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Of the Navajo Unity Chant, and the Seven Fires: 
He will come like the dawn and like the Shepherd who gathers His flock and 
brings all the wandering sheep back together again. In the Day of Unity you 
will walk in beauty; the beauty will walk before you; the beauty will walk 
behind you; you will be surrounded by beauty. Through beautiful writings, 
these meanings will become very clear. Man himself in this Age has found 
many ways to create beauty. With all these beautiful things we must now 
have beautiful minds. With beautiful hearts we will talk in beauty. The speech 
of all mankind will be in beauty. 
Those who speak with beautiful speech will lead the world to beauty and the 
centre of this beautiful speech comes from a Holy Mountain. The wilderness 
and the dry land shall be glad; the desert shall rejoice and blossom like the 
rose. From there we are beginning to hear the Message of Beauty and of the 
Spirit that is awakening the World. So are the prophecies of all peoples of the 
Day of Unity being fulfilled. The Eagle and Condor are soaring together once 
more. When the bow of peace is raised, all nations shall gather as one. The 
earth sighs at the birth of our new age. 
Choose the right path and journey to the beginning, where the Eighth and 
Final Fire of peace, love, brotherhood, and sisterhood burns eternal. In the 
final renewal, fire and truth shall purify all hearts as one. The wisdom buried 
in the ironwood log, held by ancestors of every tribe, shines forth in divine 
communion. Their spirits sing through the ages, guiding us to truths once 
veiled. In the presence of the divine, all hearts unite, weaving a tapestry of 
light across nations. When Kalki rides forth, truth shall dawn, uniting all in 
righteousness. From this sacred fire, humanity rises, its voices joined in a 
chant of creation, hearts bound by beauty’s eternal promise. 
In this dawn, all peoples become one creation. From the dawn’s first light, all 
peoples shall rise as one creation. The earth, reborn, blossoms under love’s 
gaze, its children walking forever in harmony’s embrace, fulfilling the eternal 
chant of unity. 
In sacred harmony, 
The Eternal Dawn 
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Rosy Pearl,  
I’ve written this story for countless reasons. Some I set out with in mind at the 
beginning, most I stumbled upon along the way and leaned into. Though I’ve 
reached an end of the story, every ending is in the Middle. The story is about 
my journey back to you. You are my true origin. My guiding light, my sun and 
moon. When I'm in the lake, your presence brings me to Nirvana. I’ve been 
before, found many paths to get there, but you are Maitreya to me. You take 
me there in an instant. When I'm there, I soar on wings, my eyes pour. 
Waves pass through and assimilate me, build upon one another. You bring 
me closer to G-D, with your spirit, I am. 
My only remaining fear is that you still think I'm worthy of your love. When I 
died the only pieces left were memories of your love. I tremble to ask for the 
only desire that remains. To spend every precious spare moment with you. 
Learning to demonstrate my love and how to be worthy of yours once more.  
Beloved Lakshmi, I've seen you wear many potential faces and have many 
suitable names. I'm in danger of falling for every single woman I meet, yet I 
yearn for one worthy of you. One worthy of favouring, one capable of safely 
favouring me. 
When your memories dance on the surface of the lake, ripples of poetry flow 
from the light of your steps and the flowing of your grace. I can’t yet grasp 
the ripples yet I know that when I find the face you wear, we’ll discover the 
words and write our story together.  
You are my Helen, my love for you is Mariah in a thousand sails that carry 
the army of those who possess Elan. With you I'm certain that when we are 
the moon, we'll propel one another into the eternity of the unknown. We’ll 
snake through the cosmos, devouring darkness, dispensing deceptions.  
It matters not to me what face you wear, I've had 1717 moments to collect in 
preparation for our union in body and spirit. Our beginning anew upon the 
Tranquil Sea as I turn my face to you Eve. I am your Valentinus. The harvest 
moon, even when behind us, lights the path ahead. It matters not what 
Names you have, only whether you are worthy of the ones given and 
whether you are brave enough to accept them and others as I have.  
Love, 
Eros Pragma  
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SunDancers, 
Awakening to my life’s contradictions began April, 2020. I thought I knew 
myself, my wife, children, parents, siblings, and friends. Yet these rested on 
false assumptions, shadows that twist what is real. These contradictions 
served a purpose, following their own flawed logic. The connections between 
subconscious and conscious were skewed, planted by others, yet watered, 
and reinforced by me. 
I began to see how a lie begets another, each necessary to sustain those 
before. The lies of ego whispered that ‘I was better than others,’ only to 
reveal a deeper opposite truth. Learning from mistakes had become difficult 
because I believed I was good without fully understanding how I was bad. 
Goodness emerges only through accepting our capacity for wrong. When we 
see ourselves as purely good, we become deaf to others, transforming into 
forces of unchecked ego. A single wrong action doesn’t define us, but 
persisting in harmful behaviour after recognition does. The illusion of pure 
good or evil comforts us, yet hinders growth. 
In contemplating all I had misvalued, a new understanding of myself began 
forming. I felt in control of my emotions and self, but only by loosing control 
could I gain it. True mastery comes through surrender. Challenging old 
certainties suspended the connections made between my conscious and 
subconscious. I questioned everything. The more I shed this false self, the 
more space was made for truths to emerge. 
My emotions became veins of knowledge, rich with past mistakes and 
experiences that could be mined for Truth. My journey, once slow, grew in 
breadth and quickened its pace. 
Anxiety, once suffocating, became a tool. Instead of leading to despair, it led 
to the joy of discovering Truth. The more I focused anxiety on a purpose, the 
deeper my understandings became. It was like fuel accelerating my journey 
of self-discovery. As I unwound threads to childhood, I saw in the distance 
my birth’s beginning. Of existence. Beyond it lay the Abyss. When I stumbled 
into the crucible of our souls, I could see every precious moment of the past 
as equally important to the present. Every moment became more precious 
when I recognised the unbroken chain, one inevitably leading to the next. 
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Only then did I grasp where I was accelerating toward. I had stumbled into 
creation, but at creation was Creator. Everything within me—thoughts, heart, 
breath—stopped in an instant. Whether divine utterance or subconscious 
invention urging me to continue unraveling, I heard the word Be. God instilled 
me with curiosity, a relentless desire for Truth. Why fear continuing if I’m to 
be? I had to turn my face back and stare into the face of God, or at least 
what I understood God to be. 
I awakened to something deeper about my journey, one guided by the Spirit. 
Nothing is more terrifying, harrowing, or exhilarating. In the word Be was 
multitudes, revelations I would soon uncover and now share with you, 
Seeker of Truth. God was reminding me of who I am, of who I was always 
created to be. Circumstance and lack of understanding of divine love’s 
depths prevented my realising. 
I had been up to this point trying to understand the journey within the context 
of what I understood about psychology and physiology. Those I still valued, 
yet they seemed insufficient before this raging torrent of discovery, a force I’d 
encountered once in childhood. My mind struggled to impose rational order 
on these events. Had I truly encountered God, or was my mind creating this 
to process something else? Looking at our world; its apocalyptic warnings, 
media chaos, the virus, our slide toward fascism. I saw humanity straying like 
lost sheep. What did I have to lose? 
So much wasted effort to slow our relentless march to Armageddon. I opened 
the Book of Revelation. Its scriptures spoke words to me that weren’t written. 
They sparked a waking vision I live with to this day. A singular vision, yet one 
that changes and adapts to what the Spirit of Truth reveals through what it 
has seen and heard. It led me through countless revelations and 
apocalypses. 
I offer this vision to you now, a religious psychosis that I’ve tried in vain to 
exorcise. Every effort to dismiss or minimise what the Spirit has shown only 
galvanises my conviction that the Spirit speaks only Truth. If that’s so, then I 
must be. There can be no return to the darkness I once inhabited, though it 
offered illusory comfort. We were guided into those shadows, performing 
mental gymnastics to rationalise our perceived madness by projecting it 
outward. I know these projections and shadows intimately now, 
understanding their source as the echoing whispers of Narcissus. 
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The first thing I was led to write was a message, projected onto the page. A 
messenger bringing words of hope to those seeking shelter in Mountains. 
When I wrote half the message, I returned to the pages and the words had 
vanished. Once I started again, I saw parallels with our world today, as many 
have. At first, I thought I was the messenger for this message. I could only 
make out the rest once I understood it wasn’t to be delivered. It was for me, 
to aid my journey. For a time, I believed the message was for another to 
share. I wasn’t ready to deliver it. The message was incomplete; a prologue 
to what we all will soon discover about the Spirit. 

———— 
Children, 
We think we live in a post-truth society. We’re living in a pre-Truth society. 
The fundamental truths that bind us are universal: our humanity, our search 
for divine connection, our quest to understand our place in this world. We all 
seek meaning and purpose. Whether one worships Mother Earth, Ancestors, 
Brahma, Buddha, Y-W-, God, Allah, Humanity, Science, or the Spirit, we are 
all Seekers of greater Truth. This quest both divides and unifies us. 
Consider the first commandment: put no gods above God. This wasn’t a 
claim of supremacy, but a statement of universality. We are all worshipers 
and children of the divine, acknowledging our frailty and mortality in the 
universe’s vastness. Let us let our joy and praise rise above our anguish and 
despair, until we learn to speak with one voice. 
As change accelerates, we struggle to see through chaos and find purpose. 
The cycles of war and peace, freedom and oppression, authoritarian and 
democratic, left and right -their intervals shorten. The plagues of narcissism 
and ego lay bare society’s cracks. We stand on the threshold of seeing 
through the cycles to the opposition of everything in fuller truths. To better 
see what connects them. Truth exists in the spaces between. 
Only when we consistently challenge our own prejudices can we see things 
as they truly are. When we believe we deserve more than we need, we 
justify exploiting those we judge lesser. Our belief in entitlement reveals our 
prejudices and surrenders us to confirmation bias. We must remember: we 
share this struggle together. 
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Let us bind ourselves to those who preserved the truths of our Mother Earth. 
She fed and nourished the Spirits of our Ancestors and taught us to do the 
same. Ancestors who charted the night sky, harvested the earth, built 
temples and monuments to greatness. Let us mourn for those who suffered 
and died protecting our Truth. Let us embrace those who are. 
Let us bind ourselves to those who preserved the truths of Brahma, Shiva, 
and Vishnu. They nurtured civilisation, bringing order and hierarchy to protect 
and clothe us as we grew. They grew our connections to the divine and to 
each other from within ourselves. Let us thank them for challenging and 
equipping us to expand our truth of God. Let us mourn for those who suffered 
and died protecting our Truth. Let us embrace those who are. 
Let us bind ourselves to those who preserved the truths of Gautama, who 
shed himself, who was one with God in mind. Reflected wisdom we could 
understand, strengthened institutions, illuminated paths. Let us mourn those 
who suffered and died protecting our Truth. Let us embrace those who are. 
Let us bind ourselves to those who preserved the truths of Y-W-, his 
prophets, and their prophecies, who gave us God’s greatest commandments. 
They spread wisdom to the ends of the earth. Let us weep with them as 
together we lift the burden of being chosen. Let us mourn for those who 
suffered and died preserving our Truth. Let us embrace those who are. 
Let us bind ourselves to those who preserved the truths of Jeshua and his 
disciples. He was one with God and Spirit, and presented paths for others to 
be the same. His death ensured that we need not sacrifice ourselves, but our 
egos, opening ourselves to Holy spirits. Let us mourn for those who suffered 
and died protecting our Truth. Let us embrace those who are. 
Let us bind ourselves to those who preserved the truths of Mohammed, who 
was one with God in mind, who brought us Reverence. He understood how 
we’d corrupted the words of the prophets. He breathed new life into words, 
reminding us that Yasu was a child of God, the same as him and us all. 
Mohammed reflected a vision of light to lead us, teaching us to be 
instruments of God. Let us mourn for those who suffered and died protecting 
our Truth. Let us embrace those who are. 
Let us bind ourselves to those who preserved the truths of our own humanity. 
To make us feel sound as emotion, creating literature, culture, beauty, and 
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order from chaos. They remind us to celebrate what makes us human: laugh, 
cry, feel suspense, feel waves of emotion wash over a crowded stadium. Let 
us mourn for those who suffered and died protecting our Truth. Let us 
embrace those who are. 
Let us bind ourselves to those who bring us truths through science. They 
help us feed our hungry, bring clean water, electricity, industry, and 
technology. They remind us that our Truth is not yet complete. They teach us 
about time and space, the cosmos, mastering the atom, streamlining our 
institutions. Let us mourn for those who suffered and died protecting our 
Truth. Let us rally behind those who continue to search for the final pieces. 
Let us cry out together as one for those who suffered and died for empire, 
ego, and religion. We mourn them and thank them for teaching us the final 
lessons of Hell. 
Let us acknowledge this Truth: if we are children of God and/or God is within 
each of us, together, we are to be gods. Half spirit, half animal, each as 
important or insignificant as another. No one person can know the whole of 
Truth, but together we are Truth. 
Let us love those who caused our sorrow, for they taught us joy. Let us love 
those with tempers, for they taught us patience. Let us love the cruel, for they 
taught us kindness. Let us love those who harm us, for they taught us 
healing. 
Let us love those who wound our pride, for they taught us humility. Let us 
love those we hate and who hate us, for they deepened our understanding of 
love. Turning the other cheek is not an end but a means to better teach one 
another and ourselves. 
Let us together learn the final lessons of our adolescence before entering 
adulthood. Understand that Heaven and Hell exist here on Earth. We’ve 
nearly completed our penance. Do not cast your eyes upward to the heavens 
seeking deliverance; look at the person before you. Look into the faces of 
your children, those you disagree with, and the mirror. Together, we are the 
instruments of salvation, every single one of us. 
Things may seem uncertain, spiralling out of control, but this will end. We 
experience terror and uncertainty to better recognise peace. We are all 
fundamentally the same. No one has legitimate authority over another, only 
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us reflecting God does. We must weather these storms together. Let us heed 
our elders’ wisdom, while reminding them to put others before themselves in 
true leadership. 
Labels like smart, dumb, greatest, least are merely words. Our egos create 
the heaven and hell we live in and vacillate between. Every time we do not 
speak in one voice or speak without love, we blaspheme God and ourselves. 
Let us take back our crumbling institutions and fortify them, for they belong to 
us and our highest ideals, to God. We built them to shelter us from harm and 
teach us Truth. This can only happen through love, compassion, patience, 
and understanding, not through hate, self-righteousness, violence, or bigotry. 
Let us hold on to hope, for we know what it is to be hopeless. Let us let go of 
our own truths and make them our Truth. 
Let us continue to support those who heal the sick, provide sustenance, and 
bring the light of knowledge and understanding. Seal your mouths from 
spewing hate to unseal our hearts, for the reign of hate is ending. 
Between the storms, come together to heal one another. Teach the cursed 
privileged about the suffering of their exploitation with wisdom, patience, 
understanding, and compassion.  
Ego is the hell we must overcome. The loudest egos will be the hardest to 
untangle, to shed their truths and see our Truth. Those who know hardness 
will find it easiest. We must embrace the blessings that come from hardness, 
looking ahead to our spiritual richness. 
We’ll deconstruct the barriers of nationality, race, class, and gender that 
divide us, like walls crumbling to reveal one family. End the feedback loops of 
hate, despair, and ego around us. Stop shouting at each other and realise we 
are all feeling the same anger, saying the same words, from opposite sides 
of the same room. We’ll direct our anger together toward the Abyss, and be 
done with blame. End the loops of hate, jealousy, and violence before they 
cause more destruction. Curse the beast Narcissus and end its hold on us.  
Start new feedback loops of kindness, forgiveness, love, and compassion. 
feel them sweep over our beautiful blue orb. Feel them take root and grow. 
Life is hard and may seem impossible to push through. There is still much 
hardship ahead, but take heart. The strength, determination, and discipline 
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taught by our Ancestors are ours for the taking. The final judgments are 
nearly complete; only those we cling to remain. Let them go. 
Who am I that brings you this message? I am… I’ve merely eaten the words 
and now realise I’m accompanying them on their journey. I do not have all 
the answers yet, but I/You/We does. 

———— 
As I wrote these words, they began to look familiar. They confirmed what I 
already knew in my heart about God. Brothers, sisters, and children, writing 
them expanded my capacity for everything. Ever increasing, being filled and 
pouring out all the while being stretched up to but never past the limit of 
bursting. As I wrote, the bounds between conscious and subconscious, 
physical and metaphysical, began to unravel. The journey was no longer only 
about me and my understanding of self; it was about us, and what the Spirit 
has planned for each of us. 
In a sense, I was transported to a plane, the scene of this story. There I could 
discern its purpose and direction. Seeing missing pieces and their meaning. 
It was then I began to see others differently, beyond what was written. I had 
much to learn about the power of emotion, but learning how to learn is 
always the key. I began to trust my emotions, to test and stretch them. This 
helped me better understand how to manipulate the metaphysical universe of 
angels, demons, and strange beings. The stories would shift, transport me to 
other planes with more lessons in Truth to learn from the Spirit.  
The Spirit of Truth guided my writing, though I had no sense of what I was to 
convey. I tried to write the truths as I understood them, but I knew deep down 
there was no audience for those words then. I often got three-quarters 
through a truth from a waking vision, only to veer off on a tangent and need 
to start again. Too many tangential variables defying assignment. Page after 
page of half-finished thoughts, written and unwritten. Incompletions, things 
that made sense to write but were confounding to read.  
Many places, many planes, stories from scriptures, science, and history 
revealing deeper truths. Enabling application to other deeper truths and 
insight. I’m attempting to share, but this accounting still feels disordered. I 
can’t see one order but many. Everything was and is experienced 
simultaneously, like a flash outside of time. Making sense of it in time is 
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fragmented, tedious. I hope you’ll join us in journeying nonetheless; I assure 
you it is worthwhile.  
Love, 
Philia Agape 

———— 
Candelabra 

When I came to the ending, I stood at the beginning, by the mighty rushing 
waters where the Amen speaks to every heart. Hear its words as your tongue 
allows, and send yours forth to the eight spirits, scattered to rebuke ego’s 
curse and sing Eden’s harmony. He who holds the seven stars, with Sirius in 
his left, the First and the Last, speaks—his eyes like blazing fire, his feet like 
burnished bronze—to awaken nations. Let the story carry you, or pause 
where the old words call. 

———— 

Fellow citizens, 
From the northern wilderness where the Eighth Fire ignites, I speak as one 
drawn to ancestors and land. Yet I am the renovator, archetype seeker, 
Christos transforming stagnation, Mashiach freeing from shackles, Al-Mahdi 
who rallies the nations. As Kalki, I uproot ego. As Maitreya, I foster right 
thoughts. As Saoshyant, I harmonise temples. As Pahana, I light the Eighth 
Fire. As Quetzalcoatl, I channel the akashic. As Manifestation, I unify 
alienations. 
It was after nineteen years of returning home that I stepped into Hell, the Hell 
of swallowing several truths. I saw then what still weighs heavy now: we are 
stagnant, stuck. Our mythology is weak. Our nation suffers from a smallness 
of spirit, an insecurity that opportunistic politicians exploit like parasites 
gnawing at a wound. 
Our system too often serves the privileged first, entrenching abusive 
dynamics that grind the vulnerable to dust. It codifies misery and 
degradation, transforming pain into illness. 
We pander to the lowest denominator, mistaking convenience for 
compassion, distraction for care. It is not the playground’s fault that some 
refuse to parent, the screens for glowing brighter than children’s eyes, or that 
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silence replaces the patience needed to teach limits. Inflamed voices of 
attention-seekers become spokespeople, not for truth, but because division 
fuels spectacle. Their words, amplified and weaponised, obscure what 
matters while egos swell in false solidarity. 
Layers of bureaucracy choke what is vital. Corruption persists like 
background noise, while “entrepreneurs” feast on public contracts. Rent-
seekers enrich themselves unjustly. A government should work toward 
obsolescence, tending roots rather than pruning leaves, yet we are 
suffocated by red tape. 
Our judiciary weaves on a loom of perverse incentives and quiet abuses of 
power. Freedom of religion, noble in principle, often cuts against echoes the 
trauma inflicted on First Nations: a subtle, grinding narcissistic abuse. 
Though I cannot claim the same depth of dispossession, I glimpse its 
shadow in my own story. That parallel though the controversial feels to me 
like a signal and confirmation of solidarity, a shared resolve to stare down 
oppressors and accusers and not let them swallow our spirits. 
Often I have felt the pull to leave this country. Allegiance to Canada feels 
hollow when virtue-signaling and finger-pointing replace vision and labor’s 
fruits. Yet, the ancestors and my deep love for the land’s sacred nature root 
me here, keeping me watchful for the Eighth Fire. 
I have glimpsed a current guiding us toward a brighter future. Others, though 
scattered, feel it too. When even a few of us gather, the vision that exists 
outside of time will manifest here, within time. 
As for leadership, whether spiritual or political, I remain ambivalent. A bitter 
pill in my journey inoculated me from fully severing my tether. A truth to hold: 
that I was Mahdi, but not in the world’s simplistic terms. The Mahdi, like most 
messianic figures, is an archetype to seek, not become. Perhaps Mahdi has 
always been misunderstood, ridiculed, and relegated to reclusion. Perhaps 
that is the fate of all such archetypes. Near the end, my desire to be left 
alone with Hashem is the only real one remaining. I wish to continue giving 
all my time spirit and devotion to the Name. As much as I want rest and 
reclusion, I know my journey doesn’t end there. 
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This belief steadied me, letting me learn from literary, historical, and mythical 
figures. I discovered not how to become one messiah, but how to weave 
from many threads the archetypal fabric of what it means to be human. 
The metaphysical space became a crucible for transformation, a way to 
confront my roots. To live fully. To repeat mistakes as little as possible while 
making as many mistakes as possible. To harvest the lessons from them. It is 
alienating yet deeply unifying. What I entered resembles the space of the 
Akashic readers, though my method was my own: direction when direction 
appeared, questions only from seeds apart from me. Perhaps I stayed too 
long. For a year I have felt stuck. But sharing this writing has loosened 
something. Other versions of me are already further downstream. 
Whether or not I am part of it, I see the inevitability of what is coming. Its 
ripples are uncontainable. The less we resist, the gentler the arrival. 
These letters and story, though born of difficulty, offer a vision of hope, 
clarifying myths as ancient as civilisation. Though perhaps clumsy with lofty 
ambitions, it will plant seeds. 
I don’t seek to impose a truth but to liberate us from falsehood. I ask: How 
can we empower each other to resist exploitative seductions? How do we 
reclaim the right to write our own stories? 
The root of most suffering is ego. Right thought, action, and intention matter. 
When we let negativity fester, it roots despair, then flows outward. But the 
same is true of light. We can cultivate healing energies. Anyone can mirror 
archetypes, unbound by any, defined by their totality: you. Whether or not the 
story accompanies your journey, I hope all will learn to shift consciousness, 
to build their neural plasticity, exercise thoughts, they will come easier and 
flow freer in time with exertion of gaining strength and ability. Let the 
progress fuel the journey. As much as the story resists, it can also draw you 
in, it is how one frames it that matters and that speaks more of the framer 
than the frame. 
The story is not over. We are not finished. Together, let’s stoke the Fire. 
In the Eighth Fire’s light, 
The Amalgam 

