book himself should be the one to explain it in your presence? 

–It's true! He's right! It would be the fairest and most convenient thing 

to do! –Many voices were heard at the same time. 

The Elder Cleber approached the Pharaoh's ear to tell him: 

–He is Master Antulius in physical life again, and I, although very old, 

have only been one of the students of Master Antulius’ "Hortus 

Conclusus". He is a vibration of Light, Pharaoh, and he knows what God 

is like. 

Ten days later, at the hour of sunset, the Crypt was opened, with 

Moses, the Royal Princess, the Pharaoh and all the Hierophants 

collaborating in the great educational work of peoples that was beginning. 

The "Hortus Conclusus" of the Temple of On began with the 
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explanation of the Book of Beginnings, presented by Moses. 
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59.  The Inauguration 
 

And as everything comes in life, the inauguration of the School of 

Moses in the central hall of the ancient Temple of On, also arrived with 

epic splendors. 

The first to appear at the second hour of the morning was the Royal 

Princess with her daughter-in-law Star and a select group of 27 young 

girls, all under 20 years of age. 

Behind them appeared Numbik, followed by a small battalion of young 

men who were already betrothed to the maidens brought by the Royal 

Princess, and were to be united in marriage three moons later, as was 

the custom. 

Barely had they had time to place themselves in their assigned places 

when they felt the clarion calls of the guard and escort of the Pharaoh, 

who appeared dressed in full regalia, as well as the blooming youth who 

accompanied him, who were the most select and chosen of the country. 

Ramses II was inclined to greatness and splendor in all aspects of social 

life. 

Then the great Priest Ishmael appeared with a procession of priests 

and Levites, and behind him a Scheiff of an Arabian tribe with a group of 

dashing young men, darkened by the sun of the neighboring Arabian 

desert, with the colorful clothing proper to their customs and their race. 

 

All these were gradually joined by individuals alone or in groups of 

four, five, ten. In the Egyptian ports there were sailors of all races and 

regions of the world, and it seemed that a clarion call of command had 

spread to all the cardinal points. Greeks, Thracians, Phoenicians were 

there represented. 

–What’s going on here? –the Pharaoh wondered to himself. 

 And the Royal Princess, who was at his side and had regained her 

maternal hierarchy near him, caught the mental question and, coming 

close to his ear, answered him: 

–All this we see is the love of those who were destined for slavery ten 

years ago, who, on learning that your Viceroy Superintendent has 

returned and is opening a school for all, come to take a place in the 

classrooms. Does it displease you? 

–No, not at all. But I’m surprised to see that in our Egypt there is 

enthusiasm for knowledge. What does this mean? 

–That our Egypt wants to return to the glorious past. 

– This strengthens my conviction that Osarsiph's presence in Egypt is 

absolutely necessary. 

–He doesn’t think so, but I know that he’s very willing to collaborate 
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with you in whatever you want to do for the benefit of the country. This 

school will surely keep him for a long time. 

– But... then what? 

–My dear, ten years ago you went to live in Thebes, and I spent years 

in Mauritania. Neither you nor I have ceased to love Egypt and do for it 

as much as we can. I believe that, likewise, my son, if he is absent from 

here, will not forget all this. It is not like him to start a great work and then 

abandon it. 

–That’s true! He will continue what we started today. 

This brief dialogue was interrupted when Moses appeared with a 

group of ten Hierophants, who would be professors of Human Sciences. 

The Pharaoh began with loud clapping a storm of applause and 

cheers, which left Moses paralyzed for a moment. 

–In the presence of our Pharaoh, I’m not very pleased with this 

demonstration since he’s the one who has done everything. 

–To each his own– answered the Pharaoh, at the same time that the 

leader of the escort presented him on a purple cushion the Crux Ansata 

(aka Ankh), symbol of Eternity, and a white brocade cloak with a gold 

embroidered headdress, distinctive used by the highest Pontiffs of the 

Egyptian Temples. And saying "to each his own", the Pharaoh covered 

Moses with the cloak and put around his neck the golden chain with the 

great sacred symbol, a simple and brief ceremony that caused a new 

ovation as perhaps never heard in the Temple of On. 

 

Moses appeared moved, and his mother and wife tried to hide their 

silent weeping. In the austere grandeur of the old Temple, which that 

blooming youth was visiting for the first time, everything appeared 

solemn, evocative, almost awe-inspiring. Until then they had considered 

it a venerable heap of ruins, an immense rubble, something like an 

unburied giant. What wind of resurrection and new life appeared like a 

golden mist, as if perfumed with roses? 

And the voice of Moses, like a clarion call of triumph, answered these 

mute questions: 

–Honorable Egyptian ladies and gentlemen! Noble citizens of friendly 

countries, not to me but to our Pharaoh should your ovations correspond, 

inasmuch as he has responded to the command of the Divinity, which 

decrees the return of Egypt to the outpost which it occupied in past ages 

as a civilizer of peoples, as an educator of humankinds. 

"No greater action can the human creature perform that is greater than 

that of voluntarily responding to the divine design, manifested, either in 

the events that appear on our path, or in the inner voices that we 

sometimes feel in the depths of our inner selves. 

"Divine and Eternal Design that has manifested, as we see it, that all 



 570 

of you and us have agreed to open this School of Divine Wisdom with 

open doors. What voice of command has our Pharaoh felt, what voice of 

command have I felt and what voice of command have you felt, who are 

thus filling the vast central hall of this old Sanctuary of the Divine 

commands meant for all the creatures who have wanted to listen and 

obey them? This great question sprouted from the depths of my 

conscience, is and will be answered eternally by each one of us who have 

intervened in this grand, solemn event, of opening a School Temple with 

open doors, in a time of hard selfishness in which separatism advances 

at the head of all ideologies, separating everything, dividing everything 

and splitting it as if it were a great heart torn into bloody, throbbing, and 

living threads. 

"If everything is one in the infinite bosom of the Eternal and Unique 

indestructible, indefinable, and invisible power, then what and why are 

there divisions and separatisms? 

"The one who was by divine mandate your Viceroy Superintendent ten 

years ago wants to ask of you only one thing, and that’s that your 

conscience be awakened at this moment, so that the Admission Board 

here present may not be in the case of denying the entrance to any of 

you who are under this sacred nave, consecrated by millions of thoughts 

of all beings who were purified in this divine crucible. 

"How will you know, you’re asking me, and I answer you: There was a 

sovereign more enlightened than all good sovereigns, who composed a 

brief stanza because he was a bard of heaven as well as a Prophet of the 

Eternal. And I take this stanza as a divine sign of acceptance, also divine, 

of all those capable of repeating it, feeling in their inner self that it contains 

a whole poem of the most perfect reality. 

"Here is the stanza conceived and repeated by all those who 

embraced the ideal of the Pharaoh Amenophis IV, of glorious memory: 

 

"Thank you, O Lord, for the day dawns. 

"And once again you shine in the sun! 

"For all that is life around me 

"I thank thee, O Lord!" 

 
"A little note with this sacred writing will be given to each one of you 

when you leave this consecrated place of study and prayer, so that from 

tomorrow you may come to write your names in the books that will keep 

memory of you and of your obedience to the divine design. 

"May all the light, happiness, and good that you expect be granted to 

you. 

The ovation that followed these words of Moses, is not to be described 

but to be mentally seen and felt by the reader, who more or less 
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conceives and perceives the irradiation of a great love and creative 

genius, that of Moses, and the greater or lesser sensitivity of a nucleus 

of beings of good will who receive them. 

The Pharaoh embraced Moses, and some of his tears fell on that 

diamond chest that would bear the weight of so many wills. The women 

knelt before the Royal Princess, just for knowing that she was the mother 

of such a son... 

And all, at last, secretly kissed the little note of the sacred stanza that 

meant a certificate of acceptance in the School, for all those who could 

repeat it, feeling that it contained all the truth and all the strength of an 

invariable conviction: The Supreme Power that gives life and love to all 

that exists, in other words, the Divine Unity. 

Supreme and Unique Ideal of Moses, the great clairvoyant of Sinai. 
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60.  Moses was Weaving His Web 
 

While the Pharaoh was attending to special embassies arriving on 

international business, and the Admission Board and other professors 

were preparing and beginning their lessons, Moses devoted a few days 

to study in depth his responsibilities and his own situation in the face of 

the events that had occurred. 

The former Pontiff Membra or Patriarch Eleazar, the great Priest 

Ishmael, spiritual head of the Israelite Synagogue, and Moses, formed 

the supreme triangle of the idealistic movement that was taking place and 

that only the three of them knew in depth. The other Hierophants and 

adherents in general only came to this thought: "The Viceroy 

Superintendent has obtained from Pharaoh the due approval to attempt 

again the conquest of Egypt for the ideal of Anekh-Aton, which means 

nothing less than to make our country the master of all civilized peoples". 

And this was already a great thought that was very close to reality.  

But Moses ran much further and reached where only he knew he could 

reach... 

He felt intoxicated with Divinity..., owner of Divinity and wanted to carry 

it like a flaming torch before the humankind of the Earth and other 

humankinds that were beginning to populate neighboring globes of our 

same Planetary System and perhaps also of other worlds..., of all worlds! 

Wasn’t the Universe an immense Infinite Heart... Weren't the souls of 

all the worlds, fibers, threads, knots, drops, or sparks of that great and 

infinite Heart that perceives even the faintest beat of each one of them? 

Who was he, nor who was anyone to try to separate what was only one, 

just as no one had the right to break into pieces the heart of a man who 

was the master of himself? Wasn't that what he meant to kill him? And 

wasn’t it mad folly to attempt to wound by death the great Infinite Heart, 

absolute owner of all that is life in the vast Universe? What is each drop 

separated from its spring? What is each spark separated from the central 

bonfire? And each fiber, thread, knot, what are they and of what use are 

they without the Life that gave them life? 

 

"O Life that gives life, to all that is life, light, and warmth! What shall 

the fiber that was plucked out do, what shall the drop without a spring 

do?..." 

And Moses, plunged in these meditations, would take again his 

original and secret manuscript, his Book of Beginnings, written 

vertiginously in a night of Apocalypse, and revised and rewritten there in 

the Crypt of the Temple of the Desert, and both writings turn out exactly 

the same in their deep meaning, even if expressed sometimes in different 
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terms: 

–An infinite void, blue and warm, in which I was barely a perceptible 

point. 

"It is the abyss without limit or measure, without beginning or end, 

infinite sphere revolving on itself and always in eternal movement and 

always in the same place: the void. It is Life, the Eternal Life that gives 

life to all that is life in the infinite sphere. 

–And if this is the inescapable truth, what greater folly is there than to 

tear from the eternal living sphere that which lives in it and is and will be 

for all eternity? 

That was Moses’ thought at reading the first sentences of his Book of 

Beginnings. 

–Then..., it is not just the humankind born by the Nile that I must 

illuminate with this divine torch that the Supreme Power lit in my inner 

self, with such a lively flame that it grows larger and larger as the time of 

my life on Earth advances. 

And as if an inner voice were answering to such a thought of his, this 

idea appeared to him, clear and lively as the light of the candelabrum he 

had on his work desk. 

–“When the good sower goes out to sow his field, not in a day nor in 

ten does he sow it all in its vast extension. But his perseverance triumphs 

over all weariness and fatigue, and each day he goes on and on sowing 

until the whole vast field is full of seed. Moses, Moses! You are the eternal 

sower and what you begin today, your brothers of evolution will do in other 

worlds, until not one edge of the unlimited Divine sphere remains without 

the seed that was sown in your heart and in your mind, for that is why you 

came to this carnal life". 

He understood that he was in the first day of the great sowing and that 

those who responded in the inaugurated School would be the first 

seedlings of his universal plantation. 

The whole Universe was the infinite heart of his first thoughts. The 

living beings of the whole Universe were nothing but fibers, knots, drops, 

sparks. And that Great All, living and eternal, commanded him to make 

all that has life in the vast field before him to sow understand and feel that 

supreme reality. 

And Moses held his head with both hands, in that attitude of supreme 

anguish... 

– Lord!... Lord!... If I’m only a fiber, a spark, a knot of your infinite web 

of life, how do you place on my shoulders such a stupendous burden, if 

you know for sure that I will fall defeated by it? 

And he plunged into the dreadful depths of his uncertainty. Then he 

thought he heard a loud voice coming from far away, and he paid 

attention. And that voice repeated a second time: 
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"Moses!... Moses, son of the prodigies of love of the Supreme Power, 

and now you cower under the weight of the burden and fear failure, when 

the Eternal Law has marked before you the sacred twelve of triumphs! 

I’m the youngest of the Koptic Anchorites of Sinai, who call you and wait 

for you since you came to this world. We were twelve and only five have 

remained, because seven have already flown to the light leaving us their 

mummies as a sad memory. You ask me who I am? Thylo, flame of fire, 

as they call me because of the electric forces with which the Eternal Law 

wanted to endow me. And so many and so powerful we have 

accumulated in this arid mountain that sometimes we feel it shudder and 

tremble as if it wanted to collapse. But it will not be, because it is written, 

that here the faith of the people you will drag after you will be purified like 

gold in the crucible, to give to humankind the greatest of all truths: the 

Divine Unity that puts an end forever to the nefarious idolatry that has 

multiplied gods as sands in the deserts!" 

–"What? – thought Moses – Koptic Anchorites in Sinai? 

–No one knows! not even Jethro whom we help in all his works of 

mercy and justice– answered the voice. 

And as he understood that Moses doubted, fearing a deception of the 

dark intelligences, a gust of wind blew out his candlestick, leaving him in 

thick darkness. 

A flash of lightning broke the darkness with its brightness of living 

flame, and Moses saw the sharp black mass of Mount Sinai. And in a 

cavern opened towards the east, 30 cubits high, five solitary Elders, 

immersed in deep meditation resembled statues of gray stone, but with a 

light shining on their foreheads. 

And the five raised their eyes from the ground and embraced him with 

a questioning look that said: Do you believe it now? 

–Now I do! – exclaimed the seer, falling to his knees and covering his 

face with both hands because the bright glow was hurting him. 

When the emotion had passed and he managed to calm down, his 

inner world began its deep meditations again. 

He understood why he was taken to Midian through the desert and 

why his uncle Jethro had lived for years in the vicinity of the dreadful 

Sinai. It was the Rock of Sindi of Prehistory, and Moses remembered the 

very old Scriptures called of the Patriarch Aldis, where emotional scenes, 

painful to a high degree, were described from when Abel passed through 

the land and visited that rock. It was then a prison for incorrigible 

delinquents, who the Great Alliance of the United Nations didn’t condemn 

to death but to redemption by repentance, after a severe corrective. 

He saw with satisfaction the resumption of the thread of the history of 

the tragic Rock of Sindi, which was interrupted in the archaic Scriptures 

when the great Kobda Fraternity, civilizer of three Continents, was 



 575 

eclipsed in shadows of silence. 

A group of Kobdas had remained hidden in the Rock of Sindi and 

surely in all the centuries that had passed they would have continued 

dying, being reborn and dying again, just as those of the Antulian School 

had done in the Mount of the Bees in the prehistoric Attica. 

–Oh, the legions of light are never extinguished– Moses thought, –

because the Eternal Power does not allow itself to be overcome by pygmy 

men of flesh, even if they are Kings and Pharaohs! Will perhaps Midian, 

the Desert, Horeb, or Sinai, be the stage on which the stupendous drama 

will take place? The drama of the communion of the Eternal Invisible One 

with the people chosen by Him to recognize Him as Only One before the 

face of all the worlds. 

The whole plan of his great idealistic work was sketched in his mind 

on that night of his deep meditations. And like the engineer builder of a 

city, Moses also built the itinerary he had to follow, the barriers he would 

have to break down, the battles against ignorance, unconsciousness, the 

fanaticism of the pygmies of the flesh who measure everything and adjust 

it to their baseness and smallness. 

A discreet knock at the door brought him out of his meditations. 

–Come in– he said aloud. 

And Fredek of Port Ophir, Prince of Mauritania as the reader will 

remember, followed by the Sovereign Prince of Baetica, the one who had 

loved so much Queen Epuvia, the mother of Thimetis. 

–Will you forgive us, Royal Prince, for coming to you unannounced? –

was the first thing the gentle Mauritanian said. 

–You give me a pleasant surprise, for certainly it never occurred to me 

that you would come to visit me. 

–We were talking, and we saw a light in this room, which gave us 

reason to think that you were not asleep. And wishing to speak to you in 

private, we thought the moment was opportune –added the Prince of 

Baetica. 

–You give me the opportunity to place myself at your service. 

–We wanted to ask you for an explanation of that verse that was 

distributed to the audience at the inauguration of the School –said 

Fredek. 

–We want to understand it and feel it, and not having achieved it with 

our own light, we came to the source of light to be able to see... –added 

the one from Baetica. 

 Moses recalled an incident about which he had been informed: two 

small notes of those distributed had appeared on the water pilaster 

fountain at the entrance to the Temple of On. 

And smiling and satisfied he asked them: 

– Were those two notes floating in the water of the pilaster water 
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yours? 

–Precisely, Royal Prince. Not understanding it or feeling its contents, 

it seemed more loyal to us to return them. And since it is customary there 

to leave returns anonymous... 

–How glad I am that you two have had that noble gesture of loyalty 

and sincerity towards me and even more towards that something Great, 

Eternal, and Invisible, which I will try to make you understand! 

“It is only fair that I respond to sincerity and nobility equally, with 

sincerity and nobility. Hence I will speak to you as you speak to me. I 

understand from my mother's references that you belong to Secret 

Schools of high knowledge in your countries, which means to me that you 

are Initiates in Occult Sciences. 

Both interlocutors looked at each other and answered at the same 

time: 

–That's the truth, Prince. 

–Then be so kind as to explain to me how and why the verse of 

Pharaoh Amenophis IV is incomprehensible and not felt to you. 

Prince Arphasol of Baetica spoke first: 

–I was initiated into Occult Sciences under the oaks of the Sacred 

Forest of the Druids, for whom all fire is the reflection of the Supreme 

Power, reconcentrated in the sun its living personality. 

“The stanza of Amenophis IV says: 

 

“Thank you, Lord, because the day dawns 

And once again you shine in the sun!” 

 
“I understand that two entities appear here, which is the Lord to whom 

they give thanks, because he appears again in the sun. Who is the Lord 

and what is the sun? 

–Very well, Prince of Baetica! I understand wherein your doubt lies. 

Now I beg you, Prince of Port Ophir, to explain yourself and then I will 

give you both the explanation that I judge reasonable and fair. 

–I was initiated in the Temple of the Children of the Sun, descendants 

of the Atlantean Toltec Priests who were called White Prophets, and 

whose Sacred Scriptures have reached to the laws of Amphion the Holy 

King and of Antulius the philosopher and physician of Manh-Ethel. My 

doubt resembles as one drop of water to another, the doubt that the 

Prince of Baetica has just pronounced. 

“The Royal Princess, your mother, has made me understand your 

occult science that attributes to the sun no other power than that of being 

the center of energy of a planetary system, of which the Earth we inhabit 

is a part. And the verse of Amenophis IV seems to give it the status of a 

living representation of the Supreme Power. 
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–I understand you both and I bless the hour in which you have placed 

yourself at my side, because men who reason and think is what I’m 

looking for to carry out an idealistic work immense in its meaning and its 

consequences. 

“If I could count on a thousand like you, success would be certain. But 

I have barely gotten 70 and some are so old that their days are numbered. 

I respond to sincerity and trust equally, with full trust and sincerity. I will 

give you one of the copies that I have made from my night of Apocalypse, 

which I have called the Book of Beginnings, because it is the faithful 

account of the greatest and most magnificent vision that I’ve had in my 

30 years of physical life. About this I have had several consultations with 

Hierophants of deep spiritual vision and far-reaching in their inner 

clairvoyance. And all of them have shown me accounts of their inner 

spiritual solutions and mental conceptions, identical to my Book of 

Beginnings, although sometimes written with different hieroglyphic 

figures, which have the same meaning. 

And saying thus, Moses took out a small parchment booklet out of a 

drawer in his desk, and said to them: 

–This is one of my copies and I give it to you tonight so that you can 

study it with all calm and serenity. I believe that here you will find the 

clearest answer to your doubts and misunderstandings. 

“As humans, both Amenophis IV and your initiating masters and 

myself, we cannot even remotely think that we possess the absolute truth, 

and perhaps we will spend many centuries without reaching that glorious 

summit. In the meantime, it is fair, very fair, that we take one small step 

after another up the hill, thinking that one day we will get to espouse that 

great Goddess, Mother and Father, who gave birth to us in distant past 

ages, and awaits us in other distant future ages for the eternal embrace 

without end. –And changing the subject, Moses added–: 

“At the end of this brief account written as you see in hieroglyphs of 

the Temples, is the key that will help you understand the writing. We 

Initiates are strictly prohibited from writing this type of stories in vulgar or 

popular language, to avoid, it is understood, that misinterpretations cause 

the truth to degenerate into a false superstition, lacking reason and logic. 

“It will be easy for you to read because with very small differences the 

figures have the same meaning. 

“Look: the sword lying like this one that you see engraved here with 

the edge facing up, what does it mean? 

“It is an alert to defend against a danger that threatens you, and with 

the point towards one or the other of the cardinal points it indicates which 

side you should expect it from. 

“These stones that roll from the summit and are going to fall into an 

abyss are the descent of the human Psyche, from its high origin to the 
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physical worlds, to obtain its development, its progress, its perfection, 

demanded by the great Law of Evolution. It is not a fall but a descent by 

law. 

“This lotus planted and blooming in a muddy watering place, trembles 

and almost dies withered because a sprout emerges in the middle of its 

stem. Its meaning is that the androgyne becomes double and the sexes 

separate, responding in due time to the thought of the Eternal Invisible. 

“A bundle of wicker rods or bamboo canes stretched out, separated, 

or joined together gives us the meaning of rebellious subjects giving up. 

“A broken cane reed is an lost illusion or hope, just as a broken glass 

or cup tells us that we will no longer drink the liquor that previously 

delighted us. A wick or torch that is still smoking will tell us that there’s 

still hope of saving a sick person, a business, or any undertaking. 

“A bird’s feather that flutters around us or falls at our feet warns us of 

the danger of a libertine woman who harbors bad desires in regard to our 

person. 

“A mallard in flight signifies to us a journey by water, just as a camel 

denotes a journey by land. 

“And so on, and with the help of the fine intuition that awakens in every 

good interpreter of sacred hieroglyphics, one can go so far as to obtain 

the complete and perfect content of an extensive Scripture. 

“Finally, I warn you, in conclusion, that everything that refers to divine 

things is obtained so much more easily the more lovingly we devote 

ourselves to them, and the greater purity of life, thoughts and feelings 

with which we are animated. It is also advisable for the reader of sacred 

hieroglyphic Scriptures to have a brief mental concentration of invocation 

to the high spiritual planes, so that the union of our incarnated intelligence 

may receive all the light and mental clarity that the pure intelligences 

which the law has provided for all that signifies the dissemination and 

knowledge of the Truth on the physical planes will surely give it. 

“If, as Initiates, you know something about what the hierarchies of 

disincarnated Intelligences are, you will know the capacity and high 

performance of the Legion of Archangels. A portion of this Legion is 

entrusted, by the Law of the purified worlds, to collaborate with those 

incarnated ones who devote themselves to these celestial missions, even 

amid the crude negative realities of the physical planes in which they 

inhabit. 

–And how do you understand, Royal Prince, the Eternal Greatness of 

that Supreme Power that, being immaterial and invisible, dictates laws 

and creates matter like I would do a figurine? –asked the Prince of Port 

Ophir. 

–What a profound question is yours! You will find something of that in 

this copy of my Book of Beginnings. But don’t think that I give an absolute 
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value to this book, since as I state right there this is just: What I saw! 

“I have read in very ancient scriptures that Krishna in his Apocalypse 

in the Towers of Silence, and Master Antulius in his “Hortus Conclusus”, 

perceived something very similar to what I saw. Acquiring this knowledge 

after my vision was truly a great calm and tranquility for me, who 

sometimes came to believe I was the victim of deceptive hallucinations. 

“I have also come to think that what an incarnated Intelligence can see 

is perhaps far inferior to the absolute truth, which is only perceived by 

intelligences that have made the great journey and can no longer 

descend into carnal lives. 

“The infinite Sphere of my apocalyptic vision is made up of thousands 

of concentric spheres of light, energy, heat, and life; somewhat as we see 

the rainbow formed. Who among us can measure the mental force that 

constantly arises from such stupendous potentiality? As initiates you 

know that the more evolved the minds are, the more power and force they 

retain and emit. 

“An anchorite thinker and clairvoyant who lived a long life in the 

Deccan, whose name was Vyhasa Dumi, has maintained that the Eternal 

Power, God, or Great Atman is the intimate indissoluble union of all 

purified Intelligences, which is converted into a single immense Thought, 

in a single Eternal Idea for all worlds and for everything that is life in them. 

And that thought or idea is the Law that directs, governs, and channels 

everything that lives. 

“My Book of Beginnings calls the infinite bluish field in which the 

Eternal Sphere lives its eternal life a void. But such a void of visible bodies 

is intensely populated with living sparks, with latent energies, although 

invisible due to its own imponderable and ethereal nature. 

“And just as the solar light and energy radiate and vibrate over fertile 

meadows and the barren deserts, over the beneficial beasts and the 

fiercest wild beasts, over the singing birds and the voracious birds of prey, 

in the same way the Infinite and Eternal Sun of Justice and Love, spills 

and pours all and at all times, over the righteous and the wicked, over the 

green field and the dry, over the flowering gardens and the muddy and 

putrid swamps. 

–Can we know, Royal Prince, why the Eternal Power gives itself 

equally to the useless, sterile, and evil, and to the useful, fruitful, and 

good?   

–Yes, Fredek, It can be explained as I understand it. And forgive me 

for calling you by your name, which I learned from my mother.  

“In the species inferior to the Human Kingdom, evil or good are not 

reasoned, nor foreseen, nor thought, because they are only instinct that 

obeys the unavoidable needs of every organic being. And in this case it 

cannot be called evil. 
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“Once reaching the Human Kingdom, endowed with intelligence that 

thinks and reasons, with a free will that chooses good or bad, and that 

also carries engraved with fire in his inner self by the eternal Law, that: 

what he does not want for himself he should not do to his fellow man. 

“The criminal himself is enclosed hard, as in a granite shell, in an 

absolute denial of all Divine vibration and influence and thus remains 

isolated like a stone in the immensity, until by a special circumstance a 

very slight glow of the Eternal and Divine Light infiltrates him, which pours 

its clarity on everything that exists, but which never forces to be received 

or to be rejected. 

“Such is the understanding and lucidity that I have been able to 

perceive in this deep problem of the Divine forces in relation to the Human 

Kingdom. But I beg you to always remember that the Absolute Truth 

cannot yet be obtained by the human mind in the current state of 

Evolution. Yes, I judge, and I would almost venture to assure you that the 

Intelligences who have arrived by conquest to the purified worlds know 

all the deep secret that the Infinite and Eternal Invisible holds. 

–And what do you think it behooves the Prince of Port Ophir and me 

to do, in compensation for the nobility and trust that you have had for us? 

–asked Arphasol from Baetica, extremely moved. 

–It is you and not I who must decide what is right, my friends. 

–I for one, have already decided: if you accept us as students of your 

School, I ask for a place for myself, even if it is the last one–Fredek said 

immediately. 

–I And I, for one, repeat the same words –added Arphasol. 

Moses kept a few moments of silence because he seemed to perceive 

an inner voice that told him: “–Not students but brothers and co-workers 

because they are two Kobdas from Prehistory who were faithful to the 

final years of that glorious Civilization.” 

And as if he were returning or waking up from a dream, Moses opened 

his arms and with a voice trembling with emotion he said to them, hugging 

them both at the same time: 

–Not as students, but as companions of my ideals, I want to have you 

by my side in all my works of spiritual nature. Perhaps the Divine Law 

sends you to me to replace the two oldest of the 70 who accompany me. 

At the next meeting of the Crypt, I will introduce you all to them. 

The divine magician of intuition will be able to make the reader feel the 

impression and the deep emotion that passed like a silk wing caressing 

the souls of the three characters of that scene known only to themselves. 

Moses' web was thus spread throughout the great Egypt of the Nile; 

through the neighboring Negev of the powerful Arabia of that time, 

through Baetica on the other side of the sea and through the Mauritania 

of the Children of the Sun. And history, not always faithful and accurate 
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in its accounts, has always called him “The Prophet of Israel”, when doing 

him full justice he should be called “The Lawgiver of Humankind”. 
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61.  A People for an Ideal 
 

–My son –the former Pontiff Membra turned Patriarch Eleazar said to 

Moses one day. –I have lent myself to be your close collaborator without 

first asking you: what do you want to do? Beforehand, I tell you that I am 

sure that you will not think of doing anything that is not the best and 

greatest and most just thing that any man can do. 

–Good father, I want to form a people for my ideal. Amenophis IV, or 

Anekh-Aton, did not succeed because his divine yearnings led him to 

anticipate the hour, and before forming a people, he gave the masses a 

divine liquor too strong for their capacity to assimilate. 

"Today, I believe the time has come to create the people who are to 

assimilate the ideal that animates my life: the Divine Unity. 

"In contrast, all the long catalog of gods and goddesses, until today, 

have performed no other mission than that of propitiating all the low 

feelings and dastardly passions of humans, in such a way that we are on 

the way to the abyss of all degenerations. 

"Thrace with its great Temples and its wise Priests was a School of 

Truth and Good. Hellas, with its poet-priests and its pure virgins singing 

divine troves and cultivating the myrtle and the olive, faded away long 

ago to make way to the thrust of violent, seductive, and light-hearted 

women, and to magicians laden with gross superstitions. 

" Will we, good father, allow our Egypt to also become an open field 

for all the inventions of ignorance, fanaticism, and crime? 

"I want to create a people for my ideal and that people will be called 

the People of the One God. 

-Good, son, very good. Your thought is great and divine, and you are 

worthy of it. If you have measured your strength, if you know the path you 

have to walk, if you have the minds that will serve as your base and 

foundation, go ahead, success will be yours. But I dare to anticipate that 

it will cost you a lifetime of heroic sacrifices because the human creature 

is changeable like the wind, and in a moment it will deny what it has 

accepted and loved for a long time. 

“How many illusions shattered like a flowering meadow trampled by 

buffaloes enraged against you! What changing colors your horizon will 

have, my son, when you throw yourself into the fight to forge portions of 

souls according to the measure of your great longings! 

"I do not wish, nor should I discourage you, and my words only intend 

to warn you, so that well armored with divine strength, you may be what 

the Eternal Law surely wants of you: The creator of a people for your 

Ideal. 

"I was announced that I have 22 years of life left, and I will devote all 
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of them to collaborate with you, if you have the necessary trust in me for 

this arduous task. Don't think of me as your initiating Pontiff that I was. 

Now I’m nothing more than a companion devoted in every way to the ideal 

you dream of and for which you sacrifice everything. 

"Tell me, then, what’s the immediate task you assigned to me.  

–When I see the greatness of your humility, good father, I’m filled with 

fervor and enthusiasm, for you remind me of the words of the ancient 

Prophets: 'The Eternal Power gives itself to him who humbles himself to 

the point of wanting nothing for himself.’ And if the Eternal Power 

surrenders to your humility, what force will be greater than His Force? 

You will be the High Priest of the people that I will create for my ideal. Do 

you accept? 

–I accept it because you are the creator of such a people. I will be, 

then, the High Priest of your people. 

–The first task will be to organize the liturgy, the form of prayer, that is 

to say, of union and worship, which the people of God must know how to 

render to their God. And this you will do in agreement with Elder Ishmael, 

who has entered fully into the idealistic field, which is also your field and 

mine. You understand what I mean. 

–Completely, my son... 

This dialogue was interrupted by Aaron, the son of Jochebed, who 

was Moses' childhood companion and first schoolmate years before. 

–Forgive me for interrupting you –he said –but something so 

inexplicable and stupendous has just happened to me that I saw no other 

way but to come to you. My wife Myrina has just made such a speech to 

me as no pythoness of the Temple of Delphi or of Minerva could have 

done better. This is unheard of in her. I fear it is a mental imbalance. 

–And what was she talking about in her speech? – Moses asked, 

almost smiling, since Aaron's alarm seemed unjustified to him. 

–She first told me a prehistoric story in which she was chosen by Abel, 

the son of Adamu and Evana, to form the female Council of a young 

Queen of the country of Iran. And she with other Kobdas women 

organized the education of the female youth of that country, which gave 

a marvelous result. And she says that today she must do the same among 

the Israelite component of the valley of Goshen in order to collaborate in 

the great idealistic mission that you, Moses, who have come to this world 

with the purpose of transforming humankind, will carry out. And with these 

ideas, she has just filled my head with conclusions that are not bad, but 

that frighten me because I’ve never seen this behavior in her before. My 

mother, who listened to her, was the one who told me to come to you, 

saying: –Here is something that neither you nor I can define accurately. 

Let’s bring it to Moses’ attention, and he will solve the problem. 

–Let’s see, Father Eleazar –said Moses – if our thoughts agree. 
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–I think so –the Elder replied –And turning to Aaron, he asked, –Has 

she had any slight illness in the last few days? 

–Yes –Aaron replied –and that increases my concerns. She has spent 

two days without attending to her ordinary duties, as my mother's 

assistant in the running of this house. She said she felt very tired and 

wished to be alone and in silence. And her children and I have pleased 

her, believing that some indisposition afflicted her. 

–These cases happen, not often, but they happen in very culminating 

and serious moments, right, Moses? 

–That’s true, Father Eleazar, and this confirms and strengthens me 

intensely, because it allows me to glimpse the divine protection in the 

work we are beginning. –And Moses took Aaron by the hand and said to 

him with the conviction of a clairvoyant: –Don’t be frightened by what I’m 

about to tell you: Your wife, Myrina, is no longer in that woman's body. 

The greatly evolved Psyche of Matriarch Balbina of Prehistory has taken 

possession of her. We have reviewed together the Scriptures of the time 

of the Kobdas where the reign of Queen Shiva's daughter from the 

country of Num-Maki by Lake Uran appears in great detail. When a young 

woman named Helia went to take her mother's place, Abel chose for her 

a Kobda of great prudence and prestige, because of her ancestors and 

her evolution, to help the young queen to carry out her duties, when the 

old queen mother left the matter. Don't you remember? 

–Yes, yes, it’s in one of the blue-ribboned scrolls on the old shelf of 

the Archives of your mother, the Royal Princess. The Scriptures called 

the Scriptures of Patriarch Aldis. 

–Exactly –stated the Elder who had listened silently. –I also have one 

of the first copies of a very old original, which they had found when 

removing debris from the first Temple of Sais. 

"The Eternal Law has been kind enough to make us participants in its 

vast programs, to be carried out in this crucial hour of humankind. 

"You must be calm, my son, and transmit this tranquility to your 

children, who, if up to now they have only been concerned with studying 

the laws of navigation, maritime routes, and the skillful handling of large 

ships to become expert captains at sea, it is time for them to begin to 

learn about another aspect of life, which is surely the most difficult one to 

follow with success. 

–They are already affiliated to the School of the Temple of On –Aaron 

stated –and they have much enthusiasm and fervor, in great part due to 

the great affection they have for the Royal Princess and Moses. 

–For now, I don't think it’s necessary for you to tell them anything about 

what has happened to their mother –said Moses. –I think that between 

my mother and I we can do it with a better chance of acceptance. 

–Well thought –answered Aaron, who, although he accepted and 
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knew the great hidden truth of the transmigration of souls in certain and 

very special cases, a very deep and very quiet intimate sorrow was 

complaining in his deep self. He no longer had his beloved and sweet 

Myrina, mother of his children and faithful companion of 16 years of his 

life. 

–This is a way of dying –he said with his voice broken by a long-

contained sob, and unable to silence his heart any longer, he embraced 

Moses and his sobs found comfort and rest in the diamond chest of his 

great brother of childhood and of the first steps on the path of their united 

lives. 

When Aaron was able to calm down, he turned to the former Pontiff 

Membra and said to him: 

–Holy Father, I think it would be convenient for the Royal Princess to 

intervene in this case and have the one who was my wife by her side. 

–Be at peace, my son, because my many years of experience have 

taught me to act wisely in circumstances such as these. My former wife, 

too, was taken into full possession by an advanced Entity of remote 

Prehistory, and it was necessary to send her across the sea where she 

was to carry out a difficult mission. Grateful and very conscious, she 

returned to me 20 years after she separated. She had fulfilled her 

mandate and was a sister by my side until she finally left this world 11 

years ago. 

"Heroic renunciations and great leaps over abysses are very 

characteristic of souls who truly surrender themselves to the Eternal 

Power as unconditional instruments of His Sovereign Will. 

Because of this, the one who was Aaron's wife was henceforth called 

Mary, and she collaborated with Moses, Aaron, and other leaders of the 

people who were called: "God's chosen people". 
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62.  Back to the Past 
 

The unexpected appearance of Matriarch Balbina of Prehistory, 

brought as a consequence a resurgence towards the most beautiful 

qualities that had embellished the lives of certain characters of lost 

civilizations. 

It would seem that kindred souls were in a hurry to come closer, to 

form ranks in the new movement in search of Truth, Justice, and Love, 

among that portion of humanity. The souls were undoubtedly waiting for 

that moment, to fly towards the fountain of the Living Waters like birds 

thirsty for a long time and tired of a sterile search. 

Mary was then a woman of 30, and three days after the change of 

personality, days spent in silent meditation, she asked to have a meeting 

with Aaron, Moses, and the great Priest Ishmael. 

When she was with them, she made a brief invocation to the Divinity 

to which those present joined her, and she said: 

–I believe that it should come as no surprise to you that I’m among 

you, if, as I believe, you’re fully convinced that the souls voluntarily 

devoted to the Divine Service repeat the journeys that resemble one 

another, like the pages of the same book that we write together. And 

blessed be, a thousand times, the Divine Goodness that allows us to 

continue united, those of us who began together from distant ages! 

"Light-Man of prehistory! –she exclaimed with deep emotion. –Balbina 

of Soldan once again places herself at your command to collaborate 

again in the mission that you bring in the present hour. Kobda Abelio, 

Kobda Muref, who gave me your support and strength in the distant past, 

be with me again so that together we may respond to the Divine mandate 

that makes itself felt for us with such a powerful thrust. 

And as she pronounced these words, Mary shook hands with Moses, 

Aaron, and the Elder Ishmael. 

–Sister of the Alliance –said Moses –your clear vision of the past 

awakens indelible memories in the souls of divine origin and eternal 

destinies. I must thank you because your clairvoyance of the past comes 

to reaffirm my convictions of the present... I know very well that long ages 

have followed one another in our successive lives and that our paths were 

marked united, and united they must continue. 

"I think that your mission in the present hour must have preferences 

among the feminine element, which have been so forgotten and 

neglected in the hour. The soul of a woman is not of a different essence 

than that of a man, and in our current humanity, she is barely taken into 

account to be a slave or servant, and to bring numerous offspring to the 

master who wants male elements for wars of conquest. Balbina of Soldan 
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of yesterday, Mary of Goshen of the today, take charge of the moral and 

social elevation of the woman, her dignification as daughter, wife and 

future mothers of humanity, and you will have carried out half of the work 

that the Divine Law has entrusted to me. And once again the Kobdas 

Muref and Abelio are at your side, to defend you from the lurks of 

darkness and to support your work in favor of the forgotten and 

completely neglected woman. 

“I leave the three of you together at this moment because other duties 

require my attention. Know that I leave completely under your direction 

and government everything that concerns the role you must play. 

–I request the collaboration of the Royal Princess –said Mary –, as I 

believe that we should not do without her in a case of this importance. 

Thimetis responded to the request made to her from the Castle 

Temple where the meeting was held, and it was agreed that they would 

visit the homes of the country, with preference for the most humble and 

the worst treated in that country and at that time, which meant a painful 

and extremely delicate task. 

Women of middle class or high society were free and already affiliated 

with the Temple School of On. The Pharaoh's intervention attracted the 

upper classes. But in humble homes, where a woman was no more than 

a despicable servant or slave, it was a different aspect for those who 

wanted to tear them away from her painful situation. 

A decree in the form of a request from the Royal Princess herself was 

necessary to ensure that no husband, master, or lord, could prevent the 

women under his command from visiting the halls of the Houses of Life, 

as Hospitals were known, one day a week. There they could receive the 

instructions and resources to take care of themselves, as well as training 

to take care of those entrusted to them. 

And a large group of women from high society and middle class 

offered themselves to the Royal Princess to help her with the task. 

–The past of the Kobdas, civilizers of the people, returns –said Moses 

when his mother told him the outcomes of the wonderful sowing of good, 

justice, and truth, which was carried out among the feminine element, so 

pitifully forgotten and neglected at that time. 

The optimism that gave encouragement to those who supported 

Moses was eclipsed at intervals like an elusive winter sun, that 

sometimes hides behind thick clouds. 

The women attendance at the designated sites decreased rather than 

increased. 

It was, therefore, necessary for the self-denial and effort of the 

missionaries of the ideal to reach the maximum that selfless love can 

achieve, on those who understand for the benefit of those who did not 

achieve understanding. 
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And ladies in high positions, sometimes accompanied by the Royal 

Princess, presented themselves to the masters or rulers of portions of 

women, servants or slaves, sometimes despotic husbands, proposing 

remuneration in money for the hours that they missed from their tasks. 

This gave rise to the desire and habit in some of exploiting rich women, 

who thus strove to raise the unhappy victims of men's selfishness from 

their lowest level. 

When the case reached the Pharaoh, the matter was brought to the 

meetings of the Seventy, and Ramses, absolute owner of everything 

related to his people, already wanted to decree imprisonment and 

punishments for all those who thus flouted his noble resolutions. 

They understood to what extent the backwardness of humankind had 

reached. Because it was evident that everyone understood the good that 

was sought for the underprivileged. But those who see everything with 

the lens of their refined selfishness blindly insist on taking material 

advantage even from the noble acts of the few capable of doing them. 

And among the Seventy such indignation was aroused in some that they 

found Pharaoh's idea convenient and just: punishment. 

Moses intervened with an idea that was conciliatory and correct at the 

same time. 

– Pharaoh –he said – you have more than once called me a magician, 

and it’s true that the Divine Law has endowed me with certain 

supraphysical faculties, which I have already successfully tested some 

years ago. My mother, from Mauritania, and I from the desert, managed 

to avoid great evils caused by the abuse of authority in temples and 

philosophical and religious schools in Thrace and Attica. 

“My mother here can attest to what I say. Those who act so selfishly 

are beings full of superstitions, and they fear invisible forces more than 

those of a material order, which are sometimes easy to outwit. 

“I propose, then, that the ladies of this heroic crusade for the moral 

elevation of women take note of the name and place where the man who 

has authority over them lives and spends the night; I take care of the rest. 

– Agreed!... Osarsiph, Understood. Now you have become well in tune 

with what Divinity wants from you. –And when Pharaoh said this he 

showed intimate satisfaction. 

They had all understood Moses' intention, since they all knew and 

practiced mental work for the good of certain subjects or portions of the 

humanities. And they all promised their mental collaboration to Moses, to 

carry out the magician's intervention, according to the feelings and 

thoughts of the Pharaoh. 

– Now, now!... Understood, Osarsiph. Now you truly have become in 

tune with what Divinity wants from you. –And when Pharaoh said this he 

expressed true satisfaction. 
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They had all understood Moses' intention, since they all knew and 

practiced mental work for the good of certain subjects or portions of the 

humanities. And they all promised their mental collaboration to Moses, to 

carry out the intervention of the magician, as the Pharaoh felt and 

thought. 

And I say that, if all spiritualists were capable of properly cultivating 

their mental faculties and using them for the good of humanity, the world 

panorama that we would contemplate at this moment and in all the years 

of our successive lives would be very different. 

The misnamed and disfigured plagues with which it has been said that 

Moses struck the country of the Pharaohs had this beginning and this 

end, which was to break the unjust and arrogant wills of the majority of 

the masters and owners of the lives and property of their defenseless 

fellowmen. How badly history looks when seen through the subtle and 

limpid plane of the luminous prisms of the Eternal Light, whose 

invulnerable Archives never falsify the truth! 

Moses' mental work, with the powerful collaboration of his Seventy, 

finally yielded results and the classrooms for women of humble condition 

began to be crowded again. Knowing in particular the personal situation 

of that large crowd of women, it was necessary to think about remedying 

it with great prudence and discretion at first, and then paying the ransom 

of the abused slaves, who were the largest number. It was even 

discovered that many of those unfortunate women had been stolen and 

not bought. Then Ramses intervened with one of his decrees like a whip 

of steel, decreeing imprisonment for all those who held slaves who had 

not been purchased. 

About 400 subjects of medium and high social position fell under this 

decree, including up to two who members of the Administrative Council 

of the Public Treasury, that is, a category equivalent to what today is 

called the Minister of Finance. 

And Ramses said privately to Moses: 

– Do you see what humankind is? If I were not at your side, you would 

now fall like another Anekh-Aton, because the evil thus exposed cannot 

bear the discoverer to remain alive. 

And Moses also answered him privately, so that everything would 

remain between the two of them. 

–This serious evil would not have been discovered without the 

magician's work, as you say, that the Seventy together with me had to 

do, but promise me, Pharaoh, that you will not exercise your power to 

take the lives of those captives who are held in your prisons of Rameses. 

“I understand that a time of confinement that should serve as a 

corrective measure is necessary, but nothing more. 

–After three moons and depending on their behavior, they will be 
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released with a promise not to commit such a heinous crime again. I don't 

know, Moses..., sometimes your presence makes me forget all ideas of 

punishment. Sometimes the idea of annulling slavery in Egypt has even 

occurred to me. Wouldn't that be a halo placed over the country of the 

Nile? 

–And a halo on your head, Pharaoh. Zoser, your distant ancestor, did 

it, but human selfishness triumphed again in the third generation after 

Zoser. This is what I have seen in scriptures from that time. 

They were having this conversation in a small room of the Princess 

Palace in Memphis, when Numbik appeared announcing that about 20 

travelers had just disembarked from Jandak, near the Fourth Cataract, 

and they asked to talk to the son of the Royal Princess. 

The Pharaoh wanted to leave, but Moses begged him to stay by his 

side. 

–Pharaoh, please, our interests in the great ideal are common. Neither 

I can separate myself, nor can you do it. Haven't we agreed to that? 

–Yes, it's true. So? 

–Let them go to the office room of this very house. 

–Your work has reached the fourth waterfall, Osarsiph. Because I’m 

sure that these travelers flock to the novelty. 

–There’s time for them to know, because today, it has been four years 

since I arrived at your domains, Pharaoh, without even remotely thinking 

about the winds that would blow. 

And they both passed through an interior corridor to the room where 

the travelers were waiting. 

The impression that Pharaoh received when he found himself in that 

room was not small, once Moses introduced him to the newcomers as 

Ramses II of Egypt. The oldest of the visitors approached him and in the 

Berber dialect, said: 

–Lord, to the mountains of Gondar that surround the blue sea (*today's 

Lake Tana), news has come that you are a just, strong, and Truth-loving 

sovereign, worthy brother of the august daughter of Ramses I, who has 

made a glorious regency in the Mauritania of my ancestors. 

“I bring with me the descendant of our sovereign, who murdered last 

moon and we ask your august sister, the Royal Princess, to shelter and 

protect her because her life is in danger. 

And so saying, he brought forward a figure hooded in dark blue. And 

when he uncovered her head, there stood before Pharaoh and Moses, a 

young girl of at least 16 years old, with dark hair and a pale face that 

looked like wax. Her soft, languid, frightened black eyes on the verge of 

crying, shone on her face.   

Moses hurried to bring her a chair and make her sit down. The Elder 

discovered another someone else's in a hooded cloak and a middle-aged 
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woman appeared who was introduced as the girl's governess. The rest 

were men trusted by the murdered sovereign. And the Elder who 

presided over that embassy was the Patriarch of the solitary Koptos of 

the Aksum Mountain. 

The Pharaoh assured the Elder that not only the young girl but all of 

them would be protected, and that, if deemed appropriate, he would 

intervene to restore peace to that distant country. 

Immediately those men began to transport from their large ship 

anchored in the dock a whole load of wooden chests and sealskin and 

buffalo skin bags. 

 –Pharaoh –said the Elder when the men brought in the large cargo –

I believe that this girl will be allowed to protect the treasures of her family 

and the Scriptures of their Archives under your tutelage. To abandon 

everything there would have been to lose it forever. 

Moses didn’t hear anything, but he thought, remembered, and created 

more and more new programs that adhered to his supreme ideal. 

That Patriarch of the Koptos of the Mountain of Gondar would surely 

be a trace, a lost branch of the Kobdas of Abel, who would go to hide in 

the remoteness of the Continent to save their lives from the cruelty of the 

invaders, when the devastation of Neghada. 

–Behold –he said –another window opens onto the glorious past that 

I’ve been searching for so long and from which I hope to bring forth a 

flourishing and beautiful future. 
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63.  The Mountain of Gondar  
 

We know that through the ages and centuries everything changes, 

everything transforms, and sometimes turns into ashes, rubble, sand, 

until it completely disappears from the surface of the Earth. It is the path 

taken by everything that exists. And that’s what happened to what was 

once called the country of Artinon in Prehistory, when the Kobda 

civilization flourished, the glorious beginning of our Adamic Civilization. 

This country was later called the country of Kush, then Ethiopia and 

currently Abyssinia. 

The demands of a historian or narrator of the life of Moses force me, 

kind reader, to take you to that country that was always so closely linked 

to idealist currents, in which three messianic lives of our guiding 

conductor developed: that of Abel, of Moses, and of Yhasua. And the 

Eternal Light, that divine magician of Absolute Truth, will tell us with its 

usual simplicity, everything we need to know to reach a perfect 

understanding of the life of Moses. 

The Mountain of Gondar was a superb labyrinth of towering hills, some 

of exuberant plant fertility and others of varied mineral wealth. Many 

centuries ago, when Lemuria sank under the collapses produced in part 

by its numerous volcanoes, the refugees from the cataclysm who were 

able to escape alive dispersed to different parts of the Earth. 

In the work “Eternal Harps - Summits and Plains” appears the story 

referring to the Lemurians refugees, who settled in the southeast of the 

African Continent, then known as “Black Land”. 

Over the centuries, native tribes joined the Tribe of the Giants, as they 

were called, and learned from them the art of extracting and polishing 

gold and precious stones, as well as hunting of great beasts that were 

abundant in the Continent. Emigrations of small portions of humanity 

have occurred at all times for several reasons. Families that were then 

called tribes, seeking better living conditions, moved away until they 

found them. And so it was that two families, whose heads were brothers, 

headed west, towards the place where they saw the sun sinking in the 

setting. The wife of one of them had had a mysterious dream with a 

character, who was all light and love, who told her: "If you walk for 100 

days towards where the sun hides, you will find everything you need to 

live your life with peace and happiness. 

And as the dream was repeated several times, the young wife, whose 

name was Emira, finally convinced her companion. And her companion 

convinced his brother, to walk towards that place. Their parents had died, 

and they only had two children as a family, a boy and a girl. A few 

companions and friends joined them, and they began the march, 
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spending the night under tents, defending themselves from wild animals 

with bonfires and torches, until they reached the Mountain they called 

Gondara, which had been the name of their beloved mother, the last one 

to leave the Earth. 

They loved this a place up to the point of producing a kind of 

fascination in them. The blue sea in which the sky and the mountains 

were reflected was populated with large and small fish, which truly 

guaranteed a serene life and safe food. 

Up to this point we have been guided by the magnificent lines of the 

Light in its Eternal mirrors.  

 

*** 

 

Let’s now return, dear reader, to the travelers who arrived in Memphis, 

who were kindly installed in the same Palace of the Princess, where the 

Pharaoh, Thimetis, and Moses went several times a week, driven by the 

needs of the work they were doing. 

Of all the cargo they brought, Moses was particularly interested in the 

Scriptures, because his intuition made him understand that there was 

something in the event that took place in that distant country. He was 

interested in learning about the ideology followed by those refugees. 

Thimetis, for one, had won the trust and affection of the poor little girl 

whom the wickedness of men had left alone in the world. And from her 

and her governess she learned the extent of her religious knowledge, 

which, if not perfect, almost surpassed that of the majority of the common 

people in Egypt itself, which was considered the best at the time. 

