



    




This is for Easa








The world was never as worthy
 as on the day that the Song of Songs
 was given to the people;
 for all the writings are holy,
 whereas the Song of Songs is
 the holiest of the holy.

RABBI AKIVA, FIRST CENTURY CE
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In the beginning, God created the heavens and the earth.

But God was not a single being; he did not reign over the universe alone. He ruled with his companion, who was his beloved.

And thus in the first book of Moses, called Genesis, God said, Let us make man in our image, after our likeness, as he is speaking to his other half, his wife. For creation is a miracle that occurs most perfectly when the union of male and female principles is present. And the Lord God said, Behold that man has become one of us.

And the book of Moses says, Thus God created man in his own image, male and female created he them.

How could it be that God created female in his own image if he did not have a female image? But this he does, and she was first called Athiret, and this name meant She Who Treads Upon the Sea. But it is not only the seas of our earth that this refers to. It is also upon the sea of stars, the band of light we call the Milky Way.

She treads on the stars as this is her domain, for she is the Queen of Heaven.

And she became known by many names, and one of these is Stella Maris, the Star of the Sea. She is the Mer Maid, for mer means both love and sea, and this is why the water is often seen as a symbol of her compassionate wisdom.

Another symbol used to represent her is a circle of stars that dance around a central sun, the female essence enveloping the male in her love. Where you see this symbol, you will know that the spirit of all that is divine in femininity is present.

Later, Athiret of the Sea and Stars became known in the Hebrew as Asherah, our Divine Mother, and the Lord became known as El, our Heavenly Father.

And so it was that El and Asherah desired to experience their great and holy love in a more expressive physical form and to share such blessedness with the children they would create. Each soul who was created was matched, given a twin made from the same essence. In the book called Genesis, this is told in the allegory of Adams twin being created from his rib, which is to say his own essence, as she is flesh of his flesh and bone of his bone, spirit of his spirit.


Then God said, as it is told through Moses, And they shall become as one flesh.

Thus the hieros-gamos was created, the sacred marriage of trust and consciousness that unites the beloveds into One. This is our most holy gift from our father and mother in heaven. For when we come together in the bridal chamber, we find the divine union that El and Asherah wished for all of their earthly children to experience in the light of pure joy and the essence of true love.

For those with ears to hear, let them hear it.



EL AND ASHERAH, AND THE HOLY ORIGINS OF
 HIEROS-GAMOS, FROM THE BOOK OF LOVE, 
AS PRESERVED IN THE LIBRO ROSSO









PROLOGUE



La Beauce, France
 AD 390

Heavy beeswax candles dripped along the perimeter of the cavern, illuminating the cramped meeting space. The small community prayed with soft devotion, following the lead of the ethereal woman who stood before them at the stone altar. She finished the prayer and held the treasure of her people before her, an aged manuscript, bound in leather.

The Book of Love. The only true words of the Lord.

Candlelight glinted off the copper-gold hair of Lady Modesta as she kissed the book. The faithful in attendance responded in unison.

For those with ears to hear.

A reverential silence ensued, as if the words from the Book could not be followed with common talk. It was one of the young men, a devout and earnest follower named Severin, who broke the peace within the sacred environment.

How fares our brother Potentian?

Modesta answered, her voice as calm and lyrical as when she prayed. I was able to see him in prison today and bring him bread. He is well. His faith is unshakable, as ours must be.

Severin could not control his growing agitation, despite his best efforts to overcome the fear that swelled within. You say he is well, but for how long? Rome kills more of our people as heretics each day. They will come for all of us next.

There was a hesitant, murmured agreement in the little community. But Modesta, both wise and patient, never missed an opportunity to teach the truths that she held close.

It is indeed a sad time when the persecuted become the persecutors. Christians suffered so many years of torture, and yet now they save their greatest violence for each other. We must forgive them for they know not what they do.

Modestas sentence was punctuated by a sharp whistle at the mouth of the cavern. Too late, the lady and her congregation realized that they had been discovered by the very men from whom they were hiding.