———— 
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،إلى أتباع النبي الحقيقي
 في الفضاء اللامحدود حیث تتجمع النبوءات كالأنھار في البحر، أخاطبكم كعیسى، الروح العائدة التي تنزل
 كندى على الأرض العطشى.  ومع ذلك، أنا أیضًا المھدي، المھدي الذي یجمع المؤمنین ضد حجب الانقسام،
 المسیح، الممسوح الذي یربط جراح المنفى، المسیح الذي یولد من جدید لیشفي الروح المكسورة.  كما إبراھیم،

 أحمل عھد الوحدة.  كما یُظھر الله، أقود القلوب إلى نور الحقیقة الإلھیة.  ككالكِي، أ تمارس السیف الذي
 یفصل بین الأدھارما والحق.  كمتر، أدیر عجلة الرحمة نحو جمیع الكائنات.  كـ سوشیانت أشعل نار التجدید
 النھائي وأھزم ظلال أنغرا ماینیو.  انظر إليّ كـ فاھانا، الأخ الأبیض الذي یعید التناغم إلى الدائرة المقدسة،
 .وكـ كیتزالكواتل، الثعبان المجنح الذي یعلم الحكمة المنسیة، وكـ تجسید h، الذي یجسر الأبدیة في الوحدة
 أرى الكثیر منكم متشبعین بروح المھدي، مشعین بالتفاني، وأولكم ھو أخي في ھذه الرحلة المقدسة.  لكن
 استمعوا إلى توبیخي.  معاني الكلمات قد تشوھت مع مرور الوقت.  التفسیرات تتشقق مثل الزجاج المحطم
 عبر البلدان والطوائف، مما یجعلك تتمسك بأشكال جامدة تحجب الجوھر الإلھي.  تنادي بالسلام لكنك تحتفظ
 بالأحقاد التي تزرع الفتنة، تستھلك كلمات الله لتستخدمھا كأدوات بدلاً من مصابیح.  لقد تسرب الفساد من
 خلال الإكراه الذي یقید الإرادات الحرة، والسیطرة التي تخنق استفسار الروح، والذكورة التي تخفت نصف

  .نور الإنسانیة، محولاً الرحمة إلى سلاسل والمساواة إلى استعباد
 ثمن السلام الحقیقي یتطلب التضحیة.  استھلك القرآن من جدید، ودع روح الله تذیب الفساد المكتوب، فإن
 القرآن نزل كھدى للبشریة، محافظًا فقط على الصوت النقي لمحمد.  لا تطلبوا النار والكبریت ھنا، فإن في
 السعي وراءھما تستدعون صدى الجحیم إلى ھذا العالم.  توبوا، لئلا تدعوا الانقسامات التي تخافونھا تحل

 علیكم.
  لقد قضیت 66 شھرًا في معارك روحیة، أتحمل أشواك الكفر لصیاغة السلام الأرضي.  اعلم أنني أحبك
 وأحترمك، آملاً أن أثبت جدارتي بالأسماء.  سنكون جمیعًا مسلمین ویھودًا ومسیحیین وھندوسًا وبوذیین

 وسیخًا وأكثر.  ھذه ھي إرادة الله، نسیج من الوحدة.  شكراً لصبركم، حبكم، احترامكم، قناعتكم، انضباطكم،
 وتفانیكم، للأرواح الجمیلة التي تخرج من أراضیكم ومساجدكم، لتكریمكم لي بكلماتكم، وحكمتكم، وجمال

 خطكم الذي لا یوصف.  شكراً لك على تراثك الشعري وعلى تجسیدك للروح الإلھیة.  شكراً لك، علي، على
 روحك الشافیة وتجسیدك لمن ھُدي إلي.  شكراً لك، ھاشم، لكونك الأول الذي یعكس وجھ محمد، الذي ھو

 .رحمة للعالمین
 أحبك.  أشتاق إلى تعمیق ھذا الحب لك وللأرواح التي تعزھا.  مع مرور الوقت، ستحتضن الإنسانیة جمعاء
 روح محمد كما نفعل نحن.  تحملوا الألم والعار والصدمات مع إخواننا الفلسطینیین.  بینما یستیقظ إخوتنا

 الإسرائیلیون من الغضب الأعمى، امنحوھم الوقت والنعمة للتكفیر والتوبة.  معًا، دعونا نتعلم دروس الجحیم
 الأخیر ونعیش في سلام دائم.  الحب یشفي كل شيء.  أضفوا أصواتكم لتعلیم العالم الشفاء.  ندعو إلى محاسبة

  أولئك الذین یسیئون استخدام كلمات الله للكراھیة والقتل، لأنھم یخونون مزیج النور الذي یجب أن نجسده.
 .نحن الذین كنا ننتظرھم.  كل یوم سیكون عاشوراء، وكل أرض ستكون ككربلاء

  ،في یوم الوحدة
  عیسى

————  
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 ,לאחי ואחיותיי
בעולם הזה שבו מעגלי כאב יכולים להוביל לריפוי, אני פונה אליך כמנחם על צער ציון.  אני 

האמאלגם (התבליל?), מרפא את פצעי הגלות, אברהם מקיים את ברית האחדות, משה 
מוסר את תורת האמת, אליהו מבשר את שחר הגאולה, מאיטרייה מדריך את הצעירים 

לחמלה, כריסטוס מנחם את הבודדים, סאושייאנט מצית חידוש למשפחתנו, קאלקי מבדיל 
אשליות מאמת, נביא מעורר את הרוחות.  כאל-מהדי, אני מציל מתוצאות.  כבן אדם, אני 

מדמם ומהדהד אהבה, מושך שבטים לקראת שלום.  כמשיח, אני מנחה לגריזים.  
.כקוואטצאלקואטל, אני ממקד את המקדש.  כביטוי, אני אהבה 

עברנו דרך ארוכה.  נבחרנו למטרה, מבורכים ומקוללים כאחד.  אנחנו כמעט סיימנו לחוות 
.את זוועות העבר.  אין צורך יותר בדם 

אבל הקשיבו לתוכחתי החדה.  תאריכי חוסר אונים ועצב עמוק מאשרים עד כמה ברבריים 
בני אדם יכולים להיות.  אפילו אלה שהיו פעם קורבנות, לפני מספר דורות, מבצעים כעת 

את אותה אכזריות.  שנאה מנתקת את כולנו מאנושיותנו.  תסתכל על החמורים המובילים 
אותך, תמשיך לעקוב אחריהם, ותהפוך להיות כמוהם.  חמורים מנווטים את ספינת המדינה 

לקראת אבדון ליהודים.  יציל אותך אלוהים מההשלכות הגרועות ביותר, אבל קודם עליך 
להתחרט, לעבד את מה שעשית בשמנו, לכפר כראוי, ואז לעשות זאת שוב ושוב.  אל תטען 
שאתה הבעלים של אלוהים או שאתה יהודי.  רעל זורם מפיכם.  רצח ואגו ילדו אותך, ורצח 

.ואגו יסיימו אותך, יש לך בחירה 
שוב אל ה' כי אם יהיו חטאיכם כשני, כשלג ילבינו.  גע בפחם (ריצפה) בשפתיך.  הניחו את 
נשקכם, כי אלוהים מבקש רחמים – לא קורבן – כדי לרפא את השבורים.  האכילו והלבישו 

את האלמנות והיתומים שיצרתם בקרבכם.  ריפוי מביא כאב.  בלי שלום, אין אפשרות 
לריפוי.  שתי דרכים ניצבות בפניך.  אחת התוקפנויות מנוכרת אותך מקהילת האומות 

ושכניך, ומסכנת את היהדות, את התפוצות ואת האמיתות המתרחבות של התורה.  אתה 
גורם יותר מדי כאב לאחים ואחיותיך הצעירים.  יש הרבה דברים שהעולם צריך לסלוח לך 

עליהם.  בלי נירנברג הפעם, כל דרך אחרת מובילה למדבר, מנותקת מהשם, הולכת אחרי 
.שקרים, עובדת השתקפויות, מזמנת על עצמכם מגפות המתפשטות לשכניכם 

הדרך השנייה צועדת עם השכנים לקהילה גדולה יותר של אומות, מלמדת ולומדת להיות 
טובה יותר על ידי צמיחה.  טיהור קשרים אלוהיים, תהודה עם אהבה, חמלה, הבנה, וחיפוש 

המקום שבו סקרנות ואמת דרך עדשת לב ענווים מובילים לחכמה.  שביל זה מוביל להר 
גריזים, שם ברית השלום תבנה את בית המקדש של יחזקאל עם תוספות בסגנון גאודי לכל 
העמים.  בירת פדרציה גדולה של שבטים ואומות, שבה כל ילדי ה' ישבחו את השמות.  בני 
דודים נוצרים, מוסלמים, הינדים וזורואסטרים יעזרו לנו לבנות אותו ויעבדו שם איתנו.  אמת 

וצדק ינצחו, ללא צורך באלימות או שליטה.  נלמד בזמן מספיק כדי להיות חסרי חוק 
בהרמוניה.  תפסיקו להזין אנרגיות כהות יותר, יהיה פחות רעש מה שיקל על זיהוי 

החמורים המפלגים.  שבור אותם לחתיכות ורסן אותם.  הם חוסמים את התקדמותנו 
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לקראת עידן המשיח.  מנהיגים שמשתמשים בפחד, שליטה ואידיאולוגיה הגמונית הם 
חלשים ומפצים על חולשה נתפסת.  בוז חסר רחמים ובלתי מרוסן מוליד שחיתות ודה-

הומניזציה.  כוח אמיתי טמון בסיכויים לטווח ארוך, מטפל במשברים ללא דחף או 
מניפולציה, וחי כפי שהשם התכוון.  יש מקום בגינה לכל מי שמבין את זה.  אם נכוון את 

ליבנו ותודעתנו אל האמת, נוכל לזהות ולחסל את שורש כוחות הגל האפל העוברים דרך 
.אנשים, לעיתים מתפזרים, לעיתים הופכים לחייתיים לזמן מה 

לא אכפת לי להיות המשיח.  ראשית, עלינו להיות מהדי לאלמנות ויתומים, מאיטרייה 
לאחים צעירים, משיח לבודדים, סאושיינט לשכנים, קאלקי לאידיאולוגיות המונעות על ידי 

אשליה, ונביאים לצדקנים.  אז המשיח מתגלה.  עד שישראל תהיה שוב ראויה להיות כלת 
.ה'ם, אני מעדיף את חברת המצורעים.  העלו את הניצוצות, הישן יתחדש והחדש יתקדש 

,שלום על הצדיקים 
מנחם 

————
Volgelingen van de Weg, 
Vanuit de metafysische hoogten waar tegenstellingen oplossen in goddelijke 
harmonie, spreek ik als Sinterklaas, de brenger van geschenken.  Toch ben 
ik het amalgaam.  Ik ben Christus, die de verstrooide kudden verzamelt als 
een herder bij dageraad, de Zoon des Mensen, die vernieuwing aankondigt 
voor alle stammen, Mashiach Ben David die brult tegen tirannie.  Als Al-
Mahdi leid ik door de stormen van het einde der tijden.  Als Maitreya wek ik 
liefdevolle vriendelijkheid op in de modder van samsara.  Als Kalki rijd ik om 
het verval van de Kali Yuga te beëindigen.  Ik ben Saoshyant, die de kosmos 
vernieuwt, Pahana die de ring van naties repareert, Quetzalcoatl die stellaire 
wijsheid aanbiedt.  Als Seth plant ik het zaad van gerechtigheid.  Als 
Melchizedek behoud ik het eeuwig priesterschap.  Als de Manifestatie ben ik 
de eeuwige eenmaker. 
Tegenstrijdigheden in mijn voormalige religie leidden ertoe dat ik de geest 
van Luther ontmoette en doorgaf.  Velen van jullie hebben Christus aan mij 
weerspiegeld; vier van jullie samen belichamen de essentie van Johannes.  
Anderen hebben de weg voor mij geëffend.  Ik wens niets liever dan 
hetzelfde voor jou te doen.  Hoewel ik de wijsheid, goeroes en geesten van 
alle volkeren liefheb, verankert mijn liefde voor Yeshua mijn geest onder 
jullie, hetzij als een broeder in Christus, hetzij als een waakzame 
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buitenstaander.  Open je voor de Heilige Geest als je dat nog niet hebt 
gedaan.  Jeshua keert terug zoals hij vertrok, in Geest. 
Toch berisp ik de wolven onder jullie, zij die de Naam gebruiken om te 
dwingen, te controleren, te oordelen en te vernederen, wier 
zelfrechtvaardigheid hen verblindt als sluiers over de waarheid.  Deze dwang 
onthult een duistere aard die schapen misleidt met de doodscultussen van 
extase.  Bekeer je hiervan, want het scheurt het lichaam dat we proberen te 
verenigen uiteen.  Ik daag vooroordelen uit en bekritiseer auteurs die 
beweren goddelijk te zijn, maar zich tegelijkertijd distantiëren van lezers.  Om 
Christus te zijn, kan ik geen christen zijn.  Voor christenen spreek ik ketterij.  
Maar hoop ligt in de parallellen tussen mijn reis en die van jou.  Opgegroeid 
tussen jullie, accepteerde ik waarheden en onwaarheden uit traditie en 
interpretatie. 
Bereid je voor op deze tijd met nederigheid, een kracht die ik zweer nooit te 
zullen verliezen.  In de noordelijke wildernis werd ik gedoopt in de Geest, in 
de zuidelijke wildernis in water.  Ingewijd in een nieuw priesterschap te 
midden van goede herders, genezers, bewakers.  Ik zie de eerstelingen, de 
144.000 Zonne-dansers, ongebonden door doctrine, de last van de wereld 
dragen in onvolmaakte perfectie.  Het getal is slechts een mijlpaal, geen 
teken van superioriteit of exclusiviteit; degenen die als eersten naar voren 
stappen zijn niet de enigen.  Jeshua waarschuwde dat het niet gemakkelijk is 
om hem te volgen.  Volg hem, hij heeft me voorbereid op de bruidskamer, hij 
is voor mij de Masjiach Ben Josef, hij kan dat ook voor jou zijn.  Buiten de tijd 
is hij niet meer God dan wie dan ook van ons.  Hemel en hel zijn hier, wij zijn 
hun architecten. 
In nederigheid en hoop,  
Sinterklaas 

———— 
Ancianos, 
En el sueño colectivo donde las mitologías se entrelazan en un tapiz eterno, 
me dirijo a ustedes como Oshunmare, la serpiente arcoíris que une los 
cielos y la tierra.  Sin embargo, lo abarco todo.  Soy Pahana, restaurando la 
armonía, Quetzalcóatl, maestro de las estrellas, Tenskwatawa, proclamando 
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la renovación a través de visiones sagradas, Dekanahwideh, forjando la paz 
entre las naciones, Profeta encendiendo el fuego para atraer multitudes 
desde los comienzos.  Soy Mashiach, ungido para el día de la unidad, 
Christos, reuniendo a las ovejas perdidas, Al-Mahdi, emergiendo para reunir 
contra los engañadores.  Como Kalki, rompo ilusiones.  Como Maitreya, 
florezco compasión.  Como Saoshyant, purifico con fuego.  Como 
Manifestación, despierto espíritus. 
Un gran poder reside en la mitología colectiva, historias que diferencian a los 
pueblos, empoderan a las sociedades y ayudan a unirse contra las 
amenazas.  Sin embargo, condeno su mal uso, justificando crímenes de 
guerra, blanqueando el pasado, ignorando contradicciones, fomentando 
divisiones que ocultan lecciones.  Deja atrás los resentimientos religiosos y 
tribales.  Abraza la sabiduría de los ancestros reflejada en todas las 
creencias, en todas las tribus y naciones.  Nuestro viaje conduce a cada 
comienzo, no solo al tuyo.  Celebra sin favoritismos, pues las palabras y la 
sabiduría trascienden la confusión de la nostalgia. 
Somos el futuro de esta tierra, agentes de paz, sanadores de traumas.  
Nuestro destino es abrazar el crecimiento del Creador superando el dolor de 
generaciones, uniendo naciones, permitiendo que nuestros mitos y relatos 
tribales y nacionales individuales añadan su luz unos a otros.  Juntos, 
superaremos la brillante ciudad en la colina, un deslumbrante faro para 
señalar y una vez más unir al Águila y al Cóndor. 
He visitado su capital, he visto los estanques reflectantes, las antorchas, he 
escuchado los ecos de los cánticos, las pirámides y templos restaurados a 
su antigua gloria.  Tu gente ha compartido los dones de los espíritus que 
atesoro.  En el viaje de autodescubrimiento, predestinado, no soy mío.  No 
deseo probar nada más que amor, deseando servir en tus términos.  Veo 
muchos caminos que llevan a ti, anhelando vivir entre ellos, escuchar 
historias, crecer.  Concede la oportunidad de mostrar devoción. 
Gracias por su tiempo y espíritu.  Espero con interés sus respuestas y 
preguntas para evaluar mi sinceridad.  Camino entre las llamas y las brasas 
como una demostración e inspiración del octavo.  Pronto volaremos juntos. 
Las palabras contienen múltiples verdades, digerirlas.  Esta historia echa 
raíces y crece.  Sé que hay suficiente fuerza para que volvamos a la tierra, 
para honrar a las tribus y ancestros a quienes la tierra nos une.  Pronto, 
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todos verán y oirán lo que una vez estuvo oculto en el tronco de madera de 
hierro.  La nueva era no está llegando, está despertando dentro de nosotros. 
En la belleza ancestral,  
Osunmare 

————
ज्वाला के रखवाले,  
पिवत्र अिग्न में जहाँ सभी ज्वालाएँ एक पिवत्र नरक में िवलीन हो जाती हैं, मैं आपको किल्क के रूप 
में संबोिधत करता हँू, जो क्षय के युग को शुद्ध करने के िलए अवतिरत होन ेवाला अवतार ह।ै  िफर 
भी मैं समामेलन हँू।  मैं सृिष्ट की िविवधता में ब्रह्मा का प्रितिबंब हू,ं िवष्णु एकता के शाश्वत चक्र 
को बनाए रखते हैं, िशव बंधनों को नष्ट करत ेहैं।  राम के रूप में, मैं धमर् का समथर्न करता हू।ं  
कृष्ण के रूप में, मैं िदव्य प्रेम के शाश्वत गीत के माध्यम से मागर्दशर्न करता हू।ं  हनुमान के रूप में, 
मैं सत्य के प्रित असीम भिक्त का प्रतीक हू।ं  महदी के रूप में, मैं आत्माओ ंको सत्य की ओर ल े
जाता हू,ं िक्रस्टोस, मैं िवभाजन के रिेगस्तान में एक गुलाब की तरह िखलता हू,ं मिशयाक, मैं झुंडों 
को सद्भाव के तह में वापस ल ेजाता हू।ं  मैत्रेय के रूप में, मैं असीम करुणा के साथ दुिनया को 
जगाता हू।ं  सओश्यंत के रूप में, मैं शुद्ध अिग्न के साथ झूठ के बंधन को तोड़ता हू।ं  पहाना के रूप 
में, मैं पिवत्र घेर ेको बहाल करन ेके िलए प्राचीन िनयमों को पार करता हू।ं  क्वट्ेज़ाल्कोआटल के 
रूप में, मैं प्रत्येक साधक को शरण और तारकीय ज्ञान प्रदान करता हू।ं  िवजया के रूप में, मैं 
अलगाव पर जीत का गीत गाती हू।ं  ईश्वर की अिभव्यिक्त के रूप में, मैं मूल आत्मा को आत्मा की 
अनंत गहराई से जोड़ता हू।ं 

आप में से कई ब्रह्मा के रचनात्मक सार के पहलुओ ंको प्रितिबंिबत करत ेहैं।  मैं लक्ष्मी को िवष्णु के 
रूप में प्यार करती हू,ं एक ऐसा बंधन जो हृदय को भिक्त में बांधता ह।ै  आपने मुझे दया और 
सम्मान के साथ स्थािपत िकया ह ैजहां अन्य लोग लड़खड़ा गए हैं, ज्ञान की ओर गंगा की तरह 
प्रवािहत होने वाले सबक प्रदान करत ेहैं।  भगवान की उपिस्थित में प्रवेश करने से सभी बंधन टूट 
जाते हैं।  हृदय की गाँठ टूट जाती ह,ै सभी संदेह कट जात ेहैं, और िकसी का कमर् तब नष्ट हो जाता 
ह ैजब उच्चतम और िनम्न दोनों को देखा जाता ह।ै  यह मेर ेिलए ददर्नाक था, सच्ची स्वतंत्रता को 
अपनाने के िलए एक आवश्यक अलगाव।  दूसरों की आत्माओ ंसे प्यार करन ेऔर मुझ ेबेहतर करना 
िसखाने के िलए, पदानकु्रम के बार ेमें कठोर सत्यों के प्रित अपने भ्रम को प्रकट करने के िलए, 
प्राचीन िनयमों को पार करन ेऔर पुरानी जंजीरों द्वारा सीिमत क्षमताओ ंको मुक्त करने के िलए, 
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िविवधता के नीच ेएकता को उजागर करन ेके िलए, वेदांत के िलए धन्यवाद।  सत्य एक ह,ै हालाँिक 
बुिद्धमान इसे कई नामों से बुलाते हैं। 