Finally, it came to be known that in Gondar, there was a congregation 

of solitary men who were called Koptos, in the most hidden and 

mountainous hill. And that they performed the functions of teachers, 

doctors, and saviors of all the difficult situations that the inhabitants of 

that beautiful place of the Earth were going through. 

The Scriptures that the girl gave to the Princess, finished telling the 

whole story of that secluded people who lived unknown to the rest of the 

world, because they needed nothing from the world, since they had 

everything they needed for their lives without major demands there. 

And the Elder Patriarch of Gondar, Geridanus, said to the Pharaoh 

and to Moses: 

–Until today this people has lived as birds, bees, and gazelles live, 

until two foreigners arrived, who with the progress and advances of the 

world conquered the will and confidence of the great chief, who gave 

himself to them without suspecting that they were bringing him death and 

misfortune. 

 "In its distant origins, the old Sanctuary of Aksum was formed of 
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Lemurian and Atlantean refugees, who, dying and being reborn in the 

long run of the centuries, had seen from afar also peoples and 

civilizations die and be reborn. Until the news reached them by an 

inhabitant of Midian, who knew and loved Jethro, Moses’ uncle, that in 

the capital of Egypt, the country of the Pharaohs, they could find support, 

protection, and justice for that people threatened by vile usurpers of the 

good of others. 

–Here is the way –said Moses –that the Eternal Law opens to this 

people and to this descendant of a murdered king to join the Divine ideal 

of Justice that we meditate upon. 

"The prehistoric Kobdas still live in Mount Sinai and the Mountain of 

Gondar. The Eternal lamp continues to illuminate the darkness, which 

knows nothing and wants to know nothing of this eternal light that 

illuminates them. –Moses, with his eyes crystallized with tears, added: 

"Thank you, Invisible and Eternal Lord! Thank you because you never 

forgot the humankind of the Earth! 

Some old chronicle, from the time when Israel was crossing the desert, 

mentions an Ethiopian woman related to the life of Moses. 

And I think that in almost all ancient Scriptures, fragmented, half-

restored, well or badly interpreted, there’s always some truth, as if to 

encourage the good researcher to search, until he finds the hidden 

treasure behind that chink through which a ray of light filters. 

While the orphan Abidi was being consoled with the Royal Princess 

and Star, Moses’ wife, he was fully engaged with the Pharaoh and the 

former Pontiff Membra, in clarifying the obscure accounts that comprised 

the scroll of Scriptures referring to the people of the Gondar Mountain. 

The writings were a confusing mixture with traces of Toltec language, 

Mauritanian writing and even the very old symbols depicted by means of 

animals, just as the Lemurian Scribes did. 

Seeing that it was not possible for them to form even a properly 

coordinated paragraph that could mean a story, they decided to call the 

Elder Patriarch Geridano, the young girl’s guide, who had resolved to 

remain in Memphis until the Pharaoh decided on the kind of protection he 

would give to his people. 

And the Elder expressed himself like this: 

 –The settlers of the Mountain of Gondar have shaped their customs 

and their life on the basis of very ancient oral traditions, passed down 

from fathers to sons through the centuries it has taken them to reach the 

current population of 3,000 inhabitants. Goodness has predominated in 

them due to the isolation that the very geography of the place has 

imposed on them. 

"They know that they are descended from Lemurians and Atlanteans 

refugees, and they preserve traditions of their Divine Geniuses that 



 595 

protect them. A privileged shepherd conquered the love of a Princess, 

daughter of a powerful King of Lemuria. His death brought the 

dismemberment of his kingdom, for the daughter, Princess heiress, 

became a shepherd at the side of her beloved shepherd and they created 

a new village of outlaws, around a mysterious mountain that had the 

shape of an enormous stone cross. The Genie, who was formerly a 

shepherd, was called Numu, son of the Great Sun God, and his 

shepherdess, Genie or feminine Divinity, Mother Queen Vesper. As 

protector for the great dangers, they invoked a Divinity called by them 

"Father Juno the Strong", who according to them was like a scourge for 

the wicked; he would tear to pieces in the blink of an eye the evil men and 

the ferocious beasts. 

The Elder Patriarch deciphered the meaning of all those signs and 

figures, which looked like a board of chess figures, around a large chariot 

or granite block in the shape of a rustic cross. 

Theft and disloyalty were the major crimes or misdemeanors for them. 

Marital fidelity and submission and love for their parents were their 

special virtues. Their ideology, worship and morals were reduced to this. 

For Moses, who had a deep knowledge of the history of the past, all 

this was wonderfully clear. 

And in the depths of his conscience this idea took shape; that this 

small village was reminiscent of the civilizing work of Numu, the shepherd 

of Mirt-ain-Mari, and of Vesperina, the Princess who became a 

shepherdess. The Scripture also mentioned another Divine Genius, 

whom they called The King of Gold. He would appear at times on nights 

of full moon at the top of the Mountain of Gondar to announce an 

overflowing of the Blue Sea, so that all would open the floodgates of their 

canals and could take advantage of the water that would fertilize their 

crops. And they said that their Mountain of Gondar was the same Holy 

Mountain, that The King of Gold had moved from Atlantis to next to the 

Blue Sea for the benefit of his people. 

And in this King of Gold coming from Atlantis, Moses found reflections 

of the historical and real Amphion, who had been the civilizing Genius of 

the first Atlantean journey, whom he knew from the ancient Scriptures of 

those distant ages. 

–Your sheepfold is widening, Osarsiph –said Pharaoh to him. –For this 

people, ignored and hidden in the mountains of the country of Kush, will 

undoubtedly be another portion of humanity for your great ideal. 

"What do you think if I send 10,000 of the most hardy and strongest 

men to drive out the invaders and transform the mountains of Gondar into 

Egyptians? 

 –The idea is good as long as your 10,000 strong men don’t make 

disasters as far as that is from here. I would add to your idea that those 
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10,000 go under the command of Patriarch Geridano, and that it be the 

solitary, his companions, who impose order there, protected and 

sheltered by your power and pride. 

"They are a remnant or remembrance of the prehistoric Kobdas who 

civilized the three Continents, and it would not be a miracle if those 

Solitaries, with your protection, could carry out the evolution of the distant 

country of Kush". 

*** 

 

And here we have, beloved reader, one of the great works of Moses 

which our humankind is totally unaware of. This is the origin of the 

entrance of Ethiopia, into the concert of Egyptian Civilization, which for 

so many centuries made Egypt the educator of ancient humankind. 

The arrival of Ethiopia with its solitaries and peoples of Gondar was 

like a revival of the Kobdas of Abel, of Bohindra and Adonai. 

From there came that dynasty of righteous Pharaohs, of wise men, to 

which several centuries later the Queen of Sheba belonged, beloved of 

Solomon. Their son was the first Pharaoh of the Shabaka dynasty, 

founded and initiated by him, which centuries later was drowned by the 

fierce selfishness and human incomprehension. 

He was the main victim, just as the righteous Anekh-Aton, last 

Pharaoh of that dynasty of great and just sovereigns. In this new earthly 

journey, he was known by Taharkin II (aka Taharqa). When he was 

fleeing from the Assyrian invaders to Thebes, not wanting the slaughter 

and destruction of thousands of lives, he took refuge in the mountain of 

Gondar in the old Sanctuary of Aksum and ordered the people to 

surrender without a fight. 

These events took place seven centuries after Moses, and are 

mentioned here, as a trace of the force that the "Thou shalt not kill" had, 

brought down from the heights of Sinai by Moses. 

Taharkin II of the Shabaka Dynasty, was a reincarnation of Hur, the 

first childhood companion of the Giant Genius, who admired him so much 

in his performance as Amenophis IV. As Hur, he would see Moses die in 

the exodus of the desert defending this great ideal as we will see in painful 

detail when the time comes to narrate that great Via Dolorosa that was 

for Moses. 

The great Sovereigns, Kings and Conductors and Educators of 

peoples, of large or small portions of humanities, we must always look for 

them among those who were disciples and followers of the great Anointed 

of the Eternal Law to guide terrestrial humankind. And we will surely find 

them there. 

The Lemurian Flamens, the men of fire of Juno and of Numu, the 

White Prophets of Amphion, the Dakthylos of Antulius, the Kobdas of 
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Abel, the Mendicant Pilgrims of Buddha, the Monks of the Towers of 

Silence of Krishna, and the Essenes of Moses, are the same eternal 

pilgrims of the Supreme Ideal, tireless in dreaming of a better humanity, 

tireless also in dying and being reborn a thousand times until they see 

fulfilled the work that is not of a century or of ten but of long Ages. ..., so 

long and distant one from the other, that those who live in the flesh in one 

life, know absolutely nothing and remember nothing of those that 

preceded them amidst the horror and terror of the cruelest struggles. 

And the Spiritual Archivist, who sees in the Eternal Light relive the 

stupendous episode of which he himself took part in more than ten or a 

hundred opportunities, feels as small as a grain of sand lost in the 

immense sea of the infinite, and only sees the great and strong Divine 

Conductor of this gigantic exodus.  

For this reason, kind reader, we should not be astonished and even 

less scandalized that human smallness has been and is so 

incomprehensive of what were the great and sublime lives that our Moses 

led on Earth, Conductor from Juno to Yhasua of Nazareth. 

But yes, we must fully render our thanks to the Eternal Law who has 

appointed that same Legion of His loving-beings, so that, at the end of 

the still dark cycle for this humankind, it may be illuminated by the Divine 

Truth, at the beginning of a new cycle of evolution. If we have been able 

to follow Him in His lives of martyrdom, sacrificed on Earth, today He 

gives us the compensation of drawing back the great curtains that hid 

Him for millions of centuries, so that terrestrial humanity may see Him 

and know Him as He is, and as He will be in the infinite Eternity that we 

still cannot measure or understand. 

May the reader of these narrations forgive this long sidetracking to 

which the very subject I’ve been dealing with has led me. 

Let us return then to Moses, who from the solitudes of the desert of 

Midian has returned to the splendorous Egypt of Ramses II, to carry out 

the great idealistic work that the Eternal Law had entrusted to him at that 

stage of his glorious Messianism.  
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64.  From Memphis to Gondar 
 

From the observation that every historian must make in the good 

desire to be a faithful messenger of the truth, we come to the conclusion 

that there are certain epochs, countries, and customs that distinguish 

them from the others. 

And such was the case with the country of the Nile not only in the time 

of Moses, but long before and even after. 

If ancient Egypt deserved the name of example of cultured countries, 

it has always been due to its priestly colleges of sages, men devoted 

exclusively to the cultivation of the highest faculties of the mind. 

It was like the very bright radiance coming out from Neghada for 1,300 

years extended almost at the same time to the prairies of the Euphrates, 

to the peoples of the Caspian Sea and to the countries of the eternal ice. 

It made the wonder of making people understand the great benefits of 

peace, or fraternal love or mutual aid. 

And it was from that distant hour that the most advanced minds were 

devoted to performing special works for the benefit of humankind. 

Our main character, Moses, was one of the men who most fervently 

cultivated the great mental potentiality that is dormant in almost all 

beings. 

And it was awakened more vividly in him through Patriarch Geridano. 

Moses held long conversations with him during the evenings in the library 

of the castle of Lake Merik. Together they did mental exercises that took 

them night after night during sleep, from Memphis to Gondar, as the 

epigraph of this chapter says. 

When five moons had passed, the Elder was already thinking of 

returning to Gondar. Then an embassy arrived from Gondar with the 

news that a group of young men had seized the assassins of the great 

Chief and held them captive until a proper authority resolved what should 

be done with them. 

Those who arrived referred about some strange phenomena that had 

occurred, with which they were able to surprise the assassins in their 

hiding places in an unexpected way. 

The Patriarch, Moses, and all those who were aware of the events and 

places where they must have taken place, on hearing them recount the 

news, came to the conviction that everything was the fruit of the mental 

work done in Memphis, so that the distant country would return to 

normality without sacrificing lives or causing destruction in any way. 

When the Pharaoh heard of all that had happened, he ordered the 

departure of a squadron of volunteer spearmen to settle permanently in 

Gondar, with their wives and children, as a guardian escort for the 
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peaceful inhabitants of that remote village. The squadron of volunteer 

lancers would ride on good horses, while the wives and children would 

embark on the large ship, which would carry the Patriarch, the princess, 

her governess and other companions. 

The girl and her governess asked to stay with the Royal Princess until 

further notice. They were pupils of the School of the Temple of On and 

felt strongly attached to all the classmates. 

Patriarch Geridano expressed his desire to seek the redemption of 

those who had caused so much harm to his people. 

And in a private conversation with Moses, he spoke to him thus: 

– Only to you, my son, can I reveal my secret. I am twice your age, but 

knowing what you are, I’m sure you will understand me. In the distant 

glorious age of the Kobdas as a strong philanthropic and educational 

Institution, there were men like those mentioned in the Scriptures that I 

keep and those that you have made known to me here. 

"There was a chieftain of the country of Arab where everything is 

burning sky, parched sands, and mountains that form frightful labyrinths 

of stone. His name was Beni-Abad, who wanted to rest secluded in 

Neghada among the Kobdas of the Sanctuary and left his eldest son as 

head of the country. This son made such intolerable disasters that the 

father left his seclusion and constituted himself a severe judge of that bad 

son, who thus abused his trust and his love. He deposed him and left him 

captive for a long time on the Rock of Sindi, which we know today as 

Mount Sinai. 

"I am that bad son who caused such enormous disasters, and 

whenever beings who cause harm to their peoples cross my path, I ask 

the Eternal Power to grant me the ability to redeem them as the Kobdas 

were able to redeem me as well. 

And the brave Patriarch Geridano indeed proved to have the spirit of 

sacrifice that ennobled and dignified Diza-Abad, for there was no way to 

keep him in Memphis because of his advanced age. So, he returned to 

Gondar with the consent of the Pharaoh that he would prove the 

redemption of the invaders. He led an escort of 400 volunteer spearmen 

under his orders with the slogan of being faithful defenders of the Solitary 

of Aksum and the peaceful people who lived at the foot of its Sanctuary. 

 –A notice from you –he said to the young girl Abidi –that you wish to 

return to Gondar will be like an order from the King. But I leave you happy 

and calm under the protection of the Royal Princess who will indeed be 

as if your mother had returned from the grave. 

–My son –he said to Moses as he bade him farewell –I wait for you on 

Mount Sinai, where I know you will arrive one day, to receive from the 

hands of the saints who live and die there, to be reborn and to die again, 

the great Law that the Most High will give to humankind through you. This 



 600 

is the Scripture that I am engraving, not on parchment, but in your mind 

at the moment when I say to you: See you later. –He embraced him tightly 

and went up the gangplank of the great ship that was already casting off 

its moorings. 

And as handkerchiefs continued to be waved from the ship and from 

the dock, Moses and Geridano thought of the farewell of Abel and Adonai, 

on the great stone dock of Neghada, several millennia ago. 

The times, like the human deeds performed in them, are similar, even 

though they are separated by an immensity of centuries. 

Moses remained thoughtful and even somewhat saddened. His earlier 

clairvoyance was true, which had made him feel the voice of Thylo 

coming from Sinai. It was true that in Sinai there were Kobdas who lived 

hidden and unknown, like those of Gondar in the Sanctuary of Aksum.  

–In how many other places could they have remain hidden and no one 

knows it? –He asked himself as he returned step by step from the dock 

to the Princess' Palace, where he had left his mother a few moments 

before, with his wife and Abine. 

The question he asked himself continued to vibrate in his mind as he 

gave himself fully to it. 

And the probe of his mind, like a diamond hook, extracted from the 

depths of his own self, this answer: 

–God knows it and you know it right now. Remember it. There are 

Kobdas on Mount Hor, on Mount Nebo, on the Mountain of Gondar, in a 

cavern in the Mauritanian Atlas and on Mount Sinai. Five occult 

Groupings that form the five most powerful rays of the Five-Pointed Star, 

which shines from the higher heavens for all the Messiahs who are 

currently on mission." 

Moses leaned against the base of the obelisk of bluish marble, which 

stood in the avenue of palm trees that gave entrance to the Palace of the 

Princess. 

The voice of that answer had shaken him to the point of making him 

tremble. He was strong, but sometimes the inner voice is more vibrant 

than the nervous system of highly sensitized beings can resist, due to the 

frequency of deep meditations. 

And from that moment he resolved to seek the spiritual alliance of that 

Five-Pointed Star, which existed as an eternal lamp on the face of the 

Earth, in order to obtain from it all the light and strength necessary for his 

great and arduous mission to be accomplished. 

When he revealed this secret to the meeting of the seventy, Prince 

Fredek asked for the floor and told all he knew about the Anchorites of 

the Black Mount, so called because it is a basalt hill that disappears at 

first sight among the labyrinth of the enormous mountain range of the 

High Mountains. He learned this secret from one of the solitaries who was 
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the brother of the Chief Scribe of the Temple of the Sun of Mauritania.  

After he learned this, he used to send continuous aid, in the form of food 

supplies and clothes, to the solitaries because he came to know of the 

extreme privations in which they lived, especially in the harsh winters of 

the region in which vegetables and even wild herbs disappear. 

The Royal Princess complained bitterly that she, being the Regent of 

that country, had not been informed of the secret in order to help them as 

much as possible. 

 –Forgive me, Royal Highness, but the one who gave me the secret 

demanded that I promised to keep it. Now that I see it discovered, I allow 

myself to speak in case the leaders of this great idealistic movement need 

to communicate with those Mauritanian Anchorites. 

 –Indeed –said Moses –we will need them as well as others who are 

in the same spiritual situation as they are.  

–They prefer not to establish links with the outside world –added 

Fredek –and if I’ve been able to send them material aid, it has been 

completely anonymous, using the Scribe I mentioned, to whom I sent my 

donations for the Anchorites of the Black Mount, without revealing the 

sender of the shipment. 

–It must be that way –said one of the Elder priests of the Temple of 

On. –Every link or relationship with the outside world carries such heavy 

vibrations, fluids, or emanations and sometimes loaded with adverse 

forces, that the Anchorites will strongly wish to avoid them, because they 

even cause nervous breakdowns. When one lives in the antechamber of 

the superior heavens, the sounds, thoughts, desires and even words of 

the profane world cause pains known only to the one who feels them in 

his own being. 

 –Truly –said another Elder, Hierophant of the Temple of Dendera, –

we feel it strongly in our isolation, which is not as absolute as that of the 

Mountains. How much more must those who have spent a lifetime in 

those immense solitudes suffer from it. 

Five persons were chosen among the youngest to go meet with the 

solitary in the name of Pharaoh, Moses, and the Royal Princess. In this 

way they would be united to this Spiritual Entity that began with a School 

with open-doors, where the knowledge of the Supreme Power and its 

relationship with the souls incarnated on Earth would be taught alongside 

the human sciences. 

Fredek of Port Ophir would visit the Anchorites of the Black Mount, 

since he had an intermediary in the Scribe of the Temple of the Sun. 

The other four emissaries would choose the place where they had 

some possibility or relations that could facilitate his task. 

Moses would expose his program to be carried out, which was the 

creation of a people for his ideal: the Divine Unity. And the parchment 
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was signed by Pharaoh, the Royal Princess, and all those who formed 

the Spiritual Congress of the Seventy. 

This people should have a place to settle, since they couldn’t expect 

ancient peoples educated under other principles to conform to the new 

forms of life that were to be introduced. The vast majority of beings 

gathered in their populous capitals lived willingly or unwillingly according 

to the customs in which they were born and had lived for their lifetime.  

To create a people for an ideal! 

There were only 70 beings who believed it possible and dreamed of 

realizing it. They were looking for that lamp lit amidst the darkness of 

humanity, that Five-Pointed Star that lived on sacrifice, love, and hope. 

Would that not be the surest way to achieve success? 

The emissaries would carry, in addition to the program of Moses with 

the consent of the Pharaoh and the Royal Princess, the necessary gold 

to help the precarious situation of the solitary and all the Scriptures that 

meant announcements, prophecies, or clairvoyance obtained related to 

the great work to be done. 

If the solitary wanted to join the legion of beings that embraced the 

new ideal, the emissaries were authorized to lead them to the ancient 

Temple of On, which was already restored and enabled as central 

headquarters of the new Ideology. 

Some took four moons, others five, but all returned accompanied by 

some of the solitary men, since some wanted to stay in their hidden 

shelters, like those of Mount Hor where three remained, of Mount Nebo 

where four remained, and of Mount Sinai where all wanted to stay waiting 

for the great Envoy, who had to go up there awaiting the mandate of the 

Supreme Power. 

On Mount Aksum, in Gondar, Patriarch Geridano remained with two 

more solitaries, and the others came to Egypt to form not just 70 firm 

affiliates but 147 masters of spiritual life. They were made through the 

hardest sacrifice, absolute selfless love, and that lasting hope of the true 

spiritualist who says: "If the soul that lives in me is eternal, eternal must 

be my hope for a better life".  
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65.  The Mosaicist Women 
 

The mistakes made in general by the reporters, chroniclers, or 

biographers of the brilliant man we know as Moses are truly regrettable.  

This man was better known as Osarsiph in Egypt, but the people who 

followed his ideal knew him as Moses. This was abbreviated from Aton-

Moses, the name he wished to adopt when he was consecrated 

Hierophant of the Temple of Memphis. 

One of the many deficiencies attributed to him consists in affirming 

that Moses had an aversion to women, and dogmatists attribute this to 

the legendary fact that Eve36, was the cause of Adam’s37 rebellion against 

Jehovah's command. 

It has already been sufficiently proven by archaeological science, by 

geology, by the history that the stones of the Temples of the different and 

numerous capitals of the world are discovering, and above all by logic 

and good sense, that what has been taken as real history in the primitive 

Sacred Scriptures from ancient times have been in fact only figurative 

symbols. They used figurative symbols because the truth had to be 

hidden due to the tremendous severity of the laws of the Temples that 

punished even with perpetual imprisonment an imprudent revelation. And 

it’s quite natural and fair that this was done. If even today, after 20 

centuries of the Christian era, it is still not prudent or discreet to speak 

before the profane common people about certain truths that are difficult 

for them to understand and assimilate, what would it be in that distant 

past? 

If in the Middle Ages and previous centuries, gallows and bonfires 

operated so abundantly to hang heretics and burn alive sorcerers and 

magicians because they had the audacity to try to teach in public the 

truths, which should live hidden in the Crypt of the Temples or in the 

secret corridors of pyramids, built by civilizers refugees from continents 

invaded by the waters overflowing from the great oceans that have 

divided our small terrestrial sphere, then it is clearly understood that 

neither Moses nor any of the most enlightened Initiates of his time could 

afford to make revelations. These would have been lost in the sands of 

absolute ignorance regarding the true Cosmogony, the true and only 

owner of the truth as it is.  

And as for Moses being an enemy of women, pure logic compels us 

to defend him. 

             

 
36 Inappropriately called the first woman of this world. 
37 Also, the first man according to the old legend. 
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Can we suppose for a moment that this was real, knowing the value 

that the human Psyche had for an Initiate of Moses’ stature?...The Divine 

Psyche, daughter of God, coming from Him as a spark and destined to 

return to Him, enlarged with her own effort, with merits acquired by the 

great Law of Evolution? Whether the human Psyche was in a female or 

male body is secondary, compared to the value of the human soul of 

divine origin and eternal destiny. 

Beginning with his noble mother, the Royal Princess, and with that 

flower of the air of his first love called Merik, who passed through his life 

like a satin wing that caressed him for an instant and vanished like a 

perfume; with the poor little Star, or Zipporah, as the Scriptures mention 

her, absolutely nothing is found in the life of Moses that can be qualified 

as aversion to woman. 

And when we have reached the hectic and varied days of arranging 

families, tents, and organizing the perfect manner in which the imposing 

emigration was to be carried out, we see the women, like buzzing bees 

of an immense swarm, come to the one whom they still consider as the 

Viceroy Superintendent of Egypt, to explain to him with touching sincerity 

the situation of each one of them. 

In whom but him and his exalted mother could they confide? The 

Queen, who, being a good wife and a good mother, had always kept 

herself withdrawn from public things, would not allow them to believe or 

hope that in this case she could solve their intimate problems. 

Who else but him and his exalted mother could they trust? The Queen, 

who, being a good wife and a good mother, always withdrawn from public 

affairs, wouldn’t she allow them to believe or hope that in this case she 

could solve their intimate problems? 

Those who had been slaves had two or three little children but no 

husbands; the young girls who lived under the protection of old 

grandparents who could give them very little shade; those who had been 

flowers of pleasure, but now discarded as something that inspired no 

interest, vegetated in a useless life, and a belated repentance of what 

was once their golden ideal and today was only a painful and murky 

memory. ..., in short, all these and many others that would form a long 

catalog, what would they do if the soul of this great movement disliked 

them? 

On the contrary, Moses was the Divine Mercy incarnated in him, to 

solve these painful personal problems and to solve them in such a way, 

that the Pharaoh, his mother, and the Seventy began to meditate and be 

convinced that Moses was indeed designated by the Supreme Will to be 

the wise and prudent conductor of a people to the Superior Ideal that he 

had forged. 

He was indeed the only man who could and would bring such an idea 
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to reality. 

We will need long and deep meditations to understand the soul mettle 

that this chosen Conductor of a people needed to endure on his matter, 

provided with a nervous system, a circulatory system, a digestive system, 

all, in short, the diverse and delicate organic functions that every physical 

organism of this Earth performs. 

He went to Goshen and other suburban neighborhoods of Memphis 

three times a week, in search of the problems, suffering, and needs of 

the beings that would form the great caravan. 

He had to know them all personally. And when he returned to his 

alcove in the castle of Lake Merik or in the Palace of the Princess, he 

would close his door. And alone before the Divinity, before the One 

Invisible God that his soul felt living in itself, he would sometimes fall into 

such desperate anguish that more than once his mother, the only one 

who could enter his closed alcove, found him lying like a dead body on 

the upholstered pavement. 

– Lord, Lord! – cried Moses the clairvoyant– you see, I don't have 

enough strength to carry on my shoulders the enormous mountain of the 

sorrows of a people. I am a being of flesh and blood, Lord of heaven, you 

know it because you have been following my footsteps since childhood. 

The matter from which your law has formed me is not strong enough to 

bear the pains of 600,000 souls enclosed in bodies a thousand times 

weaker than mine. 

"Lord, Eternal Lord!... Just and Good! If you who are my Father have 

no pity on me, where shall I turn to find it? 

"There are criminals whom justice has not condemned because it 

doesn’t know it, who ask to follow you, Lord, because from you they hope 

for the mercy that they will not find in men. There are prostitutes who are 

disillusioned and abhorred by those who with the sweetness of false love 

dragged them into chaos, and they accept your mercy and your 

forgiveness because they know well that the world neither pities nor 

forgives, and that only in you, Lord, will they find peace in a better life. 

There are wives repudiated by their husbands because they are 

incorrigible adulterers, and husbands mocked by their wives who were 

attracted to a foreigner resplendent with gold. 

"And they all suffer the consequences of their painful misdeeds, and 

they all turn to you, Lord, the only one who has pity on those who have 

committed an offence and want to redeem themselves. Lord! There are 

feelings of hatred and selfishness as deep as a hundred abysses open 

at my feet; shall I let them fall into the abysses for lack of pious hands to 

save them? 

Such were Moses’ lonesome meditations when he returned to his 

alcove and went over with his memory what he had collected in the purest 
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vessel of his mind that understood everything. Because he was ..., the 

only man who could understand, forgive, tolerate, and give new directions 

to those trees that the winds of life had cut down, that human cataclysms 

had twisted their stems, that the ice of merciless winters had half dried 

up, and it was very difficult to bring them back to life. 

And his white book was filling up every day with the annotations of 

names and families, of problems to be solved, of putting in order again a 

whole portion of disordered humanity, discarded almost for the most part. 

And there was still so much more to write down. None of them should be 

forgotten! Of his own free will he bore everyone’s burdens, and he would 

never be disloyal to the One Father who entrusted them to him. 

 

* * * 

 

In the five years that had passed since Moses set foot again in the 

land of Egypt, many events had occurred, some of them completely 

ignored, some of them silenced and willingly buried in oblivion. 

He had become acquainted or befriended several of the captains of 

the great warships of the superb squadron that swung in the ports of the 

country of the Nile. No longer destined for war they traveled in flourishing 

trade with the entire civilized world of the time. And each captain was a 

double-locked closed book but opened to Moses. He was the son of the 

Royal Princess, the regent of Mauritania, and the sovereign of Baetica, 

because the sovereign Prince Arphasol had delegated to her his 

centuries-old noble title, and of all his rights to that vast and rich domain 

on the opposite shore of the Great Sea. 

A huge and beautiful ship with a yellow and white flag and brand-new 

name on the tall prow pole, Royal Princess, was anchored in the port of 

Pelusium, the nearest to Rameses which was then the center of all the 

great international activities of the Egypt of Ramses II. 

It was like a declaratory symbol before all nations, that in Egypt 

resided at that time the Sovereignty of Baetica in the person of the 

illustrious sister of the Pharaoh, to whom ignorance and superstition 

attributed fantastic qualities and powers. And the fact that the Sovereign 

of Baetica had delegated his powers and rights to her, added to these 

erroneous beliefs. Much of the greatness and magnificence of Ramses II 

were attributed to her influence. And the civilized world of that time, which 

was all devoted to the thousand idolatrous cults of gods and goddesses 

that in spiritual and moral decadence poured like a poisonous virus 

everywhere from Thrace and Attica, even wanted to add Thimetis to its 

rich catalog of divinities. 

We can think that the Divine Law wanted to get more good out of the 

reigning evil, because Baetica was not the only sovereignty that was 
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offered to Thimetis, who sought nothing and wanted nothing for herself. 

The fact is that on a night when the full moon shone over the Great 

Sea like a thousand luminaries lit upon it, Moses, extremely tired from his 

tasks in Goshen and Rameses, sought the quiet cabin that the Royal 

Princess ship, anchored in the harbor, offered him whenever he was near 

those places. The captain was one of the most skilled seamen of his time. 

He was a mature man of 50 who had started as a cabin boy, who used 

to balance like a tightrope monkey on the sails and rigging, but at the time 

he was of supreme authority on that ship. 

The reader can guess what Prince Arphasol of Baetica would have 

told him about Thimetis and Moses, if he delves into the captain's feelings 

and finds there two images as if in high relief: Moses and his mother. He 

adored them.   

–What a wonderful couple! –the noble seaman thought. –They 

deserved to be masters of the whole world. What kings and rulers cared 

as they did for the pain and misery of men and women who crawled like 

maggots in the mud flats and swamps? 

For Captain Asaph of Kadesh, sometimes seated on his high post with 

his long-vision lens, had watched the son of the Royal Princess 

accompanying his mother who, in her tiny sailboat with yellow and white 

flag and violet drapery, was going through the canals of the Delta to pick 

up the runaway slaves, the children thrown into the water, the old people 

ulcerated with leprosy, the tubercular patients from whom everyone was 

fleeing. 

And as the sailor watched, his powerful lens continued to reveal 

secrets that perhaps no one else knew, and his dialogue with himself 

continued uninterrupted: 

–Aren't they full of power and riches? Why do they need this dunghill 

garbage that they insist on collecting? She is almost the sovereign of 

Mauritania, with a hundred ships that trade and travel all the seas, with 

caravans that go from the country of the Sun to the mouths of the Niger; 

sister of the Pharaoh who adores her; and he, her son who today lifts up 

the entire underworld of Egypt’s dispossessed and makes them capable 

of enlarging, with his free and voluntary effort, the richest and strongest 

country in the world. 

"There must be something..., something must be hidden behind what 

these two characters who are now my supreme bosses are doing. 

Observe Asaph, observe and you will know. 

And the attentive and decent sailor continued his observations. Until 

on one night when the full moon shone like a thousand luminaries over 

the sea, he allowed himself to offer a dinner as a restful refreshment, 

when he saw Moses going up to his reserved cabin in the Royal Princess 

ship. 
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– Will your Highness allow me to have him served in his own cabin for 

greater privacy in his rest? 

– Yes, man, yes, wherever you wish, since you insist on treating me 

so kindly. 

And it was for Captain Asaph like the sky had opened up and all the 

stars emptied out like flowers at his feet. 

That night he learned what interested him so much in his inner self, he 

learned about the vast projects of Moses: To create a people for an ideal. 

And that people would be made up of such varied elements, diverse 

from each other, of different education, of races that sometimes would 

find themselves divided by deep hatreds. 

And she was a woman like a white lily of the mountains, and he was 

a Royal Prince born in a cradle of gold and almost Pharaoh's brother! 

–Heavens! –said the sailor, clutching his head with both hands –Aren’t 

you happy, your highness, with everything you have? What are you 

looking for in the mire and garbage, when all is gold and satin flowers in 

your path? Forgive me, Your Highness, for my audacity, but I don't 

understand what you are doing. Are you both gods come down to Earth 

to conduct men to the paths of light and beauty on which you walk? 

"Have pity on this rough sailor, who only knows how to withstand 

storms and jump over them like a skillful horse over a precipice because 

I have no doubt that you’re suffering from a mistake, with that mob of 

wretches that you dream of transforming from one day to the next. 

Moses almost felt pleasure in listening to him, to get to understand the 

degree of spiritual evolution that Captain Asaph had, for according to that 

would be his ease to understand Moses’ sublime Ideal. 

–Good, Asaph, I have heard you and I have understood you. I know 

that you will understand me, if you have the will and the patience to wait 

for me tomorrow evening, when I think I will finish my tasks in these 

regions. It will please me to come and give you my answers with my book 

of notes, which explain more clearly than I do, the reasons that impel my 

mother and me. 

–All right, Your Highness, I will wait for you with eagerness to hear 

your answers. 

And they parted. 

As evening fell on the following day, Moses was climbing the 

gangplank of the Royal Princess ship, and Captain Asaph waited at the 

other end. 

He was not alone, but with two young girls so similar to one another 

that one could understand at first sight their close kinship. They were twin 

sisters. 

–They have no mother, and they live here on the boat with me. They 

are my two daughters, the only thing I own in this world. The Royal Prince, 
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son of the Princess, owner of this ship –he added, introducing Moses. 

Both girls bowed and waited for Moses to command them to raise their 

bowed heads. 

–Get up, I beg you –Moses said at once. –Your father is still attached 

to the protocols of palace ceremonial. Don’t look upon me as a rare bird, 

but simply as a man who longs to lead all human beings along the path 

of peace and true happiness. 

When the two little sisters raised their foreheads, they seemed 

illuminated with an indefinable joy. Both smiled looking at Moses with 

their big brown eyes full of light. 

–You’re not a rare bird to us –said one of them –we have known you 

since the Royal Princess anchored in the harbor. 

–It’s true –added the other –because with the lenses that our father 

gave us to look at everything, without getting off the ship, we’ve seen you 

many times accompanying your mother, and sometimes alone. 

–I was unaware, captain, that you had such excellent lookouts on 

board. You’re no strangers to me either. I think I have seen you 

somewhere before. 

–It will be in the dream, your Highness! –said the smiling captain, –

because they’ve already told you: they’re not allowed to get off the ship 

for any reason in the world. 

–And who forbids it? 

–Myself, your Highness. They’ve everything here. They don't need 

anything. This is their home as long as I have command of the Royal 

Princess ship. My cabin is big enough for the three of us. 

–But tell me, Captain, does my mother know that these two girls are 

cloistered here? –Moses asked again.  

–No, how could she know anything so unimportant! 

" There’s no need to bother the Sovereign of Baetica with such news. 

–Well, I give you my word that she will know today. And by the way I 

warn you not to judge my mother as a sovereign of the great world. You 

should have guessed as much when you saw her visiting even the 

mudflats of our Delta. 

–Your Highness, can they hear what your answer book will say? 

–No, poor creatures! Can’t you see that I’m reading in their eyes that 

they know nothing about human suffering? 

And Moses looked at them so intently that they both looked down. And 

he, who involuntarily felt as if illuminated by a strange light, said to them: 

–You are Sarasvati, and you are Nichdali! How beautifully our Divine 

Father preserves you! 

The lightning went out in Moses' mind, and he heard the girls say: 

–No, Your Highness, I am Marina, and she is Clarissa. 

The Captain had been perplexed because he observed something 
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strange in Moses when he pronounced those names.  

–You have beautiful names, and well suited to your land! –Moses 

added, convinced that he had said something inappropriate due to new 

quality that began to appear in him at certain moments. And this was that 

he could go back to the past, with prodigious ease, presented to him with 

scenes, characters, passages, and panoramas of a past that he himself 

sometimes could not define. 

He was only 35 years old, and the lucidity of his mind had acquired 

such extraordinary potential, that at times the past was for him a great 

canvas painted on the wall. And he found in persons never seen in the 

present life those who were in distant ages, his companions, friends, and 

allies for the joint work of justice and love. 

And when the Captain ordered the young ladies to prepare dinner for 

the Royal Prince, as he called him, and they were left alone, Asaph 

couldn’t help but ask: 

–Royal Highness, may I know what happened to you when you saw 

my daughters? You were not the same, believe me. Your eyes and your 

face were as if asleep, and you gave them names that were not theirs. It 

would seem that you had known them before. How can I understand this? 

I’m almost believing what is said in my land of your mother and of you, 

Your Highness, that you’re a pair of gods come to Earth to lead men in 

the paths of good and justice. 

And the Captain remained standing firm in front of Moses, who 

smilingly let himself fall into an armchair. 

–Now I have really complicated my situation, Captain. How can you 

understand what I tell you without thinking me mad? 

–Oh, no, Your Highness, mad, never! Wise and good as a god, now 

and forever. 

And Asaph knelt down before Moses because he had just convinced 

himself that, in that handsome prince of 35 years of age, there was hidden 

at least one Archangel of the seventh heaven. 

With immense love, Moses placed his hands on the shoulders of the 

kneeling sailor, from whose eyes flowed tears of deep emotion: 

–Nanda! Patriarch Nanda! I was like you, kneeling one day before you, 

begging you to tell me where my mother was hidden. And since you 

couldn’t tell me, you brought me your two daughters, Sarasvati and 

Nichdali, to make me forget the sorrow of having lost her. 

"They loved me with madness of love and followed me in my idealistic 

wanderings, and you accompanied me years until I was able to fulfill 

heavy duties of my law. I was then Krishna, grandson of the dispossessed 

and captive King of Madura, and you were the Patriarch of the Anchorites 

of Mount Meru. In that distant past you joined my allies and today you do 

so too. 
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"Patriarch Nanda! You are faithful and persevering as were the 

Flamens of the Towers of Silence, and the Dakthylos of the Mount of 

Bees, and the Kobdas of Neghada at the mouths of the Nile. And it is 

right here that we have both been enlightened! 

The two little girls were returning with little rolling tables full of 

delicacies, sweets, wines, and fruits, and they engrossed. 

-–Father! Why does the Royal Prince have you kneeling like this? –

asked the one who arrived first. 

–Did you offend him in any way? –added the other. 

–Because I’m telling him my sins, which are many, my daughters, and 

he forgives them all at once –the Captain replied, wiping his teary eyes. 

Three weeks later the Royal Princess cast off, lifted anchor, and set 

sail for the West, carrying Thimetis on board with the brilliant court of 

honor formed for her by the women followers of Moses. She was 

sovereign of Baetica, the country called the land of the joy of good love, 

which demanded her presence with such a resounding clamor that it was 

no longer possible to delay the long-awaited event. 

We must understand that it was not only that, which put anxiety in the 

eyes and longing in the heart of Moses and his mother, who carried the 

directives of that trip. 

They were accompanied, as is logical and natural, by Arphasol of 

Baetica, Fredek of Port Ophir and some of the youngest and strongest 

Hierophants of those who formed the great Sacred College of the Temple 

of On, recently restored and reorganized. 

The Baetica of that time occupied the southeastern part of beautiful 

Iberia, as it was then called what we know today as Spain. Its great 

Baetica capital was located more or less where Almeria is today, at the 

very foothills of the Sierra Nevada, rugged mountains rich in minerals of 

great value. 

As the reader will remember when we accompanied the Royal 

Princess to her regency in Mauritania, the Mauritanian knights, a select 

and somewhat secret legion called Iberians, had their Mother Sanctuary 

in one of the highest and most hidden hills of Sierra Nevada. A daring 

pilgrim had come from this place like a white eagle from a hidden nest, 

boldly crossing the blue sea in one flight. He had settled in the land of the 

Sun because an announcement from the heavens had told him in a 

dream: "There you will find the end of the thread that will take you to the 

mouths of the sacred river, the one that waters the land that belonged to 

our ancestors, where their matter rests, turned into stone". 

That refugee pilgrim had been called Anatidae of Askersa, then Osiris, 

and this had been the path followed by him.  

Fredek of Port Ophir and Arphasol of Baetica were connected by a 

chain of diamonds, and Moses and his mother were the golden clasp that 
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closed it. 

Some of the most daring Iberian knights had crossed the sea from 

Mauritania. Fredek remembered it and mentioned it to the Royal Princess 

and Moses. Arphasol, a native of that land, who was the Sovereign of the 

old dominion, inherited from his elders, was completely unaware of that 

secret. The ancient Scriptures had already revealed this to Moses and to 

Hierophants Initiates in the most ancient Temples of Egypt. 

Such was the motive, the driving force that puffed up the sails of the 

Royal Princess, and set fire of energy in the crew, who were all from the 

open-door School of Moses. 

Arphasol, for one, knew that he was intensely loved in his homeland 

and that this love would attract a regular share of beings who desired a 

better life to Moses' cause. 

The vandalistic raids of the Normans of the North had the peaceful 

inhabitants of the South somewhat fearful. In short, it was enough for 

Arphasol to be honored by the trust of that great woman, daughter of 

Queen Epuvia, who should have been his daughter if he had been 

allowed to have that great love of his early years. 

But it is a pitiful thing to see time and again that humans give more 

importance and value to the gold that they will inevitably leave behind 

when they die, than to the sublime and divine ideals that will be their 

reward and glory in eternity. 

Among the ladies who constituted the court of love, rather than of 

honor of the Royal Princess, were Star, Moses’ wife, with her little son of 

five years, the orphan Abidi from Ethiopia, plus Marina and Clarissa, 

daughters of Captain Asaph, while Mary, ex-wife of Aaron, remained in 

Memphis with the masters of souls and professors from Moses’ School. 

New Krishna, new Abel, Moses undoubtedly had the valuable 

contribution for the great ideals always brought by the woman whose 

evolution made her cross the iron wall and take the leaps over the abyss, 

which the law always demands from those who aspire to the light of the 

blue summits... 

And one afternoon, in the warm glow of an evening twilight, Moses on 

the deck of the Royal Princess, while engaged in pleasant conversation 

with the younger Hierophants who wished to accompany him, had a 

beautiful mental vision. His audacious mind released the probe of divine 

spiritual encounters, as he saw his mother at the other end of the deck, 

surrounded by that flowery orchard of young women, in love with her and 

the ideal she followed by her and himself among an inner circle of true 

friends, who also loved him to the point of leaving everything to follow 

him. 

–Who are they –his mind cried –that love us and follow us? Who are 

they that leave all that is kind to the heart and pleasing to the senses, to 
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throw themselves into the uncertain in pursuit of my mother and me?  

And his mind, audacious eagle of the Infinite, gathered the answer like 

a shred of gauze that his brothers in heaven spread before his 

questioning spirit: 

He saw Zurima, the beloved woman of Abel's heart, who approached 

Abidi the Ethiopian girl and said: "She is my Alvina, whom you called my 

child of the white roses". He saw in Marina and Clarissa Abel's childhood 

companions: Helia and Mabi. He saw in the young ladies who surrounded 

his mother, the Kobdas of Mount Kasson. And among the seven 

Hierophants who surrounded him, two gallant Atlantean military men who 

chatted with him, without noticing the discovery that the great clairvoyant 

was making: Suadin, the military chief to whom Sadia was given, and 

Athaulph of Theos-Kandia, who one day left his spear and sword to wear 

the white sackcloth of the Holy Mountain. 
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66.  Daffodils and Rosebushes 
 

The Royal Princess, that sweet and soft Thimetis we know, was 

delighted with her court of love. 

 Her youth had passed, and she remembered it vividly. Many thistles 

had stood between the white rosebushes of her honest and pure life. She 

loved and was loved. The whole Olympus of immortal gods had 

descended for her in the person of her son, of that great son 

misunderstood at times even by herself, who couldn't reach him when, 

eagle in thought, he took flight to the Immensity of the Infinite. And then, 

she would ask herself in deep meditation: What is he looking for outside 

if he has everything in himself? My poor son! I see him suffer, I see him 

search with supreme longing and he never stops searching. 

On a serene night of radiant moonlight shining like a lamp upon the 

stillness of the sea, she emerged from her cabin on the Royal Princess, 

which was steaming ahead on its route to the West. Seating in the center 

of the great rotunda, where the doors of all the cabins occupied by her 

cortege of young ladies opened, she felt that she owned them all, like a 

loving mother who wants to have them all within her sight. 

–I am missing Merik –she thought –Oh, she was truly my daughter, 

and what a daughter! Mother Isis: You took her to your heaven of love 

because she was an Archangel of love! 

"Love attracts love." Sang the bards of all times. "Love is repaid with 

love," they sang too. And that’s what happened on that night which I set 

like a blue sapphire in my tale. 

Shortly after Thimetis was seated alone in the rotunda with awnings 

and curtains drawn to contemplate the serene beauty of the starry blue, 

the Captain's two daughters, Marina and Clarissa, appeared beside her. 

–You give me a nice surprise, for I thought you were asleep –she said 

to them when she saw them, and since they remained standing, she 

invited them to sit down. 

–Forgive us, Royal Highness, for our audacity. But your kindness is so 

great, and we’re so lonely in this world unknown to us, that our hearts fly 

to you like a restless little bird that has not yet left its nest. 

–There’s nothing to forgive, my daughters, but on the contrary, I must 

thank you because I was beginning to be saddened by an old memory 

that, from time to time, makes my heart tremble when I see myself alone. 

I thank you for coming. 

–Oh, Lady! –exclaimed Clarissa, who proved to be more timid than 

her sister. –If your Highness, who’s so great and so dear, can be sad, 

what will become of us who are always alone with our father, not always 

cheerful, and in the midst of this crowd of sailors, all grave and grim, who 
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never speak to us? 

–Our father has forbidden it, Clarissa, and he knows what he’s doing. 

What can they tell us but ropes, poles, rigging, barrels, and sometimes 

the threat of storms? –said Marina. –Such is life on a ship. 

–It seems to me, my girls, that this life is too hard for your tender years. 

–We are 14, going on 15, –added Marina, with a joy that showed in 

her eyes as through a glass. 

–And if I were to hint to your father to leave you with me permanently, 

would you be happy? 

With a step that was like the flight of a butterfly, Marina was kneeling 

before the Royal Princess, with her hands crossed on her breast as if in 

an attitude of prayer. 

–O Holy Royal Princess of the land of the Nile and of all the Niles of 

the world! You guess everything because all the cherubim of heaven 

speak in your ear... 

–Marina! –her sister exclaimed –I think you are taking too many 

liberties with His Royal Highness... Remember what father advised us. 

–What has he told you if I may know? –asked Thimetis, who was trying 

hard to contain his laughter at the spontaneous outbursts of the young 

girl. 

–If he finds out that we are disturbing your Highness, he will lock us in 

the cabin, and we will not go out again until our voyage is over. 

–Good. Listen to me, my sweethearts, and keep discreet silence until 

tomorrow at this very hour, when we shall have another meeting like this 

one. I will talk to your father during the day, and you will know the result 

in the evening. 

–Clarissa! do you think we’ll be able to sleep tonight? I fly and I'm not 

a butterfly, I sing and I'm not a lark... 

–Marina!... my Lady don’t reject her, I beg you, she’s so happy just to 

think that we’ll live with your Royal Highness. My father will not be able 

to deny you anything. 

–Don’t worry, I beg you. When I was your age, I was a little foolish girl, 

who played a thousand pranks, even on the older people. 

And the thought of Thimetis flew to the valley of the Royal Tombs 

where old Eleazar, Amram's father, had his cabin, and she introduced 

herself to him as a villager and was the daughter of the Pharaoh. 

–I don't want to sleep, and neither do you from what I see. Let’s try to 

get to know each other in order to come to love each other. 

–Oh, I love you already, my Lady, even beyond the other side of the 

sea. 

–Thank you, thank you! 

–Being so good, my Lady, who can escape from your bonds of love? 

–Thank you..., a thousand thanks –repeated Thimetis, enchanted by 
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those two creatures. –You two are the youngest among the ladies of this 

court of love, that the love of all those around me has formed for me. 

–We will strive to deserve as much love as the older ones –Marina 

said again. –In Baetica we had teachers who gave us great lessons. But 

here nobody teaches us anything. 

–Do you want me to be your teacher? 

–Of course, my Lady. We are already listening to you.  

–Clarissa, what do you say to this marvelous wonder? Didn't I tell you 

that I dreamed of an angel who told me ballads and sang me verses? 

–She always dreams of stars and cherubs, but up to now our life has 

been very sad. 

–It will be no more, because when we return to Egypt, I will take you 

to a School in the Temple of On, where you can acquire the highest 

knowledge that a human mind can acquire. 

And the sweet mother of Moses, who had cried so much, spread her 

white rosebush of experiences, love, tolerance, and divine softness, over 

the virgin souls of both daughters of Captain Asaph, who slept very 

peacefully in his cabin without even imagining that his two restless little 

butterflies had already procured a lawyer who had already won all the 

lawsuits for them. 

 

* * * 

 

The magnificent clairvoyance that the Law granted Moses gradually 

convinced him that he was not alone in the great journey. He ended up 

fully realizing that the Eternal Law, with an infinite wisdom proper only to 

It, was gathering around him, almost all those who in other times had 

seconded him on the paths of triumph. And they had also climbed with 

him to the summits of sacrifice and pain, where the Law of all redeemers 

had taken him, the Law of all heroes who know how to forget themselves 

to give themselves entirely to the good of mankind. 

What would he find in Baetica, the country called the land of the joy of 

good love? 

What would he find in legendary Iberia, a land dreamed of and 

possessed many centuries before by that young sovereign, Iber, who 

from the mouths of the Nile had made the same journey he was making, 

united in sacred nuptials with the Girl of the White Roses? 

The breath of the prehistoric Kobdas had blown like a spring breeze 

through those valleys and mountains. And they left a trail of light like a 

path strewn with stars wherever they passed. 

The girl with the white roses was coming in the Royal Princess ship. 

His clairvoyance had told him so. Would she meet Iber himself, who was 

reincarnated again in those lands to continue the work of human 
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redemption begun centuries before? In Iber, Milcha had been incarnated, 

the heroic woman, back in the misty beginnings of the origins of the 

Adamic Civilization. Earlier... Much earlier, she accompanied the Holy 

King Amphion in his solitary Castle of Port Ophir... And Moses made the 

centuries run like the pearls of a necklace... Still a child, he had fought 

with the priestly purpurates who brought the cup of poison close to the 

lips of Antulius the philosopher, whose truths whipped their faces stained 

with lewdness, hypocrisy, and deceit. 

–Master!... Anointed of the gods! –suddenly exclaimed one of the 

young Hierophants surrounding Moses. –What is the matter with you? 

You look as if you were about to faint, for you have turned pale and your 

eyes are shining with tears. 

–Nothing..., it is nothing! It’s the memories of the past. I live sometimes 

on memories..., which are not always a crown of roses. Memories are 

also thistles, thorns, and at times they are daggers that enter the soul, 

like a sharp stiletto in a ripe fruit. 

"Oh, my friends... Be merciful to this Moses whom you think a giant of 

stone. Think that I also have a heart of flesh, a soul that wants to fly to 

distant summits, and a law stronger than he, binds him to the Earth, to 

the creatures, to the world. And he ends up convincing himself that he’s 

only a wandering pilgrim of life who, at the head of a great caravan, will 

have to cross parched deserts scorched by the sun, and hear himself 

insulted and cursed by those he seeks and wants to save. 

Captain Asaf had seen with his lens the shady coast of Baetica, the 

high white crested hills of Sierra Nevada, and had caused a shallop to be 

detached that went ahead with the announcement that the Sovereign of 

Baetica was arriving. 

