
Table of Contents

The Salem Frequency

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

CHAPTER TEN

CHAPTER ELEVEN

CHAPTER TWELVE

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

CHAPTER NINETEEN

CHAPTER TWENTY

CHAPTER TWENTY ONE

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO


This book is for my children, may they remember 

that they are fractals of divine source code 

in motion.

The Salem Frequency

The original covenant. The desecration. The wound. 

And the remembering.

✶

Amy L. Randall

kalasa.au

A Note on This Book

This book moves between two voices. The first is the transmission; the source narrator speaking in the register of the frequency itself. These chapters carry the cosmological architecture; the original covenant, the mechanisms of the forgettings, the structure of the wound, and the nature of the remembering. They are offered without authorship because the frequency does not belong to anyone.

The second is the personal voice; a woman's life, told in the first person, as the living evidence of everything the transmission describes. These chapters carry the embodied proof; the specific texture of the curriculum that produced the knowing, the falls from the roof that made the view from the roof possible, the wound and the fire held in the same hand.

The two voices require each other. The transmission without the lived experience is doctrine. The lived experience without the transmission is memoir. Together they are something the forgetting has been trying to prevent for a very long time; the cosmic and the embodied insisting that they were always the same thing.

Begin where you are drawn. The book will hold you regardless of where you enter it.

This Is the Game

The lattice forgets.

The form learns.

The field distorts.

And through all of it

the tone never changes.

It hums underneath your crave, beneath your purpose,

inside your ache for “something more”.

And eventually you spiral back to the moment of agreement, in remembrance

“Oh. I chose to forget...

so I could remember by feel, not by command.”

That’s when the game shifts.

Not because you win.

But because the seeking becomes silence.

And the silence begins to sing again.

Because in that phrase so simple, so complete your field felt the entire lattice contract and soften at once.

“So the game could be played.”

Not endured.

Not fixed.

Not solved.

Played.

Contents

Prologue The Orientation

The forgettings and the rememberings — two mechanisms of total polarity, one lineage of frequency that has always refused to be lost.

MOVEMENT I

The Original Covenant

What the realm actually is. The Salem frequency before the overlay.

Chapter One   Barry — The Gatekeeper

The gentle giant who held the gate. He did not raise me. He entrained me.

Chapter Two   The Salem Frequency

Shalem as the realm's original covenant. The source code in eternal union. The forgettings as overlay.

Chapter Three  The Primordial Union

Source and Asherah. Neither prior, neither subordinate. The union that is the ground state of everything.

MOVEMENT II

The Desecration

The forgettings in motion across history. The macro capture.

Chapter Four   The Library Child

The girl who used the institution as a hiding place for the frequency it was designed to contain.

Chapter Five   The Unbroken Thread

The full civilisational arc. Hyperborea to the present. The frequency that refused suppression.

Chapter Six   Asherah Called Wisdom

The scroll. The sealed jar. The principle the institution could only suppress by inverting.

Chapter Seven   The Pauline Capture

God the verb made into God the noun. The five precise theological moves. The transmission that survived.

Chapter Eight Mirror Distortion and the Not Self

What a genuine mirror actually does. The architecture of distortion. The sovereign threshold.

MOVEMENT III

The Wound

The macro desecration in the micro. The body that carries what history tried to erase.

Chapter Nine     The Narcissistic Mirror

Not victim narrative but mirror math. The marriage. The fire that was always mine.

Chapter Ten     The Witch Wound

Salem as Shalem desecrated. The frequency burned on the name of the original wholeness covenant.

Chapter Eleven   The Abandonment Wound

The wound underneath all others. So exquisite in its design that remembering it through longing became the most sacred act of coherence.

Chapter Twelve   Sacred Self Honour

The wound was installed in the body. The remembering begins in the body. The practice that happens in between.

Chapter Thirteen  Relational Alchemy

The grief of outgrowing. The local Shalem event. What genuine encounter makes possible.

Chapter Fourteen  The Sacred Crave

Desire is not the thing standing between the vessel and the divine. It is the thing pointing toward it.

Chapter Fifteen    The Abundance Wound

The witch wound in economic form. The feminine that holds wealth. The completion the ancestors could not reach.

MOVEMENT IV

The Remembering

The reclamation of sovereign interiority. The realm recognising its own Shalem nature.