Within moments, the tranquility of the religious gathering was shattered by chaos as a retinue of armed men burst forth through the only opening in the cave. No escape would be possible. These soldiers were all identically dressed, in dark robes and full hoods that covered their heads completely, with sinister slits where their eyes would be. Their leader stepped forward and removed his hood, revealing a shaved head and a carved wooden crucifix at his neck. Focused on Modesta, he spat out his contempt of a female leader while quoting from the epistles of Paul.

Permit no woman to teach, but to keep silent. Lady Modesta of La Beauce, you are under arrest for heresy.

Modesta eyed him calmly and with recognition. Brother Timothy. You come for me, and I will go with you. But leave these innocent people in peace.

The distressed young Severin panicked at the prospect of losing their leader and jumped forward to block Brother Timothys advance. You will not take her!

Hooded men flooded forward. Modesta took the distraction as an opportunity to maneuver the sacred book behind her back and out of sight of her accuser. She did not yet realize how grave the danger was to her followers. A woman devoted to the essence of love and compassion cannot fathom the minds of violent men quite so quickly.


The hooded militia drew their weapons and began to make use of them without hesitation. A double-edged sword plunged first through the heart of Severin; his life burst forth from the wound, baptizing the congregation in his blood.

Chaos transformed the small space as the remaining faithful attempted to scatter, the terrible realization of their predicament now a full reality. Their exit was blocked by the ruthless violence of an attacking force that showed no mercy for the remaining congregation.

Madeleine!

Modesta searched for her child in the melee, but the little girl was already running to reach her mother on the altar. Uncommonly petite at eight years old, Madeleine appeared much younger, which Modesta prayed would be to her advantage.

She had to save her child. She had to save the Book.

Hugging the girl close, Modesta hid the treasure in the folds of Madeleines dress, pulling her cape over the garment to create further cover. She yelled over the chaos to Brother Timothy.

Stop! Stop! I will go with you. Please, no more bloodshed.

There was nothing left to stop. The hooded soldiers had slaughtered all the others in attendance, leaving the cavern floor drenched with the blood of the innocent faithful. Brother Timothy sniffed with distaste as he stepped fastidiously over a blood-soaked corpse on the way to capture his quarry.

Spare the life of this little child, Modesta pleaded with him. You are a man of God. You cannot visit the sins of the fathers upon the children.

Is she yours?

No. She is of the peasantry, and simple.

Brother Timothy stepped forward to run a lock of the childs dark brown hair through his fingers.

She does not have the unholy hair that is the mark of your kind. If she did, I would kill her myself. But a female peasant child is hardly worth the effort. Let her go.

He dismissed the girl with a wave and turned his back on the females to assess the carnage.


Modesta hugged Madeleine as the little girl clutched her hands against her tiny body, holding on to the concealed book for dear life. Realizing this time with her daughter would be her last, Modesta whispered in her ear. Be not afraid, Madeleine. I will love you again. The time returns.

She kissed her daughter quickly and sent the little girl running out of the cavern, watching her go with a tragic mix of maternal pride and unutterable heartbreak.



My beloved. I would give anything if it were not you in that cell.

Potentian grasped at the bars that separated him from his wife. His time in prison had taken its toll, and he was wasted to flesh and bones. His face and hair were filthy, but to Modesta, he was the most beautiful man in the world. She wished only that she could touch him, but they were both bound and the distance between them in the dank prison was too great.

And yet we are together, which is a blessing in any form. Do not fear death, my love. We cannot, as we know it is not the end.

Potentian was desperate. Do not give up. You are kinswoman to Bishop Martin of Tours. We can petition his intervention. He can stop this!

Modesta sighed her resignation. My blessed cousin has been unsuccessful in saving heretics, much as he has tried. The Church is most determined to be rid of us, and quickly. Brother Timothy will see us dead before sunset tomorrow.

And what will become of our Madeleine?

She was spared in the massacre. I had to deny her, to say she was not ours. Thanks be to God that it is your coloring she has, or our mourning would be beyond bearing. She will go to my brother. You know he will protect her.

And the Book? Is it safe?

Madeleine hid it in her cloak. She was so brave.