The twilight was already closing its curtains of amethyst and gold, and 

a hundred luminaries were shining on the coast. And two hours later, the 

Royal Princess anchored, and the travelers descended the ship's plank 

amid a shower of flowers, cheers, clarion calls of triumph, and marches 

of harmonious chords. With all this, the country of joy, of good love, 

received the great woman who made good and justice shine in 

neighboring Mauritania and who would do the same in the country that 

had elected her sovereign. An entire people in search of a woman! 

Thimetis wept with emotion and gave herself without resistance to the 

hugs and kisses of the crowd that acclaimed her. And next to her, two 

men, half-hidden in the twilight of the evening and the crowds, also dried 

their tears with dissimulation: Arphasol of Baetica and Fredek of Port 

Ophir. The first one saw in her what should have been his daughter..., the 

only daughter of that love that would not even die with him. And the 

second saw in her, the woman longed for in his first youth, whom he could 

never find a substitute, for the simple reason that there were not two 
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Thimetis in this world. 

Two constant thoughts led Moses to the land of carnations and of the 

frank joy of good love: To find the end of the thread that guided Anatidae 

of Askersa, the Egyptian Osiris of the country of the Nile, and to verify if 

the Atlantean Anchorites still lived, the refugees of the invasion of the 

waters which old Scriptures and traditions said to have taken shelter in 

the grottos and natural caverns of the Sierra Nevada. 

These were the two powerful reasons that had made him abandon for 

a while his great tasks of preparing the journey that he saw as an 

upcoming reality. 

Arphasol of Baetica and Fredek of Port Ophir, would be the loyal, 

voluntary instruments that had been offered to him for this purpose. The 

one for being a native and owner, let's put it this way, of the field to 

explore; and the other for being strongly linked to that secret Fraternity of 

Iberian Knights, whose noble purposes and upright way of acting showed 

great principles and an origin that perhaps would take him to the Kobdas 

of the forgotten Civilization of Bohindra and Abel. 

 

Ancient Scriptures, of diverse origins, spoke of a young Kobda King 

whose law brought him to that land which later took his name: Iberia. And 

he had named himself Iber. But the destructive centuries, just as terribly 

as human ignorance and unconsciousness, had erased all traces, as was 

the case with many other great events that a silence of abyss buried in 

its silent darkness. 

And Moses was convinced that one of the phases of his mission on 

Earth was to discover Truth, even if it were hidden at the bottom of the 

sea. For in the most secret corner of our inner self, the Divine Law seems 

to be pleased to let us see through, even the slightest glimmering of that 

something, little or much, which man has as an angel.  That is the burning 

spark of God, despite the fact that sometimes, because man is clad in the 

heavy flesh that drags him lazily in inertia, the wings that were given to 

him to embrace immensity become numb. 

And while his mother was covered with flowers, with tributes in which 

the young ladies of his Court of Love joyfully participated, Moses was 

barely oriented on the new path of action. And accompanied by Fredek 

and Arphasol, plus the two Hierophants that his clairvoyance made him 

discover as very old followers of his: Godobaldo and Belmundo. He had 

discovered them with other external and internal clothing: Suadin and 

Athaulph, but they were the same inside. Moses had seen it very well. 

The Eternal Ideal had bound them to him in a very distant yesterday, but 

he knew they were tied with bonds that they would never be broken. 

And the five of them went one day, shortly after dawn, through the 

twists and turns of the mountain, carrying the same thought: to find at 
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least a trace of Iber of prehistory, who laid the foundation of a fraternal 

civilization like the one founded by the Kobdas at the mouths of the Nile 

and in the meadows of the Euphrates. 

And when noon was approaching and they had found nothing, the five 

of them sat around a large flat stone that would serve as a table. Moses 

suddenly stood up as if lightning had struck at his feet or the Earth had 

opened up to swallow them, and pronounced, with a voice of metal that 

hurts and makes one tremble, a terrible oath: 

–I swear by all the majesty of the heavens that I will let myself die in 

this labyrinth of rocks, but I will not leave here without having discovered 

that the Scriptures don’t lie, that Anatidae of Askersa caught here the end 

of the thread that led him to the country of the Nile, and something is here 

about the martyrs of the ideal! 

And just as if this solemn oath had had the force of invocation, they 

suddenly saw an anchorite Elder with a clay pitcher in his hand. He had 

come out to collect water from the crystalline spring from which they had 

all drunk a few moments before, when they arrived there, thirsty, tired in 

their bodies and despaired in their souls because the stubborn mountains 

were denying them the secret they hid. 

 

Moses fell to his knees on the hard stones and burst into tears like a 

child. He was strong but his nervous system had reached its maximum 

stress, and he could no longer cope. 

His emotion was transmitted as if by a cable to all five of them, to the 

point that the anchorite Elder said to them, "I had expected for three days 

that I should find something on this mountain of my retreat: 

–I’ve been expecting for three days to find something on this mountain 

of my seclusion, but I never imagined seeing such gallant young visitors 

weep like that. Who are you, and what brings you here? 

–We are men in search of Truth, good Elder, and our old Scriptures 

tell us that the goddess we seek is hidden in this mountain. Do you hold 

her, captive, perchance? 

–Yes, my friends, for she’s a goddess who allows herself to be 

captivated by those who truly love her. 

As he was invited to share their lunch, the Elder, who was no more 

than 50 years old, quietly put aside his little jar on the stone and sat down 

as if those five men were acquaintances and friends of many years. 

–I came to this mountain when I was 35 years old –he began to say –

and I have managed to get used to this solitary life with no other concern 

than to look for the necessary food daily. I have found six companions 

here, of which two remain, very old. I look after them with great care for 

fear of being left completely alone. 

“During this time –he said –a glass that I must have kept very closed 
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has been uncovered inside me, with a very particular extract of essences. 

I read, without knowing how or why, the thoughts of those who approach 

me. I don't know why I feel the need to trust you with this great secret of 

mine. 

–I’m infinitely happy that you trust us with your secret. –Moses said 

immediately. – Do me the favor, my good friend, of reading my thoughts, 

and don’t hesitate to say what you perceive in them. 

 

There was a deep silence. There seemed to be no trace of life there. 

They were all Hierophants who knew how to form vaults of silence with 

depths of an abyss. 

And the serene voice of the Elder, like a calm sea, was heard as a soft 

echo of the mountain itself, full of seeds of imperceptible life: 

–You are thinking now whether that young prehistoric sovereign who 

was called Iber will be incarnated in my matter! He was the ruler, by 

Divine Law, of two great countries, Ethea and Nairi, a name that current 

humankind has forgotten because the centuries passed over them like 

the hurricane over the desert. 

–It’s true –said Moses. –And we have come seeking certainty, these 

five men whom you see here. 

–My companions and I know all that long history that starts from the 

enchanted orchards of Atlantis and ends on the banks of the Nile. We 

have our Sanctuary hidden among these mountains, which was erected 

stone upon stone centuries ago. It is called the Iberian Kobda Sanctuary, 

and is known both here and in neighboring Mauritania, where we have a 

School of esoteric studies which is almost militarized for defense in cases 

of absolute necessity. 

–I belong to that school –said Fredek in a strong voice. –I’m an Iberian 

knight, a native of Mauritania, son of a secondary wife of the Great Sfaz, 

who disappeared a few years ago. 

–I know, and all of you are wondering if I will know that this gentleman, 

younger than all of you, is Aton-Moses, son of the Royal Princess of 

Egypt. And that he’s the Anointed at this hour by the Eternal Power, 

owner of the Worlds, to dictate the Law that marks the spiritual path that 

the Eternal Power wants, to this and all the worlds of equal degree of 

evolution as the Earth. 

–You live so far away from the world, and yet you know the past and 

the present of the world! –exclaimed another of those present. 

–Indeed, friends. The separation from of the world which ignores 

everything because it’s not interested in knowing, doesn’t mean 

ignorance, nor carelessness, nor inertia, but quite the contrary. The 

separation from the world means study, consecration to ideals much 

higher above this world, which ignores them. It means supreme aspiration 
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to the knowledge of the Eternal Power, of the Divine Energy, of the 

inextinguishable Light. It means, and don’t take me for arrogant, it means 

possessing God and being possessed by Him in that supreme and unique 

union, which we may well qualify as mystical espousal, eternal wedding 

with the Divinity. Such is the concept with which here we look at the 

seclusion and solitude in our Kobda Iberian Sanctuary of Sierra Nevada. 

"I answer then to your mental questions. My distant past tells me that 

I am Iber of Uran, but today I am but Laurence of Arachova. 

"This is my whole history. 

Moses and his companions couldn’t get over their astonishment, 

hearing that response which faithfully answered what they all thought. 

–We’ve been guided by an Archangel of Light – said Moses. – For to 

come from the mouths of the Nile, crossing the sea from end to end in 

search of that prehistoric Iber, and to find ourselves face to face with him, 

among the mute rocks of Sierra Nevada..., is almost a miracle, if miracle 

could exist among the undreamed-of grandeurs of the Divine Majesty of 

the Eternal Invisible. 

–The Divine Majesty –said the anchorite –has never needed a miracle 

to manifest its powers which appear latent and alive in everything that 

surrounds us. Even in our own life of larvae crawling on the damp rocks, 

we find prodigies of the divine power and goodness, of Its sovereign love 

that envelops everything in its perfumes of heaven, of its light that is never 

extinguished. 

 

"But I must not disturb your routine. You were about to eat. It is past 

noon. Do it while I collect the eggs of my hens and milk our goats. 

–Eat with us, I beg you –said Moses –and we will go with you to do 

the gathering you say. 

–Thank you, my friends, but my two little old men are waiting for their 

food...  

–Let’s go with them –they all said, quickly gathering what was seen 

spread out on the great flat stone, laid out like a table. 

And the reader, I imagine, also mentally collects his curious gear of 

interest to learn and follows the anchorite through the ignored twist and 

turns of the path he took, followed by his visitors. 

A turn to the right on a steeply cut hill, another turn to the left along 

the stream that came from the slope, and they were in front of a dark 

facade, gray like the mountain, of what Laurence had called the Iberian 

Kobda Sanctuary of Sierra Nevada. 

 

Two old white men who looked like the characters of a oil painted 

canvas on a wall, was what they saw when they entered what we could 

call the portico of that very ancient Temple, largely excavated in the 
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mountain itself. 

Without knowing why, they all felt the need to kneel before them, who 

because of their advanced age couldn't receive them standing. 

Fredek, Godobaldo, and Belmundo couldn't contain their tears, and 

silent tears ran down their pale and haggard faces. 

The mind remembered. The heart remembered too. The centuries 

disappeared before the powerful force of the memory so intensely 

invoked, and the Kobda Heberi of the unforgettable hour of Abel and 

Bohindra, the Archivist Suri, and Pangrave Aldis, emerged as visions in 

the darkness of the past before the look full of love and welcome that 

appeared in those venerable faces. 

They were themselves!... The mind recognized them! The heart 

remembered them in that instant of Divine illumination! 

When the Eternal Power opens its book of silver leaves with 

hieroglyphics of stars, the faithful souls meet, recognize each other, 

embrace each other, and love each other again as if centuries and ages 

were erased by a magician's brush, so that only today remains, 

resplendent and alive like a sun at the zenith. 

Vision of the past, vertigo of memory, intensity of longings that are not 

of the Earth, clarity of spiritual life incomprehensible to the friends of gold 

and desire, of interest and calculation! 

How can the human creature maddened by all the forms of pleasure, 

of unconsciousness, of ignorance and negative pessimism, understand 

and read what the flowers say when they merge their perfumes, and the 

clouds when they entangle their skies, and the kisses of light of the stars, 

and the eternal harmony of love of the spheres...? 

I leave the reader to meditate at length on what Moses must have felt, 

clairvoyant genius, and those who accompanied him, in that sublime 

meeting of those who had loved each other before the august altar of the 

Truth sought and dreamed of many centuries ago, and the simple reality 

made new life among the labyrinth of rocks of Sierra Nevada, silent 

witness of what it did and what it was one day already lost in the night of 

time, the great Kobda Civilization bloomed like a miraculous rosebush in 

three Continents. 
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67.  The Sanctuary of Sierra Nevada 
 

It was surely the most austere, the barest of everything unnecessary, 

the roughest and the one that spoke least to the senses of complacency 

and softness. 

Everything was gray and icy rocks in that sanctuary. Rough and hurtful 

rocks, whose rubbing hurt the hands and frightened the sight, making one 

think immediately of how hard and bitter life must be under those roofs, 

where not even a green moss softened those sepulcher darkness. 

The first external manifestation of the newcomers was to look around 

and turn their astonished eyes to the three living characters they found. 

–You’re frightened by the harshness of our sanctuary –said one of the 

Elders, while the other showed with his gentle smile that he found the 

astonishment of the visitors very reasonable and logical. 

 –Of course –he added –all of them will perhaps live in sumptuous 

palaces or at least in rooms built by men, ready to give fair satisfaction to 

their fellow men, anxious to spend their lives as well as possible. While 

here, no one has taken care of those details, completely foreign to the 

motives that brought the first people who came here, at least five or six 

thousand years ago. 

 –Perhaps you know those old stories –said Moses –which we men of 

palaces and sumptuous temples are so eagerly seeking. 

–It’s true that here no one has ever cared of the external decorations, 

but only of adorning with gold and fine stones that divine bride that we all 

have in our secret chamber: the soul, chest of light where the mind works 

night and day. 

"If you are who you are, you know all this as the first star that the night 

brings us and the last that shines when the sun rises. 

 –That is how it is, good Elder, as your beautiful image paints it –

Moses said again. He was the only one who seemed to have the courage 

to speak under those vaults of stone, of absolute silence, and of full 

certainty that not even the slightest breath of the world from whence they 

came had any place there. 

 

Laurence of Arachova, the youngest of the three inhabitants of the 

Sanctuary, pointed out to the visitors a stone dais in circular form 

attached to the rock wall, which constituted the portico. 

 –We do have something of freshness and softness here –he said, 

taking a clay vase, the contents of which he emptied into small vessels 

of the same material and offered to the travelers. 

"Our wine of wild grapes and honey from the bees of the rocks. –And 

he went about handing them all, who indeed needed it, something to 
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drink. 

 –More than our tasteless wine –said one of the two Elders –these 

brothers will want to know what we do among these mazes of rocks, these 

three men who are left of the 50 who were there one day, when I had no 

snow on my head. 

 –You’re right, we came here for your wisdom, and not for material 

beauties –Moses said again.  

–Laurence is the Archivist –said the other Elder. –We can no longer 

have a Governing Council here for lack of people to be guided or 

governed. As you can see, there are only two old men here who are over 

80 years old, and Laurence, who has already passed the half-century 

mark. 

"The only thing we are very rich in is very old Scriptures, much older 

than we are. Because there’re those of the Lemuria of Juno and Numu; 

of the Atlantis of Amphion and Antulius; of the Sumer of Jonah; of the Nile 

and Euphrates of Abel and Bohindra; of the Deccan in which the love and 

peace of Krishna flourished. 

– That one!... That's the divine water we’ve been looking for! –Moses 

exclaimed as if in a delirium. –Do you have any communication with the 

outside world? –he asked again. 

–By physical means, absolutely none. By spiritual means, yes, we 

have them in abundance, at least enough to know that a great spiritual 

movement was brewing there on the banks of the Nile and in the deserts 

near Sinai, directed and carried out by the Divine Anointed One who took 

new physical matter for a new redemptive immolation. 

–Lord! ... –said the Elder with fervor of deep prayer, looking at Moses 

with his eyes flooded with tears and love. –If you believe that we’re worthy 

to form ranks in your gigantic plan of human evolution at the present hour, 

disregard our 80 years and add us to your legions of men ready to die for 

an ideal. 

Moses couldn’t contain himself, and with one step he reached the 

Elder and embraced him. 

–Walker of Atropatene! –he exclaimed –you, who opened the heavens 

one day so that 20-year-old Abel could glimpse the splendor of God! No 

glory will be greater than to have you within the reach of my arms and the 

warmth of my heart! 

The other Elder, wiping away his tears, stretched out his hands and 

brushed Moses' head and shoulders: 

–My Abel..., my 12-year-old Abel. Where did you lose the tunic that 

my old hands dressed you with when I said goodbye then to physical life 

in search of a better one?...  

–Senio! –exclaimed all the Hierophants present, for they all knew that 

Kobda Senio was the one who dressed Abel with the first blue tunic of 
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the prehistoric Kobdas. 

Oh, memories are stronger than centuries, and more alive than the 

rays of the sun... Bodies die a hundred, a thousand times, dragging to the 

grave angelic beauties, sculptural forms that the goddesses of an 

ephemeral and fleeting past would envy. But the memory lives as long as 

the Divine Psyche, daughter of God, who wanted to make her the owner 

of all her eternity! 

The harsh Sanctuary of Sierra Nevada was for Moses like the iron and 

diamond frame that the Divine Law wanted to put to the second part, let's 

put it this way, of his Apocalypse, which had begun in the rocky desert of 

Midian, in another rocky Sanctuary there in Durba Well with Patriarch 

Jethro. 

What did the brilliant seer learn of the splendors of Sinai in the first 

night he spent with three prehistoric Kobdas, Senio, Iber and Walker of 

Atropatene, the enlightened Archivist of the Caspian Sea who gave Abel 

a glimpse of what Moses would see and understand in Sinai? 

Let us try to see and understand it, reader friend, in this dull, opaque 

extraterrestrial narrate, which I can do with the help of your yearning, to 

my proven will to tell the perceived and felt truth. 

The five visitors plus the three dwellers of the Sanctuary seated in the 

small prayer enclosure in comfortable armchairs of wood and reeds, 

began the meditation in the same way as did the Kobdas of Neghada, the 

Dakthylos of Attica, the Flamens of the Towers of Silence, and the 

Anchorites of the Holy Mountain. 

The rules and laws used by the betrothed of the Divine Ideal are 

always the same, and not even the most sublime Messiahs have been 

able or pretended to change them: love and faith have abyssal 

attractions, and it is of love and faith that the divine current is formed, 

establishing an intimate and direct communication between God and His 

terrestrial creature. 

Who hasn't experienced the powerful attraction of love, whether 

human or divine? 

What true idealist hasn't felt that mysterious force called Providence? 

It lives and throbs with the rhythm of thousands of lives brought into 

contact with the one who’s convinced of its mysterious existence, like a 

gigantic lamp that invisibly fills life with the radiance of heaven. 

My account is, then, for those who know and perceive that divine force, 

which lifts us up at times from the earth that our feet tread to stealthily 

introduce us in that other world or plane. That plane where the soul enters 

fully convinced that there it is expected for a divine partnership, more 

intimate and real than any human feeling that it has been able to perceive 

in the course of its life. 

And it was at these levels of intensity that those eight men awaited in 
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silence and absolute stillness, the longed-for approach, the arrival, the 

possession that the Eternal Law grants to the incarnated human beings 

if they truly want to receive it. 

Having said all this, I believe that I have placed my reader in the 

necessary conditions to understand the second part of the Apocalypse of 

Moses. Everyone recognized him as the Divine Anointed One for the 

great achievements of that solemn hour. And if the Law had facilitated 

and granted those sublime meetings of souls through long ages, it would 

not be to let them vanish like a fleeting dream, without continuation or 

consequences, or effects of any kind. 

If we’re to find any reasonable, and most fair logic anywhere, it must 

surely be among the exalted relations of the human soul with the Father, 

Supreme Love. 

And Moses, and everyone, saw like in a grandiose panorama of light 

and shadows, of painful tragedies and radiant ecstasies, that, if that 

journey was duly filled according to the Divine Idea, the final Apotheosis 

was not far away, the glorious end, the sublime coronation of a whole life 

appeared as the opalescent splendor of an eternal dawn. The final 

triumph of the terrestrial Messiah after a parenthesis of luminous peace, 

there in Benares (aka Varanasi) on the banks of the Ganges, in the 

middle of the Deccan. 

The white lily of Jericho, there in the meadows of the Deep River that 

meandered like a silver ribbon among its bed of rocks, appeared 

sketched by a wizard brush on the black wall of the rocky Sanctuary of 

Sierra Nevada. 

In that harsh Temple of naked rocks Moses had the sublime vision of 

a future of glory and love. The triumphant Apotheosis of Yhasua of 

Nazareth entering his Seventh Heaven of the Living Harps, the Cherubs 

that mark paths and orientations to the worlds of all this Universe visible 

from Earth. 

And once again the eight clairvoyants listened ecstatically to that 

divine song of the Angelic Legions: 

"Agnus Dei! Agnus Dei! Lamb of God who washes away the sins of 

the world". 

How many centuries had to pass for that magnificent vision to become 

a reality...? None of them could say, but all were certain that it would 

come, and perhaps that they would all be eyewitnesses of those events 

once again. 

How generous is the Eternal Law with all those who place themselves 

under its protection and shelter! It gives itself entirely! It overflows like a 

very soft spring that not only satisfies our infinite thirst for knowledge, but 

also washes our garment, which sometimes gets stained with mud in the 

wanderings of uncertain paths!...  
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Moses understood that all the greatness of the Divine Majesty was 

going to overflow upon him. He felt it coming in the subtle sensibility that 

had awakened in him during the last 10 years. And his soul, faithful to the 

friendship and love that burned in him like vivid flames, cried out to the 

Eternal Power who hastily gathered his unselfish and loving cry: 

– "Lord! Infinite is Thy Sovereign Power and the exalted Majesty of 

Thy Love! May Thy goodness be not for me alone but shared with these 

faithful friends who surround me!" 

And it was as he asked! For the Eternal Power, the Divine Clarity, 

becomes more perceptible, the more luminous the light, the more sublime 

the consortium with the Infinite, the greater the generosity of the soul, 

upon which it empties itself like a flask of essences that spread in the 

atmosphere and are perceived by all who are present. 

And the great Apocalypse of Sierra Nevada was poured like a divine 

perfume on the eight beings who had given themselves to deep 

meditation. 

They all saw themselves in a future of light, faithful following the one 

who had chosen them as disciples and friends. 

And all of them heard the sweet nightingale of the Jordan meadows 

say to them from the prow of a mother-of-pearl boat with blue gauze sails: 

 –"You’re mine and not the world's. You’ve belonged to me for ages! 

And because you’re mine and not of the world, receive, I beg you, these 

daffodils which are stars that I have picked up for you in the eternal 

gardens of our Father Love". 

And something stupendous and divine, which very few human eyes in 

the flesh have seen, took place there, in that dark cavern of rocks in the 

Sierra Nevada. 

The carnal body of Moses, half-sitting on his armchair of wood and 

reed, resembled a dead body, while his astral double possessed by his 

Ego, shone with light there, on the black frontal wall where the panorama 

that was sketched from the beginning of the invocation lived. 

And in such a sublime spiritual state until reaching the divine, he spoke 

brief words with each one in particular and in the determined situation in 

which it would be carried out in the future. 

To Walker of Atropatene he repeated the phrases that Yhasua of 

Nazareth said to Yhosuelin, his brother, bidding him farewell when he 

died: "Go, dear brother of my soul, to possess the love that you have 

conquered forever". 

To Iber, in whom the divine apparition saw Peter, the foundation stone 

of his last School of Salvation, he repeated the unforgettable question 

that made the old companion cry: "Peter! Do you love me more than the 

others?" And the anchorite to whom the apparition addressed such a 

question unfolded in a deep trance, to answer sobbing: "Yes, Lord! You 
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know that I love you above all things on Earth!" 

There were still six to go!... None of them felt time pass. None felt they 

were living in the mortal flesh of miserable human bodies. Daffodils 

continued to fall like stars for all those who surrounded the Anointed One. 

He had asked for it, and so the Law granted it. 

To the anchorite Elder who was the reincarnation of Kobda Senio, he 

took both his hands as he said: "Now it will be I who will clothe you in the 

robe of light of my eternal betrothed". 

To the Hierophant in whom the Kobda Archivist Suri was reincarnated, 

he said with the same naturalness of one friend to another: "Josiah, take 

care of notifying the workers of Bethlehem that the mill is ready to work". 

It was an allusion to the moment when the Law granted to the incarnated 

Word the possibility of avoiding hunger and misery in a vast region of the 

future Palestine. 

To the Hierophant who was the reincarnation of Athaulph of Theos-

Kandia, the divine apparition saw him as Lucanus, Essene Archiver and 

reader of the Sanctuary of Tabor, spiritual home of the Anointed. And, full 

of sympathetic love, he told him: "Once again you leave the world that is 

mud and the flesh that perishes, and drink of the sweet water that I bring 

to your lips and pour into your heart forever. 

Prince Fredek of Port Ophir had acquired, along with Thimetis and 

Moses, the conviction of being the reincarnation of a prehistoric Kobda of 

the name of Heberi. Heberi had been a friend and companion of Aldis 

and Adamu in their later years and had accompanied Adamu in his 

archaeological investigations of the old Temples and monuments in the 

valleys of the Nile. 

When it was his turn, he told him: "The law didn't ask you to 

accompany me in the hour of my last sacrifice, but it did in this hard and 

cruel one because it will double in years. You will be the heir of my 

rebellions against lies and despotisms, and the glories of martyrdom and 

love will crown you ". 

Prince Arphasol of Baetica remained to be addressed. He was looking 

at the divine apparition as if in ecstasy, immersed in an extraterrestrial 

contemplation. 

The radiant arms of light stretched out towards him and at last closed 

like a radiant ring around that head of flesh shaken by sobs. "Faqui!... 

Faqui!... –he exclaimed – My martyr's scaffold is heavy, and you bear 

it!..." 

The chorus of cries that echoed too loudly in the dark cavern-temple, 

cut off the vision quickly and everything was plunged into dense 

darkness. 

The sobbing weeping continued for a long time, until the gentle wave 

of the peace that follows the Divine Presence slowly quenched it. 
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 After this moment, the visitors of Sierra Nevada only thought to 

properly close the sacred precinct where all of them had been so 

magnificently compensated for all their sacrifices. They would collect all 

the Scriptures that the Anchorites had accumulated among the hollows 

of the mountain and cross the arm of the sea that separated them from 

Mauritania, so that the idealistic companions of Fredek of Port Ophir 

could come aboard. 

All that legion of brave idealists who had collaborated with Thimetis 

Regent of Mauritania, in all the works of justice carried out by her, couldn't 

left out of the great feast of glory, love and sacrifices that her son was 

preparing. In doing so, he dragged behind him all the dust of pain and 

humiliation of the streets, united to the purest gold of the enlightened 

souls in the crypts of the Temples of Wisdom of Egypt, educator of 

peoples. 

They left a monolith in front of the Sanctuary, which they closed with 

big stones. This hidden Sanctuary would serve as a saving shelter many 

centuries later to Fredek of Port Ophir and his Iberian knights when he 

reincarnated in the personality of the brave Asturian called Don Pelayo 

(aka Pelagius). He fought against the Saracen armies that had taken 

possession of all the south of the Iberian Peninsula and became the first 

king of free Iberia. 

The names of those who visited the Sanctuary of Sierra Nevada in the 

time of Moses were engraved on that monolith in hieroglyphics of those 

used in the old Temples. The Sovereign Pelagius had copies made of 

those mysterious engravings. Those deeply religious gentlemen thought 

it was their duty to hand over these copies of the engravings to the 

ecclesiastical custody of the eighth century.  But they, unable to decipher 

them by any means, could perhaps have relegated them to archives, 

sepulchers of brilliant ideas of the past, which the minds of modern times 

don't find worthy of the slightest attention. 

The hour of darkness that began in the fourth century of our era had 

already begun. By then, the resonance of the divine nightingale's loving 

songs settled in the cedars of Palestine had already been lost. And the 

rumor of the silent steps of his twelve Apostles and their disciples, who 

were not lacking in understanding and divine wisdom, had also been lost. 

Neither Augustine of Hippo, nor Jerome of Stridon, nor Basil of 

Cappadocia, nor Blaise of Sebaste, nor Clement of Alexandria, nor 

Ambrose of Milan were in this world any longer. 

The Divine Christ was only one, His doctrine was only one, the path 

marked by Him was only one.  And one and only One was God the Father 

Love of all races, of all human creatures, sparks of light born of His 

sovereign love. But the opinions and points of view of the scholars of the 

time were divided into many fractions. And they were as varied as were 
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the many circumstances and conveniences that produced them. 

 It was an hour of darkness, of fierce selfishness, of cruel separations, 

of bloody, criminal, and glory-less triumph of ‘what’s yours or what’s 

mine’, which is the sole cause of all the pains, decadences and ruins that 

terrestrial humanity has endured. 

In such dark darkness, who could glimpse the slightest reflection of 

the divine clarities that illuminated the minds and the rock caverns of the 

humble Iberian Kobda Sanctuary of Sierra Nevada? 
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68.  The Iberian Knights 
 

They were a chosen legion. They were the last descendants of that 

noble race of good men, lovers of duty and justice, capable of 

understanding, loving, and following an ideal that was higher than all 

human pettiness. They were then, to sum it up, the last descendants of 

the Atlantean Toltecs. A selected and outstanding group of spirits were 

gathered among them from four incarnations of the Christ, Anointed of 

the Eternal Power for the evolution of terrestrial mankind. Among them 

were disciples of Amphion, Antulius, Abel, and Krishna.  

The reader will perhaps ask: How had such an intelligent and wise 

combination come about? 

That was the stupendous wonder performed in silence, without boasts 

or fanfare, by the ignored Anchorites, masters of souls, educators of 

peoples, who were called Iberian Koptos Anchorites of Sierra Nevada. 

 

They had reached as many as 70 in times of prosperity. But the mean 

human incomprehension had put so many barriers in their way of light, 

love, and wisdom, that at the arrival of Moses, he only found three. They 

were the last three that the divine goodness and love preserved as 

precious roots of a secular tree; the Kobdas of prehistory whose talent 

and elevated feeling made them capable of civilizing the humanity of 

three continents for 1300 years.  

The reader will be able to get a slight idea of what the presence of the 

Royal Princess in the port of Fassala in Mauritania meant for them, And 

even more so having Thimetis and Moses on board, plus the last three 

masters who had trained, educated, and watched over them from the 

opposite shore with true paternal love. 

As the Flamens had done from the Towers of Silence in Bombay, and 

the Dakthylos in Attica, and the Kobdas all along the Nile, from Sais, On, 

and Memphis to Aksum and Nadaber, in the country of Kush or Ethiopia, 

so had the Iberian Kobdas done from the hidden rock Sanctuary of Sierra 

Nevada. They kept the lamp of Truth burning in the Iberian Peninsula and 

in Mauritania, the only territories saved from the invasion of the waters 

that put an end to the immense castle of selfishness and arrogance of the 

Aztecs, who were more destructive indeed than the immense waves that 

sank the Continent. 

The Legion of Iberian Knights had as the basis of their studies and the 

polar star of their idealistic career, the voluminous book of the "Messianic 

Scriptures" as they called everything that was preserved written of the six 

incarnations of the earthly Messiah. These six lives had gone through the 
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harsh roughness of fulfilled duty and the glories of love until the sacrifice. 

"Duty fulfilled." "Love carried to the point of sacrifice." 

These two immense thoughts formed another separate volume, 

composed of all the accounts which Krishna's disciples had patiently 

assembled in the sepulchral solitude of their Towers of Silence, where 

the last heirs of the sublime ideals of the Prince of Peace, who made it 

flourish 30 years among the forests and meadows of the vast Deccan, 

were relegated. 

The last crown of glory that the Legion of Iberian Knights holds with 

justified satisfaction was to have been the most assiduous collaborators 

that the Royal Princess of Egypt had to exercise so nobly her regency in 

Mauritania. 

That beloved portion of Atlantean land would have fallen into the most 

disastrous anarchy at the death of its legitimate rulers, had it not been for 

the timely intervention of Thimetis, sought and obtained by the Iberians, 

induced by their Masters, the Anchorites of Sierra Nevada. 

 

The Iberian Peninsula had already been educated in the righteous 

standards of truth and goodness by Iber and the Kobdas of Neghada who 

accompanied him on the journey, when Aldis and Adamu departed to the 

spiritual plane and Amani was the last Pharahome, martyred but not 

defeated, by those who wanted to make of the Kobda Fraternity a civil 

Institution of power and force to subjugate the peoples and expand their 

possessions by armed conquest. 

The Pharahome, faithful to the law and to the ideal of human fraternity 

imposed by it, took shelter in Sierra Nevada with those who wanted to 

follow him. In these caves there were Solitaries who, following the works 

of justice and love established by their first civilizer, Iber of Ur Bau, died 

and reincarnated in the same place as the Dakthylos did, and all the true 

lovers of that Divine Ideal. 

 

The tremendous hour of the decadence that inevitably comes to all 

that is human, had also arrived for the great Kobda Fraternity of 

prehistory. And hence they were persecuted to death in Egypt as well as 

in the country of Kush, in Mesopotamia, and in Ethiopia, by that 

destructive wave that passes over the face of the Earth from time to time, 

like a hurricane of fire reducing everything to dust and ashes. 

Wrathful, cruel, and wicked hordes, true human beasts, savage tribes, 

emerged from different points of the Earth had invaded everything, taking 

possession of everything that existed of good on Earth through theft, 

looting, fire, and death. And then, our mind submerged in dreadful 

meditation sees with terrifying clarity the celestial phalanxes, agents of 

the Eternal Justice that say in deep cries: " Give way to Divine Justice; 
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Oh, you, unfortunate beings that did not want to listen to the voice of love 

that sang psalms of peace and goodness, of joy and life". 

Such is the Eternal Law, reader, that you follow me with devout fidelity 

in my extraterrestrial narrations. 

Such a dreadful state of moral, spiritual, and even social decadence 

sometimes lasts two or three centuries; sometimes it reaches a 

millennium, long enough for all or almost all the beings who didn't want 

to see the Divine Light, nor listen to the songs of immortal love, to 

disappear from the face of the Earth. 

And when everything was reduced to dust and ashes, and on the 

rubble and ruins of great civilizations grows the moss and covers it with 

weeds or protective ivy, some forgotten and lost shoot begins to appear 

again. And like the Phoenix of the legend, life resurges even from the 

frozen rocks of arid mountains or from the silent crypts of abandoned 

Temples. 

This is the old story of all times. This is how we, the Archivists of the 

Eternal Light, contemplate it in profound silence. And this is how I want 

you to contemplate it, small nucleus of the Fraternity of Christ that still 

endures, hidden among the streams and the jungles of an American Delta 

like the Anchorites of Sierra Nevada, and those of the Mountain of 

Aksum, and those of Mount Hor, Mount Nebo, and Mount Sinai. 

 

They are the same enamored friends of the Anointed Christ of God, 

the Missionaries of the decadences, the martyrs of the last hours. Those 

hours are woven of darkness, of storms from the outside, and brave 

individual storms in the deep sea of the human soul that experiences the 

hard crises of all decadences. 

The Legion of Iberian Knights was made up of 700 individuals, each 

100 corresponding to each one of the seven Guardian Archangels that 

are the protectors of all that concerns the Fraternity of Christ, established 

on this Earth. 

Such is the origin of the Seventy Elders of Moses, which was one at 

the head of each ten; just like the 70 columns of the ancient Temples of 

Egypt, whose origin goes back to the first refugees who arrived from 

Atlantis, who were a continuation of the Toltecs of that Continent. 

 

As the centuries went by, this sacred number was gradually forgotten.  

In past centuries, this sacred number had been so rigorous, to the point 

that it was necessary to create a small Legion of aspirants who 

sometimes waited two or three years for a place to be vacated in the 

Legion to which they wished to belong. 

The Essenes were a continuation and luminous trace of Moses. As 

such, they also kept the number of 70. And the Christ Himself in the time 
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of Yhasua of Nazareth had, in addition to the intimate 12, a small portion 

of Seventy Disciples, among whom were the seven auxiliary Deacons 

chosen by Peter as collaborators in their apostolic tasks. 

I believe it is very fitting to mention here the names given to the Seven 

Archangels chosen by the Divine Anointed Christ on the corresponding 

plane as his messengers and intimate collaborators in union with his 

incarnated followers on the physical plane: 

 

I   Ariel - (Hierarch-Archiver). 

II  Gabriel - (Announcements)  

III Raphael - (Family Orientation)  

IV Daniel - (Psychic Orientation) 

V Samuel - (Meditation Guidance) 

VI Michael - (Sword of Justice and Protection)  

VII Ezekiel - (Harmonies and Clairvoyances) 

 

The Candelabra of Seventy Candles in the great Temples, already 

mentioned several times, and the more modest one of Seven Candles for 

home altars or small prayer rooms, are also a trace of that very ancient 

Spiritual or Psychic Legacy which I allowed myself to mention. 

"As Above, So Below", says the ancient axiom of the Initiates, and 

orders are also established and kept in the Higher Heavens that there are 

never forgotten or changed. 

 

* * * 

The Legion of Iberian Knights then consisted of 700 Knights; 500 of 

them resolved to leave after Moses, and the 200 oldest remained in 

Mauritania to perform the functions of government and order, until the 

heir of the disappeared Great Sfaz came of age. 

 

Of the 500 men that Moses took with him, he would bring 200 of the 

most advanced to the School of the Temple of On to reach the 700 set 

by the Law. 

And the 200 that would remain in Mauritania could grant entry to the 

Legion of Aspirants that was, at times, very numerous, to reach the Seven 

Hundred according to the Law. 

Once all things were in order, they thought of returning, and the 

Mauritanian Government gave them one of its best ships, The Regent, to 

carry so many passengers. 

The number of people who would travel on the Royal Princess ship 

had increased considerably with the foundation that Princess Thimetis 

established in Iberia and expanded in Mauritania; the creation of a Legion 

called Iberian Ladies. It would be finalized in Egypt giving admission to 
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all the most advanced women in the School of the Temple of On.  

Moses returned to his native land with very valuable assistants for his 

future great undertaking. 
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69.  The Queen-Wife of Ramses II 
 

In my role of celestial historian, I haven’t forgotten the great woman 

whom the Law had placed at the side of Pharaoh Ramses II. But 

everything has its time to appear on the stage, just as in a good drama 

the actors appear in due time. And we human beings are all actors in the 

great drama of life and evolution of all the peoples who formed in the past, 

in the present, and will form in the future, the stupendous drama of the 

passage of humanity through this stage of millions of centuries: Planet 

Earth. 

And so it is that the gentle little Princess Dami, who was not yet 20 

years old when we saw her leave Syria, her country, led by Osarsiph, 

Viceroy Superintendent of Egypt to marry Ramses II, now appears to us 

at 29 years of age, as Queen Nefertiti III of Egypt, mother of three 

children, two boys and a girl, to whom she has devoted the ten long years 

that have elapsed. 

When she arrived on the banks of the Nile she had to cry very bitter 

tears for several reasons: first she had to struggle with her own heart 

which, as the reader will remember, had been captivated by the manly 

beauty of Moses, and even more by his moral qualities that appeared so 

vivid to her eyes. 

The second reason for her grief was the spiritual state in which 

Amenhepat was. Ramses II was then obsessed by a rabid jealousy that 

made him unjust to his wife, unjust to Moses, and unjust also to his great 

and noble sister Thimetis, who had always had a mother's love for him. 

The first little son was born amid the bitter sadness of the mother 

cloistered in her palace at Thebes. And hence the child, who would one 

day be Ramses III, bore a taciturn, melancholic character inherent to the 

environment that welcomed him when he came to life. And his father 

wanted to call him with the name that he left when he was crowned as 

Pharaoh, which is Amenhepat. To shorten it, they called him Amene 

within the family. 

Moses, who felt the sadness of Princess Dami, or Queen Nefertiti, all 

the way from his retreat in Midian, invoked her with his powerful thought. 

And he comforted and strengthened her with his thought, promising her 

the transformation of her husband, the Pharaoh, into the man he should 

be, the husband of such an excellent woman, the mother of his children. 

And she was afraid of herself for frequently dreaming of that kind, 

handsome Osarsiph of her bridal journey. And she tried to spend the 

nights awake, refusing to sleep wouldn’t dream. Until one day the 

Pharaoh, who had already freed himself from the fatal maternal influence 

that had caused him to commit so many injustices, in intimate confidence 
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with her, asked her: 

–What’s the matter with you, my Neferi, that you don't sleep, and I see 

you getting thinner and paler so quickly? 

–If you’re not going to get upset, I’ll tell you –she replied, putting on 

her lap to sleep the little girl of a few months old, whom they called Am-

Isis. 

–I won't get upset, Neferi. Talk to me. 

–Ever since I’ve been with you, something has happened to me that 

has made me suffer a lot. I saw you at times as those dark, ugly monsters 

that some call evil geniuses, always full of hatred against everything and 

even against me, who never offended you in any way. All this in my 

dream. 

"And do you know how this ended? One night, during my dream, 

instead of the horrible monster, I saw the son of our second mother, the 

Royal Princess..." 

–Osarsiph you mean, the one who led you as a bride to marry me? 

–Yes, the one who was your Viceroy Superintendent. And in the 

dream, he said to me: "Queen Nefertiti, fear and sorrow no more, for the 

monster that tormented you had been forever removed from the Pharaoh 

your husband. He will once again be the noble, good, and loving husband 

he should be to one who has been so loyal and loving a companion to 

him. And believe me, Pharaoh, when I see you upset or vexed over 

matters of the country's government, surely if I sleep that night I see 

Osarsiph who advises me serenity and calm and tells me to recite at dawn 

and during the day a very beautiful verse that brings peace and love. 

–May I know that wonderful verse, my Neferi? –asked the Pharaoh, 

kindly and almost laughing. 

–Yes, you can know it. It goes like this: 

 

 

"Thank you, Yeveh, for the day dawns 

And once again you shine in the sun! 

For all that is life around me 

Because your love is in everything!" 

 

–Beautiful indeed! –And Pharaoh, thinking that this verse was very 

similar to the one that Anekh-Aton had spread among the followers of his 

School of Truth, many years before, asked. –And tell me, who’s Yeveh 

for you, whom the verse mentions? 

–Oh, that name is very great, my King! That’s how it is secretly called 

in the most sacred Temples or precincts of prayer in my country, and also 

in yours and in several others, the hidden power, energy, force, or light 

which governs, which sustains and balances all things that we see and 
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those that we do not see, in this world and in all worlds. This is what my 

parents and teachers taught me in my land, and so must it be also in this 

Egypt of yours, my King, inasmuch as I’ve been told so in a dream by the 

son of your sister the Royal Princess. 

–Is that why you avoid sleeping? 

–Look, my King; That’s over, because when this little daughter of ours 

was two months old, Osarsiph in my dream said to me: "Queen Nefertiti, 

the spirit that takes the body of this little daughter, cut off forever the 

cause of all your sorrows, for she is Epuvia, the mother of my mother, 

who comes to your home to make you and the Pharaoh, your husband, 

two missionaries of the Eternal Law. Therefore, be assured by this 

announcement and sleep peacefully from this day forward". You see 

then, my King, how this little daughter is for us the little dove of the olive 

branch. 

The Pharaoh's eyes filled with tears, and he kissed his wife and 

daughter with love. 

When his spirit returned to serenity, he had the courage to make a 

noble and frank confession to his wife: 

–My Neferi, faithful and well-loved wife of my heart, I’ve been unjust 

and cruel to Osarsiph and to his mother, who have loved me so much 

and helped me so much, when I was the unfortunate victim of the one 

who was my mother to my disgrace. Badly advised by the infernal force 

that dominated me and by my interested, vile advisers, I was to sign the 

decree of banishment for Osarsiph and of confinement in the castle of 

Lake Merik, to his mother. 

–Heaven!... My King! Is that what you were going to do? 

–That's what I was going to do! You don’t know my Queen what’s a 

man dominated by a force of the abyss. It opens wounds in the heart, and 

chains with iron the mind, the reason, the intelligence, the human psyche. 

It obscures and dominates the mind in such a way that it can lead even 

to crime, making him see as real things that don’t exist but in his 

unbalanced imagination. 

"Believe me, my Queen, that if I could overcome my pride, my self-

love, which revolts, I would call Osarsiph to my side again. I would make 

him once more my second in the country and in the government... I would 

bend my knees to his mother, the august woman to whom I owe my life. 

Because I was about to take my life when I discovered that my mother 

had a bastard, whom she had made Prince of Abbas with dominion over 

the whole Nome of Ismailia and had built the splendid Palace of Abbas 

for him at the foothills of the Revenzora Mountains while I, the heir to the 

throne of Egypt, lived relegated to a pavilion in her father's Royal Palace." 

 

* * * 
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This confession of the Pharaoh left his wife the Queen in deep thought. 

But there was nothing she could do. She remembered the verse she had 

copied in her album of private notes and began to recite it again. The 

Royal Princess was in Mauritania, in the Regency that we know, which 

lasted a little more than six years. Osarsiph was in Midian, beyond the 

sullen desert, sunk among mute boulders, in the miserable village of 

Durba Well. 

–Where will this Durba Well be, beyond the desert? –she began to ask 

herself, unable to confide her question to anyone. Until one night in a 

dream, she saw Osarsiph again, but not in the luxurious garb of Viceroy 

Superintendent, but in a simple white robe, sitting on a boulder in the 

moonlight. And she dreamed that he approached her and said: 

–Queen Nefertiti don’t suffer for the injustices committed by your 

husband the Pharaoh while he was dominated by evil entities of the 

abyss. It is in his law and in mine that we will work together in agreement, 

in fulfillment of something great that the Eternal Power entrusts to him 

and to me. Let’s wait, O Queen, for the hour to come. The time is near. 

After a few days of concern, she told this dream to the Pharaoh, who, 

wishing to hasten the arrival, proposed that business with the Ethnarch 

of the Negev. Midian and the Durba Well were in that region of Arabia; 

that Durba Well which worried the Queen so much, but she didn’t dare to 

reveal it or ask anyone about it. 

However, our reader is well aware of how the events unfolded. 

And now the reader is informed of the means used by the Eternal 

Power to shorten the distance between Moses and Ramses II. 

Ten years had passed, and it is indeed very little time to obtain the 

fundamental changes of souls and hearts that had been united, that the 

dark forces had separated, but that the Divine Law swept with a breath 

of his sovereign breath when it was time to re-unite what evil had 

separated. 

And the announcement reached Memphis of the arrival at Rameses 

port of the two brand-new Mauritanian ships, the Royal Princess and The 

Regent. The Pharaoh with his wife Queen and their three little children, 

plus the royal escort in full regalia, the Hierophants, professors, and 

friends, all the students from the School of the Temple of On, were at the 

great docks of Rameses, four hours past noon when both ships dropped 

anchor and laid their gangplanks at the royal dock of Rameses. 

I leave it to the reader to imagine the embrace of Queen Nefertiti III 

with Thimetis, and the Pharaoh with Moses, as well as all the 

manifestations of popular joy which took place in the great metropolis 

created by Ramses II as the royal city of the future for the coronation of 

his heir. 
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A few days later, while Moses was busy properly organizing that great 

human mass, which in his mind was called "Chosen People", or "People 

of God", some messengers from the Ethnarch of Negev arrived. The 

came to propose to the Pharaoh a joint campaign to stop the pirates of 

the Red Sea, who day by day made new victims wherever their ferocity 

and larceny reached.  

But Ramses II had made very serious commitments of superior order 

that disqualified him for blood fights, extermination, and death. He was 

an Initiate. By his own free will he had come into contact with the gods or 

genii of good, peace, justice, and love, and he would never break his 

sacred oaths.  

The hard conflict, stuck in the depths of his conscience, was naturally 

brought to the Crypt of the Temple of On in the first meeting held after 

Moses had returned to Egypt. 

And since all those united minds requested the assistance of the 

Divine Light, it didn’t take long for the answer to come. 

 And response was: 

"It is justice to prevent the wicked from continuing to exercise criminal 

activities that cause victims on a daily basis." 

"It is to do good by protecting the innocent, defenseless and weak, 

and saving them from the greed, rage, and lasciviousness of the Godless 

and Lawless victimizers." 

"There is love in the chain that prevents the wicked from continuing on 

the path that leads to the abyss." 

"It is love for peace, putting order in disorder, bringing light into 

darkness, and washing with clean waters him those who are sunk in the 

swamp”. 

This answer came to them from Aelohin, Moses' close guide. It came 

through the hypnosis of one of the Hierophant Elders of the Temple of 

On. And at the same time, it came by the written word of two other 

Hierophants who always received spiritual forewarnings. 

And they all agreed that the Pharaoh should send an army corps to 

the Red Sea, which, together with the soldiers from the Ethnarch, should 

capture the pirates on both shores of the sea, but without harming them 

in any way. They should be held in prison until their redemption was 

obtained, if possible, or for indefinite time if there was resistance and 

rebellion in them. 

Someone made this reasonable observation: 

–How can they be captured without an armed and bloody struggle? 

And finally, Moses spoke: 

–I propose –he said –that those of us who have the faculty of 

producing deep sleep, even in people who are quite resistant to the power 

of thought, join the campaign. Let there appear no armed army, but small 
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sailboats with excursionists admiring the beauties of the Red Sea at 

sunset. And let’s keep the body of armed militia corps on alert in a chosen 

place, to observe without being noticed. There are several strategic 

places appropriate for this in the mountainous rocks of some of the coasts 

of the sea. 

After many observations, Moses’ plan was accepted, and the 

campaign organized. And two weeks later, 280 pirates were imprisoned 

at Rameses and Ectham, and a large number of male and female slaves, 

who had been stolen by them to sell abroad, were rescued. 

Not an arrow had been shot; the spears, daggers, and javelins had 

remained still. Just the thought of 20 righteous men, with healthy souls 

and pure lives, with their minds like a stiletto of light, had been enough to 

surrender, without blood and death, 280 criminals, who bore the horrible 

mark of crime on their lives for their vile interest of gold. 

Our reader knows that this was not Moses' only triumph over crowds 

driven mad by the vilest instincts that can fit in beings who call themselves 

human. 

And when the Pharaoh, in order to involve his Queen-Wife in all his 

idealistic activities, told her in awe about this case, she remained 

thoughtful for a long time. 

Then, lowering her voice as if to tell a great secret that she feared 

would be divulged, she said to her King, folding her hands together as if 

for a prayer: 

– My King! ... I believe that we have very near us..., at our very side, 

a man who’s a God incarnated. And that man is Moses, the son of the 

Royal Princess! 

 

* * * 

 

The pirates of the Red Sea, so famous for cruelties and vandalism, 

awoke within 48 hours of the mental command of Moses and his 

Hierophants that had ordered them to sleep. They found themselves in 

the bunks of their own ships, with their feet tied with a chain to the timber 

of the ship, to the same iron hoops to which they tied their slaves. Then 

came the enraged shouting and furious cursing at the excursionist 

wizards, for it didn’t take long for them to realize that such stern 

intervention could only come from them. 

They realized that they were sailing down the Nile, towards the mouths 

of the great river, and that their destiny would be the gallows in the prisons 

of Rameses, or to have their heads cut off in the dungeons of Ectham, 

depending on whether they were taken by order of the Pharaoh or the 

Ethnarch of Negev. Soldiers from both armies traveled in the pirate ships 

and they were the ones who commanded the ships. 
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All the freed slaves were taken in another ship and this caravan of 

ships followed a sailboat with the flag of the army and another sailboat 

with the flag and insignia of the Pharaoh. Moses and his Hierophants 

traveled in the latter in deep silence meditation. They continued the 

previous mental work with an addendum, not only of giving thanks 

because no lives were sacrificed, but also of fervent supplication to the 

Eternal Power to allow them to complete the work of human redemption 

that they might obtain for that unfortunate portion of humanity. 

The chief of the Ethnarch’s army announced that he had no order to 

take any prisoners there because the Ethnarch had assumed that none 

of the pirates would allow themselves to be imprisoned alive. 

And so, Moses arranged to bring them all to Rameses; while the 

slaves, most of whom were from the country of Kush, Libya, and the 

Negev, asked to be returned to their native land. 

One of the Hierophant companions of Moses, who prolonged his 

meditation the longest, came to him and said: 

–If you will allow me, I wish to speak to a young slave couple, who 

travels in the common cabin of this very ship. 

And granted, he went without hesitation to a young Libyan, tall, good-

looking, but half-naked like everyone else, who seemed to protect a very 

exhausted and even more, deeply saddened young woman. 

After making the relevant investigations, they learned that both slaves 

had been snatched by pirates from their very bridal chamber on their 

wedding day as they were exchanging their ceremonial robes for one of 

their own normal clothes for the midday meal. Both belonged to 

respectable Libyan families, who thought them to be dead and had been 

mourning them for more than 70 days. 

Both were destined, due to their physical beauty and distinction of 

race, to be sacrificed to the god Moloch on the first full moon of spring. 