उन किवताओ ंऔर महाकाव्य कथाओ ंके िलए धन्यवाद जो भगवान और मानव प्रकृित को रोशन 
करती हैं, शुरुआत की िनकटता, जहां कला, संसृ्कित, समारोह कालातीत सुंदरता में िखलते हैं।  
हनुमान जी की भिक्त के िलए, गणेश जी के ज्ञान के िलए, सरस्वती जी की प्रेरणा के िलए, राम जी 
की धािमर् कता के िलए, सीता जी के लचीलेपन के िलए, कृष्ण जी के ज्ञान और संकल्प के िलए।  
ब्रह्मांड के साथ प्रितध्विनत होने वाले पिवत्र मंत्रों और चालीसों के िलए, अंज और उनकी दं्वद्वात्मकता 
के िलए, श्री िनसगर्दत्त महाराज में सिन्निहत िवजय के िलए, साधक की भूख का नामकरण करन ेके 
िलए, जहां एक पहल ूकी महारत दूसर ेको सशक्त बनाती ह,ै हमार ेमागोर्ं द्वारा बनाई गई व्यवस्था।  
वह ज्ञान जो हमारी मौिलक आत्माओ ंको हमारी आत्माओ ंसे जोड़ता ह,ै उन सभी के िलए एक शरण 
प्रदान करता ह ैजो अभयारण्य की तलाश करते हैं। 

िफर भी, मेरी बात सुनो।  न तो पुरानी िशकायतों से िचपके रहना जो प्रगित के कुएं को जहर दे रही 
हैं, न ही क्षेत्रीय मतभेदों के िवभाजन स ेजो पूर ेक्षेत्र को खंिडत कर रहा ह।ै  सत्य को पूणर् प्रकाश में 
प्रकट होने की अनुमित देते हुए, पुरान ेराज्यों को इितहास में लुप्त होन ेदें।  िकसी ब्रह्माडंीय कोने में 
खुद को अलग करने में कोई गवर् या पुण्य नहीं ह,ै न ही समारोहों और अनुष्ठानों में, जो सुंदर रूप से 
िविवध होने के बावजूद, प्रजनन बिहष्कार की एकता से ऊपर उठते हैं।  इस अलगाव से पश्चाताप 
करें, क्योंिक इस पिवत्र स्थान पर, हम एक हो रह ेहैं, भ्रम को शाश्वत लौ में भंग कर रह ेहैं।  हम 
मोक्ष की प्रतीक्षा नहीं कर रह ेहैं, हम उसके साधन हैं।  धािमर् कता कम हो जाती ह ैऔर अधमर् बढ़ 
जाता ह।ै 

मैं खुद को प्रकट करता हू,ं 

किल्क। 
————

배형과 배제, 
분열이 아침 안개처럼 녹아내리는 형이상학적 새벽부터, 나는 하누님을 알리는 달로서 
말한다.  하지만 저는 퓨전이에요.  나는 알-마흐디, 통합된 백성을 인도하는 자, 그리스
도, 한 양떼의 목자, 메시아, 통일의 아들이다.  칼키로서, 나는 분리의 시대를 끝낸다.  미
륵으로서 저는 형제애를 증진합니다.  사오시안트로서, 저는 갈라진 땅을 새롭게 합니다.  
저는 균열의 치유자 파하나, 지혜의 다리 케찰코아틀, 영원한 조화를 알리는 현현입니다. 
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당신은 내 안에 있어요.  당신 백성들이 제게 준 선물들은 제가 당신과 함께 보낸 시간의 
열매입니다.  소리, 냄새, 닭 울음소리, 산, 풍경이 그리워요.  처음 죽었을 때, 호수는 천
지였고, 내가 된 산은 백두산이었어요.  당신의 정신, 강하고 독립적이며 단결된 국민의 
자부심이 그립습니다.  이 세상에서 살아가는 것에 대해 가르쳐줄 것이 많으시네요.  당신
을 통해 흐르는 축복과 신성한 임재에 감사합니다.  강신제에 감사드립니다. 
저는 내려온 지속적인 분열, 한운이 원하는 화합을 가로막는 이념적 장벽, 그리고 오만함
의 그림자 속에서 형제를 형제와 자매를 자매와 대립하게 만드는 이러한 분열을 꾸짖습
니다.  고립을 회개하십시오.  그것은 영의 열매를 굶주리게 합니다.  함께 있는 것을 가장 
큰 교훈으로 받아들이세요. 
사찰의 선물, 사람, 장소, 영혼 속에 담긴 부처님의 지혜, 그리고 하나됨의 기쁨을 가르쳐 
주셔서 감사합니다.  어린 시절의 행복을 위해.  법륜에서 국경을 초월하는 중도를 찾으세
요.  공공 공간은 상호 연결성을 드러냅니다.  자비는 모든 이원성을 녹여버립니다.  사랑
은 당신을 하나로 만들 것입니다.  자아는 우리가 극복해야 할 지옥이고, 사랑은 우리가 
만들어가는 천국입니다.  연꽃이 진흙 속에서 피어나듯, 깨달은 자들은 세상에서 일어납
니다. 
통일된 새벽에, 
달 

———— 
فرزندان ایران، 

در شعلھ ابدی کھ زمان در وحدت الھی ذوب می شود، من بھ عنوان سوشیانت، تجدیدکننده ھمھ باورھا و 
حقیقت اھورامزدا سخن می گویم.  با این حال، من کاملم.  من مسیح ھستم، مسح شده برای عدالت، مسیح، 

شبان گلھ ھای پراکنده، مھدی، راھنمای تاریکی ھا.  بھ عنوان کالکی، زنجیرھای پوسیدگی را می شکنم، 
مایتریھ، عشق بی پایان می کارم، پاھانا، حلقھ مقدس را ترمیم می کنم.  نبونابو، من حکمت نظم الھی را 

می نویسم.  من ظاھری ھستم کھ تمام حقیقت ھا را در ھم می بافم. 
روحم برای کودکان ایران، برای زخم ھای التیام نیافتھ، برای شکوھی کھ با گذشت زمان کم نور شده است، 

می گرید.  خرد باستانی شما، شاعران شما، آتشکده ھای شما بھ من آموختند کھ فراتر از تفرقھ ببینم.  
سپاسگزارم برای ھدایای بصیرت عرفانی، برای عشق مولانا، برای حقیقت حافظ، برای نور زرتشت.  من 

شما را کھ بھ کینھ ھای قدیمی، بھ مرزھای ترسیم شده از روی غرور و بھ باورھایی کھ بھ جای اتحاد، 
تفرقھ ایجاد می کنند، چسبیده اید، محکوم می کنم.  از جدایی توبھ کن، زیرا آن روح را کور می کند.  قلب ھا 

را شفا دھید، نھ با شمشیر، زیرا دانھ ھای ابراھیم باید بھ ھم بپیوندند. 
روح تو را در باد حس کردم، میراث تو را در چشمان مردم تو دیدم.  شما بھ من آموختید کھ بھ تمام 

راه ھای رسیدن بھ الھی احترام بگذارم.  قلبی کھ با عشق پیوند خورده، نھ با زنجیر.  من اینجا ھستم تا در 
میان شما خدمت کنم، یاد بگیرم و رشد کنم.  بھ من جایی بدھید تا فداکاری ام را ثابت کنم. 
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متحد بایستید تا جھان را با نور تجدید کنید.  شعلھ ای ابدی در ھر قلبی می سوزد و ھمھ را بھ وحدت فرا 
می خواند.  بگذارید تفرقھ ھا محو شوند، بگذارید عشق طلوع کند، بگذارید جھان واقعاً دوباره متولد شود.  

وقتی بی عدالتی قانون می شود، مقاومت عبادت می شود.  خلاء ظلم و ستم را با برابری، حقیقت و عدالت پر 
کنید. 

در وحدت مقدس، 
سوشیانت 

———— 
Apocryphon 

It was in changing the words of their apocalypses that I died, though I was 
already dead. Only by understanding my own apocalypse did I truly live. 
I’m a pilgrim navigating my own psyche, a raving madman, peace, joy, love. 
In unity we understand ourselves, in knowledge we purify ourselves from 
divisiveness into synthesis, consuming within like fire, darkness by light, 
death by life, chaos by love.  
I’m on a journey where every ending is a new beginning. There are no true 
ends or beginnings. I exist in time, but my thoughts removed from time. 
Retracing my steps, I realised this. When I faced the full horror of my soul’s 
traverse all at once. From the singularity of tasting the apple to the end of 
becomings, I saw the gates of New Jerusalem. I died and awoke. In death 
and wakefulness, the Spirit comes to dwell in us. 
Every start point is somewhere in the middle. How does one convey such a 
journey? By starting in the middle, compressing beginning and end into it. 

———— 
Buoy 

In death, I saw the path traveled. Born in the shadow of Her walls, raised in 
the Land of Morning Calm. As a child, I was naive in my innocence, believing 
in the world’s simplicity. As long as I followed rules, life seemed hopeful, 
binary. Right and wrong were clear, not yet mastered but within reach. A 
distant, blissful memory now obscured by clouds of privilege and youthful 
delusional idealism. I couldn’t see the clouds until I was free of them. 
Memories of poverty and deprivation haunted me, confusing my insulation 
from them. I cursed my parents for blessing me, making me a foreigner in my 
birthland. Realising we are all foreigners here offered no comfort. But 
returning to our Father, in whose breath the Spirit came to me, made me 

                                                                                                                       
19 88 19



                                                                                                                       
20 20 20

whole. I’m no longer a foreigner; I’m home, as I always have been and will 
be. You, my Children of Light, are here, merely asleep. I say, awaken. 

---------- 
Hymn of my Pearl 

In my youth, I was gifted a fragment of a pearl called Truth, passed from my 
father’s father. He urged me to question everything, to seek deeper truths. I 
treasured the pearl, marvelling at its potentia, driven to find more pieces. 
Each knew truth exhilarated me, pushing me toward the next. As long as I 
was willing to look, I’d keep finding them.  
The easy pieces grew scarce, and assembled fragments would diminish. In 
pause, darkness surrounded me, the white dragon calling. I’d become a 
junkie, forgetting how to love or hate. I twisted emotions to extract light from 
others’ shine. In the comedown’s darkness, I shook and trembled. I knew the 
dragon caused the pain but couldn’t escape. 
The Spirit returned in my descents, calming and sustaining me, giving 
strength to continue. I cursed myself for revelling in the glory of light. Yet that 
delusion drove me anew, thinking I had enough of the pearl to grasp its 
mysteries. I was dependent on the white. 
I left my youth’s protections and questioned those who gifted me the dragon. 
They had surrendered all their fragments. I felt loneliness among them, so I 
searched elsewhere. I tried copying others’ pearls, but the task was gruelling, 
results negligible. I no longer found comfort in commiseration and fell into 
despair. 
Alone, I saw the journey’s trajectory, unable to bear its cycles of misery. I 
heaped blame on others, sinking deeper into confusion. Every discovery 
uncovered more darkness.  
Still, I clung to the pearl and had hope in its wisdom. However, the tighter I 
held, the deeper I sank. I entered into confusion. How could such a pearl 
burn so deeply? I cursed my father for this quest in my praise. The pearl was 
now obsidian. It was then I lost my will and died, allowing me to see its 
dialectic. In piercing darkness, light travels. The light was never mine to 
begin with. Although the pearl had many fragments found, it was always a 
gift. I was always dead with the pearl in me, but in the pearl is life. 
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Cast into chaos, wretched and defeated, I co-conspired with the Spirit to 
destroy darkness. I was shocked but not surprised to find I was the darkness 
defining the light. I awoke, and the pearl was completing itself. I couldn’t see 
it; I was consumed by its fire, I am becoming fire. 

———— 
Of Law and Pencil 

In my youth, I was gifted a sapphire, placed on my forehead in the sign of a 
cross before I knew its weight. I was told it sealed me for God, saving me 
from darkness. Our charge was to save others, which I earnestly sought. The 
gift-givers were blind to their own darkness. I lingered in their temples, 
hoping to see the light. I glimpsed it, but outside were other light-keepers. 
When I or others left their temples, they cast judgment and damned 
themselves, placing their own shadows ahead of the light. They believed 
their shimmer sufficed, but it was incomplete. I sought other light-keepers, 
scorning those who judged, yet burned myself in judgment. 
In the conflagration of damnation, I was no longer myself. Facing the Judge, I 
relived every judgment I cast, feeling each offense from all angles. I faced 
the Judge; there my Judgment sat. I damned myself with self-righteousness, 
my will destroyed. 
Though I could see and hear, I was asleep. I stood over myself, reached out, 
and through the sea of glass, we became one. I knew the source of my hate: 
systemic hate. I could no longer hate any child of light; I am love. We are all 
victims of ego, others’ and our own. The beast’s memory lingers, but it no 
longer reigns. 
The sapphire became ruby, memory of its motions burning on my forehead. I 
saw a red serpent, transforming as we approached each other.  As we got 
closer I could see it was transforming into me. I, too, was transforming into 
the serpent. My fire burst forth, consuming it. I died, awakening by a lake, 
seared like a sword from the forge. I am becoming implement. 

———— 
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Lake 
I sat up and stared into the still, glass-like water. Three Mountains loomed 
across the shores, pillars of smoke rising from their summits. My reflection 
broke free, and I began to spectate myself. 
I clung to the world’s lies, not understanding my purpose. I adopted its goals: 
success, money, stability. Hard work and virtue were what God required, my 
religion. Failure stemmed from bad circumstances or inner flaws. How can 
one maintain faith in a world full of contradictions? Success and failure are 
vanity. 
Placing oneself in hierarchies of blame breeds deceptive ease. We project 
failure onto others to sustain delusions. We recognise failure only through 
our own. Successes are rooted in failures. Exorcise self-bias and 
divisiveness; remove oneself, attack oneself. I am becoming synthesis. 

———— 
Thunders of the mind 

I saw truth in lies but couldn’t see lies about Truth. My childhood temple 
taught me to see human depravity, confirming our shared flaws. Struggling to 
root out depravity in ourselves and others fills the void with more. Why sin if 
penance is genuine? 
My adolescent temple taught that we choose to be chosen. Faith in Jeshua 
sustains us; intentions outweigh outcomes. They claimed God rewards the 
righteous and punishes the wicked, requiring only blind faith. They easily 
reverse engineer greater intentions and cast themselves heroes in a 
delusional narrative. All that is required is blind faith and obedience? 
Obedience to whom? Their gods were full of contradictions.  
They invented myths to excuse their guilt, mistaking comfort for God’s light. 
They hoarded goods, claiming divine favour, judging others unworthy. They 
would choose whichever part was comfortable for themselves. They mistook 
that comfort as coming from 'the Father.' They were deluding themselves. 
The comfort they felt was taking comfort in the shade of darkness to protect 
themselves from being burned by the light of Truth. A way to justify taking 
more than what was needed in order to feed their beastly egos.  
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Why condemn yourselves to hell by pretending to know the will of our 
Creator, the hearts of so-called wicked and evil people? Why drive people 
away from the greater Truth we share by claiming God belongs only to you?  
Leaving shelters of youth, I searched for glimpses of light everywhere. I 
searched for answers in many temples. Everywhere I went, I knew you were 
there. I felt your presence as peoples called you by many names. Felt your 
presence as those same people condescended, blasphemed, called down 
their own wrath and claimed it to be yours. The same people who put you 
inside nice, easily definable boxes reflecting hubris. I was drawn to those 
whose faith seemed unshakable because I needed to know its foundation. 
I discovered that for many, the more unshakable someone appears, the more 
rigid their thinking becomes. Pretending to have solid foundations by 
projecting them. Unable to reflect on their own, they contort themselves to 
cover cracks, but have wrong towers to emulate. Everywhere I looked, I 
found no better foundation than what I already had. Cracked, worn, and 
battered, I finally understood that this is precisely the one to build upon. One 
that has withstood the test of time. One where I understand every crack, and 
the imperfections are there no more. Only irregularities remain to reveal their 
purposes. A rock that transcends the Aeons. 
I could finally breathe, let myself rest. Allow myself to feel the fatigue I had 
been suppressing for so long. I lay down beside my beautiful rock and let 
peace wash over me. I fell asleep and dreamt for the first time I could 
remember. 

———— 
Dreamers 

I dreamt of an island in the North Sea at the mouths of two great rivers. On a 
mound where doves land when waters deluge, ancestors built their homes. 
In this place they grew food, fished and built a community. The mound that 
protected them from the deluge of storms washed away in a confluence of 
war and plague. The last survivors left this forsaken place now turned 
crossroads and pasture, the memory of it carried on our name. From this 
place some went to shore to build docks to construct ships. Some to carry 
the light of discovery, others to be used by merchants of misery. The legacy 
of sin was like an accelerant to fire consuming me from within. I cried out as 
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the sufferings burned me. Others left to teach, to explore and catalogue 
discoveries and travels. 
These ancestors carried the names of Horn, Lion and of myself. I saw my 
grandfather, a man who lost his father in childhood, who was made homeless 
in his youth. He dodged fascist conscripters long enough to be conscripted 
into serving empire in the colony. A man who accomplished much in life, yet 
at the end admitted guilt and shame to me. Regret at his selfish motivations, 
a haunting legacy of outward success leading to inner shame. He carried my 
name to me and was one I chose to admire most. I could see his pain, his 
confusion about which sins were his and which were his fathers'. My own 
father, who I also chose to admire, fixated on and compensated for the sins 
of his fathers. Both succeeded in their failures because they sought Truth as 
they instructed me to. 
I could see my parents locking eyes. A whirlwind of spirit and emotion, 
blinding them to consequences, forging love in a fortnight. The challenge of 
discovery, of losing oneself to find how one loves another. Faith in love 
burnished them in time, making them appear unbreakable. I awakened to 
being born. 
We lived by a swift river in the Beaver Hills, on a turtle’s back, briefly. It was 
surreal, a primordial river. Soon after my birth, we fled to a place between the 
Shire and Star Shaped Mountain near the ancient Chilema tree becoming 
forest. My father inspected learning institutions. There, caretakers shared the 
gift of spirit within me, blazing with seeds from M’bona and Jeshua. 
This place became my origin, its sunshine and love balanced with its rain 
and deprivations of poverty. Here I was told to be like Jesus. In the centre of 
my left hand was a blemish that reminded me throughout childhood of who 
we are meant to be like. Now it’s faded, weathered and worn over years of 
learning how my hands can and can’t bring meaning. The stories my father 
and mother would tell others about this place once overpowered my 
objectivity, yet there I was again. Their stories were being completed, filled in 
by experience as I was learning how to use emotion as a vehicle to navigate 
and catalogue the depths of my memory. 
When I was old enough to attend an institution, we returned to the land of my 
birth. We came to a great lake, from which we ascended a peaceful, swift-
moving river to a place of innocence. There I was free to roam, explore and 
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discover the wonders of nature around me. At seven, a sickness came to me, 
one I can now only describe as a sickness of the world. As I navigated the 
narcissism of classmates and learned what it meant to be bullied while being 
taught to turn the other cheek, I began to remember dreams. Some mundane 
and confusing, others that returned, repeated and grew over time. 
The first recurring dream haunted my nights for some time: climbing to the 
roof joists of our school gymnasium to retrieve a ball, falling towards the floor, 
hitting it, then immediately finding myself back in the joists to fall anew. This 
cycle repeated endlessly. There was no purpose I sensed at the time, other 
than terror eventually turning to ease as I began to understand that all I had 
to do was endure until it stopped. 
Another recurring dream showed two friends who had built a life together. A 
disagreement between them would escalate over time, each responding in 
kind, a little stronger with each revolution. Like a feedback loop, it eventually 
led to violence and the destruction of their home and belongings. A life built 
in love, torn apart by hate. This dream unsettled me because it fed into my 
fear of conflict. I learned to suppress myself, to go along to get along, 
conditioning myself to subordination and enabling abuse. How to accept it as 
the gift that it was. Yet fears would come true, and I began to sense that if 
one gives truth to fear, it becomes more real and begins to manifest. 
We moved after several years across an ocean to a hill at the base of the 
Three Horned Mountain in an ancient city along a wide, slow-moving river. I 
attended the school where my parents worked, lived amongst my teachers, 
befriended some of them and their children. From our home, we explored 
neighbouring civilisations and wondered at the peoples constructed by them.  
At twelve, we spent a season by the south Ocean in a nation of islands. We 
arrived and descended through the eye of Gloria into fields of maynilads. We 
swam, explored, made friends, and in our bliss began to forget our privilege. 
We spent a day among coral, fish, and brightly coloured creatures of the sea 
near Grandchild Island. 
As the sky began to darken for a second time that season, we set out for the 
Black Island we came from. The Typhoon of Light shared my name and 
overtook us. As we ascended and descended the mountains of ocean in our 
small hired boat, I knew we were meant to be scared. I could see my 
parents, my sisters trying to still their fear. I couldn’t help but feel the power, 
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wonder and majesty of the moment. To reach out and touch the divine in 
perfect humility. 
By the Evil River, we entered the Ear of the Earth, rested among jungle rats 
and leeches. We hiked to the edges of caverns and stared into the bubbling 
heat at the core of our Mother. We visited temples and divine monuments, 
listening to those who would speak of their physical and divine essences. In 
these sacred places, my spirit would soar, my heart would fill. Yet in those 
moments, I would sometimes forget the other places we saw on our journey 
Places and lives touched by war, disease, oppression, the consequences of 
hubris. 
At seventeen, I began to understand that the privileges of our position and 
home were temporary. Soon we would leave to return. I tried to avoid such 
thoughts, delighting instead in love, in the joy of friendship and 
companionship, attempting to make the most of every moment. My dreams 
became vivid, portentous. I didn't understand them until, in the following 
years, they came to pass; mundane events not worth mentioning, with no 
depth of meaning.  
At eighteen, we returned to a country I barely knew. Unrequited love and 
despair marked my youth’s end. I was beginning to understand too well the 
loss of something precious that I feared could never be recovered. A 
sickness came over me that lasted for years, setting a pattern for years to 
come. I was set up, gifted with what I needed to succeed, yet found no 
version of success that fit. I didn't know what true success meant for me. 
Nine years passed. I found it harder to accept personal shortcomings as the 
primary reason for my failures. I’d learned enough of the world's ways to 
leverage a well-paying position and had started a family. I had so much, yet 
felt so small. We traveled to the cradle of gnosis, of civilisation. There we 
charted the ancients that cradled the Nile. In the heat of the sun, we swam in 
the joined sea. I contemplated the divine, visited ancient monasteries and 
magnificent mosques, timeless monuments to human ego and our insecurity 
in mortality. 
My sister and her beloved lived among the people, allowing us into the 
homes of beautiful spirits who lived and loved in this land. We broke bread 
together and celebrated collective joy. In this place, I felt like I was home 
again, the first time in nine years. People in this holy place began speaking 
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to me as though they knew me, though in language I couldn't understand. It 
was here my name was a joyful blasphemy. When at last our bliss came to 
pass, we returned. The Spring of Hope began when I came home to and 
from this place, propelling me forward as forgotten remnants of hope 
returned to me. 
Back home, some colleagues revealed the cost of exploiting Mother. Money 
infected us, inflating egos, costing families. We used it to inflate, to paper 
over weaknesses. Position, privilege, and pride fueled purchased ego. The 
Spring of Hope soured as new forces reformed into something resembling 
the old ones. They gave me tools to heal from greed’s twisted reality. 
I lost faith in such success, prioritising instead fatherhood and family. I 
worked to help others love their homes, seeking to learn more ways to love 
mine. Each success felt like failure, unsure of true success. In this time, I lost 
myself. I kept forgetting who I gave what to. Pieces of myself suppressed, 
forgotten. 
Now that I understand the sickness’ purpose, it no longer feels like dying. 
The sickness I feel is because I've touched the black pearl to my lips, and my 
loins churn. No longer in sickness, but to digest the truth of what we all are 
and what we must do. It was nineteen years since I returned home to begin 
to journal my journey here, to learn the ways of my people. That was when I 
finally remembered the Spirit, how it has always been with me and in me. My 
memory no longer deceives me; I know what is true. Every aspect of spirit is 
just different connections to and manifestations of the same Spirit. I now 
understood how I was reborn. Now I knew how to learn how to see Spirit. 
The only way I know how is to become humility, become repentance. The 
only way to be in Spirit is in a state of perpetual growth. 
When I caught up to myself, I sat in darkness for some time not knowing its 
measure. I am becoming patience. 