His expression in the low candlelight was full of admiration. She takes after her mother. By saving the Book, she will be the savior of us all. The teachings of the Way will continue.

Modesta nodded her agreement, before musing out loud.

The truth is once again saved by a girl child. So has it always been, so shall it ever be.



A somber crowd gathered on the ancient hilltop for the execution, where an ominous wooden chopping block perched atop the scaffold. Two axes leaned against the block, crossed in an X formation.

Side by side with hands bound behind them, Modesta and Potentian trudged up the hill. They were surrounded by heavily armed and hooded men, who goaded them to move faster. Modestas once glorious hair had been hacked off, harshly and unevenly, to expose her delicate neck to the blade that would separate it from her body.

Potentian looked at her, his heart filled with love and sadness. We shall die as we have taught and lived. Together.

Modesta returned the expression. And we shall come back to teach together again. As God wills and the time is determined.

Potentian slowed his pace to prolong their precious time together. His wife matched his stride to stay as close to him as possible in these minutes. He whispered his final request.

Will you sing it for me? One last time?

Modesta smiled at him, the final earthly gift she could give to her beloved, and began to sing in her sweet voice:


I have loved thee a long time,

Always, I will not forget thee

I have loved thee forever,

God has made us one for the other



As Modesta completed her song, a muscular man with a reddish glint to his hair emerged from the crowd and came toward them, holding Madeleine safely in his arms. Catching a glimpse of her daughter, Modesta froze. Potentian, following the gaze of his wife, stopped beside her. They did not dare acknowledge the child, but in that moment there was a profound exchange of love and loss between this little family.

Madeleine looked at her mother intently, with wisdom well beyond that of any eight-year-old, and nodded. The slightest hint of a smile played at her lips. Her mother, proud and relieved in this terrible moment, managed to smile back just as a hooded guard pushed her roughly from behind and toward the scaffold. Modesta leaned close to her husband and whispered.

Both of our treasures are safe.

A guard on either side of the chopping block approached to position the prisoners. Modesta asked her question loud enough for the crowd to hear.

Good sirs, will you allow us just one moment to pray together?

The guards looked over to where the baleful Brother Timothy stood, squirming in anticipation of the coming spectacle. He was entrapped. As a man of the Church he could not deny a prayer request.

The Church is merciful and will allow a brief prayer if the heretics wish to repent.

Modesta moved to her husband, turning her face up to him for the final time. In this moment, there was no scaffold, no axe, no terrible injustice. There was only love as they repeated the most sacred prayer of their people in soft unison.


I have loved you before,

I love you today,

And I will love you again.

The time returns.



Modesta reached up to touch her lips to those of her beloved in one soft, ultimate kiss.

Enough!

Brother Timothys ire shattered the moment. Angry now, the guards ripped the couple apart and pushed them to their knees, side by side at the block.

With the deep calm that comes from knowing that only God awaits, both Modesta and Potentian lowered their heads to the block. They continued to pray softly in unison as the first axe fell with a sickening thud. The second followed a moment later.

The crowd did not stir. The sense of mourning and tragedy was thick in the atmosphere. It was not the celebrated execution of heretics that Brother Timothy had hoped for. He allowed his unpopular perspective to ring out: Let this be a warning to all that heresy will not be tolerated in the Holy Roman Empire!

The townsfolk dispersed in the wake of this harsh cautionary instruction, faces solemn and more than a little afraid. Brother Timothy ignored them all. He approached the chopping block to address the executioners.

Do not leave any martyrs relics for the heretics to mourn over. Throw them in the depths of the well. Its the closest I can come to sending them to Hell myself.

Brother Timothy took a long, satisfied look at Modestas mutilated body as the executioners began their grim task. Obsession overcame his face as he pulled something out of the pocket of his robe surreptitiously: a lock of Modestas vivid red hair.

With their shepherdess dead, the sheep would be easy to control.

He shoved the fetish back in his pocket and walked through Modestas pooled blood without looking back.