This Hierophant, whose name was Adhar, belonged to the Temple of 

Memphis. He was aware his own spiritual past, and hence knew that in 

prehistoric times, he was among those who followed Kobda Iber to the 

Iberian Peninsula. He had a mental vision that this young couple were his 

children in a distant past. He also knew that their relatives had domains 

in the mountains of Libya, and that their fathers were chiefs of important 

tribes that would give for them whatever was asked for their ransom. 

But when their fathers learned that they were not being released for 

the sake of ransom but for the love of justice, they became so enthusiastic 

that they were the origin of those tribes allying themselves to the plans of 

Moses. 

And Moses and his companions, celebrating the event, said to them: 

–You are flowers of slavery that will serve as flowers bonds to attract 

your fellow-countrymen to the path of Eternal Truth. 
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When the Pharaoh heard of these happy events, he hastened to refer 

them to his Queen-Wife, for all the raging jealousy he had years before 

against Moses, when he noticed the enthusiasm and admiration of his 

bride for him, had been transformed into sincere satisfaction, when he 

verified that this admiration had greatly increased in his Queen Wife. 

–My Queen –he said to her –your God incarnate grows brighter and 

more splendorous every day –and he told her all that had happened at 

the Red Sea. What do you think we should do with him now? 

And she, in her pure, simple ingenuity, answered him after thinking for 

a long time: 

–We must obey everything he commands because he’s a beloved son 

of Yeveh. And the Great Universal Father will bless Egypt, which, if it was 

a civilizer of peoples in the past, it will continue to be so for centuries to 

come. He will bless your land and mine. He will bless our children who 

will form a generation of the righteous in the future. 

– Good Heavens my Queen!... Did you become a prophetess with a 

torch of wisdom? 

–Yes, since the mother of our incarnated God gave me to read the 

Scriptures of the Patriarch Aldis, and others from Atlantis and Lemuria, 

which have made me know about the science of the great Temples.  

–You’re almost an Initiate in the hidden mysteries of our Hierophants. 

Would it please you to enter with me and the Royal Princess, into the 

Crypt of the Temple of On, where we hold our close assemblies with the 

incarnated God? 

The young Queen's face lit up with joy and holding out both hands to 

the Pharaoh she said: 

–I have prayed so much to Yeveh to hear these words from your 

mouth, my King, that when I hear them, I see you close..., so close to this 

exiled God, that I even imagine that you are becoming like him... 

–So, my Queen, you will now love me as dearly as Princess Dami of 

Tyre once loved the Viceroy-Superintendent. 

She smiled blushing and putting her white hand on the lips of the 

Pharaoh she said to him in a whisper: 

–These are forbidden words that must never ever be uttered. 

–Promised and sworn my Queen. I will never say it again. 

 

*** 

 

In the first assembly that followed, the Queen-Wife of Pharaoh 

Ramses II took the examination required of all Hierophants, and she 

answered with admirable serenity to all the questions put to her. 

She only thing missing was the test of the so-called Death of Osiris, 

but the Royal Princess said aloud: 
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–I’ve been her instructor, and since she’s a convinced of the eternal 

existence of the human soul and that it can live independent of matter, I 

don’t think that test necessary at all. Even less so, if we take into account 

her physical nature, somewhat nervous and not very strong, which could 

give rise to a disorder or imbalance in her health. 

Moses spoke after everyone had accepted Thimetis' words. 

–The Queen-Wife of our Pharaoh was in the Kobda Fraternity of 

prehistory a Matriarch called Nolis. During her role in Neghada and in Pax 

(The Peace), she was the instructor of all the maidens who decided to 

take a husband and form a home, because she gathered in perfect 

degree the sublime qualities of perfect wife and perfect mother. 

"I believe that she’s not only necessary in our School, but that she can 

even give lessons to those of us who know little of what it is to create the 

garden of the home and to cultivate the plants that will constitute it. 

Queen Nefertiti Dami of Tyre remained from that day on as Instructor 

of maidens in betrothal, in the great School with open doors. 
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70.  The Chosen People 
 

 Three years went by for Moses and his School of popular education. 

They were fruitful years of intense work during which a whole large group 

of beings had to be so perfectly organized that nothing could get out of 

the great orbit designed by the conductor. 

This group was made up of men and women from various countries, 

with different customs and ways of seeing things; of diverse social 

classes, and above all of very varied degrees of evolution. All this made 

that great mass of human beings a heterogeneous group so difficult to 

unify, that only the steely temper of Moses and the very high degree of 

evolution his spirit had reached, could lead without a most horrible 

anarchy destroying everything. 

And this stupendous prodigy, which has not been repeated in the 

centuries since then until the present day, was accomplished without 

humankind making it the subject of its meditations and studies, which 

could well bring beautiful lessons of noble action. As always humankind 

is indifferent to any true greatness. 

His mother, the Royal Princess, mimicking the Seventy Hierophants 

of Moses, created a body of women among the noblest and most virtuous 

that she found in the School of the Temple of On. They were also Seventy 

with the Queen as Eldest Sister and two Notaries, who were Star or 

Zipporah, wife of Moses, and the young heiress of the murdered King of 

Kush. 

Marina and Clarissa, daughters of Captain Asaph, were appointed 

Deaconesses, charged with ascertaining the material needs of the large 

female community that would line up for the great journey. 

Those who belonged to the race of Israel were then better known as 

"Jacobs". They were fairly distributed in tribes, which was what they 

called a whole family of relatives. Their origin was traced back to each of 

the twelve sons of Jacob, the noble Patriarch who was accepted into the 

country many centuries before. The Pharaoh had granted the tribes all 

the privileges that come with Citizenship status as a gift to Joseph, the 

first Viceroy-Superintendent.  

The great Priest Ishmael with ten notaries deliberately appointed for 

this purpose, had been in charge of this organization. 

Meanwhile Moses with his Seventy thought, prayed, and determined. 

They minutely studied great maps and geographical charts, as well as 

the most ancient Scriptures preserved in the Archives of the great 

Synagogue of Goshen. Several Scriptures dictated by Shem appeared 

among these, that had been dictated by Shem, the Lieutenant of the 

Atlantean King Nohepastro. Shem, together with Euphemia, daughter of 
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a dispossessed and exiled Samoyed King, were the origin of the race 

called Abrahamic. Other Scriptures came from Princess Euphemia, from 

Abraham, and from the more evolved spirits who had been chiefs or 

leaders of that nomadic people, who from the icy mountains of the country 

of Manh38 had been descending to the lands bathed by the Nile. In all 

these ancient Scriptures there were references, promises, and 

prophecies that the One, Invisible, and Eternal God, had reserved a 

reward for the people who remained faithful to Him. And such a reward 

consisted in granting them the possession of a country of abundance, of 

peace, a true paradise on Earth. The Scriptures didn’t clearly specify 

where this country of dreams would be located, but the Seventy of Moses 

and he himself were skillful interpreters of the signs and hieroglyphic 

figures in which almost all those archaic Scriptures were written. 

And finally they came across one that said: "The people faithful to the 

One, Invisible and Eternal God, will receive as a reward the great forests 

that cover the White Head Mountain whose slopes form the deep depths 

of sweet waters that were once salty by the treacherous invasion of the 

Atlantean Sea, but that the Eternal Yeveh has sweetened with milk and 

honey so that his people will have all the necessary sustenance on the 

banks of this Deep River, to live in his service and love for ever and ever". 

And the interpreters saw in White Head Mount the Mount Hermon of 

centuries later, whose high peaks were always covered with snow and 

whose vast forests of fine and very valuable woods were known to be 

unique in the Continent. 

They deduced then that the prophecies alluded to the lands we know 

today as Palestine, which are crossed from north to south by the Jordan, 

which in ancient times was known as the Deep River. The Great Sea or 

Mediterranean had been a sea of salty waters, and when it receded, it 

gave way to the fresh waters of the filtrations of the Hermon to occupy 

the deep valley. 

It was this interpretation the one that guided Moses in the great exodus 

of the chosen people to that region. It had been promised by the 

disembodied Intelligences of their augurs and prophets to the people who 

would be faithful to their One Invisible and Eternal God. 

But such a large mass of human beings couldn’t and shouldn’t be 

risked to a certain place by the mere suggestion of some Archaic 

Scriptures. Because, although very worthy of respect and veneration, 

these scriptures were not a guarantee that a change hadn’t occurred over 

the centuries in those territories that would probably be already 

populated. 

             

 
38 The Armenia of centuries later. 
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The Queen herself was a native of Syria, and although she knew that 

there were large areas of land from Lebanon to the Judean desert that 

were sparsely populated, they were not to be considered as uninhabited 

lands, where so large a people could be relocated. 

In view of this it was resolved that some of the youngest among the 

Seventy would travel to those lands, as discreet and prudent explorers of 

all that they were interested in knowing. 

The Queen and some of her ladies from those countries wrote epistles 

to their relatives and friends. It took almost two years to gather the 

necessary information. The spiritual warnings, received in the assemblies 

of the Crypt of the Temple of On, had indicated that it would take at least 

10 years to fulfill the yearnings that animated everyone. And the 10-year 

term was approaching. 

The whole world was a frightful swamp of misery and mud. Life was 

becoming increasingly difficult for beings of medium evolution. Without 

God or Law, the world had lost the notion of good and justice. There was 

no other value than gold and brute force, and those who possessed both 

elements applied them without hesitation against the rest of the human 

society, to the point that the family lost all its value, and neither the 

parents had security of their children, nor they of their parents and 

relatives. Gold and the satiety of all the lower instincts formed the ideal 

of the multitudes in all the regions of the Earth. 

Oh, Egypt!... The Egypt founded ages ago by a few fugitive refugees 

from the invaded and desolate Atlantis. Those heroic remains of the last 

Toltecs of Amphion and Antulius was the oasis where there were still 

clear waters to drink and where the nightingale of pure and holy love, 

creator of the family and splendorous luminary in the darkness of human 

life, still sang. 

But even in Egypt Anekh-Aton failed, because although he had many 

followers to his ideals, the vile clergy who lived from the deception that 

produced the gold, not from the wise priesthood with the wisdom of the 

righteous, exploited the selfish interests of the unconscious crowds, 

which was always more numerous than the idealistic, dreamy minorities. 

The fulfillment of the Moses’ endeavor of was extremely urgent and 

the Pharaoh himself was frightened by the great wave of mud that 

advanced from all the directions, like a terrible threat that could not take 

long. 

When there were only seven moons for the ten years to sound like a 

bad omen bell, Moses finished gathering all the necessary reports for 

accomplishing his great undertaking. 

In all the region that since then was called "The Promised Land", in 

allusion to the archaic prophecies, there were large areas of uninhabited 

countryside. And the leaders, kings, or chiefs of those populations 
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accepted that peaceful and hard-working people from the country of the 

Nile would join them, to enjoy together the goods that the land offers to 

those who work it with love. 

Moses had in his hands the long list of kings, chieftains, and heads of 

tribes who accepted to live with them, as long as there was no pretension 

of dominion over what was already established. 

And the Assembly of the Seventy thought: "Once medium or large 

portions of those educated in our open-door School are disseminated in 

this way, it will certainly be a powerful antidote against the present vice 

and degradation. And little by little the example of so many noble and 

pure lives will do much more in the masses than preaching and oral 

teaching, although if combined with example and word, it will sooner give 

life to all that is dead and corrupt in the world". 

And this was the great and divine dream of Moses and his Seventy. 

But the same thing that happens to all the great and heroic idealists of 

all times happened here. Because there’s a great distance from the 

elevated and pure dream to the realities in primitive humanities of scarce 

evolution as the humankind of the Earth. 

But it is fair to recognize that Moses didn't fail, although a great part of 

the people who followed him allowed themselves to be contaminated by 

all the vices prevailing among humans. He did what he should have done: 

he received the Eternal Law and gave it to this humankind, which still 

respects and venerates it despite its decadence and weaknesses. 

   

 

*** 

 
  

And so the final preparation began. All those who were organized in 

families or tribes, were required to choose a "chief" among them, whom 

they all had to obey regarding the order and needs of the group. And this 

" chief " was of course an outstanding member of the School of Moses. 

All this ensemble of beings was organized in this manner. And even 

though they were of different peoples and races, they were encompassed 

in the honorable name of "God's Chosen People". Years later the Israelite 

people took it as their particular name and in thus became part to the 

chronicles and accounts that are known to this day. 

The Commander-in-chief of the Egyptian Armies was not pleased to 

see such a large population being allowed to leave the country, which left 

some Nomes, and even the capitals of greater population, almost 

abandoned. 

And so, he allowed himself to make some suggestions to the Pharaoh, 

which he let fade in a discreet evasion. 
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Unexpected events were favorable to Moses' plans. 

Some owners of true "flocks" of slaves, decided to exploit as a 

fabulous business the ransom that the Royal Princess had ordered for 

certain cases and persons. All of them agreed and raised the price of the 

"merchandise" in such a way that the vile and dastardly news reached 

Moses and his Seventy. And they thought it fair, and it was indeed, to 

agree to overcome the avarice of those merchants of human lives. They 

would do with them as they had done with the pirates of the Red Sea. 

And several plagues came upon to all these greedy people of living 

human flesh in their crops and plantations and in their domestic animals. 

There were frogs, flies, mosquitoes, and various kinds of annoying 

insects in their irrigation ditches, wells, and drinking water sources. And 

since all of them were extremely superstitious, they took it as a 

punishment from the "God of Moses", for their excessive greed and 

larceny. This surely is the origin of the miraculous plagues of Egypt as 

they have been called, without there being any miracle. It was only the 

mental command of Moses and his Seventy to lead all those unaware to 

the reflection that whoever goes against a divine plan sooner or later 

reaps the consequences. 

Other unsought events occurred with great advantage to Moses. 

One of the kings of the vast Libya, a great friend of the Pharaoh, 

requested his help in a difficult situation. He earnestly begged him to send 

him for a time one of his most skillful war chiefs because he was 

threatened by serious attacks from abroad. And he added that such a 

request was due to the recent death of his first military commander. 

The head of the Egyptian armies was married to a Libyan woman of 

high society, which facilitated the acceptance of the Chief, to the invitation 

made by the Pharaoh to comply with the request. 

The third event was that, due to astral and meteorological causes, a 

marked lowering of the waters of the seas took place in all the continents, 

in such a way that the Saltwater Lakes, which were like an arm of the 

Great Sea that joined it to the Red Sea, remained dry for 22 days. 

And it was this final event the one that decided the departure of God's 

Chosen People from the Egypt of the Pharaohs. 

The great farewell took place at Rameses. The first to leave was the 

great Priest Ishmael followed by the Levites, who were followed by the 

other groups or tribes descended from the sons of Patriarch Jacob. 

The last to leave was Moses and two thirds of his Hierophants. He left 

Fredek of Port Ophir and Arphasol of Baetica with Star and the Princess 

of Ethiopia and left the oldest Elders by the side of the Royal Princess 

who couldn’t and wouldn’t remain in such great loneliness. 

I leave it to the reader to imagine the farewell of the Pharaoh, the 

Queen-Wife and the Royal Princess to the heroic adventurer who was 
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heading for the desert with the Divine Light of the Eternal Ideal, which 

shone like a star before him. It is certain that no matter how moving and 

emotional the reader may image that farewell, it will always be less than 

what it actually was. 

–My Osarsiph of our youthful years! –Said the Pharaoh as he 

embraced him for the last time –Will we meet again on Earth? 

–If we both want to, yes, Pharaoh –Moses replied, his voice trembling 

and his eyes crystallizing with tears. 

He kissed the hands of the Queen who was crying, the children, and 

finally Star and his mother who promised to come to him, as soon as he 

sent them word that he was in Uncle Jethro's cabin. 

Moses wanted to spare his mother and Star that first whirlwind that he 

foresaw from the exit of such a large number of people and animals, since 

each family carried with them some of the domestic animals they most 

needed for their sustenance. 

The first chronicle or account of the exodus was written by the second 

Notary of the three Hierophants who were appointed to that position. The 

Chief Notary remained in the Temple of On, where the weekly meetings 

would continue among the third part of the Seventy that remained with 

the Pharaoh, the Queen-Wife, and the Royal Princess. 

This account was written in the hieroglyphic system always used by 

the Initiates as all the Scriptures of the Temples. 

Several letters of this ancient writing system were represented by 

animals of various species and races. Oxen, cows, goats, lions, leopards, 

ducks, ibises, herons, swans, etc., all were used by the hieroglyphic 

writing to signify or construct the stories, legends, or poems, with which 

it wanted to express the thought. 

The inexperienced interpreters who came later, believed to see in 

those signs that the people had taken with them all their cattle, which 

some tribes had in abundance. 

But in fact, the leaders of the great exodus forced them to sell most of 

their livestock, allowing them to take only the most indispensable for their 

sustenance, as cows or goats that provide milk, hens, geese, ducks, that 

provide eggs. 

Families traveling in chariots carried oxen, horses, or mules. 

The interpreters wrongly assumed that the Chosen People needed 

herds of animals to offer sacrifices to their God. Those interpreters 

overlooked one of the basic principles of Moses’ ideal, to eliminate the 

pagan customs of bloody sacrifices in the altars of the Temples. The high 

priesthood among which he had been educated never used that way of 

paying homage to the One Invisible and Eternal God. 

Whoever thinks otherwise is not only lacking logic but is also lacking 

truth. 
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And if we look back several years, we’d see that this was one of the 

reasons why the Egyptian potentates rebelled against Anekh-Aton's 

ideal. They had their fields full of flocks which they sold at a very good 

price to the devotees of the hundreds of gods, whose favors they 

obtained by offering them animal sacrifices on their altars which smelled 

of blood and burnt fat. 

Once the lucrative business was eradicated, financial ruin was coming 

upon them. And they, refined egoists, said: "Let the Pharaoh and his ideal 

sink. Let’s save ourselves from the great ruin that threatens us".  

How, then, could the interpreters of the Scripture that narrates the 

Exodus think that Moses would complicate his already difficult endeavor 

by dragging flocks behind the people for sacrifices, when it was one of 

the terrible wrongdoings that he wanted to eradicate from the Chosen 

People? 

A narrator of the plane of Light shouldn’t even make these 

suggestions, I understand it well; but the Scriptures that the world has 

known until today distort the truth so much that they deviate from all logic 

and fair reasoning. Hence, I’ve thought it appropriate and even 

necessary, to provide the reader with these observations to facilitate the 

clear understanding of the truth that the Eternal Light is revealing to us. 

 

* * * 

 

When all the people had crossed the Saltwater Lakes where the 

Pharaoh had order to build a wide embankment to prevent the mud in 

some places from making the passage difficult, the heart of flesh of the 

genial adventurer softened its strong beats. 

Great and strong beings are also sensitive, and he had taken a great 

leap over the abyss when he left his native land, dragging behind him a 

numerous people that moved like a human sea and that only trusted in 

him, in his word, in his teachings, in which he made them see and feel a 

Unique, Strong, Powerful but Invisible God. Where was he? What was he 

like? What was his relationship with all of them? Why did he love them 

more than the other peoples of the Earth? 

– Loving one another encompasses all the law and justice of Moses’ 

God –those most knowledgeable in theology and morality have 

commented. –And if we know how to live without doing the least harm to 

one another, this God-Father-Love, and -Power, will see in us his children 

and will take care of our life and our peace and happiness. 

All of Moses' people opened tents in the Negev, and Moses had the 

satisfaction of finding a squad of 200 spearmen that the Ethnarch had 

sent to wait for him, making the harshness of the foreign soil softer and 

lighter. 
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He ordered a rest of seven days before setting out into the desert. 

So far he had been followed by the faithful and loving Numbik. He 

wanted to be the one to pitch the first tent in the desert for his master, 

and then he would return to Egypt, as they had agreed, to lead the Royal 

Princess, Star, and the Ethiopian girl to Uncle Jethro's cabin, which 

Thimetis was determined to visit. 

 

  

  



 653 

71.  From Rameses to Sinai 
 

It would be long and tedious to tell the story, with all its vicissitudes, 

about the departure of a whole numerous and heterogeneous crowd from 

the country where they had lived for so many generations. 

It’s easy to be understand that not only the people had to leave, but 

that a whole long caravan of wagons, camels and donkeys followed 

loaded behind them with the provisions that each family carried for at 

least three months. These provisions consisted of salted meats, cereals, 

legumes, flour, oil and wineskins, small pitchers of honey and lard, 

baskets of cheese, dried fruits, and vegetables. 

If it took long hours and days for the people to prepare for their 

departure, it took even longer, of course, for the immense cargo that was 

indispensable for an entire people who were heading out into the desert 

without the certainty of finding good food in the modest towns and villages 

along the way. 

During the seven days of rest that Moses granted the pilgrims, he had 

what we could well call his third Apocalypse in his great tent, where some 

of the Seventy were staying. 

His close Guide, Aelohin, manifested himself to him during the seven 

nights of the wilderness. And his tent companions perceived Aelohin’s 

presence and heard his words. His tent became a small temple that in 

the darkness of the nights shone in such a way that it was also perceived 

from the neighboring tents. 

Moses had had a premonitory announcement that this would happen, 

so he took the discreet precaution of having his closest companions pitch 

their tents close to his, since they would know how to control any surprise 

manifestation, however extraordinary the events might be. 

Aelohin's instructions urged him to reach Sinai as soon as possible, 

where the Anchorites of Mount Horeb were waiting for him, because they 

could no longer resist the formidable spiritual current they had been 

accumulating for seven years. 

Moses’ Guides understood very well that the spiritual state of the 

majority of that people needed supranormal, very extraordinary 

manifestations for them to affirm their faith. Until then their faith had only 

been based on trust in the man who inspired it, but also supported by the 

Pharaoh himself, by the Royal Princess, by the Queen, by the Priesthood 

of Memphis. 

But, once away from all that, and being the people alone among 

rugged mountains and the parched desert sands, it was reasonable to 

assume the fainting and uncertainties, the hesitations and doubts, and 

perhaps even alarms and murmurings would arise. They might begin to 
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judge as foolishness all they had done and perhaps sacrificed for an ideal 

so intangible, so immaterial, so invisible. 

Reader who follows me in this long episode, if we put ourselves on an 

equal footing, it will be easily understood that Aelohin would have 

prepared, with the help of the Kobdas Anchorites of Horeb, the 

tremendous forces and electric currents as in an immense battery, which 

produced in a whole people who had sacrificed so much, the necessary 

conviction to prefer death perhaps before hesitating to follow Moses. 

And Aelohin's urgings were amply obeyed, and as soon as the 

seventh day dawned, the tents were raised. And when the sun began to 

set, the human sea was again in motion with an almost delirious 

enthusiasm. 

From the temple-tent of Moses the divine force radiated throughout 

the wide camp. That divine force, which is well known to those of us who, 

clinging to a higher ideal, leap over all barriers without turning our heads 

back. 

From Rameses they had come to Sukkot, and it was in Sukkot that the 

Confidence of the seven days was held, as the materialized 

manifestations of the great Missionary's spiritual Guides were known. 

These manifestations were the ultimate preparation of Moses and his 

ideal companions for the great spiritual, moral, and social journey they 

were to undertake. It was like the training of those souls with mettle of 

apostles, to put on the altar of the Eternal Power all they were in their 

capacity for sacrifice and selflessness, all the will and effort they would 

need to fight and win in the formidable struggle with corruption, anarchy, 

greed, selfishness, disorder in every sense in which humanity lived; amid 

which they were determined to impose order, logic and good sense in all 

the activities and manifestations of human life.  

Logic and discernment in faith; nobility and elevation in thoughts; 

sincerity in the hidden feelings of the soul; truth in words; loyalty in 

friendship; fidelity and purity in love... Good heavens! ... How would 

humankind receive such an absolute change and transformation of 

everything that forms the complex internal and external world in which 

the human creature lives and has lived, with the very few exceptions of 

rare cases that differ from the majority? 

Some even trembled and hesitated before the thousands of barriers 

of stumbling blocks that they expected to face. But..., there stood before 

them the colossus, the mountain man, the brilliant soul, who was rigid 

and firm like the obelisks of granite and marble that he had gazed at since 

childhood in the land of his birth. 

And then one of the Hierophant Elders of Memphis who knew 

Osarsiph as a child when he was a young pastophorus, remembered 

from his childhood a passage of his life. He was accompanying Osarsiph 
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to take the sailboat in which his mother was embarking to return back to 

the castle of Lake Merik, and the boy stopped before the tallest, strongest 

obelisk that adorned the square of the Temple of Memphis. 

–Who made this obelisk? –he asked. 

–It’s difficult to answer you, Osarsiph; it was built many years, if not 

centuries ago. 

–What is it made of? 

–Of pink granite from the Libyan quarries.  

–No hurricane will ever destroy it?  

–No, none. 

–Not even a thousand oxen pulling it can tear it down?  

–Not even two thousand, I assure you. 

And then the pastophorus heard him say: 

–I want to be as strong as this obelisk when I am grown up to become 

a man. 

And the Elder recounted this distant episode over and over again, 

each time that a new demonstration of Moses’ firmness and willpower 

retempered the inner fibers of the soul to his companions, who 

sometimes seemed to be intimidated by the great and difficult 

accomplishment of the work they had in hand. 

In order to understand and accept the work as something possible to 

achieve on Earth, it has been necessary, reader friend, to know Moses 

from the first steps of his life. And the most faithful Archives of the Eternal 

Light have given us the key, presenting him before our poor intelligence, 

from his birth, his childhood, his adolescence, his youth and above all the 

exceptional psychic faculties that accompanied him, conquered of course 

by an evolution of thousands of centuries. 

 

* * * 

 

Let’s go back a few days in our story. Two gnomes with the pride of 

titans, believed themselves capable of measuring themselves up to the 

great man chosen by the Eternal Power for this gigantic work. Prince 

Leon Bardi, enemy of Moses and his mother, and his son, the bastard of 

gloomy queen Gala. 

Although they were apparently confined in the fortress-palace of 

Abbas, which the Pharaoh pretended to ignore its existence, they spied 

like bats in the dark, the movements of the only being who had restrained 

them in their dark machinations. And they believed that the time had 

come for revenge now that Moses and his people were outside the 

Pharaoh’s dominion and protection. 

They felt that they were a pariah people, and their leader was a pariah 

as well. Mortally wounding him would leave the people without guidance 
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or support, making it easy to induce them to independence from Egypt 

and recognize a new sovereignty: the bastard Prince son of Queen Gala, 

wife of Pharaoh Ramses I. The fortified citadel of Abdas would be his 

capital and the mountain range of the Revenzora his field of activities. 

With its rich unexploited mines, the mountain range could offer to the 

people easy means of subsistence. 

Leon Bardi, skilled in all kinds of illegal intrigues and manipulations, 

had organized an army corps of about 2000 men: Sicilians, Calabrians 

and Bedouin Idumeans hired as line troops. The son of the late Queen 

Mother wore attire identical to that worn by the Pharaoh, with a chariot 

just like his. And his soldiers with their naked torsos, red and white kilt, 

golden spears and white plume on the horses, marvelously imitated a 

corps of spearmen of the kind kept by the Pharaoh in his great barracks 

at Rameses. 

And when the Chosen People had finished crossing the Saltwater 

Lakes, their pursuers set out after them, in a dark night in which the thick 

shadows kept them from being discovered. 

But..., it could be said that the seas agreed in favor of the righteous 

man who sought the salvation of humankind by elevating the low moral 

and spiritual level in which they were. And when the persecuting army 

reached the shore of the Lakes, the waters had returned to their former 

course and the sea grew and grew until it overflowed. 

But it was a matter of life or death. 

The spearmen of Leon Bardi didn’t want to lose the rich profits they 

had been promised.  Nor did the arrogance of the two leading gnomes 

allow their spearmen to receive even a faint ray of light, so that they could 

understand that Moses was an instrument of the Eternal Power to carry 

out the mission he was doing, whereas they were two selfish wretches 

loaded with greed, ambition, and pride. 

Seldom has the struggle between evil and good been so clearly 

depicted on the face of the Earth as in this case that I’ve been narrating. 

The thrust of pride fueled by the implacable desire for revenge infused 

live fire in the leaders and in the troops. And to the cry of: "For the queen 

Gala and for Ramses I, go ahead because this rising tide will not be able 

to stop us from passing". 

In the desperate rush, they moved away from the embankment, which 

was covered by the waves, which turned all into a swamp that made the 

march difficult. This gave the tide time to rise enough for horses, wagons, 

and men to lose their balance and fall, defeated by the furious swell. 

Only Leon Bardi and one of the auxiliaries who accompanied him in 

his chariot managed to swim to safety. But he was so badly wounded by 

the fall that he lived only a few more hours, then floating like a dying man 

on the floor of his chariot, which held him up, dragged along by the 
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current. 

While this was happening in the north, the Pharaoh, his wife and 

children had taken the Royal sailboat that took them to the south, to the 

resplendent Thebes that they had temporarily abandoned to collaborate 

with Moses in the great work of human evolution whose central 

headquarters was the Temple of On. 

 

* * * 

 

The great priest Ishmael, spiritual leader of the Israelite tribes, 

conferred with Moses and his fellow Hierophants. He pointed out to them 

that they were accustomed to offer sacrifices in homage to the Supreme 

Power and were grieved at not being able to do so in any form. 

This warning was a clear manifestation that it’s not so easy to change 

the satisfaction produced in the human soul when presenting a material, 

bloody offering, with the inner feeling of an evolved spirit. This latter is 

satisfied to pay a purely spiritual homage, such as a heartfelt prayer, a 

hymn sung with soul and lips at once, a floral offering presented with love 

and devotion, etc. 

This was Moses' first discouragement. But Aelohin, his dear Guide, 

made himself felt in the meditation of the last night spent in Sukkot: 

–"The Divine Law –he said to him –is less severe than you, and It 

orders that the advanced intelligences must have the capacity to put 

themselves in tune with those of scarce evolution in everything that 

doesn’t harm the conscience nor twist the path. Keep this in mind, Apostle 

of the Eternal Will, and seek the means to be for your younger brothers 

what the Eternal Will wants from you". 

These words occupied the meditation of Moses and his companions 

who heard them. 

And Moses spoke thus: 

–Let each one of us write any means we can think of that could replace 

in the mind and feeling of the people the material sacrifices they miss with 

others which can satisfy the human soul that has taken a step further in 

its evolution. 

And in the long silence that followed these words, all received the idea 

that would help the current situation. When the meditation was over, they 

proceeded to examine the writings of each other. And it was seen that all 

of them coincided, although expressed in different ways. 

Beautiful ideas aimed at elevating souls to the Supreme Power by 

means of prayers, supplications, thanksgiving for the benefits received, 

hymns of adoration and recognition of one's own deficiencies, and noble 

purposes to dominate the wickedness of the lower self. 

In addition, they thought of floral offerings, the burning of aromatic 
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herbs, myrrh, incense, and aloe, which, besides purifying the 

environment, numb the nervous exaltations and collaborate to establish 

inner quietude. 

Sacred music and the hymns from the ancient prophets and inspired 

beings, the remembrance of moving passages of the noble and pure 

souls of the past, all these could form a motive and theme for brief 

evenings at the beginning of the nights and before going to sleep. 

Moses used all these suggestions to establish the directive for the new 

life of the humankind he was guiding. And this part of the program was 

entrusted to Mary, who had been Aaron's wife, and of whom the reader 

will remember what illustrious character from the past now lived in her: 

Matriarch Balbina, sister of Kobda Senio, who was so greatly introduced 

to us in the Kobda Fraternity of Prehistory39. And Senio had incarnated in 

one of the Anchorites sacrificed to the point of heroism in Sierra Nevada 

and then on Mount Horeb, neighbor of Sinai. There he awaited the arrival 

of Moses guiding the Chosen People to be the first repository of the great 

truth: the Universal Soul! The Great All, the Only Invisible and Eternal 

One: God! 

And Mary or Matriarch Balbina, knew how to surround with such 

exquisite beauty, harmony, art, sweetness, and emotional devotion the 

worship that took place at dawn. At first the feminine world and little by 

little also the men were attracted to that tent in the middle of the desert, 

where a choir of maidens played zithers and lutes, and sang beautiful 

hymns asking for peace, health, joy, and hope for those who had 

abandoned everything for a higher ideal. 

At the end of that simple worship, the medical Hierophants were 

interested in alleviating any ailment suffered by the children, and time was 

set aside for them to expose some exceptional situation that was 

happening in the large camp. 

And Mary, with her older ladies, would come to bring the necessary 

relief, and the maidens would take care of the children, so that they could 

share the long pilgrimage as comfortably as possible. 

In this way, the clumsy idolatry of some and the gross materiality of 

others was gently transformed. But it was at the cost of great efforts of 

will, as to the way of approaching the human soul to the great Whole, 

which is its origin, to the Universal Soul, to the Only Invisible and Eternal 

One: God. 

The Divine Unity dreamed by Moses seemed to be conceived already 

in the nights of the desert, while he contemplated the starry sky reflected 

in the calm waters of the Red Sea. 

             

 
39 In the book by the same author “Origins of the Adamic Civilization”  
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And after Pi-HaHiroth, Baal-zephon and Maraba (aka Marah), in tiring 

journeys of fatigue and long rests, they arrived at Elim, whose abundant 

and sweet waters, and its vast forest of palm trees laden with ripe dates 

was indeed a delightful oasis where Moses made the people rest for two 

and a half weeks. 

There was an abundance of reeds, blue bellflowers, anemones, and 

myrtle trees. And Mary with her maidens, transformed the oratory tent 

into a temple in bloom with large garlands of palm leaves and the 

abundant flora found there. 

After the religious worship of the evening, dances of boys and girls 

from six to ten years old were organized. They sang pastoral eclogues, 

hymns of honor to the brave pilgrims of the Chosen People who 

approached the Sinai to receive the Divine and Eternal Law for all 

humankind. 

Some inspired Hierophants recited odes charged with optimism and 

hope. And at the end, a large number of portable stoves were seen 

burning around the tent where they baked the sweet rolls and dried fruit 

jellies, which the maidens had prepared to distribute to the children who 

resembled a flock of boisterous birds in their wild joy. 

Elim was a village with a large population and rich in flocks of sheep, 

goats, and antelopes. Moses had there some acquaintances and grateful 

friends of the Patriarch Jethro, and they, and later the whole population, 

kindly offered to the pilgrims all they had. Then a circle of fires was seen 

around the stoves where pieces of meat, goose, and ostrich eggs were 

roasted, and tables and amphorae of wine, milk and honey were spread 

out. For a long time, the feast of Elim was remembered in such a way that 

it was used to make comparisons with extraordinary feasts, and the 

phrase "This is the feast of Elim" became a classic, when someone made 

a great feast in celebration of a pleasant event. 

The rose garden of dawn was already dawning in the east when that 

happy humanity gave itself up to rest in a placid sleep.  

The reader will guess, without the need for the narrator to tell it, that 

the happiest soul of all on that unforgettable night was the soul of Moses. 

As he retired to his tent, he recited aloud, looking at the rising of the 

morning sun: 

 

Thank you, Lord, for the day dawns, 

And once again you shine in the sun, 

For all that I see around me 

I thank you, Lord! 
 

Three days later, the tents were taken down and the great exodus 
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began once again towards Mount Sinai, whose black, imposing, and 

superb silhouette was clearly outlined against the clear blue of the 

eastern sky.  



 661 

72.  The Mount of Splendors 
 

We have finally reached the culminating point of Moses' glory: Mount 

Sinai. In prehistoric times it was called the Rock of Sindi and it was the 

place for severe corrections that the Kobda Fraternity used for the 

delinquents that were most difficult for them to correct. 

But as it is stated in the far-reaching axiom: "Love saves all abysses", 

even in the Rock of Sindi there were prodigious transformations of souls; 

glorious resurrections, we could say, that transformed some captives into 

sowers of good amid their fellow men, brave champions of a superior 

ideal. 

The prison-rock had served as a shelter for refugee Kobdas expelled 

from Neghada for their courageous refusal to accept new laws in the 

ancient Mother Sanctuary of the civilizing Fraternity of three continents. 

And the refugee Kobdas had then pledged to each other to continue 

their future successive lives in places close to the presidium, thus 

facilitating their reunion until some favorable opportunity would allow 

them to return to the abandoned nest. 

But that opportunity never presented itself. Some of the Kobdas who 

took refuge at Rock of Sindi knew it inch by inch, for they had taken turns 

as teachers and guardians of the criminals held year after year. 

The many grottos had not been enough to lodge all the refugees, and 

the local experts searched in the neighboring Mount Horeb. They found 

quite spacious grottos and caverns that they began to fix until they were 

in conditions to be inhabited by those that lacked roof and home.40 

 And the rarely-matched perseverance of the Kobdas of prehistory, 

heroic collaborators in the Messianic Life of the Divine Anointed, was able 

to give Moses the incomparable satisfaction of finding them in those 

rugged mountains, awaiting his arrival. 

He had seen them in his long contemplative vigils, and he didn’t think 

he had been deceived. Little by little he became convinced of the reality 

of his spiritual clairvoyance. But nothing compares to the impression of 

the soul when it sees with the eyes of the body and feels and fervently 

embraces those beings that he saw in his glorious dreams of celestial 

visionary. And Moses had this intense and sweetest impression, when he 

arrived three days before the people, and climbed the harsh mountain 

and found what he was looking for. 

The Anchorites dwelt in the grottoes of Mount Horeb because, 

             

 
40 There is detailed information of the Rock of Sindi in the book “Origins of the 
Adamic Civilization”. 
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according to the advice of the Spiritual Guides, Sinai was destined for 

manifestations that not everyone could witness without putting their 

physical health at risk. They would need special preparation, and this 

would take place when Moses had arrived. 

Seven years before, they were advised to move to the grottoes of 

Horeb, because at Sinai, the Eternal Torches were to create, through the 

Cherubs, such extraordinary currents of magnetic fluids and electric 

forces, that incarnated beings would not be able to bear them for more 

than a certain period of time. 

The Anchorites of Sierra Nevada had joined them and formed the 

number 14, which is two times seven. 

The same day of Moses' arrival at Sinai, the Hierophants Ohad and 

Carmi arrived with Laius, Hur, Joshua, and Caleb, to whom Moses had 

sent a messenger to Durba Well with the notification. 

They spent three days and three nights in this meditation seclusion, 

barely interrupted to reciprocally manifest to each other the spiritual 

perceptions they had perceived: the warnings, the suggestions, and 

observations that the Higher Intelligences, in collaboration with them, 

indicated as convenient or necessary so as not to harm the great 

sacrifices made by all in favor of the great work they were carrying out. 

To transform into just, beautiful, and good the depraved and twisted 

current of the human creature was certainly not easy to achieve. To 

impose the Divine Unity as an absolute truth among the sea of multiple 

gods, goddesses, and genies that had dictated each one a different law, 

was almost superhuman, without exposing oneself to a failure that would 

cause fights and wars of a frightful ferocity. But none were discouraged. 

None turned his head back, and without having agreed beforehand, in 

the first meditation held in the oratory Grotto of Mount Horeb, they 

suddenly found themselves all standing, and their hands joined in a 

strong chain. 

They looked at each other with a deep questioning gaze. 

–It's win or die! –said Moses in a solemn, inspired voice. 

–Either win or die! –they all answered at the same time. And they 

entered the august Sanctuary of the solitude of the soul with the Infinite 

in profound silence. 

The oratory Grotto disappeared as if by magic, and in the wide bluish 

space they witnessed the grandiose parade of all the Flamens, White 

Prophets, Dakthylos, and Kobdas of past ages, who marched solemnly 

behind an Archangel carrying an immense gold-colored flag with this 

inscription engraved in purple red: 

"The sacrifice for an ideal of human redemption is the supreme 

consecration of love." 

A very soft music lulled the senses, and a shower of daffodils, the 
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flower symbol of the purified soul, fell on the contemplative solitaries, who 

believed themselves to be souls of the spiritual world stripped from their 

physical body. 

When the manifestation ended, none of them could move or utter a 

word. They had transcended the physical plane, and for an unknown 

length of time, their souls had floated before the marvelous mirror-like 

filming that holds the Divine Light for the seekers of the Eternal Truths. 

The physical aspect that until this day presents Mount Sinai is the 

same that Moses saw with the people he was leading. It consists of three 

lofty peaks which were called Mount Serbal, Mount Horeb, and Mount 

Sinai. 

Mount Serbal had great plateaus or esplanades towards which 

spacious grottoes opened and is located to the east. It is followed by 

Mount Horeb, which is higher and more rugged, and next to it Mount 

Sinai, approximately of similar height, between 2,400 and 3,000 meters. 

 

In one of the spacious esplanades of the first mountain is the citadel 

called St. Catherine, recalling the name of the illustrious woman who built 

the Monastery inhabited by the Anchorites called Koptos, rulers of the 

whole Citadel. Several enclosures of prayer are built in it, each one 

exercising with complete freedom their form of worship to the Eternal 

Invisible, to the Supreme Power: Arab Mosque, Muslim, Buddhist 

pagoda, Christian temple, Israelite synagogue. 

At the time of Moses, the Anchorites who were waiting for him 

inhabited the grottoes of Horeb, but they kept Scriptures of the prehistoric 

Kobdas who had also lived in the grottoes of the Serbal. There must have 

been many refugees from Neghada, who left their names and phrases 

engraved on the stones of the inner walls, sometimes easy to understand 

and sometimes indecipherable. 

In the Sinai there were vestiges of the rough prison that must have 

been from the time of the Kobdas: strong copper hoops, pieces of chains 

still attached to the rocks. 

In the time of Moses, there was no longer any trace of the village that 

must have been formed in prehistoric times with the redeemed and their 

families, which the redeeming love of the Kobdas enabled them to form. 

Everything had been erased by time and the sands of the neighboring 

desert of Shin. 

On the second night that Moses and his companions spent in the 

grottoes of Horeb, they could perceive bluish flames floating over Sinai 

and loud noises like explosions of forces colliding, causing shudders or 

tremors that overwhelmed the spirit. 

Knowing all of them of the ethereal, magnetic, and electric currents 

and forces that human minds can activate, they understood that the 
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Invisible Guides of Moses’ great journey were well aware of the mental, 

spiritual, and moral state of humankind of that hour and of the degree of 

evolution of the Chosen People. They knew that not even the School with 

open-doors could raise the level of the majority, not even to half of what 

Moses would have wished. 

Moses himself had realized during the three months journey from 

Rameses to Sinai, that the material wellbeing predominated in the 

thinking and feeling of that crowd. 

The altruists, the unselfish, those who felt in themselves the throbbing 

of an ideal, were in the minority. 

And this that Moses understood, was of course known to the Higher 

Intelligences that collaborated with him. 

Crowds of such a nature can only be brought to the lucidity of an 

invisible ideal through extraordinary manifestations of strength and 

power. 

Their sustenance had been scarce during the journey through the 

modest commercial sphere of the villages they crossed, but a timely flock 

of quail and waterfowl that came down to the Red Sea saved the day. 

The crowd were thirsty because the sun was too hot, and it heated 

and evaporated the water in the wineskins. And Moses found a seepage 

that emerged in crystalline stream from the rocks that sometimes flanked 

the path where the large caravan was marching. The jubilant people had 

celebrated everything as a happy and wonderful event. 

And Moses and his companions took advantage of such events, to 

lead that crowd to the conviction that there is a great provident and loving 

force that watches over those who seek good, justice, and truth. And the 

human creature calls that force Yeveh, or Atman, or Amon Ra, or Brama, 

or God, according to the language or country or ideology in which they 

are born or live. 

But the crowds of little evolution feel more protected and cared for by 

extraordinary forces that they call miraculous or supernatural than by 

facts or events that, although undeniably providential, lack that something 

magical and wonderful that so attracts certain types of people. 

And Mary, the priestess of the pilgrims, composed a hymn to the 

Eternal and Only Invisible Power who heard the cry of her people who 

were hungry and thirsty: 

"Thousands of quails 

Darkened the light 

And gulls and swans 

Populated the blue sea." 

 

This was one of the stanzas of the song that the high priestess 

auxiliary of Moses made the maidens of her choir sing, and then all the 
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people sang while dancing and clapping their hands. 

All this had happened, and the people remembered it frequently.  But 

it wouldn’t have been enough for the people to accept the idea of a Power 

that was Sovereign and Unique, but eternally Invisible. A power that has 

the right to impose on them a just, austere law, which they must never 

transgress if they want to always count on the love and protection of that 

same Sovereign Power. 

And taking all this into account, the Invisibles and the Incarnate Ones, 

who performed such a great human transformation, made use of their 

faculties to put into activity the ethereal, magnetic, and electric forces 

existing in the infinite space. 

The stupendous mental effort of Higher Intelligences was the origin 

and cause of the tremendous magnificence that preceded the supreme 

dictation of the Law of Sinai. 

 

* * * 

 

The oratory Grotto of Mount Horeb had its wide opening to the outside, 

facing Mount Sinai, and from the time the manifestation of exceptional 

currents and forces began, the solitary men drew back the thick curtain 

of reeds that covered it, in order to pay close attention to what was 

happening on the promontory that they began to call the Mount of 

Splendors. 

The six companions who had arrived from Durba Well were 

overwhelmed with awe and amazement. The 10 years of Moses' absence 

had been of serene and placid stillness in the cabin and Temple of 

Patriarch Jethro.  Due to his old age, Jethro had delegated all his authority 

to the Hierophants Ohad and Carmi, who were Osarsiph’s teachers as a 

child and adolescent, as the reader will remember. Those long 10 years 

were not lost, for during that time they translated into Greek the most 

important Scriptures they found in the Archive brought by Moses, and 

some preserved by Patriarch Jethro, which were written in the 

hieroglyphics used by the Initiates in the Egyptian Temples. 

Ancient Greek writing was easier to interpret and understand. The 

ancient hieroglyphs were figures of animals, geometrical figures, or 

objects, and things of the thousand that nature itself presents, tree trunks 

cut in different ways, torn reeds, pieces of stones with certain 

indentations, and cracks made with chisel, pieces of ropes with knots, big 

and small stars, parallel stripes, sometimes vertical and sometimes 

horizontal. 

These works of Ohad and Carmi provided great training for Hur and 

Laius, who reached the perfect mastery of this most ancient form of 

writing. That’s why the great Archives of Hur, carefully preserved by his 
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descendants, came into the hands of that "Other Self" that Moses 

announced would come to Earth centuries later, and that humanity has 

known by the name of Yhasua of Nazareth. 

 

We were saying that the newcomers from Durba Well, although they 

knew much about the spiritual planes and the protective activities of the 

Higher Intelligences, hadn’t been eyewitnesses of great supranormal 

manifestations. 

And what they were seeing on the nights of Mount Horeb, 

concentrated in meditation, was beyond the limits of what they had seen 

and known. 

On the third and last night before the arrival of all the people, the 

solitary men saw that Sinai disappeared covered by a thick golden cloud 

with well-marked striations of all the colors of the rainbow. And that cloud 

was a revolution of movements that sometimes resembled the turbulent 

waves of the sea. 

And when, after a certain time, that agitated movement became calm 

and stillness, radiant beings armed with long darts of fire-colored light 

emerged from the cloud and stretched out their arms in all directions. And 

the whole mountain was illuminated as if a thousand suns were at the 

zenith. It was well understood that it was a whole legion of celestial 

guardians of Power and Force because the mountain vibrated as if it were 

about to break into a thousand pieces. It was in such a way perceptible 

to every living being in the flesh, that all Moses’ companions had to hold 

hands tightly, one with another, lest they lose their balance and fall to the 

ground like a lifeless rag. 

And Moses, fallen in lethargy on his wooden reed armchair, seemed 

to sleep in a serene calm. 

But suddenly they saw a figure taller than all the others appear among 

the multitude of radiant beings that were tending their luminous darts. It 

was only covered with a bright blue tunic as if it were made of metal. 

All at once the fiery darts disappeared from all the hands that folded 

in reverent attitude, while all foreheads bowed, and a thousand voices 

said in chorus: 

"-All the forces of space obey you, Anointed One of Divine Power, in 

this crucial hour of your Messianic life. Envoy of the One Eternally Alive; 

no force of the universe shall ever annul what you bring to life forever in 

the consciousness of this humanity. Eternal life, the Great Universal All, 

Origin and End of all Life, Eternal Invisible Power God!" 

A thunderous triumphal symphony resounded in the cloud that 

covered Sinai as the radiant beings that populated it disappeared in it. 

And the cloud itself was dissolving into fragments like a veil carried away 

by the wind, and Moses awoke from his lethargy and burst into tears in 
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sobs that shook his whole body. 

All the solitary fell to their knees on the stone pavement, their souls 

overcome with a mystical rapture. 

In that night they understood all the sublime greatness and 

superhuman power of that man, who was sobbing, humbly seated on a 

little wooden reed armchair in a rough grotto on Mount Horeb. And in all 

those minds full of light, the same thought vibrated like a flash of lightning. 

"Moses is a piece of God come down to Earth." 
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73.  The Supreme Dictate 
 

The next day, just as dawn was breaking, they were awakened by the 

horn of the guides of the great caravan. 

The 50 lumberjacks and mowers were arriving. They had been hired 

to clear the place of bushes and weeds that had been chosen for the 

camp. Moses believed that they would remain there for an indefinite 

period of time. And they hastily descended Mount Horeb to please the 

Anchorites, who had requested to keep their existence in that place 

completely secret.  

"–The world must absolutely ignore that we exist, for that’s the only 

assurance we have of being respected on the physical plane." 

Such was the plea of the solitary and the sworn commitment of the 

visitors. And perhaps this is the reason for the death threats made by the 

ecclesiastical chronicles known to humankind for anyone who climbed 

Mount Sinai, adding that these threats came from God Himself, who sent 

them to all the people through Moses. 

According to these scriptures, the privilege of ascending the Holy 

Mountain was reserved for Moses and his Hierophants, and the people 

were to contemplate from the plain the wonders that took place on those 

rough summits near the clouds. 

Hence, I believe that the suggestion that the secret of the existence of 

the Anchorites was the cause of such threats is quite logical and 

reasonable. 

And all that crowd, in whom the instinct of preservation of life spoke 

very loudly, was docilely submissive to such threatening warnings. 

Moses and his close assistants designated the boundaries of the vast 

camp, and the locations were to pitched of each family’s tents using 

ropes. 

He had three large tents set up in front of all of them, facing Sinai. The 

one in the center was intended as a place of prayer. It was the Temple 

that he erected for the people to worship their God in the middle of the 

desert. 

The two side tents, one was for himself and his Hierophants, the other 

for the Pontiff of Israel and his priests. The large sheds for the camels, 

donkeys, and horses on which they had traveled were built around all the 

tents. The chariots and other equipment proper to such a long journey 

were also stored there. That was a living wall, that served as protection 

from the wild beasts, for all that crowd camped in a desert far from any 

population. 

I think that the minds of today will not be able to understand, let alone 

accept with pleasure, the reckless courage of all that crowd, who threw 



 669 

itself without fear to the uncertain that could happen. 

I, as the narrator of this tremendous epic, feel it my duty to suggest 

reassuring, clarifying ideas to the reader. 

This happened 15 centuries before the Christian Era; and it has been 

20 centuries since then. This means that this event dates back 35 

centuries earlier than today, or 3500 years. And if we observe and realize 

that in only 50 years, we human beings have changed our habits 

regarding clothing, food, personal care, the way of understanding and 

living, in short, everything related to our physical existence, then it’s 

logical to assume that 35 centuries ago humankind must have 

understood and lived its life in a different way than the humanity of today. 

The exodus or displacement of large portions of humanity was an 

event repeated many times throughout history, as we know from ancient 

Scriptures and from left traces by those great passages imprinted in the 

rocks of the mountains, in the caverns, and grottos along the paths they 

followed. 

Bearing all this in mind, the exodus that Moses made with the 

numerous people that followed him no longer seems implausible to us. 

Consequently, it’s not so difficult to accept that in such distant ages there 

were physical organisms and human wills capable of doing, perhaps 

forced by special circumstances, what today the terrestrial creature, 

accustomed to the easy, comfortable, and pleasant way of life brought by 

modern progress, would not do. 

The Supreme Dictate of Sinai was not given immediately upon the 

arrival of the people, but two weeks later. 

It is quite understandable that pitching tents and sheds for such a large 

crowd of human beings, plus the beasts that had led them, is not thing to 

be done in one day or two. Besides, Moses and his assistants were high-

flying psychologists and knew well that, in order to put the incarnated 

being in conditions to enter in contact with the spiritual world, physical 

rest for the matter and serene stillness for the spirit is needed. 