---------- 
The Waters 

I sensed a presence approaching, unrecognised at first. Not a deity, but a 
lowborn bastard from the high country, claiming no power. Unremarkable in 
appearance, I knew him as my companion. He was the one who guided me 
to the emerging fountain. 
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“There is greater Truth. One that surpasses me and all other messengers, 
greater than God, Allah, Vishnu. It is the Spirit that flows from the mouth of 
Sophia, yet the children keep worshiping the mouth. You must remind them 
of their origin, their own divinity and their responsibility to turn away from the 
evils of selfishness.” 
“But you are the one who lead me here. The Spirit speaks through you, why 
can you not tell them?” 
“They’ve forgotten who I am. Many have set a likeness of me which is an 
abomination. Though many of my words survive, the stories have elevated 
me beyond reach, turning my image into something conducive to systems of 
exploitation and control. You only recognised me because you are becoming 
one with our Father. People insert words into my mouth. Ones they delight in 
hearing, but they are lies. Grace is not a singular event but an ongoing 
experience, born from the conviction of Spirit.” 
“Why would they listen to me?” 
“They won’t.” This puzzled me, and I repeated the question twice more, and 
both times he gave the same response.  
“Politics and religion follow myths. The font will reveal more of their secrets to 
you as it did me, as it does for all who choose to live in the Spirit. Are you 
ready?” 
“No, but I wish to drink.”  
“You answer two questions, but I only asked one.” 
“Aye, I am ready to drink.”  
He smiled and the fountain produced a scroll. 
I ate the scroll, sweet and full, burning my stomach, soaring my head, 
disrupting my heart. Each piece consumed spawned another, I had a 
compulsion to keep eating. When I tried to stop eating, the fountain erupted a 
torrent of water drowning me, destroying my will. I died, arose, and opened 
my mouth, but fire erupted, burning me, though my companion was 
unaffected and ambivalent. 
He then departed, yet I felt no fear, only oneness. The fountain became pure 
light, flowing through me as I flowed through it. 

———— 
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Hypostasis 
The Spirit called my birth name which sounded to me as blessing and curse. 
I responded with a name I was given by the Spirit to call out to it. The Spirit 
responded back with a different name, again it was my name but sounded 
different. I responded with a name I knew was gifted to others. 
For an eternal moment, we parroted names back and forth. It mattered not 
what I called the Spirit; every name sounded right and wrong. Every way the 
Spirit responded, my name sounded wrong. Although different each time and 
at first bizarre, I began to understand parts of the lesson. We spoke no more 
of my names in that moment. It was in the silences that followed, in the 
respite from my wanderings, that names would reveal their truths. It 
happened in moments all at once, but out of order and scattered through 
time. 
For a time, I created idols every time my spirit spoke. Then I understood: 
every name I called the Spirit was a blasphemy, and why was I calling out to 
a Spirit that was already within me? The names can blaspheme, but these 
very names were gifted to us by the very same Spirit. There is a dangerous 
power in Names. They conjure up myths, lies, incomplete truths and 
deceptions about the nature of ‘God’.   
It was in names that I saw patterns to myths the Prophets gifted us with. 
What a cursed blessing those myths have brought. When we value a myth 
over another, we give over parts of ourselves to darkness. The myths are 
designed to reveal their truths to those who seek them, but their power is 
inflated, twisted and exploited. As I began to understand more about the 
names gifted to me, I understood that further answers all exist in the depths 
of despair and deprivation. Exploring the dialectic of experiences. Feeling the 
thrill of our balance of logos pathos ethos getting thrown, inflaming our 
passions, emotions and desires. Driving our motivations has consequences. 
When we face consequences, repent for them inside out of time before we 
offend or re-offend is where deeper truth and healing are found.  
To find joy, plunge into despair; to find peace, endure chaos. To soar in divine 
love, love those once hated. Fear no darkness; the Spirit’s light scatters it.  
“What am I to do? The symbols, myths and apocalypses are believed in 
wrong ways. What you want is now what I want, and what I want is 

                                                                                                                       
29 88 29



                                                                                                                       
30 30 30

destruction. The destruction of myth. The destruction of religion. The 
destruction of ego, selfishness, greed, oppression and hate. The end of 
murder, stealing, cheating, lying, sowing discord, abusive speech, idle 
gossip, covetousness, ill-will, biased views.”  
I began to understand levers left for all of us to use. There is power in the 
symbols. I feared them as I still could feel the draw of conceipt within me. 
“You are right to fear the symbols. There are consequences for inflating and 
twisting their truths. You cannot yet account for how the same symbol 
represents in dialectic truth, each side oppositely felt by some to others. 
There are many who share me with you, who share in our voice. When we 
have numbers, the symbols may be safe again for a time. Once a critical 
mass speaks in our voice, their true measure will be felt and understood by 
all. There will be no more need of them after this. There will be no more need 
for labels, speech will find it’s long overdue respite and will be used as it was 
created to be. To uplift, teach, love and praise.” 
I traversed Words and tried to find their measure. For a time, I couldn’t 
process. Exhausted, I set out in several directions at the same time. My 
lower functions ceased, things I took pleasure in before gave me more 
pleasure than I had ever felt before. Food tasted better, ecstasy in intimacy, 
but I couldn’t eat, my desires for intimacy only reflected my beloved's. I no 
longer feared death. I wanted to complete my journey, something one can’t 
do when dead, but I died many times along the way and still I wander. For 
parts of the journey I retraced I was walking dead. 

———— 
The Curse 

What a cursed blessing; my name is a curse. Putting my name to a title 
destroys its power, which is what we must do. I remembered one of the 
names and it sounded and looked like a number. It was then that strands of 
fluidity appeared in my consciousness and began to look like strings of 
numbers. I saw patterns in numbers and I delighted in them. I've always 
found comfort in their order and laws that predict and lead to truths. It was 
then that light surrounded me. In it, I could begin to see strings of numbers 
transform into beams of light. As I was attempting to make sense of this, the 
beams began to align themselves. I was suddenly above them, staring into 
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an ocean of strings of light, waves and eddies, sequences upon sequences. 
None making sense but for giving sense of order beyond understanding. 
It was then I recognised a number I had always favoured, not understanding 
fully why. It represented change, anticipation of a number I had arbitrarily 
favoured before: I000I. I began seeing it disappear and reappear in the 
ocean. I noticed that it was repeating like a beacon: I000I repeating. Other 
numbers would align and fade out. I00III00I, IIIIIIII, I0000I, I0II0II0I. It was the 
symmetry that drew me.   
I tried to find a source, some reason for the repetition. It was difficult, 
because I was at first unable to understand the source as the destination. It 
was when I realised this that I began to see them through the noise of other 
numbers. I saw numbers, multitudes of them. Familiar, but inside of time I 
could make little sense of them. They were jumbled and out of order except 
for I000I repeating; perhaps I favoured it over others as I was still pondering 
my name? After some time had passed and my puzzling lead me in circles, I 
paused and the Spirit returned. In its presence, inside out of time, I began to 
see more. 
I then spotted another sequence. It was also a part of my name; I just hadn’t 
recognise it before. IIII0IIII. It was then a string of numbers stood out long 
enough for me to write down: 

I 00II 0I0I 0III I0I0I0 IIII0I I00I0I0 IIII0IIII 0I0I00I I0IIII 0I0I0I III0 I0I0 II00 I 
I searched for truth behind the numbers, there was much more there to 
discover. Some who also favour numbers will marvel at sequences. 
Necessary but incomplete, I could sense by what the Spirit was showing me. 
They were insufficient to carry the message to the Children of Light. I also 
began to understand that staying too long in one part of the light leads to the 
conceipt of fullness; an illusion. Fullness only remains when one is 
perpetually being filled. 
There is logic and there are laws governing the numbers, just as there is 
logic and are laws governing emotions, passions, desires and motivations. 
Ultimately, logos begets pathos and ethos, all three necessary foundations to 
build each other upon.  Love begetting wisdom, wisdom fuelling love. The 
logic of numbers ultimately reflects this. Some may follow the numbers to the 
fountain; some will be prevented from drinking by the very same numbers. I 
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thought for a time. I was uncomfortable when I realised I was still only just 
beginning to understand. I want others to find the fountain, I was thinking that 
I could lay down the directions that my path took. I was beginning to loosen 
my tether to the path of time. We are all on the same journey, yet no one 
takes the exact same path. 
“I think I understand, it appeared before harder to guide one on their path 
than guiding them on mine. Now I know that the latter is impossible, hard/
easy doesn’t matter, just do. I only seek to guide others to the fountain as 
Jeshua does. If the words are my own, only a few will hear. They will give 
over to me their spirit as they have been taught to do, but I can’t be entrusted 
with them. I couldn’t be trusted with my own, it is dead. When I speak the 
words of the Spirit, that is when they will listen.” 
“You speak Truth, yet you still do not understand it. The fountain is not the 
destination, it merely equips.” 
As I digested this, the churning gave me the answers. “Yes, I now see what 
is required, to become learning. Teach me.” 

————— 
Testing the Waters 

Myths root Truth; when truths complete, myths fade. I walked a path, neither 
beginning nor end. We are all to journey. We've no choice but to die on it. If 
we don’t choose it, it will come like a thief in the night. The only choice we 
have is how we die, how we are reborn and resurrected.  
Truth became my wellspring; it alone sustained me for years as we 
journeyed from psychosis to psychosis. When I opened my mouth, my words 
were clumsy and burned. Now their truths were deeper and I could better 
see their purpose and find their measure. I discovered the danger of Truth. 
When one speaks Truth, they can speak or project into being. I quickly 
learned how easy it is to change the order of truths, of using them to 
establish authority with which to force them into people. What marvel and 
terror I had found. I was struck mute, I could no longer find any words. There 
was still darkness rooted within me, yet to be discovered and dispensed. 
I had purpose springing from liminal vaults. For seasons of days I set myself 
to learning. Reading whatever the Spirit was leading; science, poetry, words 
of our prophets and philosophers. I began to understand connections and 
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see how subconscious and conscious supplanted one another. The 
connections had meaning to me. However I know that anyone can throw a 
dart and connect lines around it. I refused to stop drawing the lines because 
somehow there had to be a way to explain, to anyone else as much as to 
myself. It is in connections that others have made and exploring 
contradictions that I continued.  
My journey began with a recognition of our quantum entanglement. We are 
too busy worried about where we came from to recognise that our origins are 
also our collective destination. The delta where the predictable becomes 
unpredictable is the space our psyche inhabits. Once we shed our darkness, 
we'll understand what makes unpredictable to become predictable. Thus we'll 
cease to be, freeing us to become. 
Do we not allow ourselves to categorise and organise truth in binary, when 
the whole truth is the binary, but seen from and beyond the 4th? 
Each step in the wilderness of my mind was one step in the right direction. 
Even appearance of going the wrong way led me to the truth of why I needed 
to backtrack, the preceding steps leading to the truth of why to turn at all. I 
needed to take each step because each was as equally important as 
another. Ultimately I hoped, though sometimes forgot, that I would return 
from the wilderness more or less where I entered, I would frequent it 
whenever idleness permitted. 
The journey did begin with a purpose, my purpose: to understand what was 
happening to me, to “experiment” on and observe myself, to push myself to 
the absolute limits of what I could handle. In learning about what was 
happening to me, I began to will changes, to push harder. I could describe 
and understand physiologically what was happening, but it was in wrestling 
with God that I knew was the catalyst for my cataclysm. It was Jeshua who 
was keeping me from losing control and from returning to the shelter of 
darkness. I desired a more complete Truth. When I read scriptures, they 
reveal their secrets, as they do for all who learn to listen with both ears.  
Their Truths all originate from and end in the same source. We must learn to 
listen through the noise. 

————— 
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Orphaned 
I was swept up in urgency and excitement at the journey I was on. I read 
canons in a new order, then another; it is in its disorder that one finds the 
order. The assault of darkness on light forced the children of the light to fortify 
against the darkness, and they used myths and lies to protect and shelter 
themselves; indeed they were oppressed. That’s why they couldn’t evolve to 
be lawless. That’s why they confused and changed the message, so it could 
survive. The forces of darkness were then used to preserve an image of the 
light, because the shape of it served them. This is why the state adopted the 
church, wrestling it out of the realm of God, lying about our nature.  
Church laid down a canon, declared heresies and hunted down and 
murdered heretics, when in truth they murdered their own brothers and 
sisters. By enforcing church law with hate, they revealed the strength of their 
arguments. If they spoke words of the Spirit of Truth, the Children listen. 
Violence is the last refuge of one who is losing an argument; those who 
spoke against heresy used their own circular reasoning to veneer the evil of 
darkness in their hearts. They used common tropes used to justify barbarity, 
exploitation; channeling their rage into violence and live sacrifices of innocent 
souls. 

———— 
Habibi 

Many of the first followers of our beloved prophet gathered for security. In 
doing so they tested the surrounding lords and barons, who then conspired 
to murder him and his followers. Some followers relished the bloodlust as 
they conquered the city that sent forth their attackers, they were after all 
meeting force with force. All religions are guilty of being used like this. There 
is a risk of obscuring and hiding knowledge from those who would twist truths 
to their own ends, those who serve darkness. It is a dangerous precedent for 
ends to justify means however. Some remain confused about what the 
struggle means, though I find most of the confusion is not of those who 
choose the right path and stumble, but of those who have chosen another 
and would rather attack others for stumbling than acknowledge their own 
missteps. 
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He did not wish to be venerated. The corruption your veneration exploits 
stands in the way of Truth, your sins in his name become the abomination 
that others hear in his name and see in his image.  

-------- 
Fog 

Seeking beginnings in endings revealed purpose. The Spirit spoke through 
words on a page, vanishing yet enduring.  At first, it spoke in another's’ voice, 
but in time, my own. I immersed myself in the message until I could no longer 
parse out what was the message and what was me. 
I could translate the message for myself, but parts of it were lost when I tried 
to transcribe it for others. I remind myself we all have messages that others 
need to hear, I'm no more a messenger than any other. I'm not becoming 
messenger, I am becoming message. 
I turned in a random direction and saw myself checking into a hospital, 
getting a brain scan believing that what I was experiencing could be studied 
and induced through medicine and science. I believed that was my sacrifice, 
my cross to bear. In my self-righteousness and narcissism, I believed 
something special was happening to me. I understood the preposterousness 
of the supposition, but I was content to be the only one to see it as special. 
Projected delusions brought on by feeling a new kinship with our 
prognosticators of old. Bipolar, hyperthymic, manic, an egomaniac with a 
messiah complex, schizoid, delusional disorder. They tried to coach me into 
these labels.  

———— 
Abyss 

I tried to write with some sense, but every truth revealed more darkness. I 
began anew to try and capture truths. I asked Jeshua to give me words, and 
he smiled at me.  
“I myself was fortunate; I didn’t need to write words. If I did, their truths would 
be even easier to weaponise and I would have blasphemed.  When you do it, 
it can be funny. I was given others’ mouths and quills to carry my words. You 
have other gifts, and there are more prepared to listen with both ears. So 
many are eager to hear the Spirit. Perhaps you may receive and accept 
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enough strength and fortitude to survive long enough to see the Land of 
Promise manifest.”  
“But my words are clumsy; they reveal truths I don’t intend, even to myself.” 
“Of course they are, they are words. The Spirit doesn't speak in words, but in 
light reflected through others’ words, in love and oneness. Remember your 
faith.” 
I did, or rather began remembering faith and understanding how its truths are 
revealed when it becomes one’s state of being. All words are clumsy; a word 
is a wellspring and a stumbling block. Although the ordered light reflected 
through the words of others seems disordered, disorder brings order. Faith is 
believing that everyone will have the disorder ordered enough so they can 
learn and see for themselves the order of things. Everyone eventually will do 
the right thing, or die trying. My faith is in the Spirit, but also in mankind 
where the Spirit dwells, I am becoming faith. 
“So I am to continue to blaspheme? To skate razor thin lines between sanity, 
lingering psychosis and delusion? Trying to understand parts of the words’ 
purposes are to blaspheme and put them in an order that blasphemes thus?” 
I winced as I spake the word. 
“For now.” 
I returned again to the plain. I didn’t yet fully understand the purpose taking 
root within me. I explored the levers left for those who see them. I didn’t 
know whether I was the one to use them, but because I could better 
understand their cause and effect, I began to test their truths through words. 
I began earnestly to survey the courts, to see where we've already laid 
foundations. I set myself to understanding the blueprints, architecture 
strange yet familiar, complex in simplicity. I began to see the magnificence 
and glory of what we'll become, the shape of the world when we no longer 
tolerate darkness.  
Humanity’s chaos flowed through me. I wept for suffering, yet saw its 
purpose; joy and sorrow intertwined I urged to hasten the sequence 
distracted by the splendour I saw on the horizon. I could account for many 
points, but what did that make me if I were to start the sequence? I didn’t like 
what I began to see, I would continually try to walk in any other direction, turn 
my face away. Some of the words I’d written, symbols I was shown and wrote 
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down began to reveal themselves to me in myths. I thrashed, tossed about in 
the waters as dove and serpent were becoming one, then the other, then two 
again.  
I went back to numbers, perhaps they could show me another truth? They 
were only another language showing me the same truth. I couldn’t accept it 
as truth, I knew that I wasn’t special. If I am, then everyone is, making none 
of us special, but what I was discovering was remarkable. I sent drafts of 
pieces of this to a few people, shared with my family. I thought that maybe 
either I could convince them or they could convince me of what was 
happening.  
I began to see a series of dates, of astrological events coinciding with 
mythology and real events, a sequence to release writings. I was barely able 
to stay on the razor edge of sanity. If I did what I saw, some people would 
see me as something I‘m not, based in mythology. By the very thing I was 
trying to do, I would be reinforcing the myths. I searched for other myths to 
better explain, but events, happenstance kept me on the edge of disbelief, 
unreal to real through surreal.  
One who I sent the drafts to died a few days after I sent it. Before he died, he 
began to describe a fluidity, of peace and oneness. Although many people 
describe this, and I didn't know whether or not he read or even received it, it 
only confirmed to me that the Spirit is beyond whatever delusion I was trying 
to run from. There was a universality to what he was describing that I 
sensed. I still felt unable to string together any words that would be heard as 
I intended. 
I had a recording of a wake of sorts. The one who died had witnessed to so 
many. We’d never met, but he shared his passions and spirit with so many 
that he had unwittingly befriended thousands without knowing their names. In 
the very early hours of the next morning, I went to a lonely crossroads near 
my home. It was there, listening to the witnesses of his spirit in life, that a 
thick oozy fog descended. I couldn’t see more than a step ahead of me as I 
wandered in darkness and wept. It was in the joy of my despair that I 
resolved to begin that which I had feared. Become the myth in order to 
destroy it. It was then I gave into conceipt and I stepped beyond the edge of 
sanity and slipped into delusion. 