CHAPTER ONE



New York City
 present day

Maureen Paschal, ensconced in the six-hundred-thread-count luxury of the Manhattan hotel room provided by her publisher, thrashed about in the oversized bed. As restless in her sleep as she was in her waking life, Maureen had not slept through the night for nearly two years. Since the unfolding of supernatural events that had led her to discover the secret gospel of Mary Magdalene, Maureen was a woman haunted, both in her sleep and in her waking.

When she was fortunate enough to doze for several consecutive hours, she was plagued by dreamssome surreal and symbolic, others vivid and literal. In the most disturbing of these recurring dreams she encountered Jesus Christ, and he spoke cryptically of her promise to search for a secret book written in his own divine hand, something he referred to as the Book of Love. In her waking hours, Maureen was tormented by these dreamtime experiences; the Book of Love had thus far proved completely elusive. There were no traceable historical references to such a document other than a handful of vague legends that emerged in France in the Middle Ages, before disappearing completely. She had no idea where to begin her quest to fulfill this promise and find such a phantom. She wasnt even sure what it was. And to date, her Lord was not forthcoming with any clues that would assist her in this search.

Maureen prayed fervently every night that she would not fail in the mission given to her, and that she would somehow be guided to find the starting point for such a strange journey. The supernatural events of her life over the past few years were all the proof she needed that such divinely inspired magic existed all around her. She would just need to be patient in her faith, and wait.

Tonight, her prayers would be answered as the first clue surfaced in the bizarre and surreal world of her dreaming.


The mist of evening fell gray and heavy on the ancient ruins. Maureen walked through them slowly, thick with the dream and the fog. She was in a monastery of great antiquity, or what was left of it after centuries of desolation. A crumbling wall to her right was once a majestic masterpiece of architecture; it now held the shell of what had been a stained glass window, the Gothic style that is cut into stone as a rose with six petals. The last of the light filtered through tree branches before reaching the skeleton of the ruined window and illuminating the space where Maureen stood. She continued on to where soaring Gothic arches remained, connected to nothing as the walls they once upheld had long ago been reduced to rubble. They were disconnected remnants of a faded and former glory. Once the hallmark of an exquisite and majestic nave, the arches were left now, spare and alone, like haunted doorways to the past.

The last vestiges of light appeared to follow her through this threshold as she emerged into the wreckage of an ancient courtyard. The iridescent beams illuminated a porous stone sculpture of the madonna and child set into the niche of a cobbled wall.

Moving to the sculpture, Maureen ran her fingers gently, curiously, over the cool stone face of the lovely little madonna, who was no more than a child herself in this portrayal. Tradition indicated that the Virgin was a young teenager when she conceived, so perhaps this childlike image was not so unusual. And yet this madonna, with her enigmatic little smile, appeared more like an eight-or nine-year-old girl holding a baby. And the infant was also carved in an unusual way. He appeared to be squirming out of the girls hands and smiling with the mischief of it all. The sculpture looked more like that of an elder sister attempting to contain her baby brother than that of a mother and her child. Maureen was considering this strange portrayal when the statue spoke to her in the sweet voice of a young girl.

I am not who you think I am.

In the hallucinogenic and imaginary world of the dream state, it is not unusual for a statue to speak, or even to giggle, as this one did now. Maureen responded, Then who are you?

The little girl giggled againor was it the baby? It was impossible to tell as the sounds were blending together now with the low drone of a church bell tolling through the abbey.

You will know me soon enough, the child said. I have much to teach you.

Maureen looked at the statue closely, and then at the stone wall of the niche, then at the ruined arches, trying to take in the details of the abbey. Where are we?

The child did not answer. Maureen continued to move through the grounds, stepping carefully through overgrowth and around the large hunks of ruined stone. The moon was rising now, full and bright in the darkening sky. She caught the lunar beams glittering in what appeared to be a pool of water just ahead. Enticed, she moved toward it, through the space in a ruined wall and across the crumbling stone threshold to where the water awaited her. It was a well, or a cistern, wide enough for several men to bathe in at once. Leaning over to gaze at her shimmering reflection in the water, Maureen was struck by the feeling of fathomless depth. This well was sacred and ran deep into the earth.

The little girl spoke again. In your reflection, you will find what you seek.