Moses advised the people to go on excursions to the sea, which was 

so close to them, and to refresh themselves in its calm waters, at the 

same as they took a good catch of fish for their evening meal. The 

excursions took place in the evening, and the joy and companionship that 

was awakened in the strollers gave them that feeling of security and well-

being that opens the doors to optimism flourishing in promising hopes of 

a happy future. 

They worked from sunrise to sunset, each family making the 

installations they deemed most convenient for their relative comfort. And 

when the sun set, most people headed for the sea.  The women were 

accompanied by the incomparable Mary, whom they had already given 

the named of Matriarch. 
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The first two days, Moses himself was led the excursionists to the sea, 

and then some of the Hierophants more experienced in dealing with 

crowds continued to do so in turn. 

The medics were assiduously caring for those who felt any ailment. 

The maternal heart of Princess Thimetis took this detail well into account 

and with the care that only a great soul is capable of, she had a large, 

covered wagon arranged, which was a tiny House of Life as it was called 

in the country what we know as a Hospital. 

It had only an armchair, a stretcher, and a shelf for the bottles, basins, 

pots, etc., with the medicines of first aid. 

The climate, always warm and sometimes hot, the constant lack of 

rains, which only appear by chance, collaborated with the plan of Moses, 

a great connoisseur of what all those places had to offer. He had explored 

it twice before; this was the third time. 

In addition, the Anchorites had provided him with all the necessary 

data concerning the filtrations of drinking water that existed in several 

points of the mountain. Streams emerged from these seepages, whose 

banks were covered with edible wild vegetables and fruits. White grapes, 

ground-cherry, strawberries, pomegranates, moth vining plants, condalia 

shrub, black vanilla, acorns. All these wild fruits, which were the food of 

the solitary, could be used by these nomadic people if they were short of 

food. 

The 10 years Moses lived in the cabin of Patriarch Jethro were not 

wasted. He knew the desert and its mysteries and secrets as he knew 

himself. 

Some authors and critics attribute to Moses extraordinary powers of 

magician because they fail to understand how a man of his genius and 

his great talent could set out with a large people into the desert, where 

poor villages appeared sparingly and on which little or nothing could be 

relied upon to meet the needs of such a huge crowd. 

In the luminous Archives of the Divine Light, I find nothing about that 

mysterious "manna" rained down from heaven that fed the pilgrim people 

in the desert. So, I think that perhaps the Scribes of the known Chronicles 

interpreted literally some allegorical allusion to the prodigious foresight of 

Moses, who, knowing all the details of those places, was able to prevent 

the people from lacking food in that solitude. 

The allegorical allusions in the East have always been somewhat 

exaggerated, and the hieroglyphic figures in the Scriptures were open to 

misinterpretation, if the translators were not experienced in this field. 

Even in everyday life, we see that wise and prudent forethought can 

sometimes result in what seems to be the intervention of the most 

powerful, divine magic. 

"He was Moses a piece of God come down to Earth," as the 
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Hierophants who witnessed the extraordinary manifestations at Sinai put 

it. 

And his mind was endowed with a power and energy that has not yet 

been surpassed or even equaled by beings incarnated after him. 

Furthermore, everything that is preserved and revealed by the Archive of 

Light is perfectly framed within the immovable and invariable limits 

marked by the Divine Law that governs all the elements, forces, and 

currents perceived and proven by the science of the present hour with its 

fantastic and stupendous discoveries. 

 

* * * 

It was sunset. 

The sun had already disappeared wrapped in its veils of amethyst and 

gold. A majestic and deep silence seemed to be waiting for some sound 

to break it, for it was already too long. 

–Today will be the great day –Moses had announced to them in the 

morning –make a great effort, if necessary, not to disturb in any way the 

tranquility and peace of this day. 

"The Eternal Invisible One, who’s our Father and loves us, will let you 

know today why and for what purpose you have left Egypt, and why we’re 

gathered in this wilderness at the foot of Mount Sinai. 

"Wait therefore in peace, thinking that the Eternal Invisible One is our 

Father and loves us with a love infinitely greater than all the loves of this 

world." 

And Moses went into his tent, and they didn't see him again until 

sunset. Then they saw him all dressed in white, wrapped from head to 

toe in a great linen cloak, followed by his 70 close assistants, who were 

dressed like himself, ascending the rugged mountain by a tortuous gorge. 

At times they disappeared as if swallowed up by ravines and gorges and 

appeared again dwarfed by the great height reached. The rugged hill 

began to be covered with a reddish glow of flames that appeared like 

enormous tongues of flame that were rising higher and higher until they 

tinged the nearby clouds with golden hues. 

When they almost reached the summit, the white hooded men, who 

appeared like little lambs in a flock, were on their knees and the golden 

glow began to cover them in such a way that they could hardly be 

perceived from the plain. 

All the crowd, overwhelmed with astonishment, heard a great and 

sonorous voice that said:  

– The Eternal Invisible One who is Love, Power, and Justice says to 

you: 

"I am the Lord, your God, who loves you above all things and wants 

your love, unlimited trust, and constant faithfulness. 
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"I am the Lord, your God, and you shall have no other gods in your life 

because I am the Truth, the Light, the Good, and the everlasting and 

Eternal Happiness. I am your origin and your end. 

"And this is my only, immutable, unchangeable, invariable, and eternal 

Law.  

"Love me above all that exists because I am your God, and you are 

my Child. 

"'You shall not take my name for any falsehood for I Am the Truth. 

"You shall consecrate to Me one day in the week and it shall be for the 

rest of your body and the joy of your spirit. 

"After Me, you shall give to your parents the gifts of you reverence and 

of you love all the days of your life. 

"'You shall not kill any of your fellow men, for I am the owner of all life. 

“You shall not commit adultery or any act that offends human decency 

and dignity. 

“You shall not take anything that belongs to another without the 

owner's consent.  

“You shall not slander or bear false witness against your fellow man. 

“You shall not covet the goods of others or put your desire in anything 

that belongs to your neighbor. 

“You shall never, ever, do what you do not wish to be done to you. 

"Such is the summary of my whole law." 

The voice fell silent as if submerged in a tremendous whirlpool of 

wandering, fleeting lights, of clouds and mists and brightness that shed 

light to a long distance. 

When silence and calm returned, the crowd saw the Seventy 

companions of Moses descending, each one lighting his way with a 

hempen torch. 

But Moses didn’t return with them. 

To avoid causing alarm among the people, one of the Hierophants 

announced: 

– The Eternal Law which we have just received shall be engraved 

upon stone tablets, and your Leader Guide has been left up in the 

Mountain to receive them. 

"Wait for him in peace and quiet. 

 

* * * 

The Anchorites who had been living for seven years in the caves of 

Mount Horeb, immediate neighbor of Sinai, had moved by spiritual notice, 

to the grotto temple that the Kobdas of prehistory had. This was the same 

grotto the Kobdas had used when they were guardians of the captives 

and later, as refugees who fled from Neghada, which had transformed by 

contrary forces from a Sanctuary of Wisdom, Peace, and Love, into a 



 673 

Fortress Palace of a military sovereignty, bold and autocratic to a high 

degree. 

The Chief and innermost Guide of the Mission of Moses was Aelohin, 

seconded by all the companions of evolution who were free from the 

carnal life. 

His powerful influence united with the solitaries of those mountains, 

had produced the stupendous manifestations that the Eternal Law has 

revealed to us. 

They knew Moses was the mediator or direct instrument of the 

physical plane. And they understood that, when the culminating point was 

reached, this instrument of flesh, blood, and nerves would have given all 

that a being clothed in terrestrial physical matter can give of itself. Hence, 

they knew he was exhausted, almost dead. 

He needed a long rest in the softest slumber of hypnotic sleep caused 

by superior mental mandate. The physical body of Moses slept in deep 

silence and stillness on a soft bed of hay, wrapped in his white linen cloak 

and closely watched by the Anchorites, among whom were Thylo, Senio, 

and ten ancient Kobdas who had been disciples and permanent friends 

of Amphion, Antulius, and Krishna. 

When he came out of his lethargic state after 14 days, he looked like 

a dead man brought back to life. 

The Anchorites had already engraved the tablets with the great Law 

received, but Moses had to recover spiritually and physically before 

presenting himself again to the people. 

This was the reason it took him 23 days before he came down from 

the Mount of his glories and also of his martyrdoms, which humanity 

completely ignored. 

He had imprinted on his whole being the great motto of the Sons of 

God: "Sacrifice for an ideal of human redemption is the supreme 

consecration of love". And he had said one day the solemn evocation 

before his council of united Hierophants: "To win or to die". 

As he ascended the Mount, covered with great white cloak in which 

the ancient Prophets and Atlantean Sovereigns were wrapped to die, he 

had asked with his mind sunk in the infinite, as a bold and daring probe: 

– "Will I come down alive from your Mount, O Lord, where I ascend to 

meet You and receive Your Sovereign Law?" 

And the deepest silence had answered him. 

What law, what mystery, what secret was contained in that dreadful 

silence of the spiritual world which had been so generous with him 

before? 

It was undoubtedly the great final test of the Eternal Power to His 

Chosen One. 

And despite the great overwhelming silence, Moses continued to 
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ascend and to think: 

–The Mount of Sacrifice, the Mount of Death... Lord!... You are my 

Eternal Master! From You I have come forth and to You I shall return! 

Your Sovereign will is and will always be my only Law! 

And in this way he had reached the summit and, fallen on his knees 

among his Hierophants, he had offered his worship, his being, and his 

entire life to the infinite greatness of his Father God, who was silent for 

him in that supreme moment. 

The spiritual elevation of Moses is immensely greater than the material 

and human work he accomplished for the benefit of all humankind. 

 

But, if today, with 3500 years of evolution, it is difficult for the human 

creature to understand and feel the sublime firmness of that being 

embraced to an Invisible Ideal, which at times seemed to flee before him, 

like a wandering and fleeing star... we must understand that at that time 

the people couldn’t understand the inner world of Moses. 

And the people began to doubt, to tremble, to fear the desert that 

surrounded them like an immense shroud of rocks and sand from which 

only death could be expected. 

Those who were truly descendants of the Hebrew Patriarchs, 

Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob, that is, the Twelve Tribes of Israel, were 

sustained by faith in that great force called Divine Providence that had 

always watched over their ancestors. The Hierophants, companions of 

Moses, were connoisseurs of the hidden truths proper to Initiates in the 

Science of God and of souls. But all the rest of the people of various 

races, of little evolution, had only put their trust in the son of the Royal 

Princess of Egypt, almost brother of Pharaoh. His approval was like a 

supreme authority of the country. But now all this was missing. He had 

evaporated like smoke blown away by the wind. 

Their only reality was the desert with its endless sands, which 

surrounded them, separating them from the world of the living for 

thousands and thousands of miles. 

The specter of hunger and death loomed frightening and threatening 

before that crowd, abandoned to their weak forces. 

A caravan of Moabite Bedouins who were suddenly frightened away 

by a volcanic earthquake in their mountains and were fleeing in search of 

better plain lands, happened to pass by the camp of the People of Moses 

in those uncertain days. 

 

That unfortunate caravan of fleeing people had the strength to 

convince Moses’ doubting, weary followers that they could and should 

seek another path. 

A tenth of the people heeded the subversive preaching, and with great 
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uproar and joyous shouting joined in chorus to the songs, dances, and 

worship of the newcomers who were distributing their supplies of meat 

and fruit among the discontented and ill-provided people of Moses. They 

were devotees of the god Moloch and Astarte, and of all the superstition 

and evil magic arts that characterized these idolatrous cults. 

– Moses has died on the Mount consumed by fire – they began to 

shout. And the tragic news ran like fire in a parched haystack. 

Matriarch Mary, Aaron, and all the Hierophants made unprecedented 

efforts to reassure those who caused such great fears to all the people. 

Those who were faithful to Moses and to the Divine Ideal that had 

been born in their souls like a white rosebush that could never die, shut 

themselves up in their tents to elude the subversive preaching. 

Meanwhile, men and women of the caravan formed a stone bonfire 

outside the camp and in procession carried there the figure of Moloch. It 

was a silver dwarf, ugly and deformed, without any art or beauty, but who 

was wonderful in the gifts he gave to his devotees, according to them. 

The overly seductive women took by the arm the men who hesitated 

and managed to convince many, and also the wives, sisters, or 

daughters. And, drinking between dances and songs, they formed such 

a thunderous turmoil that the whole thing took the aspect of a nauseating 

orgy for the faithful followers of Moses. 

When the hesitation and fall of a part of the crowd was evident, Hur 

came out of his tent covered with the white linen cloak that was the 

vestment of the solemn moments of the Priests consecrated to God, and 

he spoke loudly through the horn used for the great calls:  –None of those 

who left Egypt following Moses will leave this place.  –holding tightly to 

the two cedar posts that flanked the camp's entrance. 

–Moloch is more powerful than you, you fool! –shouted a Moabite 

woman who was holding a man on each arm. They were the two rebels 

who had first accepted the suggestion and were dragging others after 

them. 

The little mad mob rushed with impetus to the door, threw Hur to the 

ground, and trampling him underfoot like a despicable scrap, ran to the 

altar of Moloch, before which his priestesses were dancing to the sound 

of drums and tambourines. 

The shouting and the turmoil were so loud, that they didn’t notice that 

Moses was coming down from the Holy Mountain, carrying clutched to 

his chest the tablets of fine marble on which the commands of the Lord 

had been engraved. 

He was descending amidst a halo of golden light, and two powerful 

darts of fire came out from his forehead, which the cloak did not cover, 

spreading brightness of the sun throughout the entire area surrounding 

the camp. 



 676 

It was nightfall. 

After seeing Moses in this manner, in a matter of an instant, the 

devotees of Moloch fled in terror, as if the neighboring rocks had 

swallowed them. 

Only those among his people who had lost faith in him and in the ideal 

that he had designed for them one day as a heavenly vision remained 

astonished and frightened. 

The great man's indignation reached the limit which surpasses all 

strength of will and self-control, and he threw the tablets to the ground, 

which broke into two pieces. 

–Come to me those who are faithful to the God of Sinai! –he cried 

aloud. 

Huri, son of Hur, with his son Bezalel were the first to come to Moses 

and there they found his father struggling between life and death. 

 

His chest was sunken and his whole body was shaking painfully. They 

placed him on a stretcher in front of the prayer tent, at the same time the 

tents were opened. And the darkness in which the whole camp was 

enveloped was illuminated by the brightness that surrounded Moses.  

The consternation of all, the pitiful weeping of the women, softened, 

like a fresh dew, the bitter pain of the great visionary who had wanted to 

create a people for his ideal, and that people had betrayed him. The 

Hierophants dressed as penitents surrounded him. 

The weeping women knelt in a great circle around him, Matriarch Mary 

came to him with her choir of maidens, also dressed as penitents. 

The whole crowd knelt before him, begging forgiveness for the guilty. 

–They have betrayed their God and deserve death –was Moses’ cry 

which resounded like thunder in the dreadful solitude of the desert. 

–We have all sinned countless times and still live, Moses, beloved 

elder brother of all this crowd –the priestess Mary implored. 

Hur, who was still alive, struggled between life and death, wailing in 

agony: 

–Thou shalt not kill, Moses, thou shalt not kill! the voice of the Lord 

has said. 

Moses bent his head and fell on his knees before Hur's improvised 

stretcher at the door of the prayer tent. 

Aelohin, his close guide, used Hur’s body, who in a state of hypnosis 

uttered these words in the muffled voice of a dying man: 

"Agnus Dei, qui tollis peccata mundi." 

And in a long sigh he exhaled his spirit. And those words continued to 

be heard as the very echo of the words, so many times sung by the angels 

of the Lord to the Messiahs incarnated on planets of atonement: 

"Agnus Dei, qui tollis peccata mundi," which translated into English 
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says: "Lamb of God, who washes away the sins of the world." 

Moses, tormented Messiah amid such a primitive humanity, 

understood the meaning of the phrases repeated by his dying brother. 

And, with his forehead resting on that lifeless chest, he promised 

forgiveness for the guilty if there was repentance in them. 

If not, he would expel them from the camp, leaving them free to go 

where they pleased. 

He ordered the guilty ones to remain cloistered for seven days in their 

tents without speaking to any of the faithful people. If after that time they 

acknowledged their wrongdoing and promised to mend their ways, they 

would continue to be part of God's people. 

The wives, mothers, and children of many of them had not taken part 

in the rebellion and asked Matriarch Mary for protection. The self-

sacrificing and prudent woman sheltered them in her own tent and in the 

tents of her apostolic companions, until the seven days of the penance 

imposed by Moses had passed.  

When the closed tents were opened, they found empty those of the 

most guilty, who had escaped and fled into the wilderness by tearing the 

tent with a dagger. 

Those less guilty, who had yielded to the temptation through 

unconsciousness and weakness of faith, were deeply humiliated, 

because they remembered having been generously helped by Moses and 

his mother, when in the fateful days of slavery in Egypt, they had saved 

them from very distressing situations. 

Matriarch Mary and her council of women took upon themselves the 

task of reconciling them with the God of Moses, as they said, assuring 

them of a definitive pardon by means of their firm purpose of being faithful 

from now on. 

All was blotted out and forgotten with the public proclamation of the 

Law, again engraved on stone tablets. Moses made all the people march 

in front of the stone tablets, and they made a solemn vow of fidelity to the 

Lord all the days that they should live on Earth. 

Each family or tribe was designated a day and time to approach the 

oratory tent and present the homage of their worship and love to the 

hidden God, invisible behind the white veil that covered the Ark where the 

Tablets of the Supreme Law were enclosed. 

Later on, Moses was kind enough to allow those devotees who 

couldn’t understand worship and love without material offerings, to 

decorate the Ark with gold and silver. And he also allowed the Ark to be 

surrounded with lighted candelabra when those who were most extreme 

in their manifestations of love and faith, were praying. Over time, a 

voluminous ritual was formed from all this, with so many objects, 

vestments, and ceremonies, that it will be difficult to find another religious 
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ideology that surpasses this one in terms of details and practices. They 

became so extreme that they seem more like theatrical scenes than 

demonstration of feelings of the soul. 

Unfortunately, it is and will always be this way among the humanities 

of scarce evolution that inhabit the worlds of atonement and trial. Only in 

the worlds of purified humanities can we find Faith, Hope, and Love, rising 

like an invisible flame from the ecstatic soul that produces it to the 

Omnipotent Divine Majesty that receives it. 
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74.  The Rosebush had Thorns... 
 

Moses often went up from the austerity of his tent to the grottoes of 

Sinai, and all the people thought: 

–He will consult the Lord and ask favors for his people.  

He and his close companions, who constituted his council, were 

beginning to understand and feel that, although the open-door School 

had somewhat polished and cultivated minds and hearts, decadence was 

beginning to show itself as a threat of failure of all great and good that 

had been achieved until then. 

Among the large crowd there were skills of all kinds, such as 

metalworkers, upholsterers, carpenters, architects, weavers, 

blacksmiths, painters, jewelers, and so on. And they all began to think 

that they had lost their art, their abilities. For whom were they to make 

their works now? 

Lost in that vast desert, who would buy their works? As a result of all 

these thoughts being communicated to one another, the people's 

discontent began to arise against Moses who brought them out of Egypt 

and stationed them at the foot of Mount Sinai. 

They had been staying among the sand and rocks for almost two 

years. The men were bored, and the tents began to become dens of 

discord and permanent disagreement. 

The husbands went against their wives and sisters, and the latter took 

their complaints to Matriarch Mary and her council of women. 

So, Moses unburdened his thoughts and disappointments in the 

Anchorites hidden among the grottoes. 

And they, connoisseurs of all those regions, gave all they had and 

what they had accomplished during a lifetime. 

Between Mount Serbal and Horeb there was a beautiful valley, that 

the Solitaries had hidden from all eyes. There they had a large, well-

cultivated orchard that provided them with everything they needed for 

sustenance. 

A creek of fresh waters crossed the entire length of that valley. 

–It’s our only treasure –they said one day to Moses. –Take it for the 

people who have followed you. And let faith, hope, and love for you, which 

are being lost through lack of activity, return to their hearts. 

Moses' amazement was great at that unexpected discovery, and he 

was even more impressed by the generosity of those men. They were 

already old men, and in giving up their treasure, as they called it, they 

were generously depriving themselves of their means of subsistence. 

–You give me all that you have for the people –he told them –and I’ll 

be the one to bring you what is necessary to sustain your lives. 
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And from that moment on, Moses and his companions shared the days 

and hours in which, hidden from the people, they brought the necessary 

sustenance to the solitary men. 

The Lawgiver, the Conductor, the Psychologist who read in the 

thoughts of men, had to transform himself into a farmer of a field, so that 

all that multitude of souls wouldn’t lose the orientation that he had 

managed to give them. 

One day he came down from Sinai with the marvelous news that the 

Eternal Invisible God had a hidden orchard for his people, while they 

waited for the time to take possession of the Promised Land. 

This was a mitigating factor for the pessimism and discouragement 

that was beginning to spread among the inactive crowd, who longed for 

the business, sales, and profits they obtained when they lived in the 

Egyptian capitals. 

–Over there we earned money and ate; it’s true that the sweat ran from 

our foreheads, and we had masters who in no way resemble Moses, but 

here we perish in idleness. 

The reader will imagine the excitement of the people at the great news, 

which was also the gift of God, the wonderful valley that produced a 

hundredfold in vegetables and fruits. However, this also created new, 

difficult tasks for the creative genius of a people for an ideal. 

It was necessary to divide the valley among the tribes or families 

because it wasn’t possible to disappear the concept of “yours and mine” 

among them. 

–Selflessness, generosity, forgetfulness of self to think of others, is the 

quality of the great, the strong, those who are close to the divine altar of 

eternal nuptials with the Eternal Infinite. 

Thus spoke Aelohin to Moses one day, when he was meditating, 

suffering from seeing the selfishness and jealousy that the gift of God, 

the valley of the Solitary men, had awakened in that portion of humanity 

that he willingly carried on his shoulders. 

He also had to make another concession: that many of them should 

settle in the neighboring villages and set up workshops for the different 

activities they had. All those who were not comfortable to live from the 

farming of the fields, from the planting and harvesting in general, were 

distributed in Elim, Marah (aka Maraba), and Rephidim, while maintaining 

the relationship with the town that remained stationed at the foot of Sinai. 

The great clairvoyant who foresaw this and much more that would 

come later, said in confidence with his close companions capable of 

understanding him: 

–My rosebush has bloomed, it’s true, but instead of roses, I see it full 

of thorns. 
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* * * 

 

The tents of Moses' camp were gradually decreasing in number. 

Of the thousands of people who had left Egypt, only three quarters 

remained at the end of the second year of their stay at the foot of Sinai. 

The desire of material progress through business, the manufactures 

of their trade or art, the buying and selling, and so on, had led many 

toward the neighboring towns. The inhabitants of those towns received 

these people with pleasure because they were people coming from the 

great Egyptian capitals, that brought them means of progress and 

material aggrandizement. 

In those villages, weaving mills, blacksmiths, carpentries, and 

upholstery shops were set up. 

Moses watched them depart with sadness, fearful that they would 

forget the Law of Sinai and all the teachings they had received in that 

School of the Temple of On, which were ten years of intense work. 

But his great spiritual brothers, who from the planes of light of the 

Messiahs saw their exiled brother suffering, came to his aid and comfort. 

During a meditation, they made him see that flocks of seagulls were 

flying from his camp towards different directions, carrying in their beaks 

a sheet of parchment on which the Law of Sinai was written. He saw that 

the birds dropped the sheet of parchment in the places where the people 

of the villages gathered to have fun, such as the squares and gardens, 

the terraces of palaces, the towers of fortresses and temples. 

Moses understood that clairvoyance which lasted all the entire time of 

his meditation. And he did not cease to see it until he had complete 

lucidity to understand that the dispersion of his people was not an evil, 

but the means used by the Eternal Power to spread its Law throughout 

the world. 

The Law of Sinai was not only for the people he had established, nor 

were these people the only ones who had the role of receiving the 

depositary of that Law and who had to transmit it to all humankind. 

And from that day on, Moses and his Council undertook the task of 

making copies of the Law of Sinai, so that every man or woman who left 

the camp to work in neighboring towns would take one of those copies 

with them. 

Later on, they added the basic teachings of the Open Door School to 

the copies of the Law. 

Moses, his companions, the Matriarch Mary and her maids and 

auxiliary ladies, made it a duty to dedicate the day consecrated to rest 

and prayer to teach the children from six to twelve years old the Law of 

Sinai. They explained it in such a way that neither the older nor the 

younger ones would ignore anything concerning its most perfect 
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fulfillment. 

And what at first was seen as a cowardly desertion of the flock of 

Moses, was later seen as he saw it in that meditation. 

All those villages that in the distant prehistory were great, populous 

cities founded by Beni-Abad41 and his descendants, recovered 

something of their ancient greatness and splendor: Midian, Maraba, Elim, 

Rephidim, and Durba Well, saw their commerce grow and their horizons 

widen, with the creation of workshops, factories, schools, and temples 

that they called Mosques. 

The caravans that used to come from Egypt every three moons began 

to come every month because the businesses and factories needed raw 

material and also to send their works to wealthier capitals where they paid 

them better. 

Because of all this, they even established a weekly means of 

communication among towns, by means of large, covered wagons in 

which even women and children could travel with relative comfort. 

And the good Patriarch Jethro was able to have the satisfaction of 

visiting Moses in his camp at the foot of Sinai. And Moses was able to 

visit and see again the silent temple where in his twenties he gave vent 

to his deep sorrows of exile. In that Crypt where he met the life-painted 

image in a mural fresco of King Amphion of Otlana, who spoke to him so 

loudly of heroic renunciations and soul-redeeming abnegations... 

When Moses visited the village of Durba Well, he was surrounded with 

so much love by the daughters of Patriarch Jethro and his many 

grandchildren and disciples, that he felt a deep shock in his heart 

because the voice of his guide, Aelohin, said to him in a soundless voice: 

–"Gather with love the roses offered to you today by your mysterious 

rosebush that so full of thorns appeared to you yesterday." 

   

  

  

  

             

 
41  He was the founder of the Arab race. 
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75.  Egypt without Moses 

 
In Egypt we left good friends and to them we must return, beloved 

reader, if we want to fully understand Moses’ achievements, on which 

they collaborated tirelessly. 

When Moses crossed the Saltwater Lakes leading his people, the 

Pharaoh, the Queen-wife, and her children returned to their palace at 

Thebes, which had been abandoned during the time they devoted to the 

work undertaken by Moses. 

The Royal Princess, Star, and her ladies-in-waiting returned to the 

castle of Lake Merik, always accompanied by Numbik who would never 

forget his master's farewell phrases: "I ask you that my mother, Star, and 

her son, be for you as if they were myself". 

Both the Pharaoh and the Royal Princess struggled not to let 

themselves be dominated by an idea, a thought that was hidden behind 

pessimism and discouragement. It seemed to them that time passed too 

slowly before hearing from the absent beloved. 

And when two moons had passed, the Pharaoh couldn't bear it any 

longer.  

 One dawn, alone with his pilot and his oarsmen, he embarked on the 

royal boat and was carried along with the current as if in a dream towards 

the great canal that led from the Nile to the castle of Lake Merik.  

–Sister dear, I had the idea of inviting myself to spend a few days with 

you. Believe me, I can't stand Egypt any longer without Moses. 

Thimetis' eyes filled with tears and resting her head, where many white 

strands were already shining, on her brother's chest, she replied: 

–You’ve said the same words I’ve been saying to myself: I can no 

longer stand Egypt without Moses. 

–What shall we do? –asked the Pharaoh. 

–The second moon has passed, and the third moon is beginning. It 

will take a few days for the caravan to arrive. And then we will have news. 

But Matriarch Mary, who seemed to feel their vibration of sadness and 

desolation, didn’t wait for the caravan. She sent a messenger directly to 

the castle of Lake Merik, with detailed accounts of what had happened 

since they crossed the Saltwater Lakes. 

Before the messenger arrives, let’s take a look at Egypt without 

Moses. 

Great beings occupy too great a place wherever they are, without even 

themselves realizing it. And it didn't occur to Moses that Egypt without 

him would be empty and disoriented. 

The group departure of such a large number of people could not but 

be felt in a remarkable way. 
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Many factories and workshops of various branches of the arts and 

customary jobs were impacted. Some had to close, others had to wait for 

new workers to replace those who followed Moses. The owners of large 

businesses and factories came and went looking for news from those in 

the same situation. Some went ranting against the son of the Royal 

Princess, so loved and admired when he was only 20 years old for the 

maturity and prudence with which he ordered all things, which brought 

Egypt to the height of the first nations of the world.  

– And now – they said –a man of 40, he commits the unspeakable folly 

of taking to the desert the hard-working youth, the best workers in all the 

branches of activity that made the country great and filled our coffers with 

gold. And for what? For the worship of a single strong, great, and powerful 

God. And perhaps that Lord will not care a straw if those of us in Egypt 

who’ve worked all our lives to have a good position sink into misery. 

This kind of comments created a desolate atmosphere in the Egyptian 

cities, stirring up feelings of discontent and disorientation of the owners 

of factories, stores, and workshops. 

–There was a hunch, something that whispered to me like a murmur 

of bats and owls in the ruins –said another –that this open-door school, 

something never seen before in this land, would bring about this result. 

"But they’ll come back, of course they will come back, because if they 

spend more time in the desert, the sands dragged by the simoom will 

bury them alive. The desert will be white with bones if they insist on 

staying there. 

But the first caravan arrived, and the second and third, loaded with 

epistles for the relatives residing in Memphis, in Thebes, in Rameses, in 

Tentyra, in Sais, and they were all a hymn of love and admiration for the 

brilliant man who was leading them. 

Above all, the chronicles of that great feast offered them in Elim, the 

excursions to the sea, the restful life of the tents, the companionship 

among all, in short, the optimistic impressions of the early days, were 

fresh murals with tints of crimson and moonlit nights. 

The pessimistic commentators in Egypt had to rectify their opinions 

somewhat when the news reached them that Moses’ followers were 

setting up factories, workshops and stores in the towns touched by the 

caravans, bringing raw materials for the manufacturers and bringing from 

there what was produced by the work. 

And that was in part Ramses II contribution. Because thanks to his 

agreements with the Ethnarch of the Negev, they gave firm support to all 

those from the Chosen People who established a factory, a workshop or 

trade in the towns under the authority and protection of the Ethnarch of 

the Negev. 

Moses’ work brought progress and civilization to those areas like the 
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Kobdas had done. It was like the continuation of the work of Beni-Abad 

in all Arabia. Since then, the seed of Moses’ ideal, Divine Unity, remained 

there, which has continued as the foundation of the religion of the 

numerous, strong Arabian race. This race preserves among the stars of 

its sky Moses and Elijah, glorious ancestors, they say, of the one who 

later fanned the flame of its old votive lamp that seemed to go out: 

Muhammad. 

And although he had the traits of a warrior Prophet, forced by 

circumstances to defend himself against powerful enemies, the Eternal 

Truth, Divine Unity, remained illuminating the race, like an eternal candle 

which no gale could extinguish. 

The Eternal Truth, Divine Unity, remained illuminating the race, like an 

eternal candle that no gale has been able to extinguish. 

All religions, philosophies, or creeds had Truth as their principle, and 

their founders and apostles were Intelligences of great evolution. But 

Earth is a world of trial and atonement, an abode of humanities that are 

just beginning to ascend their eternal path. And in worlds of trial and 

atonement the process of decadence always occurs and is often 

repeated after a few centuries of splendor. 

Didn't the same thing happen with Christianity? with that candle of love 

lit by Yhasua of Nazareth, last incarnation, last holocaust of a Seraphim 

of the Seventh Heaven of Loving-Beings? when he came down to Earth 

as the Word of the Invisible God, that is, his Eternal Idea, his Creative 

Thought, and Preserver of all life in this and all worlds?  

Human unconsciousness and fatal ignorance are the only cause that 

results in indifference, contempt, and forgetfulness of all that’s eternal, 

belonging to the domains of the soul, to give importance only to the 

material life, to the point of believing that everything ends in the grave. 

The so-called masters of souls have always insisted on keeping humanity 

immersed in unconsciousness and ignorance.  

"Let’s live, let’s enjoy the good things that physical life has to offer, 

before death arrives and takes it all away". 

This is the most common concept of what we are as intelligent beings 

who feel, think, and love. 

The leaders of souls that have led humanity to this frightful abyss are 

those to whom the Divine Master Yhasua of Nazareth referred when he 

said with his musical voice saddened by harsh reality: 

" –They are blind leading another blind, and they all fall into the abyss". 

And yet, the glorious work of the Messiahs was never lost, because in 

the midst of so many blind people there are always humble lamps that 

the Eternal Love lights to serve as orientation to the few who have the 

perseverance to follow the path of Light. 
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* * * 

 

When the messenger of Matriarch Mary arrived with detailed news of 

the long journey to Sinai, Thimetis and Pharaoh felt reassured. But they 

both kept thinking and saying: "I can’t bear Egypt without Moses". 

Due to special circumstances, they were forced to endure Egypt 

without Moses during the first two years after he left the country leading 

his people. And at the beginning of the third year another special 

circumstance arose which presented them with an opportunity to see 

Moses again. 

The King of Arabia had died, and the Ethnarch of the Negev, who was 

his heir, was obliged to move to Sela, which was the Royal City at the 

time. And the government of the vast region of the Negev was left 

leaderless until it could be properly organized. 

The reader will recall that the Ethnarch’s wife, Princess Therebi, was 

a half-sister of Thimetis. She was the daughter of a secondary wife of 

Pharaoh Ramses I. None of the Ethnarch’s children were of ruling age, 

because the two eldest were female and the last one was male. However, 

in Arabia women could be Queen-wives, but they couldn’t assume 

supreme authority; the law didn’t allow them to be Queens in own right, 

but only by being married to a sovereign. The Negev was a kind of 

tributary kingdom of the central government of the great Arabia of the 

time, which occupied half the continent of Central Asia.  

In such an emergency, the Ethnarch, who by the death of his father 

became King of Arabia with residence in Sela, asked his great ally, 

Pharaoh Ramses II, to accept the regency of Negev until his male son, 

who was only 15 years old, reached the minimum age to become a king 

which was 17. The Ethnarch didn’t ask or expect the Pharaoh would 

move to Ectham, because he had so many great military chiefs who could 

represent him very worthily. And Ramses saw an opportunity to have 

Arab dominion, where Moses carried out his great work, under his 

protection and control for at least two years. 

And he showed up again in Thimetis’s secluded castle to give her the 

great news. And when he came, he told her: 

–Can you guess, my sister, what the Invisible God of your son Moses 

made use of to bring us near to him?  

–I cannot guess, except that we go to him, or he comes to us. 

And Ramses, without concealing his satisfaction, informed her of the 

news that had just been brought to him by a messenger from the Ethnarch 

of the Negev, who had already become King of Arabia due to the death 

of his father. 

–The Ethnarch wants me to be a Witness of Honor at his coronation, 

which will take place 40 days from his father's passing away. 



 687 

–And what do you mean by all this? –Thimetis asked, continuing to 

weave a fine lace woven in his hands. 

–Didn't you understand, sister? Well, the Negev is the country where 

Moses is settled with his people. All the factories and stores they have 

set up are within towns and villages of that country. 

Thimetis stopped her work and turned her attention to her brother. 

–Do you mean to say that we may have an excuse to meet with him 

without causing alarm and murmuring in our country? 

–Quite right, sister! Everything is in our favor. The Invisible God of 

Moses begins a series of wonders. Would you be willing to make the 

difficult journey? 

–Oh! –exclaimed the Royal Princess as if in ecstasy. –To embrace my 

son, no journey will be too difficult. Didn't I go and return from Mauritania, 

which is ten times farther than the Negev? 

–There's nothing left to say, it's all settled. We will go to the coronation 

of the King of Arabia, your brother-in-law; we will strengthen the alliance 

with him, and we will go as far as the camp of Moses, or he will present 

himself at the Temple of Patriarch Jethro if it’s too much for you to go as 

far as Sinai. 

The two siblings, faithful loved ones of the absent beloved, embraced 

one another in a big hug. The thought of Moses would surely be between 

them, like a ray of light, because his mind, endowed with extraordinary 

sensitivity, could feel the intense thoughts related to him even at a long 

distance. 
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76.  The Daughter of Heaven 
 

Just as Pharaoh and Thimetis said: "I can't bear Egypt without Moses", 

Moses, even if he didn’t say it, sometimes felt it deeply: "This is not the 

Crypt of the Temple of Memphis, nor of the Temple of On, nor of any of 

those Sanctuaries where Psyche learned to think, to feel, and to love 

what deserves to be loved". This is how the soul of Moses complained.  

And it’s only natural that it should be so. Through the weak canvas of 

the tent, he could hear the loud and unrestrained voices of people 

hammering, sawing, shouting for tools and other objects that were 

necessary to them; the cries of children who stumbled and fell, hurting 

themselves, a little or a lot, and giving cause for the maternal alarms that 

called for help, and so on.  

“–This is not the Crypt of the Egyptian Temples, nor my mother's 

oratory in the castle of my childhood – Moses felt in his inner self. – This 

is a hard test, a treacherous and audacious temptation that howls like a 

hound tied to the chain. Presumptuous and dreamy psyche! You thought 

you had the mettle of an Apostle, the heroism of a missionary among wild 

thistles. And now you realize that your wings are still small and move 

heavily unless an extraordinary vigor coming from Him who begot you 

from Himself impel you to embrace in one flight the immensity that 

surrounds you!..." 

And the man of genius, who created with thought and realized on the 

physical plane, took from then on the habit of going up every evening, 

when the sun 

And the genius man, who created with his thought and executed on 

the physical plane, from then on made it a habit of going up every evening 

when the sun disappeared at sunset to the grottoes of Mount Horeb 

where his Anchorite brothers were staying. 

And in their old hearts, retempered to the burning fire of many 

renunciations and sacrifices, he emptied all the despairs of his Psyche, 

like a little song of tears in a cistern that was about to overflow... 

Because those old hearts had shuddered many times at the fierce 

blow of unavoidable pains. And they too asked the young and strong 

man, Messenger of the Eternal Invisible Power, for a breath of 

encouragement to reach the glory of ending their lives singing the 

triumphant hosanna of those who bound themselves with alliances that 

no tempest could break. 

"Glory to God in the infinite heavens, and peace to all souls of good 

will!" 

–Moses, beloved son of this old man who was your teacher –said 

Elder Hierophant Ohad, who came from Durba Well and also decided to 
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take shelter in the caves of Horeb with his faithful companion and friend 

Carmi –why don’t you extract from the rocks and sands of this desert 

chosen by the Eternal One to dictate his Law to the worlds, all the secret 

hidden in Psyche, daughter of heaven, descended to the lower worlds in 

a sigh of God? 

"The austere Law, which we have all received with reverence and 

trembling, is like an iron plow that opens furrows among rocks and mud 

flats for every soul that has reached the capacity of reasoning. And we 

all have to walk in that furrow, clinging to that plow until we die.  

"But..., with a Law that makes us tremble with reverence and awe, 

Psyche continues to moan, captive and chained, because she wants to 

open her wings and cannot open them and take flight. She wants to see 

and cannot see. She wants to learn and cannot learn. She wants to 

understand and cannot understand at least what those great and 

righteous brothers and sisters who preceded us on this endless path saw, 

learned, and understood. The Eternal Power is One, is Invisible, is 

Invariable, does not change or relocates, neither comes nor goes, neither 

rises nor falls, because it lives in everything that is life in this and all the 

worlds. 

"And Psyche, Moses my son, what is Psyche that hides so many 

secrets and mysteries and indecipherable enigmas? Can you tell me, you 

who are the Word, the Idea, the Verb, the Thought of the Eternal? 

"If she is a daughter of heaven, why does she live on this Earth and 

seek and desire and grasp with savage fury at the basest and lowest 

things, which in a little while disgust herself, which she rejects with the 

same savage fury that she put before to seek them? 

"If she is a daughter of heaven, what force plunges her into the swamp 

in which she comes to rejoice as if she were in a lake perfumed with 

daffodils in bloom? 

"How is it that this Psyche, daughter of heaven, has forced, let us put 

it this way, her Eternal Father Love and Infinite Wisdom, to impose upon 

her the yoke of a Law that prevents her from sinking into the mire of the 

Earth? 

"If God, Father Love, were not eternally happy in Himself, and for 

Himself had not suffered anguish in putting shackles on His children's 

feet and hands so that they should not walk in paths of horror, nor wield 

daggers that wound, nor poison their own mouths with slander and lies, 

with perjury and shame, with the stubbornness of lasciviousness… 

And the old Hierophant sunk his forehead in his hands, waiting for 

Moses, his child-disciple, the Man of Light of that hour, to bring him out 

of his tormenting cavils. 

–Patriarch Ohad, my childhood teacher whom the Eternal Power 

allows to accompany me in my hard sacrifices at the age of 40, let’s both 
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ask to the Wisdom of the Eternal Invisible Father, that it be given to me 

to give you as an offering of gratitude, the divine comfort that your 

daughter of heaven needs in this hour of her eternal pilgrimage. 

–Do so, my son, because this daughter of heaven wants to fly to her 

heaven, and I know that the hour has not yet arrived... 

And the Elder Hierophant, with his eyes crystallized with tears, looked 

at the blue sky with such an anxious look that it seemed that his soul was 

escaping at that moment, like a bird held in captivity for a long time. 

Moses began his explanation. 

–Psyche is a daughter of heaven, Master Ohad, and it has been 

immense ages since she emerged from the Father, and you know it, as I 

know it. But if she cannot yet return to the divine bosom that engendered 

her, it is undoubtedly because she still lacks sowings to carry out. 

"She has grown by being born thousands of times in the three great 

kingdoms of Mother Nature, whose prodigious fecundity is never 

exhausted. 

" She has been golden sand in the sun-scorched desert, pebble, or 

diamond in the rock, lump of dust trampled by the traveler on the dusty 

roads, muddy drop of the marsh where jonquils and lotuses bloom. 

"One step further and it has become moss on the ruins and graves, a 

sickly sapling of drought and cracked by beasts, or shattered by 

hurricanes; a tree that the woodcutter's axe threw to the ground and went 

to bake bread in the home oven or wrecked fields and cities in a devouring 

fire. 

"Another step in the eternal journey and it becomes a little worm of 

land or sea, a little bird that chirps and sings in good weather, and moans 

and screams when the storms destroy its nest, or the predators devour 

its offspring. Or it is already a fierce beast that kills and drinks blood..., 

and if it leaps from there to the Human Kingdom... Oh, Master Ohad, he 

will seek the path of darkness and it is then that the Divine Father will put 

the shackle of his Law on feet and hands, austere matron who says to 

the one who took the leap before time: You shall not kill, you shall not 

desire the goods of others, you shall not sully your mouth with perjury and 

lies, nor stain your garment with the mud of the swamp. 

"If your daughter of heaven wants to fly to her heaven and it’s not the 

hour, it must be that she has yet to water the orchards that are drying up 

with pure water, and sow wheat fields that will become bread, and 

cleanse the fields from wild thistles in which the Divine Father wants 

rosebushes to bloom, or open lakes and fountains in which white lotuses 

shine like stars in the blue sky, or daffodils like little golden cups that the 

nights fill with dew, and the martyrs of the Ideal fill with tears ... 

"Is it not so, Master Ohad, that your daughter from heaven has such 

impediments to return to her heaven?..." 
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The Elder Hierophant took a quick step towards Moses and falling on 

his knees before him, he embraced his neck. And on that chest of bronze 

that resisted all storms, he burst into sobs that could make the roof 

tremble... But they were in was a hard grotto of Mount Horeb, that 

neighbor to the dreadful Sinai, neither centuries, nor volcanoes, nor 

seismic shocks have been able to destroy. 

Such was the tremendous current of magnetic and electric ethereal 

waves in those places visited by the Eternal Power, that pieces of 

galvanized papyrus began to appear right there. In them, the answer of 

Moses to the tormenting reflections of the Hierophant Ohad appeared 

engraved in sacred hieroglyphics. And from there the Light gives them to 

me. 

A year later, that daughter of Heaven had fulfilled all the works 

entrusted to her by the Divine Father. She returned to her heaven, and 

Moses and his companions led the physical matter in pilgrimage to the 

Pantheon of the Great Genius. The descendants of Beni-Abad had built 

this Pantheon for their founding father in Elim. Beni-Abad, the heroic 

Kobda, was the founder of a strong race that still survives and of a 

dynasty of righteous sovereigns, some of whom walked in the Human 

Kingdom in these days and others are still sowing peace, love, and truth 

among the humanity of this Earth. 

There are dogmatic religious ideologies that have spread among a 

large part of humankind the idea that the Patriarch Yhosep, husband of 

Myriam, father of the Christ in the personality of Yhasua of Nazareth, is 

the patron and beneficent advocate and protector of the dying, as they 

call those who are detaching themselves from physical matter to leave 

the spirit free, which the ancient spiritualists called Psyche. And the 

reason for such an idea is based on the fact that Patriarch Yhosep gave 

the great flight to the immensity accompanied by two great beings: the 

Christ and his mother. And it is indeed a plausible reasoning. And I’m 

thinking at this moment: What could we say about our great Moses who 

in his 40 years of life in the desert was next to all the Hierophants, 

companions, and friends who left Egypt with him, when they died? And 

he was present when his brother Aaron died on Mount Hor, as well as 

when Patriarch Jethro died in his cabin at Durba Well. And the Anchorites 

who patiently waited for him preparing the environment, the place, the 

glorious and solemn sanctuary in which the Divine Father wanted to 

manifest his sovereign Will to mark the path of light and the path of 

darkness to his unconscious children, allowing them the freedom to 

choose one or the other. 

And he saw his mother die, and Star or Zipporah, and Numbik the 

faithful companion of his days as a persecuted outlaw. And he was left 

alone with Essen when Matriarch Mary also gave freedom to Psyche who 
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demanded rest. 

If the departure to the spiritual plane of a loved one causes us so much 

pain, we can easily understand Moses’ pain seeing all the ones who loved 

and understood him depart, an immense heart loneliness enveloped him 

like a shroud. 

Into whose chest would he henceforth unburden the giddy depths of 

his great solitary soul? He had written ordinances and regulations of 

hygienic and social order, and of good coexistence among families and 

individuals, which resulted in the life of work and order that he obtained 

in compensation for his long sacrifice. But his soul was alone, and that 

immense solitude was the burning crucible where his Psyche of long exile 

lived the life of a star between heaven and earth. 

 

* * * 

 

The departure of his Master Ohad to the spiritual plane made Moses 

foresee that such an event would be repeated frequently, taking into 

account the advanced age of most of his companions. 

On the eastern flank of the mountain on a platform that rose a little 

above the ground, he had widened a grotto of already regular dimensions 

so that it served as burial dwelling to the physical matter of all his brothers 

who gave freedom to Psyche before himself. That dwelling was also to 

be a place of prayer. Then his mind, far-reaching bold eagle led him to 

think of the old and beloved Temple of On, the way its triple crypts were 

positioned, and the purposes the distant ancestors had assigned to them. 

The one on the left was called “Penitentiary". The one in the center 

was called "Divine Nuptials". The one on the right was called "Human 

Assemblies". The names indicated their purposes: place of correction 

and punishment for those who needed it. Enclosure of union with the 

Infinite, the central crypt; and the third one for common assemblies. 

And this grotto, opened towards the eastern esplanade of Mount 

Horeb, was divided in three large compartments. 

"Penitentiary." The left crypt was necessary for Moses more than once 

to prevent a raging altercation from ending in murder among beings who 

had not yet learned to master the outbursts of anger. 

"Divine Nuptials". The central crypt was destined as a meditation 

chamber and to lodging of the sarcophagi of rough stone, in which they 

enclosed the dead matter of those who were absent. 

"Human assemblies". The front crypt was the only one that allowed 

anyone who needed to clarify a matter concerning his life, his work, his 

family, and so on, to enter freely. 

And Moses saw with pain that the central crypt of the Divine Nuptials 

was filling its niches too often. It was also like an immense stone chest in 
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which his inner confidences and deepest pains were falling and burying 

themselves when the repeated absences of the loved ones were leaving 

him alone by himself... And his big heart was still beating strong, and its 

rhythm, always regular, harmonic, and firm, conveyed to the advanced 

therapist of Antulian Medicine that he still had many years to live. 

In that crypt of the "Divine Nuptials", Moses was a poet, a 

psychologist, a philosopher, a thaumaturge, a magician, a prophet, and 

a very faithful visionary of the future, not only of the people he had created 

for his ideal, but of all humankind that would follow him until the end of 

time. What was that end? None other than the end of this cycle of 

evolution that the Kobdas began with their grandiose civilization, which 

Abel crowned with stars; and that two more facets of himself would bring 

to an end at the present time. 

Moses was great, heroic, and sublime in all the moments of his life, 

but in the Crypt of the Divine Nuptials he climbed to the summit. He even 

saw himself descending from a millenary throne to wear a sackcloth, and 

from a forest on the banks of the Ganges, illuminating the vast Deccan 

that was sinking in the darkness.  

And in Palestine, the Land of Promise dreamed of by Abraham, he 

saw himself on Tabor, the mount of his glorious transfigurations where 

he completed filling the golden cup of his immortal daffodil, in all the 

stream of tears that Psyche must weep to definitively enter into the 

Sacred Chamber of the Eternal Nuptials. 

 

  

  

  



 694 

77.  Moses, Creator of Peoples 
 

We anticipated events in the previous chapter in order to give our 

beloved reader a complete picture of Moses’ personality. 

 But now that the reader has become acquainted with Moses through 

his great Ideal and in the abyssal depths of his inner self, let’s return to 

the gentle field of details in which that great human life was spent for so 

many years. 

What did Moses do in the wilderness with the numerous people he 

brought out of Egypt? This is what we shall see in this journey of our long 

narrate. 

The day was set for the coronation of the new King of Arabia, the 

Ethnarch of the Negev who so highly esteemed and favored Moses 

during his exile. 

The Royal family of Egypt were guests of honor, and Ramses II had 

another reason for wishing to attend. 

And these wishes and projects were made easier to realize due to an 

unexpected event. 

A seismic movement that turned into a volcanic earthquake wreaked 

havoc in Sela, the Royal city of Arabia at the time. The destruction even 

affected the Royal Palace, which had barely overcome the sadness of 

mourning the death of the former Sovereign. And due to this, it was 

decided that the proclamation and coronation of the heir would take place 

in the city, port, and fortress of Ezion-Geber, second city of Arabia. This 

city also had advantages over Sela, as it was an important port at the 

northern end of the Gulf of Aqaba, where all the commercial wealth 

flowed from the Red Sea. 

The distance was greatly shortened and Ramses and his sister, the 

Royal Princess, could indulge in the immense satisfaction of a love date 

with Moses. 

 

It had been two years since his departure from Egypt, and this was his 

first long-distance journey. 

The Divine Law overflows with opportunities and favorable means for 

its chosen ones to achieve the great works to which their earthly life was 

destined if it finds in them the necessary dispositions. And so, the meeting 

of four kindred beings was extremely fruitful in terms of yearnings and 

efforts: Moses, Ramses, Thimetis and Malek Adel I, the new King who 

was to be crowned. 

While they were preparing the great feasts of the royal coronation, 

they began the most warm deliberations among the sovereign and his 

visitors. And from these deliberations, projects and ideas were born, in 
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which Moses designed as lights of new stars in a wide sidereal void, great 

realizations of the dreams that had arisen in his meditations, which only 

awaited the opportunity to become real works. 

 

It could be said that, even in captivity, Psyche was always brilliant and 

alert, leaving a trail of light wherever she went, even when shackled by 

physical matter. 

The chronicles that humanity knows of the historical life of Moses, 

show him devoted for many years to writing voluminous codes with 

ordinances and prescriptions so puerile and unbecoming of a superior 

spirit in whom there was no room for pettiness of any kind, that it is 

completely impossible for us to accept them as true. Mandates, 

prescriptions, and ordinances that are like a voluminous album of 

tremendous punishments, of death penalties, of gallows, of mass 

beheadings, of prescriptions that go down to the level of the prurient and 

repugnant to such an extreme that it’s not possible for me to give details 

on this subject. 