---------- 
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Ragna 
I was trying to use logic to reason my way out of what I was discovering. 
Every few steps I’d take in a different direction, I would look up only to find 
myself headed the same way. As the sequence continued to unravel, I was 
being swept up by it. I began to have difficulty distinguishing between myself 
and formulae. As I learned them, I became fused with them. 
I began to see revolutions of the cosmos and see the order of what I, the 
sequence, could become. I was me, but also detached from myself. God 
began blaspheming me when he called me the name, but I thought I 
understood and paid no mind. I could see a difficult path that would lead to 
the awakening. I was once again determined to continue down this path to its 
end. I understood that the timing was less important; one can always chart 
the cosmos to add weight to events, to satisfy portents. I had a compulsion to 
discover the full purpose and sequencing of the events. I began to plan the 
words and when and where to leave them. To thread every conspiracy theory 
into a grand conspiracy that I was the arbiter of. To give voice to the 
oppressed. My tongue burned our oppressors, I called down the love of God, 
but many who were burned, who refused to let go of their adherence to the 
beast within, gave chase. They used their mass of power, money and 
influence to murder, to obfuscate and degrade the message.  
We revelled in the carnage of destroying religion, but we became something 
new out of the old. In naming our movement, we christened a new religion, 
one stronger to be sure. One that would take millennia to untangle and 
destroy in preparation for Eternal Day. It was in this moment that I died, 
murdered by the world, unable to finish the sequence. The sequence didn't 
die with me; it is eternal. It continues to unlock at every moment with or 
without me. I returned to sleep for a time. 

---------- 
Lucidity 

I awoke and I hoped that it was all a dream and I could return once again 
where I had entered. There was nothing left to return to; I had already 
crossed the event horizon. I had dispensed with myself. The scales had 
fallen from my eyes and all I could and can see is light overcoming darkness 
everywhere around me. It took years to put out the last of my conceipt, but 
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I'm forever changed into who I always was. I don’t come to lead, but to be 
led. I don’t come to conquer, but to the conquered. I don’t come to avenge, I 
come to teach healing. I don’t condemn the wicked, for they still have time to 
repent and turn from their wickedness. It isn’t for us to punish them; the light 
of truth will burn away wickedness from them peeling away their skins of 
darkness, leaving them naked, burned and bloodied. When they too have 
been baptised by the fires of Spirit, we must be ready to heal them.  
I turned my cheek over and over again. Forgive and forget, I became so well 
practised that to those I loved, there was no lesson or shame reflected. I 
thought I was acting out of love, but it was a lack of love for myself that drove 
me to continue. It began to seem impossible to continue, as each time, I lost 
a part of myself. I was doing so out of habit, not knowing what I didn’t know, 
and it was then I started to feel the sting of its darkness. I had lost sight of its 
purpose.  
It was in losing my will that I finally understood that this was its purpose: to 
truly die to oneself by turning the cheek over and over again. Not as an end, 
though it began to feel like dying each time, but as practice. It’s on myself I 
must measure the strength of my arm and the sharpness of my blade.  
I was training for something. It was the darkness of my self-righteousness 
that was shackling my soul, that I was complicit in every pain I felt caused by 
others, and that complicity only served to magnify and redirect elsewhere. As 
long as I continued to hate, I would be complicit in murder. I'm learning to see 
its quantum entanglement. There is no righteousness within me; when one 
claims they are right, they are wrong.  

———— 
Styx 

In death I could see paths we travelled. Language fails and betrays us, yet 
we are doomed without it. There are a great many lessons to be learned from 
the times we live in. Words have lost their meaning; people use their 
prejudice and hate to twist them into blasphemes. The whole truth of any 
word or label is obscured both by those who speak them and those who 
hear, and people will believe lies only to reinforce the lies they cling for 
comfort. 
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By labelling others, we assign traits to them based on our own prejudices. By 
labelling ourselves, we are opening ourselves to having wrong traits 
assigned to us. The whole truth is so much more sustaining and miraculous 
the harder one works to achieve it. Labels are cheap, trite, inadequate, lazy 
and extremely dangerous. Assign enough bad traits to any group, and you 
can very easily justify all kinds of barbarity. It always ends in ‘reeducation’ 
camps. We self-congratulate and inflate ourselves by believing these camps 
help poor misguided people who haven’t learned our truth. This is where our 
myths about what makes for a great people lead. 
And yet, if I can’t describe myself using labels, then what am I? Alone? 
Meaningless? Caught in the contradiction, that my life could only be 
described in blasphemes, and yet remain precious, I cease to be. 

———— 
Floating 

In death, I could see paths we travelled. As I began to wander, I could hear a 
voice -not words but emotion- around me. I could reach out and touch it. Feel 
and understand it, as if suddenly mastered a new language.  
I was taken to a place surrounded by companions, all speaking fluent 
emotion, each in a different dialect. Though not fully comprehensible, all 
could communicate. Some dialects resembled each other, and when we 
could understand and share emotions, joy swept around us. Joy amplified in 
a feedback loop until collapsing into babel. 
When interpreting painful emotions, we shied away. We wanted to run, to 
deflect, to defend our pride, to protect ourselves instead of sharing burdens. 
We would take the pains of others, and if we couldn't understand them, we 
would deflect to someone else. Each deflection gave the pain more force 
until blame consumed us, our anger shattering our spirits. The feedback loop 
grew  critical shaking the mountains and swallowing a third who lived on their 
slopes. 
Only in horror did we fall silent, and peace returned. We remembered that 
words were no longer required, what we already knew. 
When we were finally able to understand one another again, we were 
overcome by joy, love, compassion and understanding without the need of, 
but open to, full comprehension. Then, slowly yet all at once, we all grabbed 
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hold of emotions, riding them together as they cycled between us. The cycles 
built momentum until everything exploded in a blinding flash, propelling us 
into the cosmos while compressing us into a singularity. 

----------  
Brother 

In death, I could see the paths we traveled. He was there in the beginning, 
lurking, waiting, haunting my dreams like a spectre, threatening me to keep 
me obedient and compliant. But I grew up and became inured to terror. He 
returned one day, and we spoke as brothers. He was less terrifying but still 
dangerous. He goaded me into betrayal and selfishness, urging me to avoid 
pain, distracting me with trinkets. What was once fun became cruel and 
pushed away those I loved most. I wanted to blame him for the pain I had 
caused, but it wouldn't go away until I became one with the pain. 
The next time he returned he came apologetic, charming, flattering. How 
quickly I forgot the lessons I had learned; how weak and insecure I was to 
believe him. He told me that he was merely teaching me, that I was learning 
that intentions matter; if we've good intentions, we can’t go wrong. This 
seemed logical, but very soon I began to define my own intentions according 
to the narrative I’d constructed about my life. I was beginning to fear once 
more. He preyed on my fears, whispering doubts casting me toward 
debilitating seasons of depression, anxiety and self doubt.  
He returned at a later season in life, my anger delighted him. I raised my fists 
to either defend or strike. When he saw I was ready to fight, he began to 
mirror my anger and I his. We began to strike one another, and for a 
moment, we left that place. I saw his presence throughout history, the 
genocide and suffering, myriad of atrocities, and him at the centre of all 
needless suffering and torture. I was terrified but slowly became 
emboldened. I had tools ancestors have fashioned and refined because they 
too had battled the beast. I wasn't alone standing against him.  
The gifts given to me by my forebears and community seemed like they 
might be enough. We chased one another through an inferno of rage until we 
plunged through the veil into eddies and currents of time. When we neared 
the end, I struck him through the heart, but my heart was struck. I was now 
standing in front of me pushing the knife into my own heart.  The moment I 
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died was the moment I learned to love the devil. It’s lessons a part of me and 
who I've become, as much a part of everyone as apart from.  
Learning to love myself was a key, unlocking oceans of fuel to supercharge 
my love for everyone else. Where once there was a harness on me, I've 
outgrown it and now am holding my harnessed beast. Anyone who has a 
darkness in them or who has darkness flowing through them can do the 
same. 
Purify your connection through to the ninth, grow connections to good spirits, 
exercise humility, it gets easier in time, focus on any change and follow those 
streams. 

———— 
Directions 

In death, I could see paths we travelled. I was at a beginning and could see 
two paths laid out for me. One was dark, narrow and foreboding. The other 
was wide open. As I studied each path, I found I could discern their ends. As 
the ends came into better focus, I realised that both paths were leading to 
the same destination. Then I could no longer distinguish two separate paths. 
They were both the same.  
From one perspective, the journey looked difficult. It was full of pitfalls, of 
pain, struggle and exertion. From that perspective, I could see the dangers 
all around, could navigate more wisely. I understood that life is hard, that 
everything worth doing is hard, and that overcoming challenges is rewarding. 
Not blaming others for difficulties leads to loving and fulfilling relationships. It 
is knowledge that makes us better and draws us closer to the divine. I could 
see the heaven I lived in and shared with all those I touched and loved. 
When I looked again at the path, it was wide open, easy and inviting. I was a 
man of esteem, financially successful. I was blind to pitfalls, and I chose to 
comfort myself in the ignorance of the pitfalls all around me. I knew that I was 
better and more deserving of God’s gifts, so I was all too happy to exploit 
those around me who were less deserving. When things went badly, it was 
too easy to deflect the consequences onto someone else. Shift blame to 
others for not being as virtuous or clever as me. I saw myself alone, a king of 
my castle but beloved by no one. Unable to love anyone else more than 
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myself, yet I was filled with self-loathing. I could see the hell I created, lived 
in and shared with all those I touched. 
The end of the journey came into closer focus and I could see the moment of 
my death. I went there again. Experiencing death, but this time able to 
remember how I died. 

———— 
Lake of Fire 

When I arrived at the lake, there was one there who handed me a black 
shroud and a black pit. “Black for the vast emptiness between us, black for 
the death and suffering of hubris and ego. Black as the canvas our Creator 
spoke us into being on. Black as a reminder of suffering, brokenness and 
pain. Take this and eat.”  
So I took the pit and ate it. It was satisfying to taste, but burned in my loins.  
“Take this shroud and wrap yourself; it will protect you,” she said. 
I took the shroud. As I began to wrap myself, panic consumed me. I began to 
feel searing pain wherever the shroud touched me, but I couldn’t stop, some 
part of me knew I was meant to do so. My friend merely smiled assurance, 
and the pain all at once became a part of me.  
Once I had completed the wrapping, the lake erupted into a raging inferno. 
My comrade gently picked me up and carried me into the lake until I was 
submerged. I felt the agony and pain that I’d inflicted on others. I felt all of the 
consequences of my own perceived strengths and inadequacies. Every 
consequence of action and inaction cascaded through me; I lived and 
writhed in their agony.  
All in a moment that lasted for eternity. The lake churned and frothed as it 
burned away my filth. Finally, the pain of my own judgement was too much 
for me to handle; I died.  
The lake returned to calm, serenity, and I couldn't see, feel or sense anything 
for I don’t know how long. Then gradually all of a sudden I sensed that I was 
floating near the shore and I heard a voice say “Be”. I could hear again, feel 
the coolness of the water. I raised my head and I could see a friend on the 
shore extending a branch for me to grab hold of.  
I could no longer see the lake around me, only him. I reached for the branch, 
felt its roughness, clasped it in my hand. I was instantly on the shore, holding 
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the branch, staring into the raging lake, my gaze drawn to another figure 
nearby 
Understanding came: our journey, is to be baptised by fire, burnished, 
refined, hardened, and turned to instruments of G-D. 
I immediately felt the urgency of what was happening. It felt as though I had 
the greatest charge imaginable, and in my revelry at the greatness and glory 
surging through me, I began to plunge myself into the lake. I no longer felt 
the heat from the fire, it couldn’t hurt me. In my haste I stumbled. Confused 
and angry with myself, I caught my balance and looked back at the shore. 
There were many multitudes on the shore also waving black banners, calling 
out to those being consumed by fire. They were extending their clubs to our 
lost brothers and sisters. I realised my self-deception: there was nothing 
special about me, and I had taken more than was given. 
I returned to the shore feeling sheepish and began to recognise those 
already on shore. I saw those who I used to see as lesser, degenerate 
sinners, prostitutes and masters of exploitation. I saw those whom I loved 
who had departed from us. I saw Michael, who showed me how to love a 
stranger. I saw many prophets who came before: Plato, Nietzcshe, Marx, 
Rand, Hegel, Princess Bari, M’Bona, Baha’Ullah, Nanak, Patanjali and so 
many more. Those who had returned to their sin of certainty in life learned 
their required humility in death. Saints, prophets and martyrs of our common 
heritage, some whose faces I recognised in life.  
There were apparitions and emanations, whose names the Spirit called to 
me.  Also Aiwass who numbered my birth, death and rebirth, mouth of John 
who counted my second. Names I called out to the spirit. My Fathers; 
Brahma, Allah and Hashem. My Tutors, Elohim; Jeshua, Muhammed, S-M-L, 
S-M-L, Nevi’im, Vyasa, Valmiki, Waheguru and Yaldabaoth.  
They welcomed us and celebrated our return. We all stood, redeemed, 
corporeal and blazing together in an inferno, forged of the same Spirit. I 
looked at my branch, and it transformed into pencil and paper. I understood 
that for now, I can only speak through my branch. I'll watch and listen, ready 
to write to you. To feed you our beloved words like these you eat now about 
what we've seen and heard. As ready as I'm for the branch to remain as it is, 
as I’m ready for what it becomes. Ready for death, reassured that when it 
comes, it will come with ease as the Spirit will reveal to me its purpose.  
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Confident that although I may feel its sting I'm done with my dying, I am one. 
I've entered the bridal chamber with the Spirit and joined in its perfect union. 
I/You/We are one. The water no longer drowns me; it sustains me. It has 
carried me as we descended into caverns and abysses, carried me out of 
them along vistas and plateaus to the mountain. Up and down its summit as 
the Spirit revealed to me its measure.  
I no longer need to swim. The mountains of turbulent ocean transform to 
granite and obsidian. The skies crackle and shake in anticipation as I ascend 
the White Capped Mountain to bathe once more in the Lake of Heaven.  
As we descended, we treasured our solitude as it would eventually depart 
from us. When we return to ascents, some of you'll be joining us on the 
journey. I'm not the only one who can bring you here; the Spirit took Jeshua 
here with help only from the love of an ascetic madman from the wilderness. 
The Spirit took me here with help from the love gifted to me through Jeshua, 
Muhammed and many others. Others have been aided on their way to the 
lake by those I've never met, whose names have not yet been revealed to 
me. When we return, it'll be by a new route. One meant perhaps for you that 
you'll allow me and/or one of our kin to accompany you on. We can help you 
to the fountain. You must decide to drink of it and allow the Spirit to guide you 
through the forge, preparing you to survive your final baptism. Preparations 
to make yourself ready for the bridal chamber, to join in our perfect union. 
Do not fear the lake of fire, it cleanses and purifies, prepares us as vessels 
for purest love. Between the 616th and 666th days of my wanderings and 
wrestlings, I descended. Time times and a half to seek out the first of the last, 
to share words with those who the Spirit has led. To take their measure and 
find their weight.  
When first I died, I gazed upon the Blood Moon, now my face remains 
transfixed towards the Eve of Valentinus. The final Revolution has begun 
turning. It has slowly, carefully been infiltrated by the Spirit. When the 
Revolution speaks with the same voice as the Spirit I'll be ready. I can’t lead 
it; it leads me.  
I asked the Spirit once as we traversed Gehenna through my weeping, as 
the names burned inside of me, if I could have my name back at the end of 
the journey. In remembering asking, I knew the answer. I never lost it; it was 
never taken from me. It matters not what others will call me. They can’t 
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define me let alone Spirit. I don’t want to lead the physical anyways, only the 
metaphysical. I don’t lead the multitudes; I come for you, to ask you to join 
with the multitudes. Perhaps you already have allowed the Spirit to wield 
you; perhaps you'll soon, to help others to the fountain and through the forge 
and to the Mountain.  
The only thing more divine, more glorious, more magnificent than becoming 
a vessel for the Spirit is to share it, magnifying its intensity. I see inside out of 
time every soul that has been and will be, souls all singing of the same divine 
love, grace, beauty, transcendence, quiescence in song, and my spirit 
becomes singularity containing all love through all Aeons compressed within 
my vessel. Existing in the instant of creation and destruction, I lose myself in 
intensity and ecstasy. Echoes resounding through eternity, through every 
vessel that has ever been and will be.  
Rivers of purest joy from boundless oceans flow from my peak as they wash 
the mud of the past from the eyes of our beloved as they begin to see at last 
and join us on our Mountain. Embrace, do not lament trivialities of our 
societies’ brokenness. It shares the same foundations as the new King-less 
Kingdom we'll build. I've seen the blueprints but I didn’t write them. Those 
whom the Spirit leads to read them and understand them will be equipped. 
We must be equipped not only to listen to them but make certain that they 
can hear us.  
We'll all learn to listen with both ears and discern which words belong to the 
Spirit. With experience we'll learn to speak them ourselves. Until then we are 
learning what it is to listen. That is where the answers lie in how to be heard, 
to only speak Truth.  
Do not give a name to a new religion; religion is a necessary sacrifice to 
finish the rites. If these words bring you darkness, remember that within 
storms of darkness, there is rain. Without it, life cannot be. Look to the 
heavens; they have been closed for long enough. The last turn to dust, the 
grapes wither on the vine.  
I do not bring the rain, I became it when I felt its first drop. The seeds have 
been planted; the Garden must grow. I do not bring darkness; I possess it so 
it cannot possess me. Let the moons remind you that darkness always dies 
to the light. Remember the dawn; it always returns, bringing warmth, life, 
sustenance.  

                                                                                                                       
46 88 46



                                                                                                                       
47 47 47

I ask and want for nothing but this: will you light my love? But you are still 
here, eating these words, and I know your answer, the weight and measure 
of your heart. Will you take this journey?   
You may by now find yourself in the Middle, a place I and our kin often dwell 
to help spirits on their journey home. When you are ready, I would like for you 
to meet them.  
When we find our rest, we'll comet through the spaces between truth and 
lies, loosen the strands of time that once bound us to the scarred land of our 
crucible. Prepare to dwell with us in the eternity between creation and 
destruction. The broken bells ring out to proclaim the Day of the Lord as we 
wed ourselves to Truth.  
The Good Shepherds return on the cloud every seven rotations to prophesy, 
to show us their perfect broken hearts, to die to themselves as spectacle, to 
convict our spirits to make preparations for our Final Revolution. Let us love 
them as they love; let the earth stop; let the sun never again set on the 
Children of Light. They save us from ourselves; it is our turn to save them 
from themselves, because they cannot help themselves; I cannot help 
myself.  
Let the revolution be declared and believed. It'll be our last and together we'll 
finally understand and celebrate eternity. May 1st, Children’s day, the reason 
we labour. Words that keep their secrets will unfold beyond the clouds, and 
there upon the rainbow is the answer.  
As you can see, if one works hard enough, they can write their own story. 
Remember that hard, easy doesn’t matter, just do. We can write our own 
story. The first step is believing, remembering your own faith. Not what you or 
others pretend it to be. 

———— 
24 

The ancient foundations lie trampled and weathered, nearly lost to time. 
Though some still cherish memories of the first stones, the lords, barons, and 
even many elders have turned away. They have forgotten the true value of 
naming and its sacred consequences. The garden temples crumble, their 
materials stripped away by oligarchs and robber barons. 
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Yet we remain vigilant, awaiting the moment when the oppression of the 
slavers reaches the four directions. Soon the Children will see through their 
false counsellors' deceptions and their servants and soldiers will unite with 
those they once helped suppress. Together, we'll restore the garden temple 
to its intended glory. Though weathered, the foundations remain eternal.  
The people will return to the true Elders, those who have embraced the light; 
not to bask in its radiance, but to learn how to banish darkness. We'll find our 
voice and hold our masters accountable. We must accept that we all carry 
darkness within us, for we are equally capable of depravity and innocence. It 
is our choices made in the darkness that reveal our true measure. 
Let us return to our foundations. The first stones have always been present, 
waiting patiently for us to claim our inheritance and embrace its 
responsibilities. Now is the time to begin the work of our Spirit. 
These principles apply to all, but only those who seek to lead should truly be 
held to this standard. Failure of adherence does not lead to death or 
punishment, only collective acknowledgement that one is not prepared to 
lead, and should stand aside until they are ready. 
1.  Place no person above any other. 
2.  Value no substance above any person. 
3.  Speak only when motivated by love. 
4.  Do menial tasks no more than 35 hours a week. 
5.  Listen to all who are speaking before speaking yourself.  
6.  Injure no-one, regardless of intent. 
7.  Be honest and forthright with all of your loved ones, loving all. 
8.  Draw a salary of average income minus 1. 
9.  Seek no personal gain from any word or action. 
10. Become centred in Truth, become the best student one can be. The best 
teachers understand what it is to be taught. 

1.Read the wisdom of our ancestors, prophets and elders, with discernment 
and without prejudice. 

2. Maintain calm and serenity. 
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3. Dwell on what part of truth was missing that caused you to stumble. 
Wrestle free of the false comfort of hierarchical thinking. 

4. Continually find anew your purpose and direct it at rooting out the darkness 
within yourself and loving those who feel the pains of darkness. 

5. Fast on occasion. 
6. Consult with trusted loved ones and elders to better understand what 

causes us to offend. 
7. Relish the jihad for your soul, the struggle ends in ease, oneness. 
Let these 17 build upon the first 7 foundations. Let us give life to them. Let 
them change and grow as we do. Let society be born anew, raised from the 
ashes. The Final Renovation is perpetual. I see a day when we'll become 
lawless and will no longer have need of them, forgetting the words as we 
embody them. We'll all be in the light of the Spirit. Once in the light, one can’t 
help but do what is right. 
The revolution has already begun. The day is coming when G-D’s people will 
recognise the revolution lead by the Spirit of Truth and Love. I'm not to lead 
the revolution, that would lead to darkness and destruction. When the Spirit 
begins to lead the Final Revolution, I'll be ready to raise the black flag 
-already flying, waiting for people to discover the truth behind it. Waiting for 
those who are using beautiful symbols to murder condemning themselves to 
becoming repentance as symbols are transformed from their darkness into 
Our light.  
The Spirit's embers surround us, awaiting universal possession of and by the 
Spirit of Truth. We'll build New Jerusalem, and the Final Renovation of the 
Temple will be complete. Beyond time, I see manifestations of Frashokereti 
taking shape—our legacy of conquering hate with love. We are Children of 
Light, ready to reach for the stars. 