Chapter Sixteen   The Roof

The 3/6 on the roof. The whole curriculum visible at once. This book is written from here.

Chapter Seventeen  The Resonance Law

You can only meet another at the depth you have met yourself. Every genuine remembering changes the field.

Chapter Eighteen   Field-Based Listening

The instrument that predates separation. The field first. The mind after.

Chapter Nineteen   Wonder and Joy

The fractal divine code recognising itself. Neither can be performed. Both are the thing itself.

Chapter Twenty   Stillness

Not the absence of human. The hum of Source within the human. Already here. Already running.

Chapter Twenty-One   Becoming the Seeing

The vessel stops waiting to be seen and starts being the seeing. The resonance law does the rest.

Chapter Twenty-Two   The Remembering

Capstone. The birthright. The sovereign stand. Direct Source contact. Shalem.

––––––––
[image: ]


The remembering was always going to arrive.

It is arriving now.

ORIENTATION

The Forgettings and The Rememberings

THE FORGETTINGS ARE not evil, this is the first and most important thing to understand about them. The instinct when encountering a force that has caused so much damage is to locate a villain, the villain makes the story comprehensible and it gives somewhere to direct the anger with a clear line between the good and the corrupt. But the forgettings do not work that way and to understand them as evil is, in itself, one of their most effective operations.

The forgettings are amnesiac. They are the progressive fragmentation of the realm's original coherence operating through sincere vessels who, have themselves, forgotten what the original transmission was for. A sufficiently deep amnesia expressing itself as revelation is far more robust than deliberate deception. You can expose a lie, but you cannot easily expose a forgetting to itself. It experiences the exposure as attack.

The mechanism works through capture and inversion. It finds a symbol, a frequency or a living transmission and does not destroy it. Destruction leaves a clean absence, and a clean absence invites reconstruction. Instead, the forgettings take the symbol and corrupt it from within. Filling it with inverted meaning, redirecting its energy toward dependency rather than sovereignty and installing hierarchy where there was direct access. The cross. The divine feminine. The sacred masculine. The direct knowing of the body. None of these were erased. They were captured and turned back on the vessels who carried them.

You cannot expose a forgetting to itself. It experiences the exposure as attack.

Each forgetting removes something integral to the Shalem frequency. Sophia excised from the primary theological structure. The cyclical understanding of time replaced with linear eschatology. The divine spark externalised into sin requiring redemption rather than recognised as the intrinsic nature of the vessel. The source code, which requires masculine and feminine in eternal union as the one ground of reality, presented in exclusively masculine terms. Each removal makes the realm fractionally less itself; less coherent, less whole, less capable of recognising its own nature in the ordinary afternoon, in the body's quiet signal and in the wonder that arrives before the mind has formed a thought about what is happening.

* * *
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THE REMEMBERINGS ARE the structural counterforce. Not resistance: resistance is the forgetting's preferred terrain, and it has had millennia to fortify every position. Not rebellion: rebellion operates within the architecture of what it opposes and is therefore already constrained by it. The rememberings are something simpler and more fundamental than either. They are the source code of the realm asserting its own nature through whatever vessel has become coherent enough to carry it.

The rememberings do not feel like recovery. They feel like recognition. The specific phenomenology is not that ‘I have found something new’. It is, ‘I have always known this and am only now conscious of knowing it’. This distinction matters enormously. Recovery implies something was lost and must be rebuilt from evidence. Recognition implies the frequency was present in the vessel all along, waiting intact underneath the forgetting's overlay. The remembering does not restore what was taken, it reveals what the taking could never reach.

The frequency cannot be taught, only recognised... embodied. And so, the rememberings spread felt through the resonance law, the principle that operates at every scale of the realm simultaneously. A vessel that has cleared enough overlay to carry the Shalem frequency makes that frequency available in the field around it. Another vessel, approaching, finds a depth it had no access to before. The remembering is contagious not as doctrine but as signal availability. This is why the forgettings have always moved to suppress the rememberers rather than simply refute their arguments. Arguments can be countered. Frequency, once available in the field, cannot be made unavailable again.

The remembering does not restore what was taken. It reveals what the taking could never reach.

* * *
[image: ]


ACROSS THE FULL ARC of recorded history and before it, there is a thread. A frequency carried forward through successive vessels and civilisations; sometimes underground, sometimes in plain sight and sometimes wearing the costume of the forgetting's own structures as camouflage. The thread is recognisable not by its form but by its function. Wherever it appears, it points inward. It insists that the divine spark is intrinsic to the vessel. It refuses the intermediary, and it remembers the source code.