If any reader doubts these statements, I beg him to read those 

chronicles which are called "The Deuteronomy", "The Leviticus", "The 

Exodus", which are attributed to Moses and with the added blasphemy 

that he left it decreed by order of God Himself. 

The Omnipotent Divine Majesty placed at the level of the most 

dastardly and distorted leaders of savage races! 

Moses got the Egyptian and the Arabian governments to provide the 

people of the desert, including Maraba, Elim, Durba Well and Rephidim, 

with "Houses of Life" or "Houses of Health", which today we call Clinics 

or Hospitals. He also got them to provide workshops to teach trades, 

handicrafts, metallurgy, weaving, pottery, and carpentry. 

 

In addition, they set up schools or houses for teaching of basic 

knowledge and also higher education, if there were students who 

requested it. In these schools there had to be a prayer room, which was 

also a place for moral and social consultations for the good coexistence 

among all. 

From this was born in Arabia the custom that, at dusk, at the hour of 

the sunset, a subject designated for it had to call with three blows of 

whistle to those who wanted to go to that room with the purposes already 

indicated. With the passing of the centuries, in Arabia these room were 

transformed into Mosques where the Arabian talent emptied all the artistic 

beauty of their houses of prayer, and the caller became like a priest, 

prophet, or shepherd consecrated to the Eternal, Unique, Indivisible, and 

Invisible, whom they called Supreme Allah. 

In his wanderings through the desert, Moses had discovered filtrations 
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of drinking water, as well as sulfurous and thermal waters. Both 

governments ordered the construction of fountains, wells, and cisterns 

surrounded by sheds and trees in which travelers could shelter when they 

were surprised by a simoom in the middle of the desert. 

And both governments delegated to him their authority and powers for 

the execution of such works, which transformed the miserable desert 

villages into comfortable cities with good commerce and regular means 

of life for anyone who wished to settle in them. 

The cities that in prehistoric times were the glory of Beni-Abad and his 

dynasty rose again as if emerging from the dunes and rocks, where 

raptors abounded, and evildoers and harmful beasts prowled. 

Such was the material work of Moses in his long years of inhabiting 

those arid places. 

But we must understand that all the activities, wanderings, and 

sacrifices, didn’t make him forget Psyche, which longed for clear water 

and blue sky. 

But we will see this, my reader friend, in the next chapter if it’s your 

wish to accompany me to review the mystical, closed orchard, the 

solitary, silent garden of daffodils in bloom where he recovered the 

energies spent in doing good to all his fellow men.  
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78.  The Nights of the Desert  
 

The reader will remember Jet, the brown-skinned boy Moses met upon 

his arrival at Patriarch Jethro's cabin. 

He had left Numbik at the castle of Lake Merik to look after his mother, 

Star, and her son Essen. His good Uncle Jethro gave him Jet, now a man 

over 30, and from then on, Jet was his faithful companion of his 

wanderings as a civilizing maker of the desert. 

They were both in the city of Marah42, in the lodging that Moses had 

in each of the towns, because they considered him as a beneficent genius 

from whom they expected all kinds of benefits. 

The large family chariot carrying the Royal Princess, Star and her son, 

and the young girl from Ethiopia who had refused to join her life to the 

bastard son of Queen Gala, mother of Ramses II would arrive to Marah. 

She didn't want to remain in the castle of Lake Merik without the 

protection of Thimetis, her second mother as she called her. 

Moses wanted to spare them the trip to Sinai camp of and since he 

had to stay for a long time in Marah for the works that were being done 

there, he arranged good accommodations for his relatives in that city; the 

Royal city in the distant times of Beni-Abad where he realized his 

stupendous works as creator of a vast country and noble, strong race that 

populated it. 

It was a full moon night and Moses had insomnia. He went out of his 

room to walk under the great palm trees, whose shadows projected on 

the sand pavement the outline of their trembling fans. He saw that Jet 

was in the shed of his traveling camels, sitting on the ground, his back 

resting on the belly of his camel, which was chewing its nightly ration. 

–Don't you sleep? –he asked. 

–I’m not sleepy, Master, so, I’ve decided to spend this time sorting my 

fishing nets. 

–How can you be tidying up your fishing nets if you’re here sleepy and 

idle and yawning, revealing interrupted sleep? What’s going on with you? 

–O Master Moses! I’m going through very difficult things that only the 

teaching in which my father Jethro raised me up can give me the strength 

and wisdom to endure. 

–Your father Jethro never revealed to me anything about your 

personal matters, but if you want me to be your confidant, speak to me 

frankly. Your father is already very old, and it’s not right to burden him 

with new concerns. 

             

 
42 Which was called Maraba in prehistoric times. 
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–I agree, and that’s why I was thinking of standing up for myself.  

–Woe to the man who’s alone! says an ancient Scripture kept in the 

Temple of On. This scripture is from the time when Lemuria was the only 

known continent. So, speak, Jet, that you’re not alone this sleepless 

night. I’m with you. 

–Thank you, Master Moses. What happens is that I have discovered 

three individuals who are spying on me. They’re watching me and I 

suspect they have bad intentions. As they spy on me, I spy on them. I 

have the advantage of walking on familiar ground, while they are 

foreigners. 

–And why do you think they’re spying on you? 

–Because I saw them in Durba Well. In Elim I saw them too, and this 

very afternoon I just saw them here. I have the intuition that they want to 

get hold of me without harming me. As since we’ve received the Great 

Law which forbids doing harm to a fellow man, I see myself bound hand 

and foot to defend myself from this obnoxious surveillance. Oh, if it were 

not for it, I’d send them right now to the bottom of the sea to eat little 

fishes! 

–Wait..., wait, Jet... I think I can help you. Do you know their names 

and where they are now? 

–If you’d be so kind as to accompany me on a short walk to the 

seashore, I’ll show you their hiding place that I have discovered. 

–Well, let's go. 

And they both started walking towards the nearest beach where they 

had recently built stairways, piers, sheds, curtained areas, and so on. 

They sat down on a stone bench that was hidden by the shade of an 

awning. They saw three men roasting fish and drinking wine a short 

distance away. 

–Those are my spies –said Jet. – They can't even guess that we are 

watching them. 

– Be quiet as a dead man and let me work –Moses replied. And he 

sank into deep meditation. 

A short time later, Jet saw that as the men finished their meal, one by 

one, they fell down right there as if asleep or dead. 

And he thought: 

–They can't be dead because the Great Law says, "Thou shalt not kill," 

and the Master will never fail to obey this supreme command. Since I 

know him to have with so many powers, it must be that he has ordered 

them to sleep, and they sleep. Ha, ha! Now I really have them in my 

hands! –And along these lines, he kept on talking to himself while Moses 

next to him was a stone statue that seemed not to breathe. 

When he finally woke up after another long period of time, he heard 

Jet say to him, standing up: 
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–Come on, Master, they’re asleep, and we can tie them up and then 

take them to the "barred room", so that they can't escape. 

–No need to hurry, my friend, we have time until tomorrow night. And 

don't worry, they won't wake up. Now let's go to their tiny tent and see 

what kind of instruments they use for the not-so-clean jobs they do. 

 They found inside a cedar chest a complete Arabian prince’s attire 

including the typical turban and armor of that time. They also found some 

bracelets made of gold and precious stones, one of the scimitars of the 

recently deceased Old King and one of his javelins and hunting horn 

mounted in gold and ivory. 

Moses examined all these objects closely. Jet was on tenterhooks and 

didn’t lose sight of the three men asleep around the fire which was already 

going out. He was in panic fear of seeing them rise up, spear in hand, for 

there were javelins and spears near them. 

–Don’t be afraid and help me to discover this mystery by keeping 

perfect stillness –Moses told him. And sitting down on the now-closed 

chest, he sank back into silence. 

Jet sat at the door, always looking at the three sleeping men. 

–Now we’re all set, little friend Jet, I think I’m going to pay you like a 

king for all your loyalty and all your services. 

"Everything is clear now, like a hieroglyphic writing translated by an 

old Scribe of the Temple of Abydos.  

"Listen and don’t protest or rebel, nor be puffed up. You’re a grandson 

of old King Muzkiafa III, who died three moons ago. You’re the son of his 

eldest son who married to a Moabite woman, and his father disinherited 

him. You were born from that union. When your father was killed, your 

mother couldn’t keep you. Your father Jethro, who has a great love for 

the helpless, brought you in, and you are the Jet in his jewel necklace of 

children. This is your past.   

"Now let’s see your future, which the Divine Law allows me to discover 

in order to guide your path. Three days from now, a young girl from 

Ethiopia will arrive together with my mother. She’s heiress of the last King 

of the country of Kush. The Koptic Patriarch of Aksum brought her to the 

Royal Princess of Egypt asking for shelter for her, when that country was 

invaded, and its King was assassinated. That young woman will be your 

life companion. From that union, years later, a dynasty of Priest Kings will 

emerge. They will govern the destinies of Egypt after the last Ramses 

disappears and after the tremendous anarchy that the country will suffer 

due to the death of its last descendant subsides. 

“From this dynasty of Priest-Kings, two first-magnitude stars will light 

up in future centuries. They illuminated the vast country of the eternal ice 

in the prehistoric past. They will be born again five centuries from now, 

with a torch of wisdom in their hand and a volcano of love in their soul of 
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fire. And this one who will be your companion in this life, will be your 

mother in that future, because you will be born again from that union of 

wisdom with love, and it will be the glorious peace of regenerated and 

reconquered Egypt… 

Moses sighed deeply and lay down as if to die on Jet, who had listened 

to him absorbed, in deep silence. 

Moses, prophet of the desert, had seen events that would occur five 

centuries later, when Solomon, son of King David of Palestine, in secret 

union with Sheba of Ethiopia fathered the Pharaoh Sheba-Aton. This 

Pharaoh would be the first Sovereign of the Priest-Kings that coming from 

the Royal house of Ethiopia went on to rule Egypt at the demise of the 

glorious dynasty of Ramses. Ramses, the very friend of Moses, the one 

we’ve come to know in this account of Moses’ long life. 

–All this is your wisdom, Master Moses, which leaves me astonished 

and absorbed. But I cannot understand what this has to do with those 

men who spy on me, whom your marvelous power has turned into three 

tree trunks that seem to be waiting to be set on fire. 

– Ah! Haven’t you understood? Well, it’s quite clear. They know that 

you’re an heir to the throne of Arabia and they want to seize you and 

present you dressed up in that luxurious costume with the old King's 

weapons, which they will have obtained who knows how, to demand a 

heavy ransom or deliver you to the Sovereign in exchange for a good 

remuneration. And if they have proof that you’re the son of the first-born 

of the old King, they will indeed give the present sovereign a real 

displeasure. But this should be of no concern to us. 

"The man who was Ethnarch of the Negev until three moons ago is 

married to a half-sister of my mother. And he considers her as his mother. 

Since you will do nothing against him, neither will he do anything against 

you, for he’s a most noble heart. He has even granted me ample powers 

to make this whole desert a habitable field for those who wish to live in it 

and an easy road for caravans and private travelers to cross without 

danger. 

"Therefore, don’t be afraid, because the Eternal Invisible One who 

gave us the Law of Sinai is a kind, solicitous Father for all who say to Him 

with heart vibrating with love from the porphyry steps of His Law: 

 

"Our Father who art in heaven! 

I thank you because the day is dawning 

And once again you shine in the sun; 

For all that lives, my Father, 

My loving heart gives thanks to Thee!" 

 

The next morning the three men, still asleep by Moses' mental 



 701 

command, were placed on the bunk beds in the barred room, as they 

called the Prison Hall that existed in every desert town. 

When the magnetic force of the command ended, the three awoke and 

great was their alarm at finding themselves captives. The Egyptian 

Hierophant was standing before them and hastened to tell them:  

–You’ve nothing to fear if you act like sensible men. Who sent you to 

commit the outrage upon the son of Patriarch Jethro? 

None of them answered. 

–Your freedom depends on your answers. 

The three of them threw themselves upon Moses, intending to strangle 

him. 

But the three remained with their hands hardened in the form of claws 

ready to nail them to his neck. When they saw this, they fell helplessly to 

the ground like enraged beasts. 

Moses withdrew in silence, running the bolts behind him because he 

understood the guilt of the subjects, who were not yet in a condition to 

reason like humans. Powerless anger was blinding them. So, he should 

wait for harsh confinement to make them understand what their duty was 

in the situation they were facing. 

After three days, the great chariot arrived drawn by three pairs of 

mules that Numbik handled with unmatched skill. The "head of the escort" 

as the Pharaoh called him, showed the expertise acquired by the boy, 

raised by the old priest of Abydos, Neferkare, that the reader will 

remember. 

The Nubian boys riding the front mules, which looked like made of 

black basalt, jumped to the ground, and stood at attention awaiting 

orders. 

Moses and those waiting with him approached the covered wagon to 

help the travelers down. 

The embrace of mother and son is to be seen and felt. And my reader 

has eyes shining with tears and a heart that beats strong as clapping 

hands. The second to descend was Star, or Zipporah. She was leaning 

on her son, a gentle youngster who approached Moses to kiss his hands. 

The third was Abidi Ceferi, the young princess of Ethiopia, or country 

of Kush, who came to seek shelter in the castle of Lake Merik when she 

was only 16 years old and was reaching almost a quarter of a century. 

When she appeared behind the curtain of the chariot raised by 

Numbik, Moses looked at Jet standing next to him, and he, understanding 

that look, approached to help her down. In that exchange of glances that 

met for the first time, the brilliant visionary of the future understood that 

his prophecy would be fulfilled in not-too-distant days. 

–Your Highness! –Jet murmured excitedly. 

–I’m not “your Highness”, but the adopted daughter of the Royal 
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Princess –answered the young woman affably, jumping nimbly into the 

arena. 

–Indeed –added Thimetis –she’s my Abidi, one of the many daughters 

that the Divine Law is giving me as the years go by. 

Finally, the ladies-in-waiting came down, one of whom was Numbik's 

wife. 

Moses led them all to their lodging in Marah, where he had ordered to 

arrange good accommodations. 

After a few days of rest, they would continue their journey to Ezion-

Geber, where two weeks later the coronation of the new sovereign of 

Arabia would take place. 

 As a good connoisseur of the Psyche, "daughter of heaven", Moses 

refrained from making any mention to Jet of the prophecy he had made 

to him. He waited for developments. 

But Jet sought him out assiduously, especially in the evenings, when 

Moses, having finished his duties as director of the general constructions 

and works that were being carried out in Marah, would go out for a walk 

under the trees in the moonlight. And they talked about everything, except 

what they were really thinking. 

But poor Jet couldn’t take it any longer. 

–Master Moses –he said to him one of those evenings –You tell me 

nothing of what you announced to me before your mother arrived? 

–I don't think I should tell you anything, because I think first of all of 

your free will, which in no case is more necessary to the human being 

than when it’s a matter of an alliance that must last for many centuries. 

–Many centuries? You mean for a lifetime, and that's quite a lot, 

Master, isn't it? 

–Not in your case. What can you tell me about Abidi Ceferi of Kush? 

–That she's very beautiful and very gentle, but she's impenetrable. Not 

even mosquitoes can get through her mesh! 

–What? What do you mean by that? 

–I mean that she’s elusive, that she seems to shy away from my 

presence. I even think I must be repulsive to her, and I don't know if I'm 

even despicable. 

–I don't think there's anything like that in a little soul educated and 

trained by my mother since the age of 16 when she was placed at her 

side. I have neither the time nor the disposition to occupy myself, at my 

age and with my commitments, in sentimental matters. It will be my 

mother, Jet, who will do what I am not capable of doing. 

"Leave that matter in her hands, and although I recommend you to be 

very solicitous in attending to the women who accompany my mother, do 

not take an unwise step in this case. 

"My mother is aware of the spiritual message received by me and of 
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everything that has happened in your life since Patriarch Jethro took you 

in, until the three detainees wanted to kidnap you, knowing that you’re a 

golden bird that can produce profits for them. She has solved much 

darker and more entangled problems than yours when she was Regent 

in Mauritania. And believe me that I myself am amazed at the accurate 

vision that accompanies her and the prudence with which she works. Let 

her do. 

"She will call you one of these days to talk privately with you, and 

because I know your upcoming reality, I can tell you that from Ezion-

Geber you will leave united in betrothal with Abidi Ceferi, and on a journey 

to Kush, before the first trimester begins. 

–Oh, oh, Master Moses... You’re indeed the man-Light of the desert 

of Shur! 

Although Moses had told Jet "I have neither time nor disposition to 

concern myself with sentimental matters," he could not prevent the young 

man from coming to him night after night when he saw him out in the fresh 

air and the moonlight reflecting on the sea. 

And in silence he would walk beside him or sit on a stone as if waiting 

for a friendly word. 

And Moses didn't deny him a word. 

–If your heart of son of Arabia has a novelty, let it fly, Jet, because 

today I’m ready to listen to your confidences. 

–Yes, Master Moses, I have something new to tell you.  

–And what is it? 

–That my heart is galloping like a mad colt, and it's hard for me to hold 

it back... 

–Well, let it run! What's wrong with that? 

–None, Master, but running alone is no fun. 

–It seems that way to you, but it may be different. To love for the sake 

of loving what is good and beautiful is also very beautiful and very good. 

I had a great love, possibly my only one, when I was 17 years old. Death 

came my way, but I continue to love because it was extremely beautiful 

and good what I loved. Can't it happen that way in your case? 

–There’s some of that, but Master..., I’m not the great, big, strong 

Moses, all made of granite from head to toe... 

–Little by little, my friend..., sometimes the granite becomes clay, and 

you can dip your pinkie finger in it... We creatures of flesh, blood and 

bone are changeable. 

“Only the One, Eternal and Invisible, never varies nor changes! 

“Let's see!... This burnished silver moon that kisses the sea is making 

you and me like a lyre in the hands of the troubadour. Have you met your 

future companion? 

–More than once, Master, because I look for opportunities... Didn't I 
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say that my heart gallops like a maddened colt? 

“If she goes to the seashore, there I am like a little fish in the water. If 

she enters the prayer room, she finds me there like a cold bird looking for 

the roof... 

–Oh, Jet! you’re a bit of a nuisance... she will think she’s being 

followed by you... 

–No, Master, because I arrived before her... 

–Then she is the one whose heart gallops the hardest. It is she who 

follows you. 

–Something is happening to me that I don't understand very well, or 

perhaps the resplendent magic that makes you master of wills, is passing 

from you to me. 

–This is starting to interest me. Explain yourself well. 

–I hope you’ll help me. Sometimes I feel the impulse and almost the 

need to walk towards the sea, when I’ve finished my work of keeping in 

order all the things used by the craftsmen that you have working here. 

Then, I think, no one sees me when I go, and when I get there I sit on a 

rock and think of her as I can think of the golden clouds in which the sun 

is fading... After a while she appears with two or three little girls who follow 

her because she gives them sweets and tells them beautiful legends. 

–And then you hear legends too? 

–Exactly, Master, because she ignores my presence and pretends to 

be alone with the girls. Sometimes I can't stand it any longer and I make 

myself present, asking if it doesn't bother her that I listen too. 

"–If you like my stories –she says – it doesn't bother me at all. 

"Oh, it’s delightful to listen to her! And if I go to the prayer-room, I think 

of her too, and soon I see her arrive with the inseparable little girls, who 

have attached to her like flies to honey. 

–Do you know what that is? It's the attraction of your thought. Your 

thinking is very strong, Jet. You're a good hypnotist... 

–I knew it! It's the magic of Master Moses that’s sticking to my brain... 

–What magic, man of God?... It’s you. You yourself are quite active 

and have your thoughts, your will and, in short, all of you well charged 

with magnetism!... Now, Jet, these are very great qualities and if the law 

gives them to you, be ready to use them to do good..., always good. 

"When you become what I know you will become, you will be a good 

Sovereign, a good ruler of peoples. 

–A ruler of peoples? Are you sleeping, Master? 

–Have you forgotten what I told you before the arrival of my mother 

and her companions? 

–I haven't forgotten, Master!... But I think I'm so little!... A son of 

nobody, as a little dog without an owner! I love that young woman who is 

a future Queen... You’ve said it, Master, to love for the sake of loving is 
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beautiful and good, it helps me to live life and drives me to be better every 

day. What for? It seems to me that it’s to be worthy of loving her. 

–That's right, Jet, that’s the great, true, and pure love! You’re getting 

where you need to be. 

"My mother is busy sorting out your genealogy, and when she can tell 

you who you are in the midst of this humankind that surrounds you, she 

will speak to your future wife, and your heart will not gallop madly because 

it will have reached the final point of the journey. Do you understand? 

–Yes, Master, I understand that a day will come when I’ll have to 

recognize that you have been the creator of my life among the humans 

from this day forward. 

–Are you forgetting Patriarch Jethro? 

–Never! He’s the father of my helplessness when mankind threw me 

on the road like a worthless scrap. 

The night was clear and beautiful, and the Royal Princess with her 

companions came to Moses, because they wished, all of them, to perform 

a little concert of lyres, lutes and human voices that would fill the desert 

nights with harmonies. 
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79.  Mahon Abul of Sela 
 

In the great Archive of Patriarch Jethro kept by Moses, the Royal 

Princess found the genealogies of all the adopted children of the Elder 

Apostle of brotherly love, who had devoted most of his life to protect the 

helpless. 

And so perfect and meticulous were the records of the adoptions he 

kept, that he preserved every detail about the origin and circumstances 

of how those poor lives had come to life in such deplorable social 

conditions. 

Children of nobody, whom even their parents wanted to make them 

disappear from the light of the sun. What greater helplessness could 

Hierophant Jethro's big heart ask for, to be interested in them to the point 

of calling them his children and feeling himself their father, in all the 

meaning of such sacred words? 

But in order to take care of those lives and make them the absolute 

offering of his paternal love, he demanded to be told the origin of all of 

them under oath of discreet prudence. 

–It could be possible– he said –that somewhere in the future the 

opportunity may present itself for these beings, now despised, to regain 

their position in the human societies. And then they could give their 

energies and capacities to these societies, if I’m able to educate them in 

Good, Love and Truth. If I don’t do so, I lose the fruit of my labor of 

gathering them up and sheltering them. 

My readers already know the way in which Patriarch Jethro educated 

his adopted children. 

And since the orphan Jet comes to our stage of the Divine Light, as a 

diamond in the necklace of great works performed by Moses, let’s 

dedicate to him with love all that’s necessary for this diamond to shine in 

the stories of the kings, peoples, and races, linked to the great work 

performed by our main character in all his long messianic life of that time. 

Mahon Abul of Sela was the true name of this being, who came to 

physical life when King Muzkiafa III was in the full splendor of his power. 

The old country of Arab was almost a continent, which provoked the 

envy and mistrust of the old chieftain of Moab. This chieftain promoted 

fights in various forms and caused as much harm as he could. They had 

been great friends, but human friendships based on interest and fed only 

by selfishness can never last. Good can be and is immortal, invincible, 

and eternal because it emanates from God, the Supreme Good. But evil 

is and will always be ephemeral, passing and fleeting because such is 

the Law; evil is always defeated by Good, although sometimes years go 

by without obtaining this final victory. 
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Both sovereigns, one from the country of Arab and one from Moab, 

became great enemies, much more than friends they had been. But the 

eldest son of the Arab King was in love with one of the many daughters 

of the King of Moab. The firstborn son was repeatedly warned by his 

father that this fatal love was unrealistic and demanded him to renounce 

it at all. The King believed himself obeyed. But a secret marriage 

facilitated by heir's sycophants, counting on the tolerance that in the end 

the father would have for his son, resulted in the birth of the poor little boy 

who was already condemned to death. His parents named him Mahon 

Abul like his father, and as soon as he was born, they had the pain of 

separating him from them to wait for better times. 

The pious heart of the Egyptian Hierophant exiled in Midian being 

already known throughout the country, the child was taken by his own 

father to Jethro’s cabin, with the promise to taking him back in better 

times. The heir of Arabia left a pocketful of gold to aid in the care of his 

son. 

But the Arabian King learned what had happened, and that his royal 

wish had been flouted. He disinherited his son, and banished him from 

the country, and soon after, he was killed and robbed by the pirates of 

the Red Sea. His mother was cloistered in a tower where she died of grief 

three years later. 

This account appeared with the signature of the Arab physician who 

assisted the child's mother at his birth. What gave the document more 

value was the declaration made by his father when he handed him over 

to Patriarch Jethro at three months of age: "I hand over my son Mahon 

Abul, three months old, to the guardianship of Hierophant Jethro and I 

give the child for good if I don’t return for him". There was also a copy of 

the receipt that the Hierophant gave to the heir of Arabia: "I received from 

the very hands of Prince Mahon Abul of Sela, his son of three months of 

age, for an indefinite period of time". 

The deeds were in order and there was nothing to observe. 

– My son –Thimetis said to Moses –this cannot stay this way, I believe, 

for it’s only fair to place Jet in his rightful place. The documents are in 

order, as I have received them from yourself. And if the betrothal of Abidi 

Ceferi of Kush is to take place as you think it will, it’s even more important 

that his identity is restored. She will regain her father's throne by the 

middle of this very year... 

–I have it all figured out, mother. I didn’t wish to intervene directly in 

this matter because it seemed to me to be Patriarch Jethro's business; 

but he has asked you and me to do it because he feels too close to his 

final flight and wants to avoid all outside business. 

From this exchange of ideas between mother and son, it resulted that 

when they went to the coronation of the new Arabian King, they discussed 
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this matter with him. When the grand ceremonies and festivities of the 

coronation had passed, Moses requested a private and very secret 

audience with the new King, who arranged it on the spot. In the company 

of his mother, he presented himself to the office of the Sovereign, who 

had been presented with a small ivory album containing the Law of Sinai, 

stamped in letters of gold. 

–What my mother and I are plotting, O King, is a grievous thing for 

those who don’t have a noble and pure heart. But I know that for you it’ll 

be a gentle thing to bear. –And he told the whole story in detail to the 

King. 

The Sovereign listened without flinching. 

–And what does he say about this? –he asked when Moses had 

finished the whole story. 

–He neither says nor asks anything, because to this day he doesn’t 

know that we bring before you this painful past. 

–And what do you think I should do? 

–I think that you should do what you would want to be done with you 

on equal terms. It is what the Law commands. 

–And that is what I’ll do –the Sovereign said dryly. –I knew that there 

was a son of my brother Mahon, but as the years passed and he didn’t 

appear, I thought he had died. The Sovereign Allah gave me two female 

daughters and the third who was a boy died at only a few years old. The 

Royal house of Arabia needs an heir, and nothing will be more just than 

that place be filled by the son of my eldest brother. Bring him to my 

presence with the documents you have about him, and if everything is in 

order, we will proclaim him heir to the Kingdom of Arabia, with the 

presence of Patriarch Jethro and your presence. 

–He’s in love with the daughter of the King of Kush who was killed 

several years ago. His only daughter took shelter in my mother when she 

was a child. Now she’s already a woman, and we have news that the 

usurper was defeated and thrown far from the country, for which the 

people faithful to the King ask that the heiress be returned to them. If 

Mahon Abul is proclaimed heir of Arabia, will he be able to celebrate 

betrothal with the young Queen of the country of Kush? 

"That, O King, you will have to settle according to your laws and 

customs. 

After a few moments of deliberation, the King spoke again, smiling and 

affable: 

–I believe that the Sovereign Allah will not make me die so soon, and 

that my heir may very calmly cover himself with the orange blossoms of 

the Queen of Kush. 

"What my father was unable to do right, I will know how to do, O 

Moses, Moses! You are a true magician. You changed my heart of tow 
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into a heart of flesh long time ago, which feels and beats as it should feel 

and beat. 

"Do you think that we men who have blood in our veins and some light 

in our minds do not compare your actions with the actions of other 

beings? What do you seek for yourself in the stupendous works of great 

effort and sacrifice that you do? 

–The golden-colored daffodil, O King, and nothing else! –answered 

the Princess, overtaking her son, who had kept silent. 

–Very Well, then, I have understood it thus, and therefore I think I also 

have the right to begin to search for the divine flower you’ve been 

pursuing for so many years. So, go ahead and arrange with my noble 

nephew everything that concerns what we’ve talked about, let him himself 

set the date of his proclamation as heir of Arabia, which may also be the 

date of his betrothal to the heiress of the country of Kush. 

When Jet learned of all this tangle of affairs, he became pale and 

finally just said: 

–And do you think, perchance, that I would rather be heir to the throne 

of Arabia than the son of my father Jethro? How can I leave him to climb 

the steps of a throne? 

–If you love Abidi Ceferi, then you also have a throne to climb. Have 

you thought about that? 

–She doesn't want to be Queen, nor ever be separated from the Royal 

Princess. 

–Well, well! What do we have here? Two little ones to bottle-feed! –

exclaimed the Princess with a laugh. 

–You’re responsible for countries and peoples, what is this about 

wanting and not wanting? Those words shouldn’t be uttered by the one 

who was appointed to govern humankinds by the Eternal Owner of 

human lives. 

The instructive conversations of the Royal Princess with Abidi Ceferi 

and the no less suggestive, deep conversations of Moses with Jet led 

them both to reasoning and conviction. 

The sovereign magician of love did the rest, and five moons later the 

proclamation of the humble Jet transformed into Mahon Abul of Sela, 

Royal Prince and heir to the kingdom of Arabia, was celebrated in Ezion-

Geber. And the King consecrated his betrothal with the young Queen of 

Ethiopia, with residence in Nadaber, where the Koptic Patriarch of Aksum 

would bless the marriage when they arrived at the Royal city. 

The warlords and army chiefs of Ethiopia immediately rushed to Ezion-

Geber for the proclamation of the heir of Arabia who was to be betrothed 

to the young Queen of Kush. 

The Ethiopian lady who was the girl's governess, came with the 

maidens to accompany the young sovereign, who still couldn’t convince 
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herself that her separation with the Royal Princess was inevitable. 

–Lady, for pity's sake! –she said –If you have been my mother during 

my adolescence and early youth, how is it that your heart is so easily 

detached from the little orphan dove that you saved from the vultures of 

the storm? 

The Royal Princess hesitated and suffered, until Moses, also urged by 

Jet and even more by Elder Patriarch Jethro, settled the issue. 

–Moses, my son –the Elder said one day. –A voice from beyond Earth 

urges me in the depths of my soul to establish new ties with the Koptos 

of Aksum, who are a beautiful remnant of the Kobdas of prehistory. 

"Kush was the country of Artinon of the distant past. It became part of 

the Great Alliance of United Nations due to the great effort of a Kobda 

Matriarch named Solania, who transformed into a docile lamb the brave 

Warlord of that country, later turned into a martyr sacrificed for the good 

of his people. 

I am already very weakened by the years and perhaps I would die on 

the long journey...". 

Moses interrupted the sentence, because he understood the desire of 

the poor old man who could hardly get out of his bed. 

–There’s nothing more to talk about, Father Jethro –he said, shaking 

his weakened hands. –I will go in your place. And my mother will go too, 

accompanying the young sovereigns, who still feel cowardly before the 

great responsibility that the law places on their shoulders. My mother is 

undecided, and your wish will finally convince her. 

"Rest assured, then, that this business is settled to your satisfaction." 

A large, splendid caravan departed from Ezion-Geber to Maraba, 

which would be the point of departure to the country of Kush a moon later. 

The city of Maraba had been transformed into a splendid port on the 

Red Sea. From this port was the departure of a beautiful sailing ship, a 

gift from the Arabian King to the future spouses and sovereign of the 

sister country, Kush. It was carrying Moses, his mother, and the young 

couple with all their court. 

They both stayed for three years in what was the country of Artinon in 

prehistoric times. And the work of fraternal alliance they performed there 

was the origin of what happened several centuries later, when the 

glorious Egypt of the Ramses was sinking into the most dreadful chaos 

of corruptions, hatreds, and struggles of all kinds. 

That’s how great and beautiful are the combinations made by the 

Divine and Eternal Law in its vigilant eagerness to lead humanities along 

its paths of light and truth. 

An Egyptian mother and son, Thimetis and Moses, brought light, 

peace, and truth to the scourged and devastated Kush. And several 

centuries later, an Ethiopian mother and son, the Queen of Sheba and 
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her son Sheba-Akon, brought back peace, greatness, and triumph of truth 

and goodness back to anarchized Egypt, which had been torn to shreds 

by selfish warlords and their corrupt and fanatical priesthood. 

Memphis, Thebes, Luxor, Karnak, Denderah, and Abydos, were ruins 

and memories at that time. But from Napata, Royal city of the new 

dynasty, arose again the triumphal Egypt of the prehistoric Kobdas, 

several times undone and defeated by fierce storms, but re-emerged like 

the Phoenix bird of the legend. 

There are places on Earth that the Eternal Law seems to have 

destined for the triumph of Truth, Justice and Good. And what the Eternal 

Law defines and wants, is and will always be through the centuries and 

ages. 

The Archives of the Solitary in the very old Sanctuary of Aksum was 

very rich in ancient writings. Hence Moses was able to enrich his own 

archive with new Lemurian and Atlantean stories, and above all he was 

able to verify what he already knew of the worlds and humankinds from 

the Scriptures of Patriarch Aldis and others that he had from the most 

ancient Sanctuaries of the country of the Nile. 

Moses saw in an ecstasy of love and glory that in three great countries 

and in many thousands of souls the Divine Ideal, to which he had devoted 

his whole life, was firmly engraved. 

Egypt, Arabia, and Kush proclaimed to the face of the whole Earth the 

Divine Unity, which is the eternal, real fraternity of the Supreme Power 

over all the worlds and the humanities that inhabit them. 

And looking at the whole horizon that surrounded him from the highest 

hill of the mountain of Aksum, he could repeat, almost crying, the verse 

of Anekh-Aton: 

 

"Thank you, Lord, for the day dawns! 

And once again you shine in the sun! 

For all that lives around me 

I thank thee, O Lord!"  
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80.  In the Country of Kush 
 

At the time of this account, the Kush Country was almost unknown to 

most part to civilized peoples. 

In prehistoric times it was known as the Country of Artinon and was 

divided into many regions inhabited by different tribes, but which rarely 

fought among themselves. The high mountains and the numerous rivers 

that furrow those places served as limits to the human inhabitants, who 

didn't bother to cross those natural limits because each tribe had 

abundant means of life in its region. 

In the time of the Kobdas there were 39 regions that were governed 

independently of each other under the command of a King-Chieftain who 

was elected in assembly of the whole tribe. He was elected for life if his 

government was to the taste and liking of the majority of the men capable 

of war and defense. 

But there was a time when a young foreigner of beautiful presence 

arrived. He came down from the high peaks of the Ras Dashan Mountain 

and was cooling off in the Blue Lake, today know as Lake Tana. He wore 

beautiful clothes, his sword was girded with a golden handle, and his bow 

and quiver shone as brightly as his spear. Everything about him was 

shining like his golden hair. And his skin was as white as the water lilies 

of the Nile. 

The Tribe that inhabited that region had just buried their King-Chieftain 

and the mature men resolved to choose the foreigner who so 

mysteriously arrived at such an opportune moment. 

–Maybe our gods bring him to us perhaps from their towers in the stars 

that illuminate the summits of the Ras Dashan. 

The foreigner answered to their interrogations, and they understood 

him because he knew their language. He told them that his name was 

Marvan and that he was from the frozen countries of the North. He added 

that a "genie" brought him in one night during sleep, not to harm anyone 

but to live in that country, in peace and good harmony with its inhabitants. 

 

As the answers pleased them, they proclaimed him King-Chieftain, 

and only asked him in return for such a high designation to darken his 

face, hands, and hair with a concoction they had, so that he would be 

brown like all the inhabitants of the country. 

This man had great knowledge of every nature and gradually won the 

friendship and sympathy of all the chieftains of the vast Kush Country. 

Ethiopana, Dashan, Kenigara, Nubia, Tanganyika and even Chiksa on 

the Zambezi River wanted him as chief, when they understood that this 

man was superior to all of them. The natives believed and said that he 
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had the magic of love, and no country wanted to be inferior to the one 

that first chose him as King. There was peace, abundance, and happy 

coexistence in all the extension of that immense country. 

This was back during prehistoric times. 

 

Now at the time of Moses, the country of Kush was a memory, like the 

country of Artinon. Then all that beautiful region of high mountains and 

torrential rivers was called Ethiopia, transformation no doubt from 

Ethiopana, ancient capital of the prehistoric country of Artinon. There was 

no dynasty or Royal city in Bainia at this time. The Kuga dynasty, 

represented then by the old King Irguebain and his heir Udelga, had been 

partly destroyed; the old man was killed, and his heir disappeared. It was 

not known if he was alive or dead. The daughter of Prince Udelga was 

the young girl that took shelter with the Royal Princess where she spent 

her adolescence and early youth. 

This is the Ethiopia or Country of Kush, painted in broad strokes, 

where Moses entered accompanied by his mother, the Royal Princess of 

Egypt. Moses was also accompanied by the sincere affection of the 

Pharaoh, who had provided him with all the necessary authorizations to 

establish a cordial friendship and commercial exchange between the two 

countries. Ethiopia had mountains with mines of gold and precious 

stones. And Moses had in his Archives, writings from fleeing Lemurians, 

from the time when that continent was beginning to sink. He had to find 

the traces of those who inhabited the southern part of the country, where 

the Zambezi River runs fast and roaring. 

 

For this purpose, the Patriarch of the Koptos of the Aksum Sanctuary, 

which was located in one of the steepest hills of the mountainous Bainia, 

would serve him as a guide and instructor. 

At the time, the Patriarch of the Koptos Anchorites was a man who 

was still in his prime of life despite his 63 years. His name was Armenabo, 

and he had a long and deep intellectual, spiritual, and even social 

formation. His personality had been formed in the ancient Egyptian 

Temples. He had been a companion of initiation and studies of Pontiff 

Pthamer, the predecessor of Membra. Hence, our reader can understand 

what was for Moses the encounter with Patriarch Armenabo. His 

historical knowledge not only of the vast Ethiopia of that time, but of the 

whole African Continent, served Moses to make beautiful verifications of 

the Scriptures known and preserved by him. It was a harmonious, perfect 

continuity that began in Lemuria with Juno the Sailor and Numu the 

Shepherd, and continued its glorious passage to Amphion, Antulio, Abel, 

and Krishna. 

There were no gaps or voids of major significance among the 
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Messianic epochs. Because the decadences occurred in the long 

intervals of thousands of years only served to highlight the devastating 

action of time that turns great civilizations into ruins. It also highlights the 

devastating force of human ambitions and selfishness, which among 

newer humankinds have the fatal capacity to destroy the wonderful works 

of love lit by the Messiahs, as an eternal lamp that never goes out despite 

all the gales. 

Although Moses and his mother were honored guests at the Royal 

Palace of Nadaber, he was a daily visitor to the Sanctuary of Aksum43.  

 

There he learned that the race now known as the giants dominated 

the region called Nubia, which is today's Kenya. This race was an 

extension and descendant of people who fled the continent of Lemuria. 

This region was part of the Ethiopia that would be ruled by the new 

Sovereigns Mahon Abul of Sela and Abidi Ceferi of Kush. 

And while Moses devoted himself to the Archives and to the ancient 

history of continents and countries that had disappeared, his mother was 

entirely devoted to preparing the young couple that would reign in that 

country. She wanted them to be what the ancient sovereigns of those 

same places and of those others that had disappeared by the invasion of 

the waters had been. 

And again, the radiant figures of Amphion and Odina, of Antulius and 

his mother Walkyria of Cerro de Oro (“Golden Hill”), of Bohindra and Ada, 

of Adamu and Evana, of Abel and the Kobdas were evoked by Thimetis 

and appeared to her. They all had prepared the field and sowed it with 

Good, Truth, and Love over many centuries that went by, whose memory 

was kept alive in the minds and hearts of those who understood them in 

their noble yearnings. 

The young people, future sovereigns, who listened to her, felt what 

you and I, my reader friend, would feel when seeing parading before our 

eyes that glorious past that this humanity had at times. Yet today we see 

this humankind so absolutely dominated by all the human selfishness that 

are unleashed in whirlwinds of hatreds, ambitions, struggles and wars for 

the possession of everything around us, which the Eternal Power grants 

to its creatures for their welfare and happiness. 

And these questions arise boldly from the depths of the soul: 

Why do men hate each other if love is so beautiful? Why do men kill 

each other for a piece of land, for a handful of gold, for a ruler's chair, for 

a miserable crust that he will have to leave one day when he passes to 

the other plane, taking with him only the good or the evil he has done? 

             

 
43 The city surrounding the Sanctuary is known as Harar today. 
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The luminous trace left by Moses and his noble mother in that part of 

East Africa was not all erased. Certain places of the African Continent 

still preserve the distant glow of all the great, good, and beautiful that 

lived there, the Mosaic Ideal, the Divine Unity, the Human Brotherhood. 

In the future this will be glory, happiness, and true greatness for terrestrial 

humankind. 

 

* * * 

 

Patriarch Armenabo informed Moses that in Nairobi, then capital of 

Kenigara, a Koptic Sanctuary existed since remote times. It was located 

in the highest mountains of the continent, The Falcons. At the feet of 

these mountains an immense lake of sweet waters opened like a silver 

mirror. They called this lake Deep Sea44, because of its extraordinary 

depth which nobody had been able to measure. 

So fervent was the narrator's description of these places, almost 

unknown at the time, that it awakened in his listener a lively desire to visit 

it. And Moses announced to his mother and to the future sovereigns that 

he would visit that region, a sort of superb labyrinth of lakes, rivers, and 

mountains. 

He would be accompanied by Patriarch Armenabo, with one of the 

youngest Anchorites and who was a native of Nairobi, knowledgeable of 

its inhabitants and linked to the numerous guides who earned their living 

giving tours to travelers. 

In three nights spent under tents and with bonfires lit in defense of the 

wild beasts, Moses was able to thoroughly get to know the soul of his 

young guide, Rodano of Nairobi, who was the youngest of the solitary 

men. 

He became so fond and trusting of Moses, that he seemed to have 

lived his entire life by his side. He not only made him a confidant of all the 

tragedies of his brief life, but also told him in detail the lives of the 

Anchorites they were going to visit. There were only 12 there, and there 

couldn’t be a single one more, according to what they had established. 

Because of that he was in Aksum, waiting for a vacant place in Nairobi, 

where his foster father was the Patriarch. 

–I was rescued by him from an old canoe moored in the Deep Sea a 

long time ago. Whoever left me there when I was only two months old 

must have wanted to drown me because I would be a hindrance in his 

way. 

–Or save your life, perhaps! 

             

 
44 Today called Lake Victoria. 
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And just in these words Moses implied that he had found the cause of 

the usual sadness in that being. He remembered his sufferings as a child 

while the absolute ignorance of his origin wrapped him like a shroud of 

shadows. And this was perhaps the reason why a strong current of 

sympathy was immediately establish between them. 

When they arrived at the Sanctuary in the most abrupt and imposing 

part of the Falcons Mountain, Moses was struck by the great physical 

resemblance of the Patriarch with his young driver and friend. In addition, 

this resemblance also reminded him of the young woman who was to be 

Queen of all that vast country. Especially, the eyes, the look, certain 

modalities in speaking..., in short, something that seemed an explanation 

to certain silent shadows that he had found in the stories of his young 

friend, who since then was his disciple, we could say. 

The audacious mind of the great psychologist probed deeply during 

his secluded meditations in the small cell that was assigned to him. And 

it didn't take long for him to discover the mystery of pain, of abnegation, 

and renunciation that was around those beings he had just met. 

Since the Patriarch of Aksum had told him nothing, he would have his 

reasons, and Moses would never pass that wall of silence if they didn’t 

open an entrance door for him. 

One day, the Patriarch told him: 

 

–Master Moses, I feel it’s my duty to tell you the true reason why I 

wanted you to get to know this Sanctuary and these friends, who I see 

welcome you with open arms and hearts beating with sincere affection. 

–I beg you not to have any qualms, Patriarch, in revealing to me that 

cause which seems to be difficult to talk about. I have almost already 

discovered it. 

–How? Is the light of your mind so vivid that it pierces darkness? 

–I believe that the Eternal Power has placed in my law that clarity that 

I have. There’s no mystery for those who have known the mystery from 

the cradle. I’m also part of all the children of a mystery. 

–Yes, Master..., I know. The Divine Law seems to want the life of the 

great beings to be surrounded by a certain mysterious chain of events. 

"Just as you were the secret son of the Royal Princess of Egypt, 

Rodano of Nairobi is the secret son of Udelga of Bainia, crown prince of 

the kingdom, and today Patriarch Gudela of this old Sanctuary. 

–And father at the same time of the soon to be crowned Queen of the 

vast Country of Kush –Moses added with great confidence. Patriarch 

Armenabo was speechless with amazement when he realized that Moses 

had unraveled the whole tangled labyrinth of those human lives. 

–How benevolent the Law is for me! –exclaimed the Patriarch with 

emotion. –Because your extraordinary clairvoyance has prevented me 
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from breaking the oath made to the heroic Patriarch of this Sanctuary. 

–I have understood that a tremendous tragedy surrounds these 

human lives. And I can also say like you that the Law is benevolent for 

me, for I will still have something to learn from what I’ve just discovered. 

All the events of my life were a stupendous lesson that I have been able 

to learn and accept with due submission. 

" Pontiff Membra, who received me among the Hierophants of high 

Initiation, has on his work desk this verse: 

 

"Everything is a lesson in life 

for the one who seeks knowledge. 

Wake up Psyche! If you sleep... 

When will you be able to learn?" 

 

"And I apply it to myself at every step I take. 

"Can you tell me how it is that Patriarch Gudela didn’t occupy the 

throne of his father who was slain? How is it that his two children, Rodano 

and Abidi, ignore their close relationship? 

–I will tell you in a few words. Until recently, the Red Sea pirates 

committed so many crimes with their barbaric cult of human sacrifices 

that finally Pharaoh Ramses I, and now his son Ramses II, took it upon 

themselves to exterminate the pirates who thus devastated all the 

neighboring countries. The royal houses were losing their heirs, year after 

year, because those fatal followers of the barbarous and cruel Atlantean 

Aztecs chose the best young men and the most innocent maidens to offer 

them in holocaust to their gods. 

 

"Those who invaded our Royal city were pirates disguised as Persian 

merchants. They took our heir for sacrifice and gave him to an Arabian 

maiden, daughter of a high military chief, before opening his chest. He 

was able to buy his guards. But to save the guards’ lives, the guards 

demanded an oath from the heir that he would disappear from the 

country. And he had the heroism to keep his word. But he also demanded 

that the poor young woman who was handed over to him by the brutal 

force of the Aztec priests be set free. Both fled to the poor hut of an old 

married couple, who had been faithful servants of King Irguebain III, 

where the son of that union was born. 

"His mother couldn’t stand the shame and outrage. The miserable life 

of the hut seemed to her harder than death. And one fine day she went 

with her little one to the shore of the Deep Sea, where she packed her 

son in an abandoned canoe and threw herself into the sea where she 

perished." 

–So, Rodano of Nairobi and Abidi Ceferi have the same father –said 
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Moses. 

–Exactly, he’s the half-brother of the future Sovereign of this country. 

But he absolutely ignores it and must always ignore it. To identify his true 

personality would be to discover the tremendous tragedy of his father. 

The Aztec pirates of the Red Sea believe he’s dead. If they knew, they 

would attack this Sanctuary killing all the Solitaries. Oh, brother Moses... 

The world is of such a nature that we, followers of the light, must live 

completely unknown if we are to preserve the life of the soul and perhaps 

the life of the body as well! 

–I believe that the current Pharaoh, who was my companion of study 

and youthful wanderings, exterminated the pirates of the Red Sea. This 

could help to bring this tangled mystery to light and put everything in its 

place –Moses suggested thoughtfully. 

–I suggested it to Patriarch Gudela, and his answer was: "I would 

rather die forgotten in this saving shelter! Let the world go on its way!" 

–Maybe he’s right –Moses added and kept a long silence. 

 

Patriarch Armenabo fell into hypnosis, for he was a great sensitive. 

 

He was taken into momentary possession by Aelohin, Moses' close 

guide, and addressed him these words: 

"Moses, missionary exiled in these deserted terrestrial valleys, write in 

your book of notes, and more importantly in your Psyche illuminated by 

the Eternal Light, the same words of our brother Gudela: "I would rather 

die in the rocks of the desert, than to carry the mountain of responsibility 

that will mean to possess the land of promise at the cost of the most 

barbaric pillage that the centuries have seen." 

"In those who followed you into the desert and are still living, there’s 

only selfishness, interest, and ambition. You’re alone with the sublime 

ideal you have imposed upon the worlds. You have fulfilled all your duty. 

The Eternal Power blesses and will discover before the worlds your work 

and glorify your life when humankinds have acquired the capacity to 

understand them." 

 

The sensitive man woke up crying with great sobs. Moses remained 

silent and thoughtful. 

At that moment he had a clear vision of his long years in the desert 

and of his lonely death on the heights of a mountain. 

–I am warned that I will not see the land promised to our father 

Abraham, because I will die forgotten in the desert. –He said with 

admirable serenity and went out with his companion to watch the sun 

sinking in the twilight, giving way to the night to spread its wide mantle of 

darkness. 
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81.  Moses, Teacher of Souls 
 

Rodano of Nairobi, the young Koptic man who had not yet completed 

the four-year trial imposed on anyone who asked to wear the gray robe, 

told his Patriarch one day: 

– If you’d be so kind to allow it, I’d like to have a private conversation 

with Master Moses. My inner restlessness increases day by day, 

producing in me what you already know, an infinite sadness that feels 

very much like a slow agony. 

–I allow it, my son, with great satisfaction, for an intuition or inner voice 

seems to tell me that this great Master of souls will have the power to 

cure your illness. Go, my son, go. He’s in the Archive with Patriarch 

Gudela, who’s translating the hieroglyphic figures of the Lemurian 

Scriptures for him. 

"They both understand each other well because they’re eagles that fly 

very high. 

– Won’t they be bothered to be interrupted by my presence? 

–I will bring you to the door. Let's go. 

And the good Patriarch Armenabo led his young disciple to a meeting 

with Moses. 

–This spiritual son of mine –said the Elder, introducing the young man 

–asks to have a conversation with you, Master Moses, and I believe that 

it will be a pious work to cure this sick little soul. 

–You have anticipated my wish, Patriarch, for since we made the 

journey together from Bainia to Nairobi, I have known that this young 

Koptic man suffers from an inner anguish that interrupts his meditation 

and study. Let us sit down and talk. 

 "What is your affliction, my friend? –asked the great psychologist in a 

very soft voice, staring into those dark, sad eyes that always seemed to 

be about to cry. 

–It torments me very much not knowing who I am. I knew no parents, 

no siblings, no relatives, no friends. 

"Patriarch Armenabo has sheltered me since I was able to understand. 

As a child I was cared for by his mother. When she died, he took me to 

the Sanctuary of Aksum where I have learned several languages. I am a 

translator of ancient scriptures, I’m a scribe, I’m a painter, I’m the 

musician of the Sanctuary..., I know many beautiful, good things, but I 

don’t know who I am or where I came from or where I’m going. I live with 

the Koptic Anchorites, but I’m not a good anchorite, nor a good Kopto. 

This is the whole truth and the whole story, Master Moses!... I know so 

many great, stupendous, and marvelous things about you, and I thought 

that, if my pain has a remedy, it can only come from you. A numerous 
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people have followed you into the desert, drawn by something infinitely 

great in you. And I thought to myself: He is a beneficent Genie of those 

who, from among mountains of centuries, sometimes emerge on Earth to 

guide God's misguided creatures. And if you have saved so many, can 

you not save me too? 

The young man fell silent, and hope blossomed in his saddened eyes. 

Moses thought silently. 

–I too am a child of the mystery –he said at last –and if, even so, I’ve 

been able to have peace in my soul and seek peace for others, why 

should you not be able to do the same? 

"If Patriarch Armenabo has told you nothing about your origin, either 

he doesn’t know it or he thinks it will to your disadvantage to know it. What 

would make you happy? The love of a mother perhaps? The love of a 

companion, of a wife who will give you children and you can have the 

glory of a home full of love, optimism, hope, and faith? 

"You can have everything if you succeed in calming that inner curious 

restlessness that leads to nothing but your distress.  

"I think I’ll stay in these parts for a while longer. Do you want me to 

ask permission to your Patriarch for you to be my Scribe and Translator, 

for my entire stay here? 

The young man's face seemed to light up with hope, which didn’t go 

unnoticed by Moses. 