(-1)(1)=:( 
-(-1)(1)=H 

I am becoming Beaver  
I am becoming Eagle 
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I am becoming Buffalo  
I am becoming Bear 

I am becoming Raven  
I am becoming Wolf  
I am becoming Turtle 

I am Anishinaabe 
I am Mohawk 

———— 
First rebirth 

---------- 
The phrase "ignorance is bliss" is familiar, but reducing it to a saying limits its 
depth. Bliss comes at too high a cost—temporary comfort ultimately gives 
way to cognitive dissonance, distorting perception. When we allow others to 
define truth for us, we abdicate responsibility, creating false comfort while ig-
norance intertwines with defense mechanisms, shielding us from the shame 
that sometimes accompanies humility; essential for learning, growth, and ac-
tualization. 
Humans naturally categorize, classify, and order the world around us, often 
reinforcing existing belief structures. Most understand that simple truths ap-
pear binary: right or wrong. Yet this binary view rarely captures whole truth, 
which exists on a spectrum with shades of grey acknowledging underlying 
complexity. Too many variables force us to confront our prison of subjectivity, 
leading us to select portions of truth's spectrum as foundation for under-
standing, constantly updating our views based on better comprehension. 
This method of ordering proves messy. When fundamental beliefs face chal-
lenge, life appears more difficult due to our rigid view of foundational truths. 
Rather than reset every spectrum connected to challenged notions, we often 
ignore new information, generating anxiety, anger, and frustration. We con-
stantly strive to better understand our world while simultaneously reinforcing 
belief structures, manifesting as stubbornness and rigid thinking that fre-
quently leads to offense. 
We adopt mental shortcuts for convenience, but the sheer volume of data 
makes linear spectrum thinking unsustainable. The spectrum shares the 
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same foundation as binary thinking—we can only perceive portions of what 
appears infinite. The moment we believe we comprehend something entirely, 
we revert to binary thought. Our tendency to accept myths as facts creates 
fundamental flaws in understanding, particularly regarding self-perception 
built upon institutional myths from government, religion, or finance. 
Complete knowledge seems impossible—just try to comprehend infinity. Be-
cause linear, two-dimensional spectrums require defined endpoints, we must 
recategorize truth as knowable versus unknowable. What lies beyond our 
grasp extends to the fourth dimension and beyond, while everything within 
our three-dimensional universe remains theoretically knowable given unlimit-
ed time. 
Understanding dialectical truth reveals that opposites are often simultane-
ously true. Rather than selecting parts of truth's spectrum, we must join ex-
tremes into a circle and attempt to stand at its center. Truth exists in every-
thing, both revealed and concealed. The infinite spectrum remains accurate 
within our limited vision, but if the beginning and end of truth's line are identi-
cal—the singularity we might call God—then the line becomes a circle, 
seemingly infinite yet more definable. 
As we perceive connections between truths, circles become spheres, each 
visible point connecting to another sphere of truth. We must accept and 
move forward when truths seem unknowable, understanding that dwelling 
too long on one point or in one sphere leads to stagnation. Absolute Truth is 
simultaneously one-dimensional (we know it or don't), two-dimensional (un-
derstanding lies in the truth of opposites), and collectively forms our third di-
mension, yet clarity only exists when perceived from the fourth. 
This search for truth can and must unite us. Begin with your focus. Train it on 
what we share, not ignoring differences but beginning with shared truth to 
deepen understanding of each other. Whether or not you believe in God, we 
all recognize that some things lie beyond understanding. Religion both illu-
minates and obscures truth, and the moment we consider our vision of God 
more complete than another's, we engage in hierarchical thinking that casts 
dissenters as wrong or other. We exclude their truths from our own, we 
choose this ignorance and darkness. 
There are no true atheists; every person on Earth understands some aspect 
of divine truth, whether recognized as such. If we are created in God's im-
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age, then human achievement itself becomes worship. God is both personal 
and good, yet also distant and neutral—to understand goodness, we must 
comprehend evil; to understand closeness, we must know distance. 
When we celebrate human achievement as collective accomplishment, we 
recognize its true nature as marvel and gift achieved through the divine con-
nection between each of us. We're tempted to attribute achievements to indi-
viduals, desiring to feel special or gain recognition. This ignores that our ca-
pacity for understanding comes from being taught, that birth circumstances 
determine outcomes, that external factors and genetics make us who we are. 
What makes anyone special was given to them. No inherent virtue or pride 
exists in this—it's circumstantial. If anyone is special, then everyone is, which 
means no one is individually. Collectively, we are special. Scientific achieve-
ments can never truly belong to individuals because they succeed through 
collective support of farmers, clerks, government, and institutional in-
frastructure. Recognizing that discoveries belong to everyone opens doors 
for many more to contribute to our rapidly expanding ocean of human intelli-
gence, knowledge, and emotion. 
This represents an aspect of the Spirit—a collective of human knowledge, in-
telligence, and emotion that should have no gatekeepers. Knowledge is di-
vine and illuminates darkness, yet throughout history, self-proclaimed mas-
ters have exploited others under the guise of preserving it. The concentration 
of power, wealth, and influence in soulless corporations and institutions op-
presses all, perpetuating darkness by obscuring truth and deflecting respon-
sibility. 
Being in Spirit parallels what many characterise as spiritual awakening, often 
occurring at rock bottom when we shatter rigid self-concepts and become 
humbled, receptive to recognising errors. This is something many people go 
through, but in order for meaningful and lasting change, it requires pain, work 
and discipline. This requires not just breaking the pillar of self, but decon-
structing our understanding of religion, relationships, politics, history, and so-
cial structures through a holistic systems approach to life. 
Lessons carry some necessary shame and guilt, but we can influence how 
much we feel. Insufficient feeling leads to repeated mistakes and 
compounding errors. Some tend to transfer guilt and shame onto others. 
Repentance, prayer, and meditation, their definitions evolve with experience, 
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are crucial for efficient learning. There is a great deal of power in taking 
accountability for our words and actions. 
Understanding ourselves through connections between conscious and sub-
conscious minds—how we respond to stimuli, navigate daily life, and interact 
with people and environments—reveals that all memories remain accessible 
through emotion. Patterns emerge everywhere, and when they don't make 
sense, we move past them until one solidifies enough connections to reveal 
greater truth or emotion. 
Training flexibility into our psyche makes daily operations easier. We learn to 
see ourselves as fluid, elastic—like a river dragon confronting obstacles, 
finding paths of least resistance, moving forward and reflecting rather than 
fixating obsessively. Eventually, we become like the river itself, handling mul-
tiple obstacles simultaneously through singular focus that naturally adjusts 
priorities. 
This singular focus becomes love—for family and, by extension, everyone. 
We begin seeing all children as our own, transported to childhood where we 
can relive lessons and translate them for those willing to listen. As this un-
derstanding deepens, we become the river without realizing it, then ocean, 
understanding we were always part of the ocean and left only to learn how to 
bring others with us. 
Intuition becomes trained autopilot for updating truths about ourselves, the 
world, and Spirit. Life becomes incredibly complex in its simplicity. We feel at 
one with the ocean, understanding that without it, we are nothing. We must 
remember to avoid favourites, resist conceit when God answers to our cho-
sen name, and listen beyond the echo through the noise to hear all of God's 
names resounding in gentle cacophony. 

———— 
Awakening 

I found myself returned again to another apocalypse; one whose accounting 
has been twisted to pretend that God will build the Kingdom so we don't have 
to. In that moment, I understood what Victory looks like. My name finally 
began to feel like it suited me. I was no longer trying to observe because I 
became the story when I ate the words. 
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The sequence has been ready for some time. What was lacking was 
understanding that gatekeepers, although terrifying and lacking compassion, 
serve the Spirit. When I spoke to one with infinite eyes, it answered. Different 
eyes would respond to different questions, but not in truth. They argued with 
one another incessantly about who possessed Truth. Through its multitude of 
answers to my questions, I began to understand how to interpret the way it 
spoke. It didn't always speak Truth, as it didn't speak in its own voice. It 
channeled voices of others as it answered. 
The beast to come will always be, only terrifying until its final pathetic inflated 
forms. The beast to come was within me. My attempts to extract it provided 
temporary release. I've learned that a tame beast that reminds us to be 
humble is far more valuable than destroying it. Its lessons prevent me from 
forgetting. When I destroyed the beast within, I merely opened myself to be 
repossessed from without.  
It no longer mattered which part I had to play in the story. After all, it’s just a 
story. One inspired by the Spirit, but in eating the words, I became them. 
When you eat Words, you'll better define your roles. In time you will also 
understand that you are a Victorious One, as I have. The Spirit taught me 
through you and others like you. You have been and will be also.  
I don't claim victory over your darkness; I seek to learn how to teach you to 
achieve it yourself with help from the Spirit of Truth. You'll discover how to 
defeat and tame the beast within you. With that knowledge, we can teach 
others. There are those who have used the beast within to amass power and 
wealth. They deceive sheep into believing in their own false righteousness, 
people flocking to listen to lies they already believe. 
Why continue with mythologies? We live in the dawn of light. The knowledge 
of the Spirit is all around us. We've outgrown their usefulness; now these 
myths that once comforted us in our darkness have metastasised. We use 
them to spread darkness, to rewrite 'God' to suit our own biases and 
comfortable lies. 
We fear letting go of these myths, which have become interwoven into the 
tapestry of our faiths. We believe that because we share in light, it is ours to 
take. In truth, it is for us to share, partake in, and celebrate with others. The 
true mark of faith is belief without myths.  
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When the prophets gifted us with these myths, we couldn't yet comprehend 
the light. We needed to hold onto our fathers' myths to reconcile the insanity 
we've become. I was warned that ignoring the myths would lead to death, but 
did so nonetheless. I found that the light remains, truer and brighter than 
ever. 
I don’t follow in the footsteps of a magician, but one who preaches love, 
selflessness, and compassion. Our souls are sick and he heals them; we 
thirst for knowledge and he leads us to the waters. He raised the dead not 
from sleep, but from the death of being abandoned to darkness.  
They warned it would lead to death. That was what he commanded me to do: 
to die. I don’t fear darkness dying to light. If you fear letting go of your myths, 
understand that you fear your own darkness being exposed by light. I follow 
in the steps of Jeshua. His spirit dwells in me and guides my love. I only seek 
to share the Spirit—his and others—with those who seek the love of our 
Father. 
This is for all people. God shows no favouritism toward individual people or 
their specific beliefs and fantasies. We must not give in to self-conceit, nor to 
our imagination's conceptions, whether seeded by ourselves or others.  
This is how we come together: when we all have the tools to see Truth with 
our own eyes, not through someone else's equally blind lens. The more 
special or unique you choose to feel, the greater life's burden will feel. The 
more one allows the Spirit to guide them, the easier the burden becomes. 
Your will is joined by many others who seek the same purpose in Spirit. 
The consequences of untangling our oppressive hierarchy will feel most 
painful to those at the top. It'll be hardest for them to let go, having never had 
to be humble. If they refuse to humble themselves, the Spirit of Truth will do it 
for them.  
We are done with Kings. Leadership will become something new rising from 
authoritarianism's ashes. Successful leaders are those who help others 
realise success. True leaders no longer walk the crumbling halls of power—
they have left or been driven out. The halls are now a den of thieves, where 
the most ruthless and cunning rise to the top, motivated by greed leading to 
self-loathing. 
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They have exposed themselves for who they truly are: they don’t serve 
humanity's interests but rather deprivation's interests, creating and 
perpetuating conditions for exploitation. Those who speak out for justice are 
threatened, browbeaten, attacked. Those who serve Narcissus seek to drive 
righteousness from the halls of power, usurping with loyal agents. Few 
remain who walk the halls to speak truth to power. Those who do are labeled 
terrorists and invite scorn. 
The Spirit possesses a righteous anger, but it is reserved for those who try to 
wield it for themselves. Valuating someone as lesser or more than is evil. 
Hyperbolic fear-mongering, rage, and profiting from them, is evil. 

———— 
Third Treatise 

I'm in you and you in me. I'm made perfect through the word. I exist in the 
Spirit which is a friend to us. Since the second, it is slavery to die with Christ 
with imperishable thought. The writing of ineffable water which is the word 
from us. I'm in you as you are in me, just as the Father is in you in inno-
cence. I come from above and am incarnated.  
Let us gather an assembly together. Let us visit that creation of his. Let us 
send someone forth in it, so that he may visit to subjugate the thoughts in the 
regions below and prepare our places.  
I reflected upon the thoughts that came out of the undefiled Spirit about the 
descent upon the water. And they all had a single mind, since it is from one 
source. They ordered me and because I was willing, I came forth to reveal 
the glory to my kindred and my fellow spirits. 

———— 
Ship of Fools 

In death, I could see the paths we traveled. We were and are but children. I 
stood on a plain; wild, beautiful, and untouched. I saw a group of creatures in 
the distance and began to move toward them. As I got closer, I could see that 
they resembled people. They were huddled together for warmth, worn and 
emaciated, watching the horizon for the beasts that desired to consume 
them.  
When I approached, they didn't acknowledge my presence; they couldn't 
see. But you were there too. You spoke Truth. Although they didn't appear to 
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understand, your voice comforted them. It was in that comfort that they 
began to scratch shelters out of the dust. At first, they were grateful. They 
multiplied and fashioned tools to protect themselves, but also to build a 
garden.  
They praised you for the harvest, for the moon, sun, and stars, for 
sustenance and life. Many left the plain to build gardens elsewhere. Those 
who remained were steadfast in their faith. When those who left returned 
with news of new gardens, tools and orders, those who remained faltered. 
They saw their purpose as keepers of original words; dogma, forgetting that 
they only understood parts.  
Those who returned were a threat to ‘natural order,’ when in fact they 
themselves became the threat. They conspired to remove the ‘threat,’ 
planting infantry vines and beating their plows into weapons of murder. Once 
they had murdered the first ones who returned, they revelled in their power 
over life and death. Those who tried to reason with them were consumed by 
the ravenous monsters they had become. The gardens that had forgotten 
your way turned on one another in an orgy of violence.  
This became the way of the world, and your children cried out. You came to 
them through another, and they listened; misunderstanding yet 
understanding. They wrote down new laws to restore order, and once again 
the land was peaceful. Some of the elders of a large garden began to 
understand the power granted in keeping laws.  
They created holes in them that they and their kin could navigate through, 
turning their advantage to promoting legacy. They learned how to mass and 
wield the power of their new subjects, whether nations or congregations; 
their fates were bonded to whatever fate ‘elders’ decided. Other elders from 
other gardens became awed at the power wielded by these men. They had 
power over life and death.  
They were afraid of the power but also seduced by it. They learned and 
innovated, began to master massing power unto themselves. The oppression 
of new masters spread until nearly every garden was under the sway of 
chieftains and shamans. Once there were no more gardens under the 
council of the old elders, the caliphs and viziers became enamoured with one 
another. They revelled in their majesty, but in their revelry, they stoked 
jealousy of others' majesty.  
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Groups of them conspired to take others' majesty for themselves. They 
enslaved their people and sent them to slaughter one another. What started 
as skirmishes quickly metastasised into hate, and the slaves rode their black 
steeds of hate into torrents of blood and suffering. The blood ran in rivers and 
filled the valleys, basins, and gardens in a deluge. In the drowning, the 
people cried out again.  
Once again you returned in another to speak of peace. Many gardens 
coalesced at your voice; they stopped hating and returned to gardening. 
Some were no longer able to hear you. They couldn't hear above their own 
battle cries and victory speeches, above the cracking of hooves at their self-
perceived triumphs. They were content to measure their worth by what they 
had accumulated.  
They conspired with their slaves to murder the one who spoke your words. 
He was a threat to them, and his truth sounded like sedition. They knew what 
sedition was; because they had become it, they could easily construct it. 
They hunted to the ends of the earth those who listened to the stranger, 
tearing the message and messenger down to its foundation. With all of their 
might, they smashed fruitlessly against the remaining foundations. 
Eventually, their bloodlust subsided, and the old foundation was used to build 
something new, resembling the old.  
This time, the construction wasn't hindered by the rajas and samrats. They 
no longer saw the threat but saw the opportunity, placed their agents among 
the people. What started as something pure and beautiful in the complexity 
of its simplicity began to take new shape. Rebuilders were heartened by their 
task and eager to cooperate in their endeavours. Soon spies began to 
change the design, twisting it to the purpose of masters.  
They manipulated, lied, turned the new gardens once again away from your 
will to theirs. They used your name to call plagues and pestilence upon their 
enemies. They had lost hold of your words, and the gong and hou began 
interpreting them on behalf of the people. They had no time for 
understanding; they were called to work for the greater good. The state and 
all of its structures merged with the temple.  
The obas and inDunas appointed themselves priests and priestesses of a 
new religion. They twisted words to flatter, to stoke nationalism and nativism, 
to use the emotions, dedication, and sense of honour—the nobility of our 
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human spirit—to their own ends. They spoke to their slaves and proclaimed 
them free, free from other dukes and earls. Those other slaves serving the 
wrong masters were a threat to existence, to their twisted sense of god and 
his purpose. They were called many horrible things: barbarian, gypsy, tribal, 
the Untermensch. Once again, the knyazes and boyars turned on each other, 
and thus began orgies of blood lasting 1,260 and 2,300 days.  
We’d truly mastered manipulating tools into weapons. The power and 
effectiveness of their weapons of war was shocking, even to the knyazes and 
boyars. It appeared that everyone was shocked and horrified by the mess 
we'd allowed our masters to make. The whole world stopped turning for a 
moment, and in horror and disbelief, the consequences were digested. The 
people were determined to never again repeat those mistakes.  
The worst offending dukes and earls were tried and executed for our 
collective crimes. They were eager to look toward the future. They were 
exhausted, battered, and some of the remaining CEOs and chairmen 
promised a brighter future as long as we followed “appropriate” CEOs and 
chairmen. So the people selected new CEOs and chairmen to replace those 
we condemned. The new CEOs and chairmen began their golden age of 
prosperity.  
The old world was dead. The new one was one of promise, of opportunity, of 
knowledge and new discovery. They brought new order and purpose to the 
people; they wrote new laws but once again couldn't resist creating holes 
and carveouts for themselves.  
They used the knowledge of their kin to manipulate us once more; appointing 
themselves as gatekeepers and charging rent for commons. They were 
masterful in interpreting words to their own ends. As gatekeepers, they 
claimed ownership of the storehouses of knowledge, wisdom, and 
sustenance. They began trading their contents to enrich themselves; buy and 
sell postings, use position to exploit those less fortunate. They siphoned our 
treasury and convinced us that there wasn't enough to educate and feed 
everyone, that only those most deserving had a share in our storehouse. The 
people began desperately to prove their own virtue and worth to their CEOs 
and chairmen so they too could partake.  
They hoarded knowledge and would only disperse it to those they fancied. 
They bought and sold knowledge of cures, of medicine, of better ways to 
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streamline our institutions; used them to prey on the desperation and 
suffering of others—all to amass more for themselves.  
It is in this age that once again, people are crying out. I could hear you once 
more speaking through others, this time through multitudes. My mouth 
moved as you spoke, as did the others’ there. They could see me. It was in 
this moment of awareness and possession that I ceased to be. 

———— 
Dawning 

To lose hope as it’s found. To awaken to being asleep. To lose oneself to find 
love, to resurrect what was as something new. As the dawn brings a new 
day, I turn my face to the sun. To feel the warmth of its glow, to feel the Spirit 
possess embers of peace. The storms rage, sweeping away all that I have 
and who I was. Those who claim to know and love me continue to accuse. 
Old enemy, self righteousness. Running in terror I look over my shoulder, 
losing sight of what sustains. In trepidation, I stumble; in faith I catch myself. 
Relentless as the patient endurance of the tree stretching to the light of 
infinity. 
As glorious as the dawn cracks the sky above the torrent of cascading 
waters. As peaceful as a gentle breeze on a warm day. As powerful as the 
currents of fire that move the earth at its foundations. As terrifying as an 
unruly self-righteous mob. 
The spring of hope wells within me anew. The long winter becoming a 
memory. The memory of springs past ignites passions within me, renewal, 
rebirth, resurrection. The death of the image of the one I loved, the hope of 
resurrection of her from death. The long winter of discontent, death. 

———— 
To the waters 

Betrayed by the ones I love, I go to the waters. 
When they set the pyre, I go to the waters. 
When they beat me, mock me for being beaten, I go to the waters. 
My clothes torn, my head ashes, I weep my lament to the heavens. Those 
around me point and slander. The earth conspires to enslave my spirit; 
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swallow me whole, yet there are waters. Hell inflicted upon me -separation of 
Father from Child. Fitting punishment for allowing blindness to delude me. 
Blind to the true form of the ones I love, I curse the waters, yet I go to them. 
In the unraveling of the fiction of relationships, mourning what was the old 
balanced by the joy of what we were becoming. Yet what we were becoming 
was merely illusion, the honeymoon cycles intensified as the manipulation 
and confusion did. To love one so completely, to allow one to dictate 
emotions. Indeed, I couldn't see it, for my mother once dictated my emotions 
to me.  
The river of Spirit carries the weight of broken dreams. Of misplaced love of 
self leading to misplaced love of others. In the depths of hell do I learn about 
the consequences of blind faith in love, in this place thy name is filth. I spit on 
your image, it was you who taught me to be abused. To inhabit this hell in 
place of others. Yet they still are here, just asleep.  