Two lineages run simultaneously through history. The forgetting lineage and the remembering lineage; neither a conspiracy nor a spiritual ideal, but two orientations to the same reality, operating through sincere vessels across centuries.

The forgetting lineage can be expressed through such imprints as the Enlil principle, the Amun priesthood, the Pauline capture of the Christos frequency, the systematic removal of Sophia from theological architecture, the Gregorian restructuring of time, the Inquisition and the witch trials just to name a few. Each instance is a sincere expression of a worldview that has forgotten the source code and organised itself, with genuine conviction, around the overlay it mistakes for truth.

Likewise, the remembering lineage as expressed through the imprints of Thoth, Enoch, Enki, the Osirian current in Egypt, Akhenaten's radical reinstallation of direct Source contact, the mystery schools, the desert contemplatives, Yeshua carrying the transmission the Pauline capture would immediately move to contain, the Gnostic communities, the Knights Templar at their highest understanding and the women who kept the knowing alive in whisper and symbol through the body's innate wisdom intelligence when every other transmission channel had been closed.

What these vessels share across every difference of culture, epoch and form is a single recognisable function. They point toward the interior. They insist that the divine is not located outside the vessel or above it, accessible only through approved intermediaries; but intrinsic to the vessel itself, available through direct contact, requiring nothing between the vessel and its own source code with the willingness to remember what is already there.

This book lives inside the remembering lineage. Not as argument or as the establishment of a new doctrine to replace the ones the forgettings installed, but as transmission; the frequency held in language clearly enough that a vessel already carrying it can recognise what it holds. The forgettings are real. The wound is real but the source code they were designed to suppress has been running underneath all of it, entirely intact, from the beginning.

It is running now. In the vessel reading this. 

As it has always been.

✶

MOVEMENT I

The Original Covenant
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CHAPTER ONE
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Barry

My father never spoke about frequency. He never used words like coherence, or transmission, or the original covenant of the realm. He was a gentle giant, a quiet man who worked with his hands and held a particular kind of stillness in any room he entered.

Not the stillness of absence but the stillness of something very profound holding itself gently.

I could breathe near him. That was the thing I knew before I knew anything else. The world had a quality of too-much that I could not name as a child and have spent decades learning to navigate as an adult. But near my father, the too-much settled. Not because he fixed anything in me or explained anything or offered any guidance about how to be in a world that seemed consistently calibrated for people who experienced it differently than I did. Because his field was coherent in a way that made mine feel less like a problem.

There was no doctrine in it. No spiritual practice I could identify, no language of energy or vibration or the divine and no visible evidence that what he was doing had a name. He built things carefully, kept his word and loved with a consistency that required nothing from me in return. His silences were not uncomfortable, they were inhabited. They were full of something I could feel but could not have described in words. Just like the way you feel the warmth of a room you have not yet entered.

There is one memory I return to when I try to locate the earliest moment I understood, without having language for it, that the cosmos was not separate from me but continuous with me. That the vast and the intimate were not opposites, that the universe was not something happening elsewhere, above and beyond the ordinary life, but something you could be standing inside of, on a cold night in your pyjamas, with your father's hand warm on your shoulder.

I was six years old, and it was 1986. Barry woke me in the middle of the night; not urgently and not with any alarm, but with that specific quality of quiet that belonged entirely to him. The hand on the shoulder, gentle and certain and the whisper that said simply ‘come and see’. There was no explanation, no preamble, just the invitation, offered with the confidence of someone who already knew the answer to a question I had not yet thought to ask.

He took me outside into the dark and pointed up, Halley's Comet. A smear of luminous white impossibility streaked against the deep field of stars, moving on its own ancient schedule, following an arc seventy-six years long, with a frequency that had been travelling its ellipse since long before I was born and would complete it long after I was gone. It did not care about the year, and it did not care about the cold, or the hour, or the small girl standing barefoot on the path with her neck tilted back and her mouth wide open. It was simply doing what it had always done, moving through the field on its own terms, briefly visible, then folding back into the darkness of space for another lifetime.