–Oh, yes, Master Moses! I never thought that your kindness would be 

so great as to burden with my poor sick and almost dead soul. 

–You begin to heal when you’re able to wait and trust. If you feel you’re 

a child of our Eternal Invisible Father, your spiritual illness is curable, I 

assure you. However, if this inner feeling doesn’t exist in you, I cannot 

promise you anything. 

"Wait then for the Eternal Love, which is the only thing that can fill that 

soul of yours, hungry for immensity. 

Patriarch Armenabo agreed that his spiritual son would leave for a 

while the arid solitude of the Sanctuary of Aksum and remain at Moses' 

side as Translator and Scribe of his private Archive. 

–You’re now my Scribe and Translator –Moses told Rodano, the next 

day after their conversation. –Three days from now, I think I’ll be able to 

be more explicit with you. Will you wait calmly during these three days 

that I’m giving myself to find a solution to your problems? 

–Oh, Master Moses! If I’ve waited until now, will I not wait three 

days...? 

And the Archivist of the Sanctuary of the Mount of the Falcons, 

witnessed what Moses spoke with Patriarch Gudela. During the night he 

had prepared himself to solve the problem that had two suffering souls in 

torment: the father and the son. 
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–My Father, Invisible and Eternal! –May I be able to break the chains 

that bind the wings of these two Psyches, daughters of your sovereign 

love, because I’m certain that both are destined by you to take very high 

flights for the benefit of all those who cannot yet fly! And both are tenderly 

loved by me! My Invisible and Eternal Father! Father Sirius who made me 

what I am!... Give me, I pray you, the power to calm forever these two 

souls, who are part of my large portion of humanity to which I feel bound 

by ties of love that will never be broken! 

And in that instant Moses had the vision of the past and the 

premonitory vision of what those souls were for him, and what they should 

be in the distant future. 

He felt that he would emerge triumphant. He felt that the Eternal 

Invisible Father and his father Sirius were promising him victory. And a 

soundless voice, but inner and deep, shook his whole being: "So much 

love overflowed from you in the past and so much will overflow in the 

future, that every abyss will turn into dawn. You wish it. 

And when the day was barely dawning, Moses went out to watch the 

sunrise. 

From his trembling lips and especially from his yearning heart flowed 

his dawn prayer: 

 

"Thank you, Lord, for the day is dawning! 

And once again you shine in the sun!... 

For all that is life around me, 

I thank you, Lord!" 

 

And he went to the Archives where Patriarch Gudela was already 

waiting for him. 

He had also made his deep dawn meditation. He felt the inner voice: 

"A Divine Envoy will speak to you at dawn and through him you will know 

the will of the Invisible Eternal". 

–It can be none other than Master Moses –he thought at once. And a 

great tranquility filled his soul with serenity and peace. 

And when he saw Moses enter the Archives, he went forward to greet 

him and, shaking both his hands, said to him: 

–I know that you intend to speak to me, and I suppose it must be 

something very important since it was announced to me during my 

meditation.  

–Your meditation has told you the truth. The sovereign goodness of 

our Invisible and Eternal Father has endowed me with this ability, and I 

cannot do anything but use it in fulfillment of his command. Are you then 

willing to listen to me?  

–In everything you want to tell me. 
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–Very well, Patriarch Gudela. You have had the courage and the will 

to take the great leap over the abyss that the Eternal Law has demanded 

of you. You have renounced the throne of your elders and to the son of 

pain, who also came by Divine Will. You already have the merit due to 

the heroic renunciation and nothing and no one can take it away from 

you. The hour of divine compensation has come, and I have the joy and 

the glory that it is given to you through me. 

"Your son, Rodano of Nairobi, must not continue the way he is now, 

even if you have the decision to continue to be ignored in this Sanctuary. 

Patriarch Gudela became pale and thick drops of tears began to roll 

from his narrowed eyes. 

After a prolonged silence, the Patriarch spoke:  

–Only you, Master Moses, could touch the deep wound of my heart 

without hurting me. Only you could remove my ruins without crushing me 

under them. What do you want me to do? 

 "The inner voice of my meditation announced to me that through the 

voice of a Divine Envoy I would know the Supreme Will. Speak then, for 

I am listening to you. 

–Since you recognize me as a Divine Envoy, you will accept without 

hesitation that I release you from the oath with which you bought your life 

and that of your son. I therefore annul it with all my will. Moreover, there 

is in favor of your freedom of spirit the circumstance that the Aztec pirates 

who caused the disgrace in the Royal family of this country, savagely 

invaded, are cloistered in the prison of Rameses, from where they will not 

come out until they give proof of renouncing the criminal cults that their 

gods ask of them. The present Pharaoh Ramses II is my mother's half-

brother and I count on his determination when I speak to you in this way. 

"Your daughter Abidi Ceferi will be crowned Queen because you are 

believed to be dead. 

–I want to remain dead and forgotten by the world –the Patriarch said 

in a serene voice. 

–But you cannot condemn your second son to such ostracism as to 

deny him the right to know who brought him to life. 

–That’s absolutely true, and it’s at the same time the cause of my hard 

inner torment –affirmed Patriarch Gudela. 

–Do you give me your authorization so that I may put things in their 

right place? –And Moses waited a few moments. 

The Patriarch took both Moses’ hands and pressed them to his 

trembling lips and watering them with tears, he could barely answer in 

between sobs: 

–May that poor son be compensated by you, Master, for all that he 

must have suffered in the brief years of his life. 

As if he had been called on purpose, the voice of the young man said 
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from the door: 

–May I come in? 

–Yes, Rodano, come in, the Patriarch and I were waiting for you to 

give you a beautiful gift even before the three days that I had set myself 

as a deadline. 

The Patriarch fell to his knees, and his intense weeping deeply moved 

the young man who was very sensitive. 

Moses lifted the Patriarch and said to Rodano: 

–This is the gift for you. He is your father, and his name is not Patriarch 

Gudela, but Prince Udelga, firstborn and only son of King Irguebain of the 

Land of Kush. You will learn the story from the only one who knows it: 

Patriarch Armenabo, your protector since you were born. Everything has 

its time, my friend, and today is the time to shed light on all the shadows 

that surrounded you. 

And then it was the son's turn; all his blood concentrated in his heart 

seemed to burst in his chest, while a death-like pallor arose on his face. 

At last, his father held out his arms to him, and the young boy, in 

streams of tears, allowed himself to be wrapped in the first embrace that 

his father was able to give him. 

The inner joy that fluttered like a happy bird in the soul of Moses can’t 

be described in words. But I know for certain that you, my reader friend, 

feel it in your heart like an infinitely sweet and sincere caress. 

Moses broke the chains that prevented the high flights of those two 

souls that were always his. In the final epic of his messianism they would 

occupy the place of the most beloved of his heart in his Apostolic College: 

Peter, his foundation stone, and John, his youngest and most beloved 

disciple. This latter was the founder of the first School of Masters of Souls 

for the path of the Christ, where there were no rites or ceremonies, but 

only abnegation and renunciations demanded by his only law: "Love your 

fellow man as you love yourself". 

Two weeks before the coronation of Queen Abidi Ceferi, the young 

Prince Rodano of Nairobi was presented to her and to the Governing 

Council with the documents of recognition from his father and Patriarch 

Armenabo, who knew the secret of the painful tragedy. 

The young Queen and her betrothed husband received with immense 

joy the appearance of that brother who bore in his physiognomy the truth 

of his filiation. 

And the good young Rodano of Nairobi couldn’t quite understand the 

marvelous dream that surrounded him and the sublime greatness of 

Moses who had shattered the darkness of his long night with such a clear 

and radiant full moon. 

* * * 
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Moses understood well that his work there was not yet done and asked 

for a secret audience with Patriarch Gudela. The son had met his father 

and known his origin. He was born as a consequence of a dreadful 

tragedy, very common at that time and in all these regions. This stemmed 

from two races coming from the schools of black magic which had 

reached an advanced development in Lemuria and the countries of South 

Atlantis: the Aztecs and the Assyrians. They spread their poison in 

various ancient countries, which was like a gale of horror in those regions. 

The austere cell of the Patriarch was the place chosen for the private 

conversation. 

–You’re the envoy of the Eternal Invisible Father, and I cannot resist 

your wish, Master Moses –the Patriarch said. –But believe me that this is 

one of the greatest overcoming demanded by my law. 

–I understand you, Patriarch, but I also have a Law, perhaps as severe 

or more than yours, and I cannot abandon the souls that it puts in my path 

halfway. You well know that these events were not sought neither by you 

nor by me. And if we’re all continuators-followers of the Kobdas and 

Dakthylos of the past, we know well that good or bad unsought events 

are sure signs of a divine design. 

"I’m listening, and may the eternal Light be with us to solve the 

problem according to the Will of the Supreme, owner of worlds and souls. 

–I will sum it all in a few words: The invasion of the pirates of the Red 

Sea had no other purpose than kidnap me and steal the royal coffers. 

"One of the guards who was watching me wanted to get away from his 

duties there, so he agreed to save my life and the life of the unfortunate 

young woman they had handed over to me, in exchange for the gold and 

diamond necklace they had placed around my neck as an honorable 

homage to the god to whom they were going to sacrifice me. By selling 

that jewel, that man could live for several years and flee far from the 

country. 

"He was a native of Baetica and his safety and mine required us to put 

a distance of land and sea between us and the pirates. Neither he nor I 

could stay in these lands. I fled with him in a merchant ship that crossed 

the Great Sea. I couldn't consent to the semi-wild life of my savior, and 

when I heard about the Anchorites of Sierra Nevada, I went to them and 

told them of my tragedy. I could not return to these places, and they 

understood my situation and sheltered me with great love. There I met 

you, Master Moses. I thought I was alone in the world. I was unaware that 

I had a son. I knew no more about the unfortunate woman who was like 

me, a victim of those heartless criminals. The pirates of the Red Sea had 

been swept away by the Pharaoh, like beasts harmful to mankind. I was 

fascinated first by the security of life and then by learning that a great 

idealistic transformation was being planned in these countries because, 
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the Supreme Will for this globe, which is our abode, was represented in 

you, in your mother, and in the Egyptian sovereign. There you knew me 

as an apprentice Scribe and Translator. That was me, Brother Laurence, 

the youngest and most insignificant of all. Who could have guessed what 

would happen to us later? 

"It is true that the old Patriarch who welcomed me had a vision of the 

future, for one fine day of my sadness, he said to me, "Not all your life will 

be like today. You know this day, but not tomorrow." And before he died, 

as I was the one who served him in his sick prostration, he told: "You 

must still wait two more years to see the light".  

"And the light came with you, Master Moses, who carry it everywhere 

like an eternally burning torch that no one can extinguish. All has been 

said. You know the rest. What do you want from me now? 

–I want to be the instrument of the Supreme Will. Since you do not 

want to come out of ostracism, but to remain secluded in this Sanctuary, 

I think it is not fair to deny your daughter the satisfaction of knowing you’re 

alive. And in order for her to accept to take your place in the Kingdom, 

you will have to convince her to accept your resignation, an abdication in 

her favor. If not, we will not be able to solve your problem nobly and loftily.  

–I have one condition, Master, and forgive me if this is a lack of 

submission: I want to continue to pass for a dead man. I know that pirates 

have fierce rites and terrible oaths. If any of them is alive, he is obliged to 

take the life of anyone who denied his life to his god. The abdication shall 

be an absolute secret known only to my two children. And let them know 

that this secret is the price of their father's life. 

–Indeed –said Moses –the pirates are imprisoned, but we don’t know 

if any escaped the Pharaoh's investigations.  

"Fine, Patriarch, everything will be done according to your wish. 

"Set the day and hour of your meeting with her who is to be crowned 

Queen of the vast Country of Kush in two weeks' time. 

* * * 

It was the Royal Princess who undertook the mission of preparing the 

young future Queen of Ethiopia or Country of Kush to receive the news 

that her father was still alive, but that due to very special circumstances, 

difficult and rough as parched thistles, forced him to continue to pass for 

dead. Patriarch Gudela was to go on, and King Udelga of Ethiopia was 

to die for the world. 

The noble and loving daughter, wept, begged, embraced her father 

with immense love. For her he was like a resurrected man, but she ad to 

be satisfied to visit him in the Sanctuary as many times as she wanted 

and to make the solemn oath before Moses and his mother that she would 

never discover the secret. 

The Patriarch abdicated to his daughter all his royal rights forever with 
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the paternal recommendation to be a mother for her people as all the 

Queens of her race and dynasty had been. According to the most ancient 

Scriptures preserved in the Sanctuary of Aksum, their race came from a 

very remote prehistoric past, from a fleeting Atlantean prince when the 

waters invaded that continent.  

According to these Scriptures, he descended from Athaulph, King of 

Theos-Kandia, maternal grandfather of Amphion of Orozuma called the 

Holy King. And the nobility and self-sacrificing heroism of Udelga of 

Ethiopia didn’t contradict this illustrious pedigree. None of these details 

escaped the meticulous observation of Moses, who stretched his 

audacious vision of inspired man to a distant future. And he dialogued 

with himself: 

–If this noble dynasty doesn’t change its course, the Country of Kush 

or Ethiopia will be a fortress of equity and justice in the future, in spite of 

all the storms it will have to endure. 

"The renewed Egypt in the north of the African Continent, Ethiopia in 

the east, Nigeria in the west and the Good Hope in the south form the 

Ansata Cross, eternal symbol of Divine Omnipotence. And I have yet to 

find out if the clues that the Scriptures reveal are real on Mount 

Kilimanjaro, the highest peaks of this Africa discovered by the prehistoric 

Kobdas, who were its first civilizers. 

"For this I shall have to move to Nubia, and I shall take with me 

Rodano and my son Essen, both of them so fond of difficult, distant 

excursions... 

The Royal Princess, with the future Queen, stood at the door of Moses' 

room. 

–She and I need to have a conversation with you in private, my son. 

Will you grant it to us? 

–Mother..., you’ve never needed to ask. Why this change? 

–I see you getting bigger every day! ... How much bigger do you intend 

to grow? –And as she said it, Thimetis kissed the forehead of that son for 

whom she had suffered so much, and beside whom she felt small, like a 

little mountain dove following a golden eagle. 

–The Law keeps us in constant growth if we are obedient to its 

designs; and I think that this conversation that you wish will surely help 

our growth to take us up another plane. Speak, I am listening. 

–This future Sovereign is beginning to make demands. And you will 

decide if they are achievable and in justice. She wants that her father 

transfers from the Mount of the Falcons45 to the Sanctuary of Aksum 

before the coronation, to have him close to her and be her adviser in the 

             

 
45  Today Nakuru. 
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government of her people at all times. We believe that you, my son, will 

be able to convince him. Abidi doesn’t intend to overrule the current 

Patriarch Armenabo, but to have his father reside there, to assist in her 

great duties and responsibilities. 

–I think it will be easier to get her father's acceptance with these 

conditions: His name will not be mentioned to anyone, nor will he have to 

meet with anyone else, and his daughter will only visit him incognito.  

–What do you say, Abidi? Are you happy with that? 

–Yes, mother..., as long as you let me call you by this name and 

accompany me during the first time of this reign, which I have neither 

sought nor ever imagined in my dreams... 

My reader will already guess that Udelga of Ethiopia would not deny 

Moses what his daughter asked for. And when everything was resolved, 

the ceremonies of the coronation of Abidi Ceferi of Ethiopia as Sovereign 

of the country took place, and Patriarch Armenabo blessed her nuptial 

union with Mahon Abul of Sela, who had already been proclaimed heir to 

the kingdom of Arabia. 

Here it’s a good time to recall the spiritual advice that Prophet Isaiah 

received as a message from higher planes: 

"My thoughts are not your thoughts, –says Jehovah –neither are my 

ways your ways. 

The governments of the civilized countries of Africa at that time could 

not believe that after Ethiopia had been invaded by foreign powers, its 

heir disappeared without trace, and its King assassinated, it could rise 

again among the normally constituted countries. 

And some of those Warlord Kings were beginning to form very secret 

alliances to try to reconquer that rich and fertile country and divide it 

among themselves, rather than admit a foreign and harmful element 

among the peaceful races then populating the Black Land, as they more 

commonly called the continent. 

And what shall we say of the humble Jet, adopted son of the Patriarch 

Jethro, who was the only one who knew the origin of that child, sheltered 

by him in his cabin like a little bird thrown from the nest by the storm? 

It took all the influence of Moses as well as the intervention of Elder 

Patriarch Jethro himself, in order to convince him to accept his new 

position, which from being the son of no one, he was to climb the steps 

of a secular throne, with an illustrious and noble past, and a future full of 

great promise. 

Abidi Ceferi was about to postpone her coronation indefinitely, until 

she could get Mahon to agree to share with her the throne and the 

government of her people. 

–Mahon Abul of Sela –Moses said one day –do you recognize that our 

Eternal Invisible Father has the right to expect his creatures to cooperate 
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with his designs? 

–Yes, Master Moses, I believe he has every right. Why do you ask me 

this question? 

–Rebellious little man! If you believe it, why do you deny Him your 

collaboration to the work He wants to accomplish in this country? Your 

union with the Queen of Ethiopia has no other purpose than the evolution 

of thousands of souls incarnated on this land, designated by the Eternal 

Power for the great accomplishments of a very distant future. 

"Besides, Mahon, the test of human greatness is difficult to pass 

successfully. And what you learned while you were a child of no one 

prepared you for ultimate victory. Since you have performed well under 

humiliation, the Eternal Power knows that you will perform well in 

greatness. 

My kind reader knows that Mahon of Sela obeyed the suggestion of 

Moses, whom he took thenceforth as counselor in all the important events 

in which he had to act in the government of the vast Country of Kush. 
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82.  The Mount of the Genies 
 

 

Mount of the Geniuses was the name given in the past to the highest 

mountains of the African Continent. Later it was called Mount Diana, and 

today it is called Mount Kilimanjaro. It is visited by scholars and tourists 

who like strong emotions and beauties not easy to find in other places on 

the planet. 

Mountains that are more than 6,000 meters high that adorn their high 

summits with deep lakes of sweet waters that rush to the plain in torrential 

streams that fertilize Kenya's vast prairies is something worthy of the 

admiration of the people. But it was another kind of beauty what Moses 

wished to find in those mountains, as mentioned by old Scriptures of 

Lemurian origin that he had found in Patriarch Jethro’s archives. 

According to those Scriptures, the disciples of Numu grew to huge 

number as refugees from their country, which had been reduced to ashes 

and lava by volcanoes, to the point that the Elder Councilors saw fit to go 

northward, seeking to meet those brilliant civilizations which the native 

races proclaimed as something fantastic and never seen by humans. 

And so, the spiritual children of those fleeting brothers Keril and Kinde, 

escaping from the scourged Lemurian city Nukulandia, settled on the 

banks of the Zambezi River which they called Ophir. Tying up loose ends, 

Moses concluded that the gigantic Nubians who populated the Nubia of 

his time were descendants of those fleeting Lemurians, who were 

metallurgists, miners, pearl fishermen, artisans of precious stones and 

yellow iron, as they called the gold of the mines they exploited. 

And an intense wish awoke in him. His great soul of tireless seeker of 

the truths of the past, the present, and what would come in the future, 

wished to see with his eyes of flesh all those highlands, that his faithful 

friends of remote times had trodden with their feet and perhaps worked 

with great efforts and sacrifices. In short, the Envoy of the Eternal aimed 

to find a trace of his own past journey through this planet entrusted to 

him. 

And he set out for the Mount of the Genies accompanied by Numbik, 

Essen, and Rodano of Nairobi, half-brother of the young Queen. The new 

sovereigns couldn’t see him leave for unknown lands without ensuring 

safety for his life and those who accompanied him. So, they created an 

official caravan that would make trips twice a year with charitable and 

lucrative purposes for the country. 

They delegated all their authority to Moses so that he would establish 

a fort at the foot of those high mountains, whose pondered riches in mines 

of metals and fine stones were almost legendary among the old travelers 
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of those times. 

Moses spent almost half a year in accomplishing his intentions and 

fulfilling the Sovereigns' commission. 

The Mount of the Genies had no easy access, and there were 

discouraging rumors and news for those wanting to climb its summits 

among the natives who had their huts in the nearby valley. A thick veil of 

gray clouds seemed to entangle with the mountain’s sharp snow-covered 

peaks, and on moonless nights, fatuous lights appeared and ran from 

place to place. This terrified the villagers, goat herders who were also 

busy guarding their small flocks from the wild beasts that came at night. 

Moses, who we could say worked as a shepherd and leader of the 

young group of shepherds who took care of Patriarch Jethro’s flocks for 

ten years, didn’t share the fears of the natives. His daring spirit, creator 

of useful and beneficial works for his fellow men, immediately formed a 

large group of adherents. This group of adherents had full confidence in 

the courage and decision, almost reckless, of that man whom their 

companions looked upon as an extraordinarily great being. 

When they learned from Numbik that he had been living by Moses’ 

side since he was 26 and heard him refer who Moses was, they were 

filled with a reverent and superstitious awe to the point that an old man 

who performed the offices of teacher, physician, and magician, said to 

them: 

–This man must be the only one capable of climbing the Mount of the 

Genies and to find out what’s happening on those heights. Let him do it. 

And as they said, so they did. They let him do it and even offered 

themselves as assistants in whatever he wanted to do. Let’s see, my 

reader friend, what our brilliant, genius character did on that mountain, 

considered a mysterious abode of good or evil genies, according to the 

petty interpretation of the rustic inhabitants of those unexplored places. 

–If you count on the friendship of the genii, Lord Prince, you will be 

able to go up –the elders of the country told him. –Otherwise, it will all be 

useless. 

–I’ve known these places for 50 years because I have earned my living 

as a guide for some wise men on the other side of the Great Sea. It seems 

they wanted to clarify the mystery of these mountains and ..., some of 

them never came back down. So, I was left here waiting and waiting, not 

knowing what to think of all this. 

And a third one added: 

–Some came down happy and satisfied to have climbed all the way 

up, but they don’t say a word about it. And they return a few months later 

and go up again. But the masters up there seem to dislike repeated visits 

and will not let them come down again. Maybe they will kill them and eat 

them roasted. Who knows what happens in those solitudes. The lights 
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that run from one side to the other during dark nights say quite clearly 

that they are the lost souls of all those who went up and didn’t come down. 

Moses listened to them in silence, and his generosity and way of 

acting attracted the sympathy of all of them. He kept taking notes and 

tying up everything they told him. They were moved by the interest and 

love inspired by that man who, being what he was before Kings and 

Princes, almost brother of the Pharaoh of Egypt and son of the Royal 

Princess, and yet he was willing to live with all of them. After hearing to 

them, Moses was almost certain that on the Mount of the Genies there 

must live very superior beings who for some reason avoided human 

societies. He was finally convinced by the words of the old man who had 

served as a guide to those who were going up: 

–I heard my father say that when the south wind blows strongly, 

sometimes you hear at dawn or dusk, a divine music, sometimes 

accompanied by human voices. My father was not a liar, Lord Prince, but 

it may be that all that comes from "above". Don't they say that the angels 

sing in heaven when they receive a holy soul from Earth? 

And Moses went up in a clear dawn with Numbik, Essen, and Rodano, 

for none of them agreed to stay on the plain and let him climb by himself. 

They each carried a bag of provisions because they didn’t know how 

long it would take them to get there and back. 

The old guide stood watching them climb the path he had indicated. 

He had seen so many of them climb! And he himself had climbed up to 

the Grotto of the Spring, which was a lot to say. He told them that they 

could rest there, for it was a peaceful place with fresh water. 

–May you return soon! – said with grief those who were watching them 

climb. 

–We’ve already begun to love you and we will be sorry if you don't 

come back –they all added. 

–This man will come back –the old guide said. –There’s something in 

here –and he touched his rough forehead –that tells me that he’s one of 

the genii who will have gone on a mission in the middle of the world, 

because those people are not like us, who only live to eat, sleep, and 

then die. Those people handle the things of the world like we handle our 

little goats and our geese. This man will come back, I am sure he will 

come back! 

Undoubtedly Moses had the help that that many others lacked who 

didn’t make it. It was written in his law that he would find his own trail as 

a compensation for his previous sacrifices and as an encouragement for 

the final hour of his great Messianic journey, already nearing completion. 

And what did the inspired Prophet of Sinai find on the inaccessible 

heights of the Mount of the Genies in the farthest reaches of Ethiopia at 

that time? 
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Moses found 39 Anchorites of different physical ages in the grottoes 

of the Mount of the Genies, but all of them of a long evolution. And their 

vision of spirit was even longer, so was their will to be, like their Master, 

martyrs of the Divine Ideal that they had been following since immense 

ages. 

–We were waiting for you, Master, and our thought and our heart 

called you with a tenacity that sometimes must have been annoying to 

you –said the Elder brother, whom they called Guardian, when Moses 

met them. 

The Anchorites, who were from 38 to 86 years old, remained vigorous 

and optimistic because they had redeemed a whole formation of 

tenebrous forces scattered in several mountains of the many hills and 

mountain ranges of that land, which was the newest continent to appear 

on the face of the Planet. 

The fleeing disciples of Juno and Numu had been heroic missionaries 

in the tremendous fight against those forces that were reinforced day by 

day, widening their field of action and sowing death and desolation in the 

places where they established their settlements. 

They had to make the same effort as years before in the distant 

countries of Thrace and part of Attica46, when they were completely 

dominated by tenebrous forces skillfully handled by the black Lemurian 

magicians, who had also fled from the invasion of boiling waters and the 

blazing fire of a hundred volcanoes that threw flames on cities, men, and 

animals. 

They had reached as far as the Red Sea and had the pretension of 

also dominating the luminous Egypt of antiquity, which was then the 

center and school of Truth and Light with the glorious Kobda civilization 

that we already learned about in the book "Origins of the Adamic 

Civilization". 

Juno fought against them and defeated them at the cost of his life. 

Numu fought against them and with his life paid for the victory and gave 

peace and tranquility to the peoples. 

–The Eternal Law haven’t wanted to take our lives as the price of our 

victory –said the Elder Brother. 

–And what have you done with them? –he asked, alluding to those 

unfortunate beings who spend their lives in sowing evil, hatred, pain, and 

discord among human beings. 

–Oh, Master, was it not always our triumphant motto: Love saves all 

abysses? 

"Severity sometimes walks hand in hand with love, and thus, from that 

             

 
46 Part of Greece, Bulgaria, and Turkey of today. 
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invincible nuptials arise the glories of redemption. 

"First of all, it is severity which opens the door for us; and some of us 

have the necessary gifts to overcome the most rebellious. They fluidically 

chain them, leaving them immobilized. And little by little they come to their 

senses and then refuse to leave us. Because they realize that we are true 

guardians for them, defenders of their lives against their cruel rulers. 

There is an entire organized legion of these tremendous corrupting forces 

of human societies in our globe. And we see with pain that almost always 

the upper classes are the most fought and defeated. Kings, warlords, 

pontiffs, and high dignitaries fall into their nets like unsuspecting 

butterflies around a light that fascinates them with flattering promises of 

elevation and prosperity. It’s incredible how they drag down peoples and 

destroy civilizations. 

Moses listened to those tragic dialogs that showed him very clearly 

the state in which the great portion of souls entrusted to him by his Eternal 

Invisible Father were in many places of this Planet, which was his 

domain. He was saddened almost to the point of tears when he felt the 

soundless voice of his inner guide: Aelohin. 

"–Do not fear, exiled Messiah in this globe of such hard trials. The Law 

of Sinai, with its radiant torch of One God over all things and brotherly 

love among all His children, will be the silver net in which, at the end of 

time, you will see wrapped all the souls He gave you in eternal 

possession." 

Moses prostrated himself with his face to the ground in a deep feeling 

of gratitude to his Invisible Father-Creator, while his confidant wiped away 

the teardrops that the emotion brought to his eyes, unable to contain. He 

felt almost humiliated at the sight of that being from whom he thought he 

didn’t even deserve a glance. In contract, he remembered also the 

audacious, arrogant pride of those whom he himself had reduced to 

powerlessness with his magnetic force of Potential Legionary, belonging 

to the Archangels of Justice and Power. 

To help readers understand, those 39 Anchorites were divided into 

three categories: Guardians, Potentials, and Loving-Beings. 

They had accompanied the Messiah since his journey as Juno and 

had promised him firm alliance until the end of his Messianism. 

–And then? –He had asked them, moved by such fidelity. 

–We’ll waiting for you to assign a new mission to fulfill –they answered. 

"–You will follow me to my native star to rest, to the beloved home of 

our Father Sirius, asking his blessing if he judges our duty done. 

"Guardians, Potentials, Loving-Beings your names denote the tasks 

to be accomplished: to protect and watch over those who want and ask, 

to subdue the rebels who drag multitudes, to love with sublime and heroic 

love, even that which does not deserve to be loved!" 
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Moses saw and heard all this while prostrated with his face to the 

ground. The Guardian Anchorite remembered the materialized 

manifestation of the Word of God, shortly before he took on the present 

personality. So vivid was the thought of that incarnate Potential Archangel 

that Moses perceived it with admirable clarity. 

He raised his face towards the Guardian Anchorite and his gaze 

questioned... 

The Elder's refined sensibility allowed him to answer Moses: 

–Yes, Master, those were your words which are written in our Sacred 

Chronicles and signed by all who heard you. 

Moses, still on his knees, closed his eyes, and his mind and even more 

his heart wordlessly formulated this heartfelt prayer: 

"Thank you, my Father, Eternal, Invisible and Only One, for allowing 

me to meet you on this land of my toils and sorrows, through the few souls 

who truly serve you, understand you, and love you!" 

 

And Moses and the Anchorite were fused in a big and mute embrace 

like a piece of eternity... 

When he came out of the grotto, from the room of the Guardian, Moses 

saw Numbik sitting nearby on a rock. He was preparing the rations of 

grass or grain for the beasts, and weaving esparto grass for the floor of 

the cells. He was helping the Younger Brothers, as they called those that 

the Anchorites had as servants, with payment of wages, and who had 

their families in the plain. 

Essen and Rodano, who had become close friends, made copies of 

the Scriptures of interest to Moses, under the direction of the Archivist 

who translated and explained to them whatever they found blurry or 

difficult to understand. 

They remained five weeks on those summits that very few reached. 

All of the Anchorites wanted to have a private conversation with the 

Divine Messenger for whom they had waited so long. Despite living in 

seclusion, they all had wounds in their heart and anxieties in their soul. 

"Matter is darkness that overshadows the spirit," said the old Law of the 

followers of the Christ, and the more they devoted themselves to the 

spiritual life, the more doubts, the more hesitations, and surprises. More 

questions to ask and more answers to expect. 

– He alone has the secrets of the Father –the Solitaries said – and it 

is right that we should also have our share in them. 

When the return to Nairobi was thought of, Moses had the pleasant 

surprise that the Divine Law gave him in compensation; and it was that 

21 of the Anchorites, from the three hierarchies into which they were 

divided, would follow him to replace in part the old companions he had 

seen die in the wilderness. 
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Only the oldest would remain at the mysterious summit. 

– Wait for us, we will return – said those who were leaving. 

– It’s not fair to let him suffer alone among the unconscious. Go, my 

children, you’re young, and you can keep good guard over the Messenger 

of God, whom humankind doesn’t yet know how to understand and 

appreciate. We will not lose sight of you, and our messenger of news from 

abroad will visit you three times a year to bring us your news. 

The Initiatory School of the Desert, founded years ago by Moses in 

the cabin of Patriarch Jethro, was strengthened to the point that it was 

able to extend its moralizing and spiritual action throughout Arabia 

Petraea, which had been in prehistoric times the sowing field of the Truth 

and the Good of Beni-Abad and his descendants. 

The devastating centuries and, even more so, fanaticism and 

ignorance, destroyed much of that fertile and ignored sowing of the 

peoples. 

 

* * * 

 

 Moses and his three companions descended from the mountain by 

the same path that saw them ascend, and they met the villagers in the 

plain who were lighting their evening fires. 

 The old guide met them as soon as he saw them come down. 

–What did you find, Lord Prince? –he asked him immediately.  

–Nothing more than what you told me, good Elder: Genies who live 

protecting and loving all men, especially those who are close to you. 

That was the order. Nothing more could be said to them as instructed 

by the solitary. 

–But did they allow themselves to be seen with you? 

–They want to be invisible. They only speak with their thoughts and if 

I’m prepared, I can understand their thoughts. That’s all. Don't worry and 

love them so that you’ll be protected and loved by them. 

–Thank you, Lord Prince. You take a weight off our shoulders. We 

were terrified of them. Only you could do us this good.  

The Elder conveyed in his dialect the happy news to the villagers 

around him, and they all obliged Moses to receive their gifts. And he was 

obliged to receive them to make them happy. These consisted of objects 

made by them. 

A stuffed deer's head, elephants' tusks, utensils for daily use such as 

buffalo or bull horn spoons, tanned skins of sheep, lion, tiger. All the gifts 

were of this kind. The finest was an ornament of diamonds set in gold, 

which was destined for their mother, the Royal Princess. 

 

Moses left them in return a small white tanned leather book with the 
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precepts of the Law of Sinai, which had an explanation or commentary, 

all written in the dialect of the Kikuyu or Mau-mau tribe who were the best 

of Africa at that time. 

When he managed to complete the loving farewells of those people, 

Moses said to Numbik. 

–Now it is your turn, Numbik. 

–Yes, sir, the camels are ready, and all is set for departure. 

The appointment with the 21 was at the reed bed by the side of the 

road, and that's where our travelers headed. From a thick branch they 

saw all the Anchorites who were to accompany the Divine Messenger, as 

they called Moses on the Mount of the Genies, emerge one by one. They 

explained, among many other things, that there was hidden there the exit 

of a tunnel or subterranean path that descended from the mountain. It 

was the means of communication of the solitary ones with the outside 

world. 

Moses was like a father to them, and they became his children of the 

older age, from whom he obtained beautiful revelations of great 

importance. 

 

These include the following: On the first night of camping at the foot of 

a hill that offered them the sweet waters of a spring, the young Anchorites 

told him that the emigrated Lemurians were considered as ancestors of 

the Anchorites that inhabited in several mountains of Africa. And that they 

were instructed by their spiritual guides to spread throughout the 

Continent as much as possible. 

As their Tribe became very numerous, they split into three portions, 

always tending towards the North in order to approach and finally reach 

the "land of brothers". 

This "land of brothers", at that time, must have been Nubia and Egypt, 

where the founders of the Kobdas of Numu were settled. The founder of 

the Anchorites of the Mount of the Falcons, where Moses stayed for over 

one month, was Patriarch Kikuyu. The village that was later established 

near the hill inhabited by the solitary was named after him. 

Another portion of Anchorites settled on this mountain, the highest of 

the Continent. Since that distant time, they had not ceased to inhabit it, 

being born and reborn many times, the same beings, just as all the 

disciples of the Word of God used to do. 

The third portion climbed the Mountains of the Mist47, so called 

because they’re almost always hidden by thick curtains of grayish clouds 

that make them invisible to human eyes...  

             

 
47 Mountains of the Moon. 



 738 

 

–Too bad I won't be able to get there –said Moses, studying the sketch 

that the young men were showing him, pointing out the places where 

there were Anchorites. 

–And why not, Master? –asked one of them. –I’m from the country of 

Buganda, on the other side of the Great Lake, which is close to the 

Mountains of the Mist. I have two sisters and a brother, all three married. 

And the brother is the messenger of news from abroad who serves the 

Sanctuary. 

–Wonderful! –Moses exclaimed, excited by this news –Will you 

accompany me next year at the time convenient to you? 

–Yes, Master, with pleasure. I’m honored by your trust. 

–Now I must return to the Peninsula from where I’ve been absent for 

many years. My Initiatory School of the Desert must be complaining about 

my neglect. And I don't know the state of things there. 

 

Numbik, who was going in and out of the tents preparing the rustic 

table for that night's dinner, approached him and said: 

–Your illustrious mother, the Royal Princess, anticipated your wishes, 

and the constructions she had ordered to be built in Durba Well, in 

agreement with Patriarch Jethro, have long since been completed. They 

are only waiting for your presence to inaugurate the new Sanctuary and 

the rooms attached to it. 

– What? And you knew all this, and you kept it from me?  

–When you left Egypt to lead the people, you left me as guardian of 

your mother, whom I was to obey in everything, according to your wish. 

She sent me with a squad of 30 laborers, chosen by me, to build 

according to a plan drawn up by her, since she who knows your wishes 

best. Will you forgive me, lord?  

 

Moses got up from his stool and embraced his faithful servant, whose 

deep emotion made thick tears run down his face. His face didn’t age 

because the permanent goodness and calmness had him protected from 

the external manifestations of old age. 

–Oh Numbik, Numbik... I believe that I will not find another servant like 

you in this whole Continent! 

A few days later, they were all gathered in the Royal city of Ethiopia, 

where the new Sovereigns awaited them with a loving welcome.  
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83.  Durba Well 
 

Three women unknown to humankind, and therefore completely 

forgotten, had prepared a beautiful surprise for Moses. The Royal 

Princess, Abidi Ceferi, and Star of Sharma had obtained a beautiful 

sailing ship from the Phoenician shipyards, small but equipped with every 

comfort. 

The sailing ship was painted in a grayish blue, so the jet-black letters 

stood out admirably on the bow, which was an eagle in flight attitude: 

"Sinai". 

What a name for Moses! Two days before the scheduled departure, 

he decided to visit the port of Ethiopia to arrange for himself the 

compartment in which he would travel with his mother, his wife, and his 

son Essen.  

When he saw the sailing ship, he stood motionless looking at it, in the 

front row, among the large ships anchored in the harbor seemed to meet 

him. 

The crew in blue uniforms looked like sculptural figures from the ship 

itself. 

They were 25 young men from Durba Well, whom he had known as 

boys. He still remembered well their names and amusing incidents. 

They had been born and bred on the shores of the Red Sea, back in 

the villages of the Peninsula. Hence, they were the perfect sailors to lead 

him over that sea that was so familiar to them. 

A unanimous clamor greeted him: 

–Long live the Prophet of Sinai! –the 25 boys who saw him 

approaching shouted in unison. 

Moses' eyes welled up with tears, and he opened his arms to embrace 

them all. 

–How did you do all this? –He asked them, looking at them and 

recognizing them, while the three women, the perpetrators of the deed, 

wiped away the furtive tears that the moving scene had brought 

despitefully to their eyes. 

–Son, you deserve everything! –his mother said. – Everything we do 

is small compared to your enormous sacrifices; Do you think we don't 

understand and measure the extreme greatness of your efforts? 

–What I do understand and measure is the greatness of your love for 

me –he replied, taking her little hands and clasping them to his chest. 

–Look at all the details inside your "Sinai", and you will find there the 

homage in deeds of all of us who love you. 

–Everything here is love, pure love! –Moses then said, going through 

corridors, cabins, decks, everything. 
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When he reached the cabin that had been assigned to him, he felt the 

deep emotion of all the loves gathered together like a bunch of immortal 

flowers, which were to accompany him throughout his life. 

A canvas on the desk of work and meditation depicted a veiled Isis 

pulling a child from a blue river and pointing to a nearby summit to which 

he should climb, and on that summit appeared a golden sun with a 

thousand rays that surrounded him. 

That canvas had a name: "The dream of Moses". 

It was truly so. The One God, Universal Father of all that is life in the 

vast Universe, was the dream of all that long and laborious life of Moses 

the Genial Prophet of Sinai. 

 

* * * 

 

The farewell of the travelers and the Kings of Ethiopia was what the 

reader already guesses: A touching scene of love and tears that moved 

everyone. 

The young queen embraced Thimetis and between sobs, she told her: 

–I don't know why I feel like we are seeing and embracing each other 

for the last time, Mother. 

–What! Do I look so old that you think you will never see me again? –

the Princess answered, trying to comfort her. 

Mahon Abul, her husband, that skinny and dark-haired Jet who so 

respectfully served Moses in Durba Well, also hugged him and crying 

said to him: 

–My great childhood Master! For you I’m always Jet. This "Royal 

Prince" sounds so bad to me, that now I understand what I made you 

suffer when I insisted on calling you Highness and Lord Prince, back in 

the cabin of my father Jethro. 

"And now that the Supreme Will separates us for who knows how long, 

I will ask of you two things. 

–Anything you wish, my Jet King –answered Moses, laughing. –

Speak. 

–That you write to me in all the caravans, even if it’s only two or three 

lines. It’s not much to ask, Master, because they come every six months. 

This is the first. The second is that you send me an urgent messenger 

when you realize that my father Jethro is near the end of his life, for it 

hurts my heart that he should go without receiving his blessing and his 

farewell. 

–All right, my Jet King. It is promised and it shall be fulfilled. 

And finally, the young Sovereigns were satisfied with the promise that 

they would both go either to Durba Well or to Egypt to visit the illustrious 

visitors to Ethiopia, that were leaving at that moment. 
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And the sailing ship "Sinai" weighed anchor and advanced out to sea, 

in the middle of a splendid morning when the south inflated its sails and 

pushed it strongly towards the north where the native land, the Pharaoh, 

Patriarch Jethro, and the Initiatory School, awaited them anxiously. 

The evenings of Moses spent on the deck of the Sinai with his mother, 

with his wife and his son, cannot be forgotten by this narrator of things 

lost among thousands of centuries..., and also lost among the rubble and 

ruins of disappeared and forgotten civilizations of humankind.  

–Tell me now, my son, all that you’ve seen and heard in your 

wanderings on the summits. She was referring to Moses’ visits to the 

Sanctuaries of the Falcon Mountains and the Mount of the Genies. 

–I have lived among saints, Mother, among the responsible, those of 

clear conscience and clean hearts, the loyal, the faithful, those who never 

betray, nor can they ever forget. And you can safely assume that I have 

felt I was living in a paradise. 

–Lucky you to have received these divine compensations! I can 

imagine what your life has been like in those heavens brought down to 

Earth. The Law is just and perfect, and if it gives it to you, it’s because 

you have deserved it with all your sacrifices. Tell me about how those 

incarnated angels live. 

–They live like incarnate angels. You’ve said the right word, Mother. 

They live in absolute renunciation and everything that is material is 

secondary to them. Because they’re aware that the sacrifice of a lifetime 

in the flesh is too great to be wasted in trifles, in useless, fleeting 

fascinations that pass like a puff of air without leaving even the faintest 

trace of a memory in the soul. They are motivated by no other desire than 

to do good to everyone in every way. They want nothing for themselves 

and seek nothing. They recognize themselves to be children of the 

Universal Father and act as His collaborators in everything that means 

progress of humankinds towards Good, the Truth, Justice, and Love. 

"Now they have given me 21 members from the core group that they 

form. They cannot be more than 70 members and they were deprived of 

receiving aspirants because there was no empty position. 

"They know it’s written that in my law that I will leave behind me an 

Institution just like them, and they received instruction from their Guides 

to provide me the basis and foundation to carry it out. You have already 

seen them all, Mother, they’re young men. None of them have reached 

40 years of age, but they have a spiritual, moral, and social education 

that leaves no room for a corrective advice or for a change in their actions. 

They are perfection in the flesh. They are holiness walking the Earth. My 

son Essen is mad with enthusiasm and has received the strength and 

blessing of the seven senior Hierarchs to form ranks among the 21 and 

to be number 22. All forms of deep spiritual perceptions and a reality that 
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amazes are manifested in them. 

"Clairvoyance, the hearing faculty, the memory of previous lives, the 

interpretation of dreams that are announcements, the penetration in the 

thought of beings when they are related to the works of good that they 

perform, and the sacred oratorical ability to transmit what they perceive 

from the Infinite High is what they study. And they carry out this study for 

years until they achieve perfection in all these divine gifts or abilities, 

which are possible to attain for the incarnated beings who truly want to 

have them and put themselves in the necessary conditions so that the 

Eternal Power may make them recipients of them. 

 "Do you understand, Mother, what the life of these incarnate angels 

and archangels is like? 

–Oh, yes, I understand very well, and what will you do with the great 

treasure they have entrusted to you? 

–The Initiatory School of the desert was undoubtedly waiting for this 

offering from heaven. And our Patriarch Jethro already foresaw it. Surely 

he is waiting for our arrival before leaving for his heaven. My Essen has 

made such a formidable leap in the time that we have stayed on the 

summits, that the 21 have elected him as First Servant of the first 

Sanctuary to be formed in one of our most favorable mountains for this 

purpose. 

In this private conversation of the exalted son and the august mother, 

my reader will see with crystal clarity the appearance of the Essene 

Fraternity in the Middle East.  This Essene Fraternity was born from the 

heart of Moses, and was later the Temple-home for Buddha, and a 

Hidden Garden for Yhasua of Nazareth. 

"My thoughts are not your thoughts –says Jehovah –neither are my 

ways your ways. 

Let’s meditate on our capabilities and possibilities, my friend reader, 

and let’s act at all times like those who have wanted to climb summits... 

 

* * * 

 

Moses’ surprise was great when he passed by the docks of the towns 

that years ago were only villages: Marah, Elim, Rephidim, and Durba 

Well. And he saw them from the deck of his brand-new sailboat "Sinai", 

all transformed into well-populated cities with many stores and factories. 

And the tribulation youngsters explained to him that the new Arabian 

King, with the Pharaoh of Egypt and the Royal Princess, his mother, had 

transformed everything, by helping all those who separated from the 

nomadic people that wanted to exercise their trades in the populated 

places to establish themselves with workshops, stores, and factories. And 

Moses' heart swelled with silent joy to see that what he had lamented as 
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desertion, had turned out to be an evident progress through effort and 

work. 

And he thought and meditated on the wisdom of the Eternal Law that 

uses all the good that is in the human creature and slowly directs it to the 

good of humankind. But his greatest surprise was when he disembarked 

in the Village of Durba Well. From the oasis with a well of fresh water and 

a dozen large palm trees that he found when he arrived, exiled when he 

was only 20 years of age, and he found it turned into a town with a school, 

a House of Health, a shelter home for the elderly without families, a 

House of Prayer, stores, workshops, etc., and an excellent landing dock 

from where a paved road of large stone blocks led to the cabin of 

Patriarch Jethro. Cabin? No, it was no longer a cabin, by the way. It was 

a huge building all surrounded by galleries supported by granite pillars 

where there were rooms for a hundred people. A Temple, imitating the 

one he knew at Abydos, with its Crypt of meditations and initiations, with 

an archive room and other rooms for audiences or public teachings. 

And his old uncle Jethro came out to greet him weeping with joy, 

seating in a wheelchair. 

 The silent hug in which the two embraced said all the words that their 

lips didn’t say. 

–My son! I saw you leave young, and I see you come back with gray 

hair. 

–It’s not the hair that matters, but the young and strong heart, and the 

soul full of vigorous energy to begin another kind of sowing. 

And he presented him his 21 who came to establish what he had 

already named Brothers of Silence, with Essen as its first Servant. 

The first rule in the Anchorites’ Constitution was solitude, and the 

second was silence. 

In solitude the human soul feels the Voice of the Infinite, and in silence 

it learns to think, to meditate, to annul itself in such a deep renunciation 

that makes the soul live in a world apart. A world where the unhealthy 

rumors of frivolous, malevolent, or obscene conversations of unfortunate 

human creatures don’t reach them.  Such human creatures don’t realize 

that they lose a life in petty ruin that doesn’t bring a bit of happiness, nor 

well-being, nor peace and even less joy of living. 

Essen devoted himself with all his energy and all his loving capacity 

to the prosperity and spiritual and moral elevation of these brothers of the 

Silence. In fact, the Essene Fraternity was born from these brothers of 

the Silence, who spread throughout the high mountains of the Middle 

East, East Africa, Western Asia, and coasts of the Mediterranean Sea, 

over the centuries. 

In seclusion and silence the Essene Fraternity prepared the earthly 

humanity to await the final journey of the Christ; in Buddha he would rest, 
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and in Yhasua of Nazareth he would perform with sublime heroism his 

last immolation. 

"Death for an ideal of human redemption is the supreme consecration 

of love".  
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84.  Fidelity to the Ideal 
 

As Moses was passing by all the towns along the Red Sea, which 

years before he had left as humble villages and found them transformed 

into cities, he meditated deeply on the changes and transformations that 

time makes in all things. And from his meditations came the realization 

that he too had to change his itinerary. Besides, current circumstances 

compelled him to do so. The kinglets of small states or countries who 

were willing to allow the nomadic people to settle among them, or to give 

them free passage through their lands, had disappeared. And to their 

successors or descendants did not find it agreeable in any way, due to 

the natural selfishness in primitive or very poorly evolved races. They 

wanted to keep for themselves what was theirs, their cattle, their crops, 

etc., so that completely strange people would have no opportunity to take 

advantage of all this in their passage or in their stay. Moses witnessed 

the brute force raise its savage head to run over everything that stood in 

its way. The vast majority of the people, who were the race of Abraham, 

were still fanatical in the idea that Jehovah had promised them Palestine 

for their final home. 

And in accordance with such a belief, which was for them a dogma, 

they wanted to attack with blood and fire all the peoples that occupied 

those lands, over which they believed they had a divine right. 

Moses, with his 21, meditated and prayed in the quiet Crypt of his 

Temple at Durba Well. 

That "You shall not kill" of the Sinai Law was unbreakable for him. To 

decree the advance of the nomadic people was to decree violence and 

war, which is slaughter and savagery, pillage, and desolation. 

His lucid conscience could not be unfaithful to his Ideal of universal 

fraternity under the loving shadow of the Eternal Invisible Father. He 

knew and understood Him as the Only Father, owner and lord of all 

peoples, of all races. Because they were all souls, sparks, rays of light 

emanating from Himself, Sovereign Creator of everything that was life in 

the world around Him. He couldn't and shouldn’t put himself at the level 

of the warrior, conquering, and adventurous races that existed in the 

world at that time. 

The people chosen by Divine design as receiver and custodian of his 

Eternal Law, couldn't and shouldn’t be unfaithful transgressor to that Law, 

sustained with words but broken in actions. Never, ever! After long 

pondering and meditating, he decreed what the good or deficient 

chronicles of that time have called 40 years in the desert. 

Moses knew very well the people he was leading, and although a great 

part of them responded to his yearnings, there were also many who didn’t 
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even come close to understanding the greatness of the Ideal to which he 

wanted to elevate them. Hence the continuous struggles, discrepancies, 

vacillations, and divergences in the way of understanding and narrating 

the events, which for some had a very different meaning from that of 

others. 

In a group of 600,000 human beings of different education of different 

degree of evolution, and of different intellectual, moral, and social culture, 

it’s easy to understand that the ideal of Moses, and even his own 

personality were perceived and understood and qualified as varied and 

erroneous concepts as they were varied and erroneous beings within the 

great majority of the people who followed him. 

Only a select group of his faithful followers knew who Moses was. And 

only they knew that the Divine Thought was living in him, the Eternal Love 

vibrating and radiating clarities of the inextinguishable light that sees 

everything. And Moses in turn knew that he should only expect fidelity, 

loyalty, understanding, and unselfish and pure love from this chosen 

group. He said it very clearly in the Testamentary Scriptures that he left 

in possession of his chosen ones and that until the time of Yhasua of 

Nazareth were preserved by the Anchorites of the Sanctuaries of Moab! 

"I know you well, you stubborn people, and I know that, if while I am 

living, you transgressed innumerable times against the Law of the Lord, 

when I am dead, you will act perversely, even worse than those who did 

not receive so many benefits or listen to such wise teachings." 

 

All these statements that I make after having seen in the mirrors of the 

Eternal Light, whose Archives neither lie nor disfigure the facts, nor 

disguise beings, whether perfect or ignorant, but rather preserve and 

present facts, persons and things as they were, should serve my kind 

readers to understand that the voluminous chronicles that have been 

given to humankind concerning Moses have a very little value or almost 

none at all. These chronicles, written in various languages and dialects 

already long dead, are totally implausible if viewed in the light of reason, 

logic, and even common sense. These chronicles show us an arbitrary, 

cruel, and bloodthirsty Moses, even ordering devastations and mass 

slaughter of the elderly, women, and children in the towns that the 

Israelites defeated on their way to the "Promised Land". And there’s even 

a writing in which we read that Moses, on behalf of the Lord, orders to kill 

all women married or united to a man and to leave all unmarried maidens 

alive to distribute them among the children of Israel who had excelled in 

battle. 