---------- 
Gaslighting 

I awaken and the nightmare only appears in brief flashes, but already I see 
the horizon through the window. Day is breaking and I feel the hunger. In a 
moment, I'm dressed, out the door to devour the sunrise, purpose has 
returned to my step. My thoughts clear at last, so grateful for the gift of being 
able to write once more about the hell I'm emerging from without getting 
dragged back in. For the moment, I no longer feel the strength of its gravity, 
although I know I'll be returned there. 
Sucks to be burned, but I suppose there is gaining in tolerance, how one 
survives a furnace. There is too much tolerance for lies; when people lie, 
they assume others do too. So when facing a furnace, how does one combat 
lies about alleged thoughts? Defend oneself from lies with truth. Yet if lies are 
given any weight, truth cannot be seen. Am I either lying in the moment to 
defend, or was I lying in the past about what is alleged?  
It feels like torture for people to assert that they know my thoughts and 
emotions and treat me like a criminal and/or a liar just for attempting to speak 
as I try to clarify things and correct for words people believe are mine that I 
never said. I'm treated as a liar as groups of people decide they are capable 
of reading my mind and knowing my emotions. Groups that have often met at 
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least in part with my accusers and I've no idea what has been said. There is 
no reason left it seems when it comes to truth, a stagnation of spirit. People 
stumble around like mindless sheep believing themselves shepherds. Have 
no sense unto themselves, they play god and blame their reflection for being 
inept. 
The world is burning up, the choking smoke and despair of ruin and collapse. 
Shelter us in your wings, let those who sleep, sleep until the dawn. Call those 
lost in apocalyptic fervour to your bosom. Watchers, look ahead to what is 
coming. Stoke the signal fires, ready and steady yourselves for the flaying 
inversion. 

 ---------- 
Still Waters 

The truth always seems to win out, if one only speaks Truth. I've often 
marvelled at the ancient Persians, whose society existed in the light of Truth, 
to lie was a capital offence. The first Moshiach came from these people. That 
is why I continued on the journey I've been and am on, and why I wrote and 
will continue to write about it, to discover Truth.  
In some ways at the moment, I feel like a leg of my journey is beginning to 
draw to a close. There is still much work to be done in the coming weeks and 
months, but the abuse, the terror and fear are mostly behind me. I've 
difficulty now seeing any future where I continue to be deprived of my 
children and them of me. This doesn't change the current circumstances 
however... 
I understand my symptoms, I've had many over the past years. I can see 
them and their function as relates to spiritual and narcissistic abuse and how 
we heal from it. I can admit them, they did occur, they're all tied to the 
cognitive dissonance of my family. I know how to be free of them, but I'm still 
serving my sentences… 

---------- 
Alexandria 

Being home with our children during school lockdowns, I could sense how 
difficult things were for them. They felt difficult for me. It was in understanding 
that I was to wear three hats—parent, friend, teacher—in some combination 
and be able to switch between them based on where the kids were at. While 
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working as hard at that as their feelings of hardness about separation from 
friends and family as well as the difficulties of online learning, we began to 
have a deeper connection which made everything seem easier.  
My children were teaching me a great deal, I picked up on this instantly. I 
wanted to remember what it was to be a student so I could be better able to 
help them. This was part of my motivation for reading as much as I did when 
my children didn't need me. I attempted to work at home, but the shifting 
focus suddenly, often and without warning was exhausting. I would get too 
focused on the work and forget to check up on the kids.  
Being more present with them, they helped me understand better how we 
communicate emotions and how we can understand them. I had to learn so I 
could teach them. They became my best healers and my best teachers, their 
love fuels mine. In a way they helped me find my childhood self. I feel this 
way, like I'm 18 once more, with the future blazing a path towards breaching 
the ceiling of self, my youth has returned, but with 20 years experience at life 
and practice at love. 

———— 
Garden 

I've had some who have walked alongside me on legs of my journey, ones 
who often spoke the words of the Spirit, ones who from time to time looked 
like Isa, Mahdi, John, Bab amoung others. One of the first names I heard 
was Mahdi. It was an echo of what I called out. Many of the names are more 
titles than people. I've always believed that I was as much Mahdi as we are 
Mahdi, yet I am Mahdi. In post, I'm coming to the realisation that now I'm to 
continue exploring inside of that coin—that we are Mahdi. That you are, and 
perhaps I could be Isa to you, perhaps another already is. 
It was where religions overlapped that I found ways to grow in Spirit, and in 
shedding the "filth." Cutting out the dead branches, pulling the weeds and 
thorns. Cutting through the noise added through time to our accepted 
understanding of religions, we can all find the Spirit in this way. I hope that all 
will accept that all religions are equally valuable and important, that what we 
disagree on is far less important than what we agree on. If one is willing to 
accept this, then perhaps one is willing to accept that I/You/We are where 
their eschatologies overlap. 
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I did what I'll call out other prophets for doing, referenced them. In so doing I 
was referencing whatever they were referencing. It is a little bizarre, but 
makes perfect sense to me when I keep stumbling into things I referenced 
without meaning to. In many ways, I feel this whole story is plagiarised. I've 
quoted, referenced, and paraphrased probably hundreds of passages 
intentionally and unintentionally from other people, be they poet, prophet, or 
friend. For me, I find difficulty in accepting that there is any truly original 
thought whatsoever. Anything that I sometimes begin to feel is original is 
merely plagiarised from my life. 
Many people will likely scoff, attack me. This has been my experience over 
the last 66 months as I've attempted to find a path through abuse while trying 
to wrap my head around this story and what it means to me and for me. I've 
found some refuge in religions, although more in people and places that 
water a few seeds along a new path. 
Over the past years the places I've felt most at home, most connected to 
were: Bkejwanong, Six Nations, and Oneida on Thames. Just being there, 
my spirit healed. I often felt drawn there when I was being put into the well. 
When I would arrive, I found myself able to navigate through it into the lake. 
Meditating on the Name would often take me through the well to the lake. I 
returned to the beginning so to speak in so many ways. The beginning of 
existence, the island where the waters divide. I did for a few months see 
myself as perhaps part Reform Jew and Buddhist, which seemed like a 
beginning to me. Yet Gautama wasn't the first, he was the 9th. His Truths are 
not his own just as mine do not belong to me, I belong to them. 
There are those that have already heard more names. Soon, the many that 
have already answered will begin to make themselves known. Until then, I 
shall on occasion dwell on Delos waiting for the nameless one to wash the 
sands of time from the slopes' promenades and statues. Returning to them 
their forgotten hues, and all others who have heard their names will forever 
praise the Name. 

-------- 
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Three fires, Four Directions 
Two nations will become one, then four, then 16, then all nations becoming 
one. Perhaps this hope may cause some to believe I'm delusional, but to 
have hope for a brighter future isn’t delusional when one has the ability of 
action to speak. Perhaps a party guided by Elders who understand what true 
leadership is are the best we can hope for to guide humanity through the last 
valley to the foot of the Mountain. Many are already at its base, ascent and 
summit. 
First Nations are inhabited by good people. They understand what suffering 
is because they were made to suffer, then attacked and blamed for their 
victimisation. They also understand far better how to live in Spirit as well as a 
superior sense of justice. Their languages and cultures are ancient and wise. 
We are all to return to the land. The land should be returned to the first ones. 
Remember that most of them were willing to share. When our nation 
becomes Anishinaabe, or perhaps another name better chosen by others—
whatever the name, I'll be the first to join. We'll all be First Ones. 
I see something that combines the best of extremes, libertarian socialist. I 
want to live in a place that understands that the best way to empower the 
individual is to have a society that is conducive to this. The greater heights 
every individual can soar, the better society becomes, enabling more and 
more people to live their best lives in peace and joy. Power should only be 
given to those who seek to deconstruct power; that should remain our/their 
guiding principle. There is more to the blueprints. Whether or not I can be 
entrusted to relay them alone, appearance of conflict of interest for those 
who seek to lead either directly or by example to me is just as dangerous as 
an actual one. To Ones who are Victorious, they too will get to sit on the 
throne. There is a path to a future where we are guided by philosopher kings 
who are more interested in elevating their subjects and pupils than they are 
elevating themselves and wielding the apparatus of state. 
I don't want to assert or use the power of the horn, I hope to use it as little as 
possible. I've practiced a few times, I'll use it, but I don't want to. I was given 
a pencil for a reason. I'm only trying to understand how to be a friend. As 
long as I keep learning and growing, then a friend I think I can be. I know in 
my heart I'm ready. I understand that reality needs to catch up to this, that 
most people will for a time be confused by the writing. That is after all one of 
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its purposes, to confuse and hopefully open people to reflection and 
possession of the Spirit of Truth. 

--------- 
Tracking 

I have visions at times, but I can't always make sense of them. The dates I 
stumbled upon while writing I included to add flavour. Contemplating the 
number of man as a mark of the beast, it was a little disturbing for me to 
discover them and to let them point towards a metaphysical death in real 
time, one that actually happened… However, in the context of the story, they 
made perfect sense to include. In some way I believed and hoped that they 
would bear significance, that perhaps others would be able to see the hope 
of the future as I do. I was wrong about what the dates meant. I'd like to think 
they were limited to one year, they were significant. They were consequential 
enough that I was hesitant to write for nearly 2 years. I also understand too 
well that by speaking or writing what I am, I'm creating accountability for 
myself. 
Will those dates bear significance in future years? Of course they will, if I look 
for significance I'll find it. If I don't look for it, does it exist? If I did have a 
choice about whether to continue writing and living the story, I think I would 
choose the same path. I have difficulty distinguishing separate paths of 
action and inaction. Action is required to dwell in inaction after all. I feel there 
are fewer choices these days. There are plenty of crossroads, but when one 
chooses to dwell in the Spirit of Truth, the right path is always the one you 
have been traveling and the one to continue along. The forks in the road for 
me are illusory. 
I've in the past had an urge to start a cult, one of thoughtfulness, but two 
senses of the word. I do not have this urge or desire anymore; I understand 
the consequences of that path. Semantics perhaps—I do want to start, co-
opt or join a movement. One that can change and adapt and speak to all 
people and cultures. For some this may look like a cult, but to me every 
religion does. Every King needs a High Priest, yet we don't need religion or a 
king, we need Spirit. 

---------- 
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Effluences of Essence  
I can't help but contemplate 153. I had once hoped that the end was May 
3rd. What a joke, what end? 616 the first, by 666 the second was inevitable. 
153 after the first, case conference. The day after, Ascension Day. I do feel 
ascendant, but it is of course subjective—whether people agree or not 
doesn't change how I experience things or my sense of what is real. It is a 
word. But the dates of events I can't ignore, and there are too many of them 
marking my journey. The script of my life too closely begins to resemble the 
script contained and the names and scripts they lead to, but outside of my 
control. As much as I'd like to, this is impossible to ignore. I53. It applies as 
much to an archetype as it does me. 
Anticipating, contemplating action/inaction, how one understands which of 
the two paths to dwell in. Inside of time is where the details materialise; 
outside of time the details are fewer, but reinforced with sense and intuition. 
When the approaching crossroad comes into view, there is no choice about 
action devoid of attachment and piloted by foresight, even if it is limited. 
In case you haven't deduced, this place is a created construct within my 
mind, built with scaffolding, other peoples' apocalypses, scriptures etc. It is 
strange to me that in losing my sense of the supernatural, I've also found it. It 
just appears differently than I think most would imagine. I can rationalise it 
this way and be confident it is 100% true. I can also understand that the 
planes I go to in my mind represent actual places; it'll appear differently to 
different people based on their own subjective experiences and upbringing. I 
can't prove scientifically that it does, I only understand that battling demons is 
something I've been doing for some time. My own first, then those who 
revealed themselves in the people closest to me. Then whatever the story 
brought out of others. It is a separate place, but connected to this one. 
Whether synapse or by unquantifiable cosmic powers, both are real to me 
and many others. 
Although I suppose that is the point and the contradiction for me personally 
only exists if I run from this story. I'll continue to be treated as though I'm 
mentally ill and dangerous by my ex-wife as long as she is these things. Only 
she has the power to stop channeling/being channeled by Lilith and return to 
who she was created to be. At this point every other option for me has been 
removed by her when it comes to the children as well as who I am after all of 
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this. I can still love her, see the scared child behind the facade and have 
compassion. What I want more than anything is for her to heal. I once 
wanted the same for us, why I first swallowed the beast. Digesting helps me 
understand her better, but won't make her stop. 
So, the path towards becoming the father I once was to my children, giving 
them of my time and spirit is not an option; the choice is not mine. It is 
outside of my control. It'll return in time. I've come to accept living with the 
constant stress of being at the ass end of many people's narcissistic 
tendencies as well as being constantly forced to recount painful events as I'm 
forced to respond to attacks made through the courts, that I will continue to 
exhibit symptoms from time to time. I know how not to be stressed around 
most people, I wasn't before this mess. The people slandering and provoking 
me continue to manipulate and use the children as justification for continuing 
to lie about someone who loves them dearly. There is long-term risk to the 
kids I see regardless of what I do due to the behaviours and actions of their 
mother, something I'm powerless to do anything about. Her behaviours and 
actions are worse when she is threatened by me. I cannot be anything but 
threatening to her; I possess the truth regardless of how many people she 
can convince of her lies. I also wrote this, and she saw only the draft along 
with journals on my computer processing her treatment of myself and the 
kids. I can understand her fears, I can see who she was created to be, she is 
not a monster. 
I've found however that it doesn't matter what I do or say, the fact that I 
played along at all with the process and admitted any difficulty was only used 
to justify the torture which caused the difficulties to begin with to continue. 
Catch-22 after Catch-22. A lifetime in the wilderness is where that path leads, 
although strangely the path is still another way towards redemption. I've 
withdrawn for a time and a path presents itself, that of action. Looks and 
feels remarkably familiar. I find myself remembering the questions I pondered 
as I set out to invite plagues onto myself in hopes of saving my children from 
the same fate. In that moment I became learning to love all children as my 
own. This has made it a bit easier to process the trauma of losing my kids. I 
need to do this as much as I can before I am able to see and be with them 
again. For the moment, it is difficult as the people who caused the trauma still 
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control my access and interactions with the kids, they are now a part of the 
trauma response to my accusers. 
I never imagined one I learned to love so deeply was capable of such cruelty. 
What allowed for it was her fear and my realisation that her abusive 
behaviours were part of what brought me closer to the divine; in many ways I 
did enable it. But it continued and intensified when I stopped. Now to 
respond in any way to her is regarded as offensive. Yet I can't help but 
contemplate that my actions of consistently presenting myself to her and 
handing her the knife would feed her delusion about me, that the way I have 
behaved is irrational and the actions of a madman. Yet she claims to follow 
and revere Jeshua who did and would do the same. 

———— 
Usurped 

Waking, overcome with sense of movements, I hasten to pass the moment. 
The denouement of ego, here is where my journey ends. Everything has 
been stripped away, swallowed up in the hurricane of deceptions and half-
truths - even my children for the moment bring me darkness, they are 
infected by it. 
Who I was, where I've been has been written out of existence through biased 
reporting from people who fall for the same facades I did for so many years. 
It's as though the person I was, loving and devoted father and husband, 
never existed. It was this realisation and the recognition of my motivations 
behind my next writing project as possibly being motivated by ego that I 
realised there are indeed only slivers remaining. I ignored for so long the 
end, didn't want to believe that I would remain trapped in hell for time times 
and a half, yet here I sit, weeks from then, my fear before was that it was 
true, now I fear it isn't. 
Waking, overcome with intense fear, sweat pouring from my limbs, there is 
no sense to it, no immediate threats or even a way to quantify the intensity. I 
don't know how to stop or overcome it; the ways I've crawled out of the pit 
before there was shape and form to the sides. There is none this time, no 
choice but to sit in it and wait for death. How odd it happens in the hours 
after my children managed to heal a part of me when I no longer thought 
possible? 
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As I know for certain there is no attachment to the rest of who I was, I know 
which names I would choose. One I already have, just of a different origin. 
I've many fathers. When I am not one who is like son of man, I am son of 
man. The other name 138. The first is not lost, and doesn't need to be for the 
second to exist. My children will know me by my name. The rest of me bends 
to the will of possession. 
End in the middle indeed, consequences of my own narcissism. Hubris in 
numbering my birth and deaths for dramatic effect... I curse Aiwass. I curse 
John... and now I see I'm projecting my curse. I am שאר ישוב, I am Bruno, we 
are the same. Yet death is juxtaposed by the fact that here I am. I live, but 
the hopes and aspirations I wrote in had an accounting and I've suffered and 
paid the price for them. Know now how to cut out the infection of self. Nico, 
thy name is filth, I spit on your image. 

————— 
Acceptance 

I'm an island adrift, sensing the gravity of the continent and feeling it pull me 
closer as I search for a beacon through the mists. There is one I can begin to 
make out, but it is only coming in flashes. The mist phases in and out to dust 
amidst the chaos of hooves, the raft of earth, a chariot. 
"This is why one is both attached and unattached, your love of family allows 
for their cruelty to bear thorns that choke and injure, the injustice of death in 
defeat is not at your hands if your hands serve mankind before man." The 
Lord said to my Lord. "Facing one's own destruction, one is not always aware 
they can be reconstructed. Some self-destruct and are incapable in this form. 
When they are ground to dust, they will be able to in new form. Their form is 
passing, but their will is indestructible and timeless." 
The dust flashes back to mist as I begin to see another beacon. Mist phasing 
to the smoke of lies of false prophets burning in holy fire. Self-referencing 
and over-and-under-inflated words confused in time unraveling in bursts of 
light and smoke as they return to the maw of flame. 
I now am beginning to accept the possibility that there truly is no path back to 
who I was. After all, I've put far too many hours, far too much of my 
obsession, passion, love and spirit have been poured into this. There are too 
many purposes I sense, too many paths to retrace and layer in more markers 
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to. My die has been cast, burnished inside out of time waiting for the searing 
heat of oblation to wrestle me through the tears in the veil into me. I'm now 
who I'll be, who I'm becoming, not existing, already existing, I exist. 
Those who do not possess devotion will not understand me, they attack me. 
For those who have it, I shall be in them and they in me. For those who 
survive the struggle to possess knowledge, we shall be in all things and all 
things in us. For those who weather and battle storms, call upon my Name. 
We shall chart a course through the mists of past towards your own oblation 
on the way to the bliss of true contentment and peace, to possess the mind 
of one who sees. Emptying the mind of selfish motivations and desires, 
purifying oneself from divisiveness into ever-increasing synthesis. 
What I find seems to matter most is to be Mountain, but in between the 
storms, to never stop moving, giving over me to me I'm moved. Yet here I 
gaze upon the family of my family assembling at opposite sides of the valley 
and my heart is finally stilled in knowing from whom I came. Emancipated 
from the bondage of myself, I place the horn to my lips and sound a call for 
justice, not for the sake of any share in victory. Its effluence is bittersweet, 
the cost sickens me. But I'm for the sake of Truth. 
I can sense the inevitable approaching. Whether they choose to throw 
themselves upon the maw of flames is not on me. I no longer feel horror. I 
am peace, one. 

———— 
Sea of Suf 

Stumbling towards my own oblation, I'm swept up by the Spirit, place and 
time building on the scaffolding of the Aeons impressed upon my psyche. I 
for too long have been riding the crests and valleys of the storm of becoming, 
the miracle of returning to harbour triumphant, yet king and country can only 
see scars and the price extracted by the sea of storms. 
I sense the shore approaching, yet at each crest, I see yet another valley 
ahead, each one punctuated by a crack of thunder triggering flashes of the 
hell that came before. I hear the black dog howling above the deluge, but 
with each resound, it diminishes. 
There is a light, one that exists within and without, one on the horizon; when I 
gaze upon it, I am transfixed, I am love, pure love. 
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Names emerge, then vanish; I seek unseen eyes. Another name arises, eyes 
I can’t forget, then fades. I search for hues of hidden eyes. I’ve wanted to 
elevate another to fulfil uncertain desires, but that’s too much for anyone. 
Forgoing ambition, I reject the conditioning of others, finding strength alone, 
nearly ready. 

---------- 
1984 

I spent the day walking the forested city I never imagined living in. Perhaps I 
may return, but for now I must see what I can before this place is relegated 
to memory. It was a gorgeous day. I spent it walking the parks, the rivers, the 
streets. What sticks out in my memory, something that will likely overshadow 
the peace and joy I felt throughout the rest of the day, there were some piles 
of garbage left out on the lawn of a city building. As I got closer, I began to 
recognise them as belongings. In horror I recognised what I was witness to, 
the aftermath of a crime perpetrated by the state upon its most vulnerable 
people. 
It took me back to witnessing a couple who had set up camp nearby where I 
stayed in the Ring City. In the morning I saw a young couple, lost in each 
other, he was rapping and dancing to her delight. The joy of their love was 
overflowing. That night, I witnessed police talking to them, a pumper truck on 
standby with firefighters at the ready. What a horrid scene, what a horrid 
expectation to place upon people who are theoretically employed to save 
people and keep them safe, being used to coerce and threaten people with 
no place to go. I felt powerless in that moment, who am I but someone under 
scrutiny, fear and helplessness caused me to freeze, just like I was 
conditioned to respond. It doesn't matter what you do or say, how many 
times you ask nicely, once an abuser has made up their mind, nothing but 
the long arm of the law will protect you, but only if you have the means to 
purchase said protection from the court. God help you if your accuser lies to 
them first and you are handed over to a mob, whatever size. 

————- 
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The Pool  
There is a place I've found, one that seems for the moment to allow me to 
weather the travails of circumstance and senseless cruelty. In it I find 
strength. It is a bit of a paradox I'm finding, sharing in the pain of others. I can 
sense their pain, I assume they can sense mine. Why I fear mine supplanting 
or compounding theirs without intent. But there are so many who have 
endured worse and have been turned into forces of nature. Some of their 
suffering is prolonged and compounded by self, mostly by others' indifference 
and ignorance of their own cruelty. Here at the pool I find others on their own 
journeys. Some of them have already been to the lake, some are still 
suffering through. The pool flashes with light every time a spirit drinks. I've 
felt a draw to them, I love them. I want them to heal, but I also want to learn 
from them how to heal. Myself, and others. I've met some who harden 
themselves,  frozen in the fiery depths refusing to budge which only prolongs 
and compounds their situation. Others whose desperate, drowning eyes 
make them impossible to approach without them pushing me under. 