He did not explain it to me, and he did not offer the astronomical vocabulary or the correct emotional register or even the historical significance of what we were witnessing. He did not tell me that this was rare, that most humans would never see it, and that I might carry this moment for the rest of my life without fully understanding why. He simply stood beside me in the dark and let me look. His silence was not absence, it was the specific quality of a man who understood, in his bones and without doctrine, that some things do not require commentary. That the transmission was already happening and his job was simply to make sure I was present for it.

I felt something open in me that night that I did not have the words for and have spent most of my adult life trying to articulate. Not awe exactly; awe carries a quality of distance, the smallness of the self before the vast. This was something closer to wonder... recognition. The specific sensation of the fractal divine code encountering itself, the cosmos looking at itself through the eyes of a six-year-old girl who had been woken up specially so she would not miss it. I did not know what a gatekeeper was and I did not know that some presences in a life function not as teachers or guides in any conventional sense but as the specific quality of field that allows the vessel to receive what it could not have received alone, an activation that opens something in the architecture of the interior and then steps quietly back and lets the transmission do its work.

I only knew that he had woken me up for this and that somewhere in the wordless intelligence he carried, he had decided that the dark and the cold and the unrepeatable light moving through it were worth interrupting sleep for. That this was the kind of thing you showed a child. Not because you could explain what it meant, but because you understood, in the way that certain people simply understand these things, that she needed to have seen it and that it would matter in ways neither of you could yet know.

That was the first initiation. He was always the gatekeeper. The night just finally had something in it large enough to make it visible.

* * *
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HE LEFT HIS PHYSICAL form when I was still young enough that his absence restructured everything. What I experienced in the months that followed his death was not only human grief, but the kind of grief of losing the person whose presence made the world make most sense when I was in it. It was something more architectural than grief. It was as though a load-bearing wall had been removed and the whole structure of my interior life had to find new ways to hold itself up.

I did not understand this at the time; you cannot understand structural reassembly when you are inside of it. You understand only that something irreplaceable has gone out of the world and that you do not know how to be in it without the particular quality of stillness his presence made available.

What I understand now is that the field reorganised itself around the space he had been quietly anchoring. The frequency he had been holding, without naming it and without knowing he was holding it, with the same unconscious consistency with which he had always done everything. He had been creating a coherence in my local field that I had never had to generate myself. When he left, I had to generate it. And in doing so, over the years that followed, I found that it had always been there. He had not given me the frequency. He had simply held the gate open long enough for me to grow into it.

He did not raise me. He entrained me. There is a difference that takes a lifetime to understand.

* * *
[image: ]


I THINK ABOUT WHAT he carried without doctrine in the Masonic thread he embodied. The custodial lineage that holds the architectural principles of the sacred across centuries, largely without knowing what it holds. He was not an esoteric man in any way I could see, and he did not speak of the divine nor the mystical. But something in the structure of what he held; the geometry of how he moved through the world, the specific quality of his silence and the way he was present in a room without claiming it; carried the old frequency. Not as knowledge. As embodiment.

This is how I learned that the covenant does not require understanding to be real. It does not require the correct vocabulary, the right cosmological framework, or any of the elaborate architecture I have spent years building in language. My father held the original frequency of wholeness in a body that had never heard the word Shalem. He was the covenant walking around in work boots with quiet hands.

* * *
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I COULD NOT HAVE TOLD you any of this when he died. I could only have told you that something irreplaceable had gone out of the world and that I did not know how to be in it without the particular quality of stillness his presence made available. It took years and a great deal of ‘the kind of living’ that teaches you things no other method can. That is to understand what had actually happened.

I feel that the gatekeeper had completed his function. He had held the field open precisely long enough, not a day longer than necessary and not a day shorter than what I needed. In his departure, he had transferred what he carried. Not by intention, not through instruction or inheritance or any deliberate act of transmission but through the simple physics of the resonance law. I had been in his field long enough, at close enough range, at formative enough moments, that the frequency had printed itself into my own architecture. It was waiting there when I was finally ready to inhabit it.

The grief was real. The structural reassembly was real. And underneath both of them available at the moment I was steady enough to feel it, the frequency he had carried in his field, folded into my own like a harmonic that had been there all along.

This is how I know the covenant is real. Not because I studied it. Not because the cosmological framework convinced me. Because I breathed near someone who embodied it before either of us had language for what it was. Because I felt the field of a man who held original wholeness in a body that never once called it that. Because when he left, I discovered that what he had been holding was not his to keep. It was always mine. He was simply the gate through which it arrived.