The meticulous chronicles to which I refer, are full of these dreadful 

figures that render Moses a monster man in cruelty, arbitrariness, 

unreason, and injustice of all kinds. 
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After ordering slaughters and devastations, they make him spend his 

long sedentary life in the desert, writing laws and detailed ordinances to 

the point of exhaustion. For instant, ordinances about how they should 

make the priestly vestments with so many stripes of one color or another, 

and the form of the utensils of worship, vessels, dishes, censers, basins, 

etc., etc., all should be of the purest gold, and the veils and draperies of 

such and such a kind, color, and shape, and with embroidered gold or 

silver threads and set with precious stones.    

 Poor Moses! And his genial greatness, his clairvoyance of a Man of 

Light, and his kindness and tolerance of a Divine Envoy, Transmitter of 

the Eternal Thought, must endure without flinching that human ignorance 

should put him down to the level of the most brutal savage warlord who 

ever passed through this world as a scourge of humankind. 

This narrator describes events that occurred many centuries ago 

about human lives, which if not completely forgotten, they’re very blurred 

or distorted in their material aspect and more mistaken or worse 

understood in their internal or psychic aspects. For this reason, this 

narrator must try to prove the veracity of what she says. And looking for 

and hoping strongly that in what I’ve just narrated there’s absolute truth, 

I allow myself to give the titles of the Scriptures or Chronicles known to 

mankind and said to have been written by Moses himself. In them there 

appear chapters with orders or commands that I have quoted and that no 

reader of good sense and reasoning can accept that Moses is their 

author. 

Later on, before closing this book of Moses’ living memories, I hope 

that the Eternal Law will allow me to give my readers an exact copy of 

what Moses wrote in sacred hieroglyphics. 

Oh, human ignorance! Moses described human ignorance as the first 

cause of all errors, of all the multiple stumbling blocks of humanities in 

general and of beings in particular. Thus, his entire long life was an 

uninterrupted struggle against human ignorance. 

Fidelity to the Divine Ideal, which fascinated him almost from his early 

years, retained him for a long time in Durba Well, without losing sight of 

the nearby camp of the people. This camp had greatly diminished in 

number because a great part, as previously stated, had settled in the 

coastal cities of the Red Sea and other nearby towns. 

And although his normal residence was in his Temple School of Durba 

Well, together with his 21 Anchorites, they fulfilled the task, or rather the 

apostolate of intellectual, spiritual, and moral cultivation, in all the nearby 

regions of Sinai. He referred to Sinai as the "Mount of Glory" with such 

emotion in his voice and love in his soul, that everyone who listened to 

his narrations concerning that event were moved. That event was the 

pinnacle of his life of permanent sacrifice. 
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He only allowed himself a brief period of rest to accompany his mother 

back to her castle in Lake Merik. She stayed there for about two years 

because he had spiritual notification of her upcoming departure to the 

Kingdom of God. He saw her die and after fulfilling his son's duties by 

leaving her matter in the Crypt of his own Oratory, he returned again to 

his Temple Initiatory School of the Desert. 

And they met daily, either in the Royal Palace or in the castle of Lake 

Merik, where Thimetis, like a flower of the air, was losing vigor and energy 

day by day. And both her son and her King-brother were fully convinced 

that this lamp of the Divine Ideal would soon be extinguished for this 

world. 

And they both sought, by all possible means, to surround her with 

beautiful, good impressions, full of greatness and noble goals. 

Ramses sent for the most famous physicians, who in Greece and 

Persia had acquired renown in the science of curing human physical ills. 

And they all said the same thing: 

–The Royal Princess will die because everything dies in this world, but 

her organism is not suffering from any illness. 

And another more sentimental and emotional said: 

–She will die as roses die in autumn or as the evening dies at nightfall. 

And the Pontiff of Memphis said something greater: 

–She will die because she’s convinced that she can no longer do 

anything more great, beautiful, and good than what she has already done. 

Her alabaster chest is full of merits and there is no more room for anything 

else. 

And from all the countries and cities to which she had brought her 

beneficent influence, messengers came to inquire after her health and 

her life. And her castle on Lake Merik was like a museum of all the gifts 

sent to her by those grateful for the benefits received from that noble 

woman of piety, prudence, and love. 

When the statutory days of public and private mourning had passed, 

Moses and Ramses proceeded to find out everything concerning the 

finances of the deceased. They were surprised to see in her handwriting 

will that she left absolutely everything to a high purpose. 

Without touching what she had left to her son, she left her assets 

distributed in works of public charity. She even left her castle of Lake 

Merik to two entities of power and influence: the Pontiffs of the Temple of 

Memphis and the Queen-wives of the Pharaohs, for spiritual rest and 

Initiatory School of all the aspirants of both sexes that would appear from 

then on. And the first Queen to benefit from such a donation was the wife 

of Ramses II, who did with her right to the legacy what the Royal Princess 

herself would have done: A place of spiritual retreat and Initiatory School 

for women. 
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Moses and his august mother were perfect examples of the firmest 

and most constant fidelity to the Divine Ideal, which they had understood 

and embraced since the first years of their lives in this world. 

In those two years of residence in Egypt, Moses carried out another 

kind of apostolate in which his Law of Divine Envoy was perfectly fulfilled. 

Ramses II seemed quite old despite being of the same age as Moses 

because his physical nature was weaker, and the beneficial spiritual 

currents around him were also weaker. Logically, he didn’t have the 

protection that made our hero a full-fledged man at 60 years old. 

Ramses suffered from bronchial and hepatic conditions, which made 

him somewhat unfit to fulfill his great duties as Sovereign of what was 

then the most powerful and greatest country in the world. 

In order to be more in contact with Moses, he moved from Rameses, 

where he had been lived lately, to Memphis, the holy city. The people of 

that time considered Memphis as the usual abode of the beneficent gods 

that protected Egypt. 

At that time, the Pontifical Chair of Memphis was occupied by a 

companion of initiation of Moses, in his youth, Thutmes of Ipsambul 

(today Abu Simbel). Thutmes always had great admiration for Moses, 

who as a young hierophant, despite being a few years younger than him, 

was ahead of him in several aspects of the high-level spiritual life that all 

those who were on that path aspired to reach. 

Moses was in the habit of entering the great Temple, which was then 

the headquarters of the Egyptian high clergy, every time he went to the 

Royal Palace to talk to the Pharaoh. The Pontiff knew this, and one 

afternoon when Moses was absorbed in deep meditation and appeared 

as a simple dark lump in the shadow of a column, he felt touched on his 

back by a soft, delicate hand that seemed to caress him. 

–Aton-Moses, favorite son of the gods, don't you recognize me? 

Moses looked at him for a moment, and standing up, he was about to 

bend a knee to kiss that consecrated hand, for he understood from the 

vestment that it was the Pontiff. When suddenly, his mind became clear 

and the memory came to him, and opening his arms, he exclaimed: 

"Thutmes of Ipsambul! 

–Thutmes of Ipsambul! 

The sincere embrace of old friends broke the ice of formal etiquette, 

and the Pontiff led him to the Crypt of intimate and grave deliberations. 

–The gods raised you higher than themselves because you reached 

the One, the Eternal, the Invisible who is hidden from all, behind the 

stupendous curtain of his universal creations. And because I see you 

reached the summit where no mortal on this Earth can reach, I bow 

reverently before you and say: Master, teach me the way to follow 

because I’m in the dark at a dangerous crossroads. 
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Moses listened in silence, and staring at him, he replied: 

–Brother, I see sincerity in you, and the Law responds benevolently to 

him who does as you do. Before your Psyche appears before me, mine 

knows and sees the anguish of yours. 

"I’ve been through all the burning fires, and nothing that scares you 

scares me. I’m already cured of my fright. You suffer seeing that Aton 

vanishes like mist behind another dark mist, formed by the ignorant 

fanaticism of the masses who think they can buy the favor of the gods 

with material gifts, which is always easier to give than the detachments 

and renunciations to all that defiles the unfortunate leprous Psyche. 

– You’re looking at it, Master, in all this gold and these precious gems 

that adorn these draperies and hang from these columns and walls, like 

the necklaces and bangles on the chest and arms of pleasing odalisques. 

Isn't it true that you guess everything? 

–It is not guessing what is in plain sight, dear Thutmes. Since I first 

came in here on my return from the desert, I’ve been seeing and 

becoming aware. 

–And you will also know, I’m sure, how I’m to go about in order to avoid 

the collapse from continuing. Everything is collapsing around me, Moses! 

When they put me in this Chair, they did it thinking that I would know how 

to support the roof near collapse. Oh, Moses!  If instead of going to the 

desert you had stayed here, none of this would have happened. 

–I left Egypt precisely because I understood that only in the deserted 

and parched sands, I could successfully raise the beacon of the Eternal 

Truth. I needed the purifying fire of all the pains, of all the denials, of all 

the renunciations, and of all the detachments. From Viceroy 

Superintendent of Egypt, I descended to shepherd of sheepfolds, to 

weeder of land and stonecutter in the mountains, to make myself capable 

of teaching the multitudes to sacrifice all likings, to trample on pleasures, 

to undo vain desires, to feel myself a lump of mud among all the mud of 

this world... 

"Oh, Thutmes!... The "Mount of Glory" can only be reached with sore 

feet, hands dripping with blood and the heart squeezed like a fruit dried 

in the sun. There are many, many thorny burrs that Psyche must pass 

through in worlds like this Earth, where thousands of thorns are pinned 

to her; she must pass through swamps and deserts of burning sands that 

burn her feet and muddy her clothes. Unfortunate Psyche, if she doesn’t 

carry her inner amphora well filled with fresh water, if she travels along 

paths where there’s no cool and shady oasis, if she crosses forests and 

jungles full of wild beasts and evildoers that will tear her flesh and call her 

to the paths of evil and crime that they travel. 

"The soul needs many centuries and many efforts to overcome all 
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obstacles, barriers that come from outside and also from within, where 

small or great passions, desires, illusions, and vanities live sometimes 

like harmful larvae! Oh, dear Thutmes! This friend of yours, aged in the 

struggle, has at last reached the oasis of infinite peace. But believe me 

that there’s no fiber in my inner being unharmed, for I believe that there’s 

no pain that I haven’t known in this already long existence. And you come 

to me for help and advice? And me, poor me! I can only tell you that to 

reach the "Mountain of Glory", our feet and hands will pour blood, and our 

heart will be squeezed like a fruit dried in the sun. 

 

Suddenly he realized that his confidant was weeping silently, and his 

thick drops of tears were soaking the white silks embroidered with silver 

that covered him. 

–You cry? You? the Highest Pontiff of the radiant Egyptian clergy? 

Have my harsh statements hurt you? But you didn’t cross a desert leading 

a numerous people. You’ve lived and live among beings of high evolution, 

who will be like honeysuckles and daffodils, spikenard and aleli flowers 

for you, Thutmes! 

It pains me to tell you, Moses, that you’re wrong in some of your 

judgments; high-flying revolutions no longer exist among the priesthood 

of Memphis, because ambitions and lewdness are poisoning everything! 

For 20 years the Initiation trials have been annulled with gold in several 

cases, and the Initiates of today don’t all have spotless robes. The clergy 

is like the water of a fountain. If the water is poisoned, all those who drink 

from it are contaminated, do you know what I mean? 

–Let’s purify the water of the fountain, Brother Thutmes, and no one 

will drink the poison. 

–How are we to purify it... That’s the abyss I cannot save! –And 

Thutmes, a brilliant Pontiff Maximus, wrung his hands in supreme 

desperation... 

–I’ll tell you if you call a secret meeting of your priesthood in Memphis 

in ten days' time. Calm down, because an inner voice tells me that we are 

still in time to purify the water of the fountain... 

When the established term had passed, the 49 Hierophants of the 

seven Temples that depended on the Pontificate of Memphis gathered in 

the Crypt of the Temple of Memphis: Temple of On, Sais, Abydos, 

Dendera, Luxor, Karnak and Ipsambul. The priesthood of the Egyptian 

Temples was organized as follows. In each Temple there were seven 

Hierophants: the Vicar, the Notary, the Financial Administrator, the 

Master of Ceremonies, the Choir Director- Organist, the Penitentiary, and 

a Guardian of the order. 

The Pontiff called all 49 Hierophants to the meeting, and they all 

attended, knowing that Moses and the seven counselors of the Pontiff 
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would be present. 

 

Before the meeting, Moses had said to the Pontiff in private: 

–I’ll use of my mental force so that if any of those present paid with 

gold for the annulment of the moral tests, which were demanded of all 

aspirants to the Highest Initiation, they may be put to sleep in perfect 

somnambulism, and thus asleep retire to the Penitents' Cloister Pavilion. 

For this you must order the Concierge to be at the door of the Pavilion, to 

open and then close it without saying a word to them. 

"This will take place after your speech and mine, since you wish me to 

speak, and after it is made completely dark. Those who have withdrawn 

by then would have otherwise hinder the higher spiritual manifestations 

that we will surely have if we are clean in our inner world. 

The Pontiff agreed, and before entering the Crypt, he said to Moses in 

a whisper: 

–You should be the Highest Pontiff here if you were not determined to 

return to the desert. 

–The Law commands you to be in Memphis and me to be in the 

wilderness –Moses replied. And they entered the Temple in darkness. 

In the central nave of the Temple the seven counselors and the 49 

Hierophants of the other Temples were waiting for them. 

The Pontiff advanced alone through the middle of the double line of 

those who were waiting for him. And Moses entered alone at the end after 

all of them. 

The Elder Vicar of the Temple of On said to him: 

–You should’ve entered first, but you have wanted to be last. 

–I believed I should do so –was Moses' brief reply. 

The Pontiff opened the assembly with the usual invocation. 

–May the Eternal Creative Power enlighten our minds to know His 

Sovereign Will and obey Him as befits submissive and grateful children. 

May there be peace in our spirit and serene stillness in our heart. 

–So be it –all those present answered in chorus. 

Then the Pontiff added: 

–You all know that the Instructive Guide of this humanity is incarnated 

in our brother Moses. This you also know that this is a secret for this 

humanity because they can’t understand him due to their scarce 

evolution.  

"We, who know him by divine grace, beg him to help us in the current 

difficult situation. It happens that we’re seeing all that is good around us 

is sinking and that a tremendous current of evil invades our society day 

by day. Spiritual and moral values have been inverted; a person 

considered great today is one who commits the greatest injustices, who 

gains power and position with the effort and pain of others, who knows 
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how to lie without blushing, and who crawls through the mud of lechery 

without hiding his shamelessness. Our people follow these paths by leaps 

and bounds, and we’re unable to contain them. 

"I have painted the picture of horror that we all see in broad strokes, 

and I beg our Teacher Guide, who is present here, to put an end to such 

a disastrous calamity in the name of the Supreme Divine Power. 

 

Following this, in a moment of profound silence, everyone saw on the 

forehead of Moses, who resembled a statue of white marble, two 

luminous rays that widened moment by moment until they filled the whole 

Crypt with golden clarity. 

Some were so excited that they lacked the strength to stay still in their 

seats, and they slid noiselessly until they fell to their knees on the 

pavement. 

–The Eternal Invisible Power is among us –murmured some of the 

most impressed. Others wept silently, and there were those who bent 

their foreheads to the pavement in humble prostration. 

 

And Moses spoke like this: 

–Brothers who join me in faith and hope, I pray you join me also in 

faithful perseverance to our Sovereign Ideal. 

"He who chooses gold, social positions, material well-being, carnal 

pleasures, or the gratification of all his desires over the Ideal is unfaithful. 

And if in us, who believe ourselves and are designated to be masters of 

souls and guides of the peoples, such unfaithfulness has power, how will 

we’ll be able to contain the advance of all the most dastardly and 

unworthy human baseness? Who will be the unfaithful to the Eternal Ideal 

who dares to impose the faithful observance to his younger brothers? 

Whoever is capable of such cynicism would be the most refined deceiver, 

hypocrite and false, deserving of death, were it not for the Eternal Law 

that tells us: You shall not kill! 

"The daffodil of spiritual purity in faith and love must sprout by 

thousands from the Holy Priestly College of Memphis. 

"Only one is the Supreme Ideal, only one is the Supreme Cause, 

eternal origin of all that lives around us. And those who set their inner 

sight on imaginary creations, of minds disturbed by material interests or 

blinded by the basest passions are mistaken. 

"Sacred Priestly College of Memphis! The daffodil shall bloom in you 

all, otherwise from you muddy water will flow poisoning your people and 

all the peoples of the Earth! 

"Accept, I beg you, your responsibility before the Eternal Power that lit 

your lamp, and don’t force the loving Invisible Father to reject you from 

his side, as unfaithful to his Supreme Will!" 
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The sonorous voice of Moses faded into silence, and the luminous 

rays of his forehead were dissolving like gold dust in the gloom of the 

Crypt whose darkness was complete. 

The organ played the prelude of the hymn of thanks-giving with which 

all the assemblies of spiritual order always ended. 

When the plaintive melody of the organ ended and the Master of 

Ceremonies lit the central candelabra, it could be seen that only the 

Pontiff, his seven Counselors, Moses and nine elderly Hierophants were 

in the room. 

The 40 young priests had withdrawn. Only the Pontiff and Moses knew 

the secret. 

Under the power of the order of absolute silence of what was going on 

in the Temples and in the Sacred College, the Pontiff explained what was 

happening and suggested to the Penitentiary Council to take care of 

those who were interned in the Penitents' Pavilion. 

Two of the remaining Elder Hierophants wept silently, and when the 

Pontiff questioned them about the reason for their grief, one of them 

answered: 

–This being who weeps with me is my brother.  Together we were 

Initiates 39 years ago. And among those who know themselves to be 

guilty are our only two sons... –And the poor old man sobbed bitterly. 

–Don’t despair of their redemption, good Elder –said Moses –the 

Divine Law is just and pious at the same time. And with our thoughts of 

love, we can collaborate effectively with it, so that the brothers who enter 

into penance may come out of it purified and clean. The currents of evil 

are very powerful for those who were not sufficiently tested in the moral 

order during the years of study and preparation. Let’s bless those who 

were our Masters, who no longer live on this Earth, because to the 

severity with which they tested us, we owe a great part of our fidelity to 

the Divine Ideal. 

And when, a few days later, the 40 Hierophants were called to trial 

one by one and submitted to penance, the Pontiff wanted Moses to be 

present. Not all of them had the same degree of guilt. Some had 

succeeded in passing the test of vainglory, others that of ambition, and 

others that of dominion over sensuality and pride. 

The decision of Moses, when he was forced to act as judge, was three 

years of cloister, after which they had to pass the tests they had eluded 

and, depending on the result, the penitence would be finished, or they 

would continue for two more years. 

The Pontiff was in the difficult situation that the Temples of his directive 

personnel remained empty. To remedy such situation, Moses offered to 

send the Hierophants of his Initiatory School of the Desert. Given that 
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these Hierophants had been forged in the rough life of the grottoes with 

all the possible privations and renunciations that humans can bear, they 

would be able to restrain the flightiness and out-of-law wishes, which had 

destroyed Egypt's purity of customs and even the notion of the good and 

the just, of truth and deceit. 

–Moses! Because you are who you are, you have even forged 

incarnate angels out of the human misery that surrounds us, only you 

could do it! 

–It’s because the mountains of Sinai have enchanted grottoes, brother 

Thutmes, and almost all of them shelter incarnate angels. 

"I’ve traveled with my mother to the distant Country of Kush, which 

appears to us as the end of the world. And its lofty mountains also have 

enchanted grottoes with spells of love and sacrifice for the Eternal Ideal. 

With 21 Anchorites who followed me from those distant mountains, my 

School of the Desert has been strengthened and widened so much that 

the number of Initiates now exceeds 100. 

"Oh, Thutmes!... The silence and the solitude of the mountains 

surrounded by the desert make Psyche fly to heights, unknown of the 

populous capitals. In the populous cities the physical senses suffer from 

satiety of all the satisfactions qualified as innocent and just, but that put 

bonds and shackles to the unwary soul, which doesn’t notice it until it 

finds itself in the abyss. 

"The excess of gifts, the excess of comforts, the satisfied desires, the 

exuberant gluttony, the approach to women without decency, the 

continuous contact with thoughts charged with malevolence and 

wickedness, and all that is called life in the sumptuous capitals, is an 

incentive that inevitably drags.  

–It is true, Moses, and our Egypt, which has grown materially above 

all the nations of the world, has significantly deteriorated in the moral and 

spiritual aspects. In our Initiatory School there are only two Egyptians, 

and 16 are foreigners, almost all of them from the other shore of the Great 

Sea and from the Aegean Islands. Egypt is leaving aside the Supreme 

Ideal because the lights of the night festivities attract it more than the 

silence and the penumbra of the Crypts. 

–Lemuria and Atlantis went down to the silence and darkness of the 

oceanic abysses because they indulged with immoderate excess to 

coarse pleasures, which darken the mind and weave illusions that 

imprison the Psyche –added Moses in a whisper, and they both kept 

silence. 

–I accept your offer –said the Pontiff at last. –How many of your 

incarnate angels will you send me? 

–I was thinking about them while we were silent, and I have perceived 

that I can send you two for each Temple, which is a total of 14. With my 
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thoughts, I have selected those that I’m sure will render you a 

hundredfold. 

–How long can I count on them? 

–I think as long as the cloister of the Penitents lasts. 

–May the Eternal Ideal compensate what you’re doing today for love 

of Him, for love of our Egypt, and for love of this old friend, whose soul 

you’ve healed because white roses of hope are blooming in it once again. 
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85.  Thimetis’s School 
 

The usual residence of Moses during his visit to Egypt was always the 

castle of Lake Merik, in the same rooms which he occupied in his 

childhood. 

For there he lived on the sweetest and purest memories. The little 

window of his bedchamber, concealed by a shelf where a jar of flowers 

was placed, brought back to him the thrilling memory of his mother who 

watched him asleep or awake in his little bed curtained with blue and 

yellow gauze. In his study room, the armchair where his mother sat to 

help him understand the next day's lesson, led him to imagine her there 

again, with that serene patience with which she repeated over and over 

again the elucidating explanations of what he was taking so long to 

understand. 

And during his meditations, which was a mixture of memories and 

hopes, he felt as if his mother herself was suggesting him the idea of 

using the women of the Initiatory School founded by her to elevate the 

morality of Egypt, which was in spiritual decadence. Moved by this idea, 

he went to the pavilion attached to the Temple, which had been once 

inhabited by the teachers of his childhood and early youth, Amonthep, 

Ohad, and Carmi. It was now inhabited by the seven women teachers 

from the Initiatory School of his mother. It also belonged to the Pontificate 

of Memphis and hence was organized in the same way as the leaders of 

the Temples; a Vicar, a Notary, an Administrator, a Penitentiary, the Choir 

Director- Organist, a Guardian of the order and the Mistress of 

Ceremonies. 

He found them in the workshop room where they were all working in 

the making of clothes for the elderly without families, children from poor 

homes and orphaned children that they cared for in an outbuilding of the 

castle. 

Their only rules of work and private life were the life and works of the 

Kobda women of prehistory that they studied daily in the Scriptures of 

Patriarch Aldis. Their founder had given a copy of the Scriptures to each 

one of them as the greatest, most beautiful, and good thing she could 

leave them as a memory of her.  

As soon as they saw Moses enter, all of them stood up to receive him, 

instantly and, by all means, spontaneously and sincerely. His mother had 

told him about them upon his arrival, but due to his multiple engagements 

that came his way for various reasons, he had only seen them at his 

mother's funeral obsequies and had not had the chance to have spiritual 

conversations with them. 

He understood that the time had come to make amends for this 
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forgetfulness, and when he came upon them, he told them sincerely:  

–Forgive me for having forgotten you until my mother brought me your 

memory from her heaven, which like a lighted candle brings me to you. 

He saw all those eyes filled with tears, and the Vicaress replied: 

–Don’t worry, Royal Highness, we understand that your great and holy 

mission takes up all your time. But if she brings you here to us, then 

welcome and please let us know how we can help. With immense 

satisfaction we place ourselves at your disposal. 

–Thank you, Matriarch, and of course I accept your offer because 

indeed Egypt needs you, and so do the Pontiff and me. 

–Since when do the great ones need the small ones? –the Vicaress 

asked –Do you understand this enigma? –she asked her companions 

who smiled without speaking. 

–They are betrothed to silence –said Moses –and that’s precisely why 

I believe you can help me. We need to return this country to the path of 

the Only Ideal that can give the soul the necessary light and strength to 

live the life of thought that reasons, of the will that does deeds, of the faith 

that impels to jump over abysses and barriers. 

"Our people suffer from the vertigo of all that is fleeting, transient and 

mutable. They have disowned the Eternal Invisible Power precisely 

because it is imperishable and everlasting. They have disowned honest, 

methodical, orderly work, because it is invariable in all its forms, 

monotonous, without resonant alternatives, like waterspouts, like boiling 

volcanoes. They have disowned the pure patriarchal customs because 

they’re always the same, without variants: parents caring for and 

watching over the steps of their children, and these obeying their parents; 

husbands faithful and attentive to their chosen ones, and they like the 

vine, giving shade and sweetness of love to the whole home. All this is of 

a tiresome monotony, wearisome to present-day society. 

"Come the noise, the festivities, the useless, loud-mouthed, 

chattering, which discovers a mole on the face of others and doesn’t 

notice the wart on his own, which doesn’t respect any law and jumps with 

unprecedented audacity, trampling on everything that deserves respect 

and veneration. 

"Do you believe that this can be rectified? Have you noticed that our 

Egypt, once called the educator of the peoples, is in such a bad state? 

–Indeed, Your Highness..., you’ve just expressed the whole truth. 

Proof of this is also that many students from this Initiatory School founded 

by your mother of holy memory, are leaving, and the students gradually 

become reduced to the old initiates of 20 years ago. 

–Our Pharaoh, the Pontiff and I, we will start an intense campaign to 

remedy all these evils, and your collaboration will be necessary for the 

good sowing of new female and infantile students. 
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–You will tell us, Your Highness, in what manner we shall carry out 

your thoughts. 

–We have prepared a vast program, which we will make known to you 

in three days' time. You live here in seclusion, but not cloistered, right? 

–When it is necessary to go out, we go out, Your Highness, but we do 

not go out unless it’s absolutely necessary. We have no cloister order. 

We can still look after our sick relatives and also some homeless, even if 

they are not our relatives. 

–Very well, you are the Kobdas women of the present hour, except 

that they wore blue, and you dress in yellow with white veil. 

–The colors of the Royal Princess, Your Highness. From her we were 

born, and we want to resemble her even in outward things, since in our 

inner world we’re very far from the summits to which she climbed. To 

reach her is our most beautiful hope... 

–You will reach her, Matriarch. And I believe we will give you the 

opportunity to reach it. If we are sincere and faithful to our Invisible Father 

and to ourselves, the work of elevating Egypt to the height of the High 

Ideal that we follow will make us all run uphill; all of us who have come to 

understand and live this Ideal as it should be understood and lived. 

Moses bade farewell to those women, in whom he left burning the fire 

of his enthusiasm for the great works of evolution of souls, for the broad 

and luminous paths of Truth. Moses held and considered absolutely 

necessary at that hour of humanity the task of preparing the human 

masses to understand the Truth. A single Creative Power and a single 

Universal Fraternity.  

How immense the idea of Moses, and how far from it is the human 

creature! 

No sooner had Moses withdrawn that the Vicaress sent for her 

companions of ideals and of dwelling. There were 24 who lived in 

seclusion in the castle, but those who lived in their respective homes were 

only 20. 

The aspirants were no more than 10, and they were not entirely sure 

that they would persevere to the end. 

The idea of being associated to the great son of the Royal Princess 

for future spiritual work thrilled them all. Having been informed by his 

mother of the vast and divine mission accomplished by his son in the 

desert, they didn’t doubt even for a moment the success they would have 

in Egypt. 

As a tribute to the truth, I must tell my readers that the enthusiasm of 

fire burning in flames in those 24 women was so great that it almost 

annulled the beautiful figure painted by Moses when he said: "They are 

the betrothed to silence". At that moment there was no betrothal of silence 

because each one exposed to the Vicar, her wide acceptance to 
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everything that came from the great son of the Royal Princess. 

Was it not enough what had happened in the desert and in Sinai? 

The villages and hamlets turned into cities where numerous families 

lived by work and effort, the Initiatory School of the Desert, the Country 

of Kush returned to normality with its legitimate sovereigns, the sweet 

Abidi Ceferi and the humble Jet, whose history they knew from beginning 

to end, and each one described what caused her the most emotion of all 

the works done by the son of the Royal Princess. 

At last, the Notary, quite young and beautiful, went up to the organ's 

rehearsal platform, and asked for the floor, which was granted to her:  

–I’ve just had an idea that I believe to be joyful, and I want to share it 

in these moments when our great love for our beloved founder a is 

rosebush in springtime. 

"Three days ago, a request came to us from the Temple of Memphis 

that we choose a name for our group because we will be officialized as a 

National Institution. We have thought of: Priestesses, Anchorites, 

Homeless Protectors, etc. I propose that we call ourselves Thimetisess, 

in homage to the great woman who was our mother and teacher of all the 

great truths that made her what she was, a star of the first magnitude that 

illuminated all those who crossed her path. 

–All right, Sister Notary –said the Vicaress, embracing her. And they 

all burst into a unanimous applause, manifested in such a noisy way that, 

if Moses had been present, he would have said, holding his head with 

both hands: 

–And I thought they were betrothed to silence! 

The living fire that dazzled the chosen people at the foot of Sinai, had 

kindled flames in the souls of those women, who understood well the 

Ideal of Moses through the tender heart of his mother. 

A few days later an edict of the Pharaoh came out with important 

notifications and dispositions for the people, among which were these like 

grains of gold lost among colored pebbles: 

"The Institution of women scholars, founded by the Royal Princess of 

august memory, has been elevated to the category of National 

Professorship with the following rights and powers: 

"1º- Titles of Teachers, which they shall exercise freely with fair 

remuneration from the Central Government. 

"2°- Those favored with such designation must watch over the good 

education of the children and honesty of their homes.  

"3º- This National Professorship will grant scholarships to young 

women who wish to pursue studies in Science, Arts and Works in general, 

in such a way that all expenses incurred for study and learning will be 

paid by the State. In order to grant said scholarships, it will be necessary 

to prove the honorable conduct of those favored. 
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"4º- In all the Temples that depend on the Pontificate of Memphis, 

rooms for the study of Sciences, Arts, and Crafts shall be opened for boys 

from eight to sixteen years of age, and scholarships shall be granted to 

those who have the aptitude and determination to continue their studies 

until they obtain a degree that accredits their ability in the branch. 

"5º- It is absolutely forbidden to take offerings of material value to the 

Temples with the purpose of conquering the right to the protection of the 

Infinite represented by the Righteous, Saints or Angels, called gods, 

because they do not need material gifts and only want good and justice 

in deeds, words and thoughts". 

These articles of the Royal Edict caused an unprecedented stir 

throughout the country. Everyone applauded except those who profited 

from the fanaticism of the devotees of the gods. Especially, the jewelers 

and embroiderers of gold and silver on very rich tapestry fabrics brought 

from Persia, Kashmir, Samarkand, and Bombay. 

And these merchants rose up in very moderate protest and united they 

presented themselves to the various Finance Offices, asking the Pharaoh 

for a reconsideration of that article which was very detrimental to their 

interests. This prompted Ramses II in agreement with Moses to call them 

all, one by one, to his own office in Rameses, the populous city that 

eclipsed the grandeur of all the most sumptuous capitals of the civilized 

world at that time. 

From this thorough investigation, it was discovered that all the 

merchants who had the manufacture of offerings suitable for the 

Temples, were well paid agents of a vast organization of Sumerian origin. 

It operated in Babylon and from there it stretched its claws like a powerful 

octopus through all the best and richest countries of the world. Its goal 

was to cover up the Truth, the Good, the Justice, the Reason, the Logic, 

everything that makes a human being, a conscious being of what is and 

should be the true life in human societies. 

Moses and Ramses were able to discover a frightful focus of 

corruptions of the feminine youth, of the children who were inculcated 

with the erroneous idea that with material gifts one could buy happiness 

after death, and fortune and good life, while walking on Earth. 

Once all these bad merchants were arrested and informed that their 

freedom would not be restored unless they declared why they engaged 

this kind of business, the evil that had been undermining the customs and 

welfare of all the Egyptian people was remedied. 

This troublesome affair had an end very proper to Ramses II. 

He bought their businesses and expelled them from the country with 

the fierce threat that, if they returned disguised under assumed names, 

he would erase them from among the living by cutting off their heads. 

Some of my readers will find the Pharaoh's severity extreme, but 
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sometimes one finds a certain logic in a sovereign who sees a current of 

corruptions of all kinds entering his country and should not stand idly by 

and do nothing to stop it. In those distant times there was no such thing 

as what today is called democracy, which opens the door to all the 

liberties that are not really the beautiful freedom that we idealists of a 

superior life dream of, but an unbridled libertinism that authorizes all kinds 

of excesses. To demoralize and corrupt the people has always been and 

continues to be the ideal of all those who profit from ignorance and the 

lowest and basest human passions. 

When Moses decided to return to his beloved desert after completing 

his two-year stay in Memphis, the Pharaoh's famous edict and his 

severity toward bad merchants began to yield a hundredfold. 

 And embracing Moses for the last time, the Pharaoh told him: 

–Genius man of the Invisible God! If you devote a thought to me every 

day, I will let you go with the certainty that I’ll be a righteous ruler over 

everything unjust that stands in my way until the end of my lifetime. 

And Moses promised him a daily thought on every day of his long life. 
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86.  Back to the Desert 
 

 Once again Moses, my friend reader, is on his way to the desert for 

the fourth time. Heartbreak didn’t spare him even though he was the 

Envoy of the Eternal Invisible Father because he we highly sensitive. 

Which means that he deeply felt the painful vibration of a farewell that 

would last for a long time, and perhaps forever. 

Moses left many deep affections in Egypt. The eldest son of the 

Pharaoh was very fond of him and the youngest even more so, to the 

point of wanting permission from his father to follow him into the desert. 

The Queen, their mother, gladly agreed, but the Pharaoh, to calm them, 

down promised that they would go together, the whole royal family. He 

said they could visit during the following summer so they could reach the 

high mountains of the Country of Kush, where there is a delightful 

coolness when the sun's rays scorch with fire all Egypt. Thus, they would 

visit the recently wed couple of Ethiopian Sovereigns, including Abidi 

Ceferi, who became so dear to them during their long stay with the Royal 

Princess. 

Moses didn't travel alone to the desert: he was accompanied by five 

young men who came from Mauritania to continue their journey with him. 

They wanted to meet Fredek of Port Ophir, who was Chief Archivist at 

the Initiatory School of Durba Well. He also carried an escort of three 

spearmen that the Pharaoh insisted on giving him as a safeguard from 

human piracy, sometimes more fearsome than the claws of wild beasts, 

such were his textual phrases. 

 

There were no incidents worthy of recounting during the voyage. What 

is worth telling in my opinion is the inner world of Moses. The many years 

that had accumulated over him and the enormous activities of all kinds 

that he had carried out produced in him something like a weariness or 

inner tiredness that made him wish to forget everything that had 

happened in his life. 

He longed for another path, other horizons, another source of sweet 

and gentle waters that he had not known until then. 

His life of overwhelming activities had until then been arid as the rocky 

crags of Midian and dry as deserts scorched by the sun and by gales of 

burning sands. The rosy dawn of pure, holy love dreamed of in his 

adolescence was as fleeting as the flight of a golden-winged butterfly on 

a summer afternoon. 

All the great souls who shed sparks of light on his path had taken flight 

into infinite immensity, and perhaps because of his many material 

activities for the benefit of his fellow men, he felt impeded from spiritual 
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contact with them. 

Moses meditated on all this in his nights as a traveler, and finally found 

the key he was looking for. He needed solitude and inner union with the 

One Invisible and Eternal God. The One God he had managed to impose 

upon humanity as a sun without sunset and without clouds, whose 

enduring presence was felt by them in all ages and above all the ups and 

downs and transformations of its planetary life. 

He needed solitude, isolation. 

He had given to humankind all that a being can give to his fellow 

beings, and he understood that it was time for him to grant at least 

something to himself. 

But how? Where? When? By dying to all that is not God and me! 

–Tremendous dualism! –said to the depths of his soul that soundless 

voice that those who seek retreat and solitude listen to with delight or with 

horror–. 

"Moses! Do you know whether the Eternal Invisible One will be 

pleased to be alone with you, or will He ask you for thousands of souls 

who want to be alone with Him as you do? Solitude with God is a rest for 

the soul, but he who comes to this Earth is not for permanent and 

absolute rest, but only at times, like the weary traveler seeks water from 

the fountain in the desert oasis chosen for his path." 

The soundless voice died away, and Moses let himself be carried 

away to the limitless horizons of meditation, he tried to see what should 

be from then on his path to follow. 

He understood that his weariness and fatigue were the effect of dark 

forces that sought revenge for the triumph he had obtained, by turning 

him away from the Divine Ideal for which he had sacrificed so much. If 

they succeeded in making his life in subsequent years not in tune with 

the ideal sustained, Moses would be for humankind one of the 

innumerable charlatans who preach lofty doctrines but whose private life 

differs little or nothing from the vulgarity of the unconscious masses. 

Moses then organized his life as the Envoy of the Eternal Creative 

Power should live it, in order to be an Instructive Guide of terrestrial 

humankind: 

Contemplative life filled with activities for the benefit of his fellow men. 

Such was the life of Juno, of Numu, of Amphion, of Antulius, of Abel, of 

Krishna, and such should be his present life if he didn't want to deviate 

from the path begun long ages ago. 

And in the evening of that meditation, the fourth Apocalypse of Moses 

took place, which was like the seal of invulnerable diamond that the 

Eternal Law placed on that sublime life to the point of heroism. In an 

ecstatic state that lasted five hours, he saw the parade of those six 

previous existences of his with such perfect clarity in all their details that 
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he believed he was living them again. For he came to perceive in his 

physical being the same impressions he must have felt in each one of 

those circumstances, so admirably engraved in the intangible mirrors of 

the Eternal Light. 

In none of those existences had he said what he, Moses, said: "I will 

die to all that is not God and I". 

It is true that none of those lives had been of such a long duration as 

the one he was now living. Nevertheless, his noble Psyche prostrated in 

absolute humiliation before the Supreme Invisible Father, whose infinite 

love would forgive him that evil thought. And in extreme pain he cried out: 

–Who am I, my Father, to expect you to spend even an instant of your 

glorious eternity in alleviating my weariness and sadness? 

Moses came out of that meditation healed for the rest of his long life. 

He continued accepting students to his Initiatory School of the Desert, 

already well known in all neighboring countries and even on the other 

shore of the Great Sea. 

The Mosaic Initiation was specialized in the tests of moral and spiritual 

order, attenuating, and even suppressing the tests of material or physical 

order, customary in the ancient Initiations of the Egyptian Temples. The 

Mosaic Initiation was perfectly in tune with the Law of Sinai, that is, "to do 

with our fellow men as we want them to do with us". 

It was therefore the summit of a perfect life. 

 

And these were later the missionaries of Buddha so persecuted by the 

Brahmin puritans. And centuries later these were the Essenes who 

prepared in their ignored grottoes, the humanity that was to understand 

and love the Lily of Jericho of Nazareth, whose life without extraordinary 

roughness, was the purest and most exalted life lived by a man of flesh. 

It was the perfect life of the Mosaic Initiation. 

He loved the summits so much that his life was also a summit! But a 

summit to which there are few beings on this Earth who can even see 

from the plain. To walk the active life and the contemplative life hand in 

hand is not easy to achieve at all. Because if one has not acquired a 

complete mastery of our mind, where the imagination sometimes flutters 

like a restless butterfly around a flower, our inner world does not calm 

down enough to penetrate into that inner hidden Sanctuary. It is in that 

Sanctuary where the Divine laws await us, the sacrosanct images of 

renunciations to be made, the lofty thoughts of what Psyche weaves and 

unweaves in her wanderings on higher planes.  While Psyche can only 

occasionally and stealthily escape from the muddy, agitated plane of the 

Earth, as an anxious child subjected to forced seclusion takes advantage 

unguarded, open crack to escape. Moses had to overcome all this, and 

he surely overcame it in the last 30 years of his life on the mountain tops 
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of Arabia Petraea, of the Country of Kush or Ethiopia, of the then 

unknown Nubia or Kenya of the giant men of dark skin, well-marked 

offshoots of the last Lemurians that were able to survive the 

transformations of time, of the different forces that act in the formation of 

races and sub-races, and of nature itself, which is all of it a continuous 

transformation. 

 

And he chose Mount Nebo in the Moab Mountain Range to end his 

fruitful life, not because he was punished by the One Invisible and Eternal 

God who had imposed as supreme Truth to the Humanity of several 

worlds, as the chronicles that we know make it understand, but by pure 

choice of his spirit, which he devoted for brief periods to the contemplative 

life, where he found what the active life among creatures could never give 

him. 

–You no longer need the creatures, but they need you –his wife-soul 

had told him in a deep meditation. For in the last years of this exalted 

human life, his soul-wife almost never left his side for long periods of time. 

–How can you deny them the strength of your love and your comfort, the 

enlightened clarity of your faith and trust in the One God, if they are the 

very creatures you plucked from the unconsciousness of a world of the 

blind? Wouldn't that be to plunge them again into the same dark abyss 

from which you pulled them with unprecedented efforts? Wouldn't that be 

to destroy the very work to which you felt yourself called in your years of 

youth and manhood?"  

 

 And Moses had lowered his forehead before this sublime truth and 

gave himself day by day with heroic courage to what his long life was and 

should be: a living reflection of the One, Eternal and Invisible God, whom 

he had felt within himself from his earliest years, like a divine and very 

soft fire that never extinguished in him. 

–The sands of the desert and the rocks of the mountains have taught 

me great things –Moses used to say in his spiritual confidences with 

those he knew would understand him. 

And one of them would then ask him: 

–Would you convey to us, Master, something of the teaching of the 

desert and the mountains? 

–It’s so simple that I’m almost ashamed to call it a teaching. But since 

I see myself as an old man, I think that the words of an old friend of yours, 

together with my memory, will bring to you the history that we’ve lived 

together in this large flock that the Divinity has entrusted to our request. 

"How kind, Lord, are your mountains! –he would suddenly exclaim, 

raising his thoughtful head, which already appeared covered in white 

locks –How kind are your mountains! Hundreds of times in my comings 
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and goings, in my ascents and descents, I could’ve slipped and fallen to 

pieces on the precipices! However, the mountains never let me fall, 

instead they lovingly supported me until the vertigo or imbalance that 

produced the fall had passed. And they even offered me a root that came 

out among the stones, or a ledge itself as a timely stirrup that supported 

my foot. 

"These are kindnesses that we very seldom find among our fellow 

human beings, on whom we have sometimes invested a whole long life. 

How much these mountains have loved me and continue to love me 

without my having done anything for them! I see them exactly as nature 

created them, and I have always seen them like that, without them ever 

needing from me not even a lump of sandstone. 

"On the contrary, they are the ones that delight me with the imposing 

splendor of their elevation above the clouds, with their colors that I find 

only in them, with their caverns and cozy caves that have often sheltered 

me from the avalanches of snow, from the overwhelming impetus of the 

winds, from the burning rays of the sun, and from the claws of the wild 

beasts that in some ways resemble human creatures. But we must accept 

that mountains lead us to bless the Eternal Power that built them so high, 

so beautiful, and so kind. 

"But the mountains, in their impassive stone stillness cannot help me 

to polish Psyche, nor to dress her in the white garb of the divine wedding. 

On the other hand, the daily coexistence with human creatures is such a 

burning crucible, such a living flame that it burns and consumes all the 

surplus that disfigures Psyche: the warts of pride, the infectious pustules 

of lust, the scarlet hailstorm of all vanities, and the cancerous tumors of 

interest. All this is slowly burnt by the coexistence among humans who 

hasten to discover all the small or great eyesores that disfigure this divine 

Psyche, daughter of heaven, which was born to be eternally beautiful, 

which is so difficult for us to achieve. For this is how it is, and always will 

be. 

"If we shine a light on human creatures to prevent them from stumbling 

on the road, they immediately perceive that we do it because we want 

everyone to see what we are doing. And they say: "That’s why they shine 

this light". If we share with them what we have, they immediately perceive 

that the abundant moths in our house were going to destroy everything, 

and before losing it without profit, we share it with them to appear as 

generous benefactors. If we warn them of their errors and faults with the 

sole desire that they run fast on the path of their evolution, they look at 

us mockingly and tell us: "You do the same in hidden corners, and you 

appear as perfect and saints worthy of ascending an altar. 

"All this rough and burning crucible, beautifies Psyche until it becomes 

a light, a vision of glory, a pure white bride crowned with daffodils and 
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lilies, whom the divinity waits to crown her with stars... 

"And then Psyche stretches out her loving arms to all the human 

creatures who thus helped her to beautify herself to become a true and 

eternal daughter of heaven! 

"When the soundless voice came from above and resounded here 

next to my heart, it told me that the human soul needs the coexistence 

among humans. I understood all this and saw alive, as a bonfire burning 

in red flames, the blazing crucible that consumed everything that 

tarnished Psyche, who was destined to return one day to the one from 

which she came out as a spark and must return turned into a star!..." 

Such was the Mosaic Initiation in the private conversations of the 

desert in the caves of high mountains, where his friends and disciples, 

anchorites, missionaries, hierophants, and masters, sought the light of 

the genius man who, having reached austere old age, practiced the 

manner of loving the human creatures that had made him suffer so much. 

 

* * * 

 

We cannot close this album of great memories without mentioning a 

fact that, like most of his unparalleled life, was known by humans very 

distorted from reality. I am referring to what has been called: The Blessing 

of Moses. 

He foresaw the arrival of his final hour of incarnation and even had 

some announcements, not with specific date, but with close proximity. He 

loved his work too much to neglect its future after his disappeared from 

the physical plane. And for such an important reason he chose 12 from 

among his most faithful and capable Initiates to establish firmly the 

continuity of his work. They offered themselves to him with determined 

love for his great work and for his august, sacred personality and to soften 

the bitterness they sensed in him as he prepared to depart. 

To these 12, he entrusted during the last five years, all that he could 

discover of the past, of the present, and of the future, in his long life that 

was a silver net without a knuckle that did not set a pearl. And he gave 

them the most loving and meaningful names. 

He called them "The Twelve sprouts of the sacred tree of his ideal." 

"The Twelve pillars of his indestructible spiritual temple." "The Twelve 

stars of the radiant constellation emanating from Sinai." 

And he distributed them three by three to the four cardinal points, so 

that the lamp of Divine Truth should be perpetually burning until his next 

coming. For he knew that he must yet return. 

–Another will come like me, whom you must all obey if you would not 

be cut off from the light for ages to come –he said at his farewell to the 

people, moments before he ascended Mount Nebo, never to descend 
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again. 

I particularly wanted to refer to his choice of the 12 because of the 

misunderstandings that this gave rise to. 

Like all his spiritual writings of great depth, this one was also written 

in sacred hieroglyphics according to his custom. 

To represent his "twelve sprouts," he drew a leafy tree from whose 

thick trunk twelve vigorous shoots sprouted. And above them he drew 

two great wings open as a mother bird opens her wings in protection of 

her chicks, and on the top the five-pointed star, symbol of the Eternal 

Divine Ideal. This meant: " I blessed my twelve sprouts with a higher 

blessing, and it will be the Divine protection that I leave over them 

forever". 

In another part Moses writes: "My temple is open towards the four 

cardinal points and is firmly built on 12 columns that none will be removed 

from its base". And he engraved the hieroglyphic of the Greek-style 

Circular Temple with 12 columns and no doors, with a lamp in the center 

and the Tablets of the Law under it. At the top, the five-pointed star. 

I think that the misunderstandings that appear in ancient writings of 

Israelite provenance arose from these two beautiful and suggestive 

hieroglyphs. The rulers of Israel have always striven to make Moses the 

most illustrious figure of their race, and so it’s not surprising that these 

two sacred hieroglyphs of a Mosaic Scripture were interpreted as a 

special blessing of Moses to the 12 Tribes of Israel, personified by the 12 

sons of Jacob whom the Scripture of Israelite origin mentions one by one. 

Sound reason and the strictest logic tells us that the Messiahs sent by 

the Eternal Power to the worlds of probation, don’t belong to any race, 

but are, let it be noted, the possession of the humanities of those worlds. 

They come to all, and those who want to be saved are saved from 

ignorance, from the backwardness of the negative or adverse currents. 

Of the 12 offshoots and the 12 columns, three went to Bombay to the 

Towers of Silence, where the last flamens asked the Divine Envoy for 

help because their lives were coming to an end, like candles consumed 

on the altar. 

Three went to Mount Hymettus, formerly Mount of the Bees. 

Three settled in the Atlas Mountains of Mauritania. 

And three remained in the heights of Moab, and all of them with the 

purpose of forming an Initiatory School, to distribute themselves later 

three by three towards all the high mountains, from where they could 

radiate meridian light on all the peoples of the Earth. 

In this way Moses finished his gigantic work. Until his last moments he 

thought of everyone and heroically embraced the solitude chosen as his 

bride. 

He died only accompanied by his adopted son, Essen, who is the one 
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who could describe the last days of the genius Moses.  Humanity always 

admired Moses, despite the infamous and gross disfigurements that 

ignorance and human fanaticism had the bad idea of wrapping as in the 

shroud of a leper, around the radiant and exalted personality of the Son-

Light of the Princess Thimetis of Pharaonic Egypt. 
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87.  The Diamond Brooch 

 
 Kind reader, allow me to close with a diamond brooch this album of 

mosaic stories extracted from the Eternal Archives of Light. And I call it a 

diamond brooch because the most brilliant logic makes it invulnerable. 

If you have read with understanding and meditation, you will have 

come to the conviction that Moses has not only not been recognized by 

his historians as the man of genius appointed by the Eternal Invisible 

Father as Lawgiver, Conductor and Guide of mankind. But it is so true 

that they have not recognized him as such, because they have made him 

the author of the most dastardly baseness and horrible crimes, such as 

the mass slaughters that he supposedly ordered on several occasions, 

over cities and countries that their native inhabitants were defending from 

the invasion that the Israelites intended to exercise. 

In a Bible published in Buenos Aires, Argentina, in the year 1946 by 

respectable Catholic ecclesiastics, they state the following: 

"During the course of the centuries, the Bible has been translated 

many times. The most famous of the Greek versions is that called "The 

Seventy," from the presumption that this was the number of the 

translators, who began their work about the year 286 B.C. and finished it 

long before the year 130 B.C.". 

Very respectable English writers assert that these 70 translators were 

Doctors of Israel and designate them as belonging to the Tribe of Judah, 

which was always at the head of all the warlike expeditions of the race, 

according to their own historian, Flavius Josephus, in his extensive and 

minute work, "The Wars of the Jews." 

The strictest and most reasonable logic also allows us to presume that 

those translators wanted to justify the horrible and savage massacres 

carried out by the people of Israel in their advance towards Palestine, 

attributing them to an order from Moses, the same Moses who received 

from heaven the Divine Law of Brotherly Love, among whose 10 

commands appears that " You shall not kill", as if written with burning fire. 

While meditating on that sublime and eternal Law, logic also allows us 

to presume that the one who received and lived that Law, which 10 

numbers are a vivid reflection of love from the first to the last, since all 

tend to avoid any harm or evil to our fellow men, could not, should not, 

and never did, order the extermination of men, women, elders and 

children with cruel slaughter, as they did, according to the Bible  

published in the year 1946 in Buenos Aires, Argentina. 

                                                  Josefa Rosalía Luque Álvarez  
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Maps of the Time of Moses 
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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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Josefa Rosalía Luque Álvarez 
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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. 
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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 earthly 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, 
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struggles, self-denials, sufferings, and splendors of the 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 earthly 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 earthly 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 

 

"Eternal Harps: Summits and Plains" 

Life of Yhasua of Nazareth Apostles and Friends 

 

"Golden Key: Seven Portals" 

The Masters 

 

"For you" 

The Hidden Orchard 

Paraphrase of the Imitation of Christ  

Lilies from my Garden 

Cineraria  

Evening Lilies 

 

E-mail: 
alboradacristiana@gmail.com 
alboradacristiana@elcristoes.n
et 

 

Webs: 
http://www.fraternidadcristianauniversal.com 
http://www.fraternidadcristianauniversal.net 
http://www.elcristoes.net/fcu 
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