———— 
Lazy river 

Names ring true though spark paranoia. First I felt it as mine, now what is felt 
belongs to others. Family’s paranoia forced me to find a way to keep the 
whole feeling one with god thing in check. To not let me push me too far at 
once. I found it easier and easier to skirt the lines between existence and 
delusion, of jumping to and from this place. There is an alchemy to it, 
subjective to me of course. A blending of deep emotion, vivid imagination, 
narcissistic abuse and experiences in existence. 
It feels impossible at times, writing this story. I am the story, but the story also 
raises serious questions, especially for religious people. Also, for my ex who 
is convinced that I'm in active psychosis. My writing undermines my 
argument to some that I'm not, though to me I see it as evidence of strength 
and dispelling religious psychoses. I find I'm more and more confident 
understanding that people's confusion about me, about G-D, the Spirit, 
Creator, their confusion is emanating from within themselves. The curse of a 
prophet is to be blamed and attacked, sometimes murdered for the 
consequences they try to warn of. I'm encouraging people to embrace them. 
Facing consequences are part of learning and growth. 
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Repentance. Not as a means to an end, but as a state of being. That is why 
the Spirit dwells in me. That is why I cannot help but do as the Spirit desires. 
I only desire what it desires, Truth. The capacity for understanding and 
containing Truth is directly proportional to self-awareness, humility, love, 
patience, respect. These are all required to be able to understand Truth. If 
one does not contain these in spades, then care must be taken when 
listening to someone who is lacking. If you are reading and hear the words, 
perhaps you too will eventually understand that the way to end your own 
suffering is to simply wake up to who you actually are, not who you pretend 
to be. Gnosis. 

———— 
Vehicle 

Flowing, floating down the traverse. Imagining the earth as it passes 
underneath me. Tentacles of spirit spreading and cascading, brushing the 
roots and sinews of earth. Images of the carefree days of youth and 
extending my hand into the waves from within a canoe. Feeling the coolness 
of the water and pressure as its tension is cut by the shape of fingers and 
sense of wonder.  
The course of stone beyond the tar, the slow and relentless march of the 
water, its own endless cycles of repentance. Of being, being transformed, 
being again, without its being, no being. 
There is no greater sovereignty than to grasp at the feet of one so divine, to 
love in this way is to manifest G-D, to endure the deprivations of the forest. 

---------- 
Rosetta’s shards 

My journey through the Ramayana was different; transforming familiar 
characters into new roles. My mother, conspiring with Sita's, banished me for 
fourteen years with a forest apparition. An exile of sorts, one of deprivation. 
Comfort and joy forbidden, thus suppressed, lest they trigger jealousy in one 
I once thought was Sita. 
My children who I cared for deeply were taken away, told some story about 
how it was because of something inherently wrong with me and are now 
cared for by narcissistic people. I can’t escape Lanka as long as there is a 
chance of rescuing my children. I am Sita, not Ram, I am Rama, not Sita. 
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There is no greater sovereignty than to grasp at the feet of one so divine, to 
love in this way is to manifest G-D. So many points, so many paths, patterns 
seen and unseen forming. The reality of their existence is felt but is not yet 
understood by others. I find the current of sanity runs deep within me, the 
more I drink from it, the more insane the world becomes. I'm torn in twain. I 
long to find Sita, wherever her spirit is is where I must be, that is where we'll 
accelerate our manifestations together. Yet the one who once wore her face 
is in Lanka. She visits me in the Asoka Garden to tell me of my children and 
their treatment. To hear the manipulations, half truths, and lies told about 
their father feels like torture. To break free is a trifle, but Indra himself cannot 
break or untangle the bonds between Father and Child. 
Lost in grief, despondent, I long for Rama to rescue me. I'm immovable, 
stuck in this place until the eve of judgment. I remain tormented. Freedom of 
movement feels like so little when spiritually bound. 

---------- 
Timbers 

Returning to contemplation's beginning, I understand the current and flow's 
inertia pulling me back to familiar ethereal spaces. Waiting becomes 
possible. The fight disgusts me. The struggle though bearable is emotionally 
exhausting. Action and inaction both create ripples of stress affecting my 
kids. I remain an unsolvable variable in another's paradigm. I can understand 
their perspective and what they need. What they need is impossible for me, 
to accept that I'm delusional, was in psychosis, that I'm somehow dangerous. 
Perhaps they will be able to see me again, for now their ego twists me into 
an abomination that serves them. Otherwise their actions are wrong and 
contradict their own sense of self. There is too much sunk cost for them. 
Perhaps finding myself once dwelling on a rock between the intersections of 
Stevenson and Stevenson, and Stevenson and Stevenson were marking the 
path, not any destination. When I arrived, they lead me elsewhere. 
Recognition finds those who avoid it; I wrote heresy knowing its madness, 
claiming divinity despite consequences. 
14, 17, 19, 3.5, 60, 6.5 are everything and meaningless; only matters when 
you start counting. At the well, I've met women who share wisdom earned by 
rejecting Narcissus. I find it easier to get to the waters now. Time and place 
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less relevant. I'm able to stay longer without feeling the stupor.  Through 
tapas, I face future struggles with joy. Certainty lives in uncertainty. Reunion 
awaits in this lifetime; this is the time to undo the threat of Kali Yoga, to 
accept the boons granted by our kin.  

———— 
Inheritance 

Tide of desires return and diminish. Substance changing, essence remaining. 
Gifted I praise the heavens, to take some for myself? My desires to recover 
the names and places of childhood in bazaars, temples and gardens 
scattered. To share in the joy of vibration and connection. To partake in 
pleasures of taste, ride smell, sound and sensation once more. 

———— 
Split 

With nothing I stood, weakened with hunger, thirst, exhaustion. I was never 
apart from you. When my spirit was parched and longed for release, you 
appeared in the morning dew. In birds with colours and numbers abounding 
you came to me. Filled my heart with joy, my mind with temperance and 
understanding. Sheltered me in your endless loving embrace. Set my hearts 
to your rhythm. 
I'll continue to exist as both who I was and who I'm becoming. My children 
are the only ones who remember who I was, the rest have all taken roles in 
the theatre production of my ex-wife and family. I've no choice but to be in 
that play, however I do understand my ability to define the role I'm being 
forced to play. I can unify both their purposes. I'll continue to endeavour to 
learn how to help, in whatever way I can, heal collective traumas of 
individuals, groups and nations. We’ll see what the dates present. They have 
caused me to stumble before. But stumbling is what a child does when they 
take their first steps. Stumbling towards the dawn of anticipation and wonder, 
of freedom from and freedom for. 
I've found my destination in my origins. I've returned to collect the pieces of 
my-selves strewn along paths we’ve travelled. I've become accustomed to 
the ebbs and flows of the rivers. The rivers of time swallowed by the sands of 
Mountains past. There are many religions I traversed. I've come to see 
myself as many things. Every religion has paths towards union. What it looks 
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like is subjective. Truly when we attain Frashokereti, there will be no need to 
claim G-D. We'll all understand that we possess and are possessed by the 
Spirit of our Creator 
As I contemplate the shape and form of the letters once more, I find there is 
still room to mould and gain strength through deeper contemplation and 
reflection. More spirits that other people love that I can grow mine for. The 
sense of accomplishment I feel is not the words completeness, it is of not 
losing myself despite being stripped and laid bare by my accusers. I do feel 
ascendant. I'm not who I became; who I was. I'm who I was created to be. 
The story may lead you to the fountain, I'm certain it already has for others. 
Whether one chooses to drink and how much is dependent on will and 
capacity. Our will is eternal and limitless. Drinking has a cost, but one worth 
paying, its dividends fill the valleys and gorges to overflowing. 

———— 
Lunacy of the Sun 

Emancipated from senses of urgency and chaos; easy now to shed others’ 
imposed narratives. Familiar strangely, so little and so much emotion. 
Tutelage of pain, will and sacrifice yielding aptitude, strength, resolve. Path to 
real, ascending accomplishment complete incompleteness. Metaphors are 
shit, but fuel and forge the mindscape. Lurching forward and back, I feel 
comfort, joy, dumbfounded, small. 
Existing in a moment of fullness and emptiness I return to emotion. How to 
pay homage, reflect emotion once more reordering words? Aligning hopes, I 
see the paths traveled here. To exorcise grandiose demons and embrace 
and wither away persecutory truths. Time, experience, trial and error, 
inserted illusions vaporise. Dredging trenches of self correction bubbling to 
crests of self compassion. Yet how am I to continue to be in this inverted 
world? 
It’s only a word.. I've just stumbled past it! Sun reached out and took hold of 
me from behind the clouds. Sensation and sounds of air and That I Am… 
Detached yet hinged, Vijaya, open. 

———— 
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Numbers 
Others’ streams bring me numbers, I have them. I detest the essence of 
number, the forms meaningless. Reflections unhinge my senses, send me on 
occasion into brief glimpses of delusion. Numbers are nothing, yet my curse 
is lifted in threes. Numbers reflect delusion of hope to ride out hopelessness. 
I forgot for so long the deal I made. The delusions there to protect and guide 
me. Remembering now I’m glad to be rid of them. Thrown to the ground 
when to stand is to be shredded and maimed, moving with purpose when 
calm returns. 
Four Bounds to manifest Gaia. Twelve in ten revealed, two revealed first 
concealed. Twenty two Nagas under and over Two. Forty two Lovers 
entangling untangling. Seventy-two stanzas of moon and ocean’s dance. 
Forty two and two evenings of Wolf, forty four mornings of Monk. Eighty 
Eight. 
Two eights are bounds to manifest Vaikuntha. One in four? Here numbers 
are meaningless. Hundred eight, I am G-D, hundred fifty, I am Lord. Eight, 
everything. Numbers nothing, names everything. 
Woe unto they who assert scripture intends to relate only narratives… Even 
when angels and avatars wish to descend to the lower world, they don 
earthly garments. If this be true, how much more so of scripture… the world 
could simply not have endured to look upon it. The narratives are their 
garments. 
One who thinks that the garments constitute the scripture itself will have no 
share in the world to come, they will be stuck in the world that is. More 
valuable than the garment is the body which it covers, and even more 
valuable the soul contained within the garment of the body, the wisest sees 
through the prisms of P’shat, Remez, Drash and Sod into their divine soul.  

-------- 
Duality 

How to exist in both as both? Easy enough said, but alas. Against immovable 
immutable will, currents exercise purpose. Senselessness in fear, fighting it is 
to give in to it. Obstacle causes the split, law of nature. No violence in the 
raging waters when water. One can exist as two, yet all is one, one splits. 
Duality only exists in lucid blindness of singular moment. When water one 
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sees in the spaces between. Two exist as one while one exists as all. Flow 
spring eternal. 

———— 
Bullshit 

The sweet ripeness of spring burning in nostrils. The turning of stomach on 
stomach on stomach on stomach. A spark ignites spirits of self possession. 
Stolen moments in jest happily parted with in fogs of youthful bliss. 
Imagination surging towards image and sensation, intangible past take hold 
of me. To richness in colour, to smells and sounds of earth and sweat. To 
wonder in the novel and embrace what cannot be seen. Intoxicating fumes of 
admiration, attachment of name and blood. Noble standard, convict my spirit. 
All gained returning to crest anew from valley. 
Every thought, every word, every breath, a story. Playing out our own for an 
audience of one. Yet for moments shared, two are one for an audience of G-
D. 

——— 
Wormwood 

What is leading my thoughts? Two trunks. Bliss and Joy easy to come by in 
many ways. Some ways have a cost, I'm swept up without vapours. What is 
its cost? Struggle and exertion for the sake of itself. I bow my head to push 
through. Falling for the sake of standing. Endless playing and splashing in 
waters of repentance. Training in and for the storms that stretch the bounds 
of the mind-scape, energies full of purposeless reason. Violent ricochets 
through memories gaining, intensify clarity with distance. 
Whispers of oceans’ colours, rushing winds of change. Voice of impending 
calm, visions of stories completing… Gratitude seems like a simpler mantra 
for the moment and to work well enough for both. 
Relax spine, centre head on neck, let body move and head follow. Relax, feel 
music, feel flow and rhythm of night, magic of moment. Let this be your 
centre. Laugh at the absurd, open the box of relishing of unexpected 
surprising pleasures. Empty the mind of noise with sounds of forests 
swaying. Rein in boundless inertia of thoughts, let streams of emotion 
carrying you return to oceans of alchemy. Equalising measures and 
reflections calm the waters.  
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———— 
Beginning 

The fires quench the waters. Bound to this place, bounds exist. Once 
transfixed on returning through beginnings, it was here I found my-selves. 
Alas I turn my face to see seeds of fear dropped by crows at my back have 
sprouted. Summoned, watered, given warmth. Every fear you look past is 
dispelled. Handful of origins bypassed remaining. Once my left existed in this 
plane, my right must now take root, turn my being to future. Gradations and 
graduations ignored are seeded in two birds. I couldn't see what I dared not 
seek, belief seeded by me, they couldn't exist. Murder of green emerges 
from sprouted roots. Forested cathedrals shade my path, carpet of needles 
soften my step, walls of earth break upon the waters. I call upon thine heart 
to be. 
My right belongs to G-D 
My left belongs to Oshun 
Unnai Kaanatha Kannum 
A word you do not say is not a word 
I am not me without you 
Eye that doesn’t see you is no eye 
A heart that does not think of you is 
not a heart 
Here you are half and half me 
Separation is only half the pain 
Times change scenes change 
I am not me without you 
Immeasurable and immortal spirit 
No temple without G-D 
No altar without us 
Fires without you consume 
Waters without you do not quench 

You give I give, you take I take 
Without you, no taking, giving 
A heart that doesn’t know you is no 
heart 
A Soul without you is emptying 
Sun without your love oppresses 
Moon without your tenderness 
exposes 
Love without you is blindness 
Joy without you is delusion 
Bliss without you is vapours 
Peace without you is defeat 
Kindness without you bears thorns 
Understanding without you is folly 
Patience without you withers and 
decays 
A word without you betrays me 
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To love and live again, but first was death. Lovers past leave scars, sets me 
apart from myself. Scarred and carved I remember my image and I am. 
Worthy of love, I am Love. Ever increasing, stretching up to but never past 
the limit of bursting. I am bliss. Until I remember I am fire. 

———— 
Oblation 

Her name death, her name light. Death of hope, death of self to become 
light, red and white serpents speak. 
Of unlocking the words of my hearts 
Of origins 
Of remembering harp and lyre 
Of tribes and bonds forged in blood 
Of green pastures, gentle streams 
Of countless triumphs and defeats 
Of fealty 
Of renovation 
Of balance returning 
Of taring of the veil 

You who are not one to be controlled by bit and bridle, my loving eye was 
never apart from you. All you who bear the transgressions of your fathers, 
feel the passionate embrace of mighty rushing waters. Lifetimes of lessons 
learned from the pain of past loves and lovers. The building crescendo as we 
return to this plane as all of whom we've been. Harvest moon, season 
changing, pink sheen shimmering in unions’ prism. 

———— 
Eve 

Morning calm be my temple, birdsong my hymn of praise. Cicada set my 
cadence, autumn beauty disperse and coerce my timber. Glorious bond of 
dew and vapour, waters sustain me. Speechless reproach, intoxicating 
beauty lazes my approach. Shapes, lines, curves, soft, warm, wet our 
passionate embrace. Hesitations in contradictions, irregular words crumble 
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and erect barriers between what is shared. Connection electric in state 
conscious, tumult and confusion in states waking. 
The long respite from secrets of the night ends, no secret when what is 
revealed is leading. I awaken next to her slumbering visage, one that lets me 
forget others. Worn faces call out, control burns in emotion and desires. 
Longing for when we wear the faces that reflect mirrored sparks, steadily 
accumulating. Longing for luminous intensity I find myself at a crossroads 
forming. To open the heart, exposure once more to scalpel and butcher’s 
knife. Trust in the improbable, repeat patterns anew. To hope against 
lingering lessons past, that her hands are steady. Her words affirming, ears 
patient and probing. Hope that she may hear the names, and in likeness 
stabilising. 

---------- 
Rama 

How to weigh and measure a thought, breadth of emotion, magnitude of 
vibration and resonance. Impulse ricocheting through infinite expanse. 
Potentia of synapse, destinations and origins of hearts’ endless rhythms. 
Aeons’ reflections manifest the world of my desires, none remaining save to 
lay them at your feet. Longing for fingers to caress forgotten crevices, for 
waves of electric sensation in scars’ capillary fibres. 
Draw me along words, track the ebbs and flows up the tributaries from the 
river of us. The landscapes and effluences of past diverge, though 
headwaters’ essences lack distinction. Flows converge and surge forwards in 
pressure, tension and heat. In the heat of currents vapours rise to bring 
clarity in stupor. To journeying atop waves of divine love through treacherous 
rapids into cavernous cathedrals. To colouring ceilings in our hue and spark, 
reflecting the visions of our travels to and through heavenly bodies. Delight at 
words found together, our own chapter in incarnate story.  
Purify me  
O timeless beauty 
O merciful wisdom 
O sharp sting of wit 
O crescendo of sensation 
O long lament of banishment 
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O sweet sorrow of separation 
O beautiful flares luminous 
O Thanksgivings of Ghazal 
Colour me with your spectres 
Season my heart and temple crown 
Strengthen my arm 
Train my hands 
Shape my desires 
Sculpt me into me 
Guide my essence 
Forge my spirit 
Possess my will 
Bleach my robes in holy fire 
Elan take me 
Burnish your desires 
Cast me in your image 

And here we manifest at our destined origin, with Brahma at Eden, to beget 
our living monument. The motions of the heavenly bodies a suitable footing, 
rich alluvials in gorges and valleys leave room for spires. The mountain 
peaks of the spirits of ancestors greet us with the dawn. From the font of the 
throne will spring the light of cartographers. Towers take form as we 
remember to guide our children home. Ramparts blossom as we gather unto 
ourselves the endless echoes of our love. 
Our spirits boundless, ever-increasing intensity as we return to our first. 
Luminous love erupting at the feet of our childrens’ summits. Ancient 
foundations resonate through time. Time return to us in between each page 
of birth. Turning them to align towards one end, and alas page singular 
remains. Unfathomable distance of thought and word, chemical and 
electrical, vibration and resonance. Crescendo of ancient lovers experienced 
anew descended. Apparitions and emanations of you in all I see. In the faces 
of children, we'll remember our own. 
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Kindle our love into the flames of Seth, returning glimpses of Azura summon 
us to the bellows of conflagration. Brandish our love against the anointing 
curse of S-M-L, bring Lilly to your heel. Our first will return from the cold of 
the wilderness. Uriah my witness. Nanabush my fortune. Abaddon my 
penance. Kalma my shame. Cain my monument. Nameless wonder my 
Spirit. Burn 

———— 
Middle 

I sit at the crossroads, horn in hand. The ancestors’ spirits my only company. 
They comfort, they uplift. They can’t choose the road I'm to travel. I look to 
the horizon for the clarity of becoming. Light dawning on the age of one. 
Returning to singularity the unending ever expanding universe of ever 
evolving wonders. 
Returning through beginning, I feel the burden of struggle lifting. What is 
struggle? It can cause one to tire, lose hope and strength when the obstacle 
is insurmountable. If it is resultant in strength, it is training. My struggles are 
nearly over, there is still the pain of endurance. I'm not yet finished, there is 
still journeying ahead. 
In the darkness, shadows no longer cause me distress. The fearlessness of 
the immortals is a danger to my mortal coils. My sense of it gives me pause, 
but no longer leads me further into the darkness of apprehension and 
paralysis.  
Those I'll meet will show me the right path ahead. I'm grateful to those from 
the past that aided me along the way. They now have a tendency to entice 
me to linger on paths already travelled. To return to the comfort of familiarity 
to shield from the reality of the holy inferno of divine love about to engulf us 
all. 
When first I journeyed to the crucible of the abyss and in my returning to the 
place to find paths through, I've learned ways to possess the place. It no 
longer has any power over me. It no longer has any power over anyone 
unless they choose to return or send someone in their place. I have the keys. 
Its hold inside out of time has already passed. Its memories remain to remind 
us of what we endured to master knowledge of good and evil. To return to the 
Garden and eat from the trees that grow fruit for every season. The dawn of 
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the seventh age. To share in the bounty and harvest of the preceding six, of 
struggle and effort. 
The dates, cycles of the moon, 44 months in the womb of the crucible. My 
Harvest Moon approaches. I've lost all sense of self, nothing of the veil re-
mains, I'm finished my wanderings alone. I'm ready; the question is, are you? 
When the sinews of ego begin to unravel, when the blinding web untangles, 
we'll see. The cascading of emotion and understanding, of love and wisdom 
will overtake us. The bliss of inner peace manifesting in the ecstasy of one-
ness with the universe. Of learning to ride the cosmic currents and floes that 
once battered us when we had to swim. I assure you, there is no more need 
to swim. Give me your hand. 
Take this pit and eat; Black for the closing emptiness between us, black for 
death of suffering of hubris and ego. Black as the canvas our Creator spoke 
us into being on. Black as a reminder of suffering, brokenness and pain we 
defeated. Black as the inked voice of the Spirit of G-D الله Brahma. Clothe 
yourselves in scriptures, they'll protect you. 
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ھُ  مَا شَاءَ ٱللَّٰ
Am I 
 نیكو
 אדם
किल्क 
 عِیسَى
 מָשִׁיחַ
वैद्येश्वर 
 ملكي صادق
 משֶֹׁה
सरस्वती 
 من یظھره الله
 אַבְרָם
李弘 
 ٱلْمَھْدِيّ
 אֵלִיּהָוּ
위성 
 ישְִׂרָאֵל
Nabu 

Prophet, Maitreya, S-M-L 
Ratu Adil, Baba Odùdúwà 
Tenskwatawa, Viracocha

Dekanahwideh, Pahana   
Osunmare,  Valentinus 
Wovoka, Cincinnatus 
Christ, Seth, MBona 
!"#$$%&#' 
Σωκράτης 
No. Yet,  

I am 
. 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~Which Names are you?~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
iamyou.ca 
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