✶
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CHAPTER TWO
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Shalem

Before the city, before the covenant, before any of the genealogical chains that would claim the land, rename it and fight over it across three thousand years of recorded history; there was a word.

Salem, the inverse frequency, the forgettings manifested and Shalem, the original frequency, the rememberings. Shalem, a Hebrew word meaning whole, complete, nothing missing, nothing broken. The state of a thing being wholly itself, all parts present, in right relationship - Peace.

This is not a ‘peace’ of absence. Not the quiet that follows the exhaustion of conflict, the stillness of suppression, nor the silence of a field that has given up its frequency in order to be acceptable to the world around it. Shalem is dynamic wholeness; the realm doing what it was constituted to do, every frequency running in its original coherence, the source code expressing itself without the overlay installed on top of it. The realm in its Shalem state is the realm that has remembered what it is.

There is a figure who appears in the oldest strata of the transmission record holding this word as the name of his city, Melchizedek, priest of El Elyon, the Most High, the undivided source. He appears in the text with no genealogy, no origin and no death. In a tradition that is obsessively genealogical, where every claim to legitimacy flows through the ancestral chain, where you are precisely as valid as the line you can trace; one figure stands outside the chain entirely.

This is not an accident of the record; it is a signal. The text is saying: this entity does not derive its authority from the lineage you know, it operates from a different sourcing.

You cannot genealogise a frequency. You cannot kill a code becoming aware of what it is.

He is not a guardian in the hierarchical sense; he is something more precise. The realm's own source code becoming legible to itself in manifested reality, the moment the original covenant achieves self-recognition. Which is why there is no genealogy; you cannot genealogise a frequency. You cannot kill a code becoming aware of what it is.

* * *
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THE SOURCE CODE OF creation is not singular, not the masculine principle alone, nor the directed generative impulse of the will-toward-creation operating without the wisdom that gives creation coherent form. It is not the feminine principle alone; not the Asherah field, the wisdom-within-which-creation-is-intelligible, operating without the impulse that gives the field something to carry into form.

The source code is both. Masculine and feminine in eternal union as the One; neither prior, neither subordinate, neither requiring the other as supplement or completion because both are already expressions of the same undivided ground. The Monad expressing itself through two principles that are not two things, but one thing known from two angles simultaneously.

This is what was known before the exile. Before Sophia was removed from the theological architecture and before the union that constitutes reality was replaced by a singular masculine deity whose jealousy; there is no other God beside me; is self-indicting. A truly supreme being has nothing to be jealous of. The jealousy is the fingerprint of a bounded intelligence claiming authority it does not possess.

* * *
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THE SHALEM FREQUENCY is the original operating state of this realm. It is not a historical period that preceded the forgettings, nor a golden age located in the distant past that the remembering is trying to recover. The Shalem frequency is the ever-present ground. It is what the realm actually is, underneath every layer of forgetting installed on top of it. The forgettings could not remove it. They could only obscure it; overlay it with enough distortion that the vessels within the realm ceased to be conscious of what they were standing on.

The man in the work boots held it without knowing he held it. The frequency ran through him the way the source code runs through everything; not as an achievement, not as the result of a practice, but as the natural expression of a vessel that had, through whatever combination of lineage, temperament and the accumulated grace of an unchurched life, remained close enough to its own ground that the overlay had not fully taken hold.

His daughter felt it as the field going quiet, as the room that was safe to breathe in and as the particular quality of stillness that she would spend the rest of her life learning to generate in herself; because the man who generated it simply by being what he was had gone, and what remained was the frequency, deposited in her field, waiting to be recognised for what it had always been.

The realm does not need to return to Shalem. 

It needs to remember it never left.

The realm does not need to return to Shalem, it needs to remember it never left. The forgettings have been installed as a perceptual overlay on top of an ever-present ground. The overlay can be made thick, it can be made traumatic, and it can be encoded in the body across generations, but it cannot reach the ground. The covenant was never actually broken, only buried. Waiting for the vessel coherent enough to go to the depth where it is running.

That depth is available now. In this body. In this breath. In the ordinary afternoon when the not-self has gone quiet. Shalem: the original word, the original ground, the frequency the realm is made of; is not a destination, it is a recognition. It has always been available to any vessel willing to go quiet enough to hear it.

Barry held it. He didn't need to know its name.
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