Maureens reflection shifted, and for a brief moment she saw another image, not her own. She reached in to touch the water, and as she did so, the copper ring on her right hand slipped off and fell down into the well.


Maureen screamed.

The ring was her most prized possession. It was an ancient relic from Jerusalem that had been given to her during her search for Mary Magdalene. The size and shape of a penny, it was engraved with an ancient stellar pattern of nine stars set in a circle around a central sun. The pattern was worn by the earliest Christians to remind them that they were not separate from God, and to correlate with the line in the Lords Prayer on earth as it is in heaven. The ring was a material symbol of Maureens newfound faith. That it had fallen irretrievably into the black depth of the water was as heartbreaking as it was shocking.

Kneeling down at the stone edge of the well, Maureen searched, desperate to see if she could catch a glimpse of the ring somewhere within. It was hopeless. She had been right about the depthit was utterly fathomless. Rising slowly to her feet in resignation, she caught a sudden glimmer of something flashing in the water. Splash! An enormous fish, a type of trout glittering with golden scales, leaped from the water in the well, then back into the depths. Maureen waited to see if the remarkable fish would return. Another splash split the water, and the trout leaped in the air again, this time seeming to move in slow motion. Protruding from the fishs mouth was her copper ring.

Maureen gasped as the fish turned in her direction. He released the ring and sent it sailing toward her. Holding out her hand, she felt the ring drop safely in her open palm. She closed her hand tightly around it and clutched it to her heart, grateful that it had been retrieved by the magical fish, which subsequently retreated into the depths of the well. The water went still, and once again, the magic was gone.

Returning the ring to her right hand, Maureen carefully peered into the well one final time to see if there were any more miracles to be had in this strange monastery. The water was quite still, and then the tiniest ripple broke the surface. A wave of golden light began to suffuse the well and the area surrounding it. As she looked into the water, an image began to take shape. The scene was a beautiful valley, lush and green with trees and flowers. She watched as a rain of golden drops fell from the sky, gilding everything in the vision. Soon the valley was flowing with rivers of gold, and the trees were covered with it. Everything glittered all around her with the rich warm light of liquid ore.

In the distance she heard the girlish voice, the same that had emanated from the impish little madonna.

Do you seek the Book of Love? Then welcome to the Vale of Gold. Here you will find what you seek.

The sweet giggle was heard once again, as the vision faded, returning Maureen once and for all to the darkened ruins of a mysterious abbey in the moonlight. It was the last thing she heard before the alarm went off in the twenty-first century, returning her to a predawn New York City.


Early morning network television is not for the faint of heart.

The tap on Maureens hotel suite door at precisely 4:00 a.m. was the hair and makeup artist who had been hired to prepare her for an interview on one of the popular national morning shows. Thankfully, the woman was sympathetic to Maureens sleeplessness and had the presence of mind to alert room service to the need for coffee before making her way upstairs.

Maureen Paschal was in New York on the heels of her international best-selling novel, The Truth Against the World: The Secret Gospel of Mary Magdalene. Based on her own life experiences, the book merged Maureens personal journey of discovery with the often shocking revelations of Mary Magdalenes life as the most beloved disciple of Jesus. Although she was an accomplished journalist and successful nonfiction author, Maureen had elected to write this book as fiction, which in itself was the subject of controversy. The press was relentlessly skeptical, even mocking. Why, if this story was based in fact, did she decide to write it as fiction?

Maureens answer to this perpetual question, while honest, was unsatisfying to the ravenous international press. She answered the same questions on talk shows the world over, explained as patiently as her increasingly frayed nerves would allow that she had to protect her sources for reasons of their safety, and her own. When she recounted












































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































THE HISTORIES OF THE BOOK OF LOVE AND THE LIBRO ROSSO



The Book of Love (original)

First Century: The original manuscript is written by Jesus Christ. Following the crucifixion, it is taken by Mary Magdalene first to Alexandria, and then to France.

Mary Magdalene teaches from the book, handing it down to her daughter, Sarah-Tamar, as her successor upon her death. While other traditions from Sarah-Tamar and the bloodline families are preserved within the French culture, they are not immediately documented as they will be in Italy. In France, the Book of Love remains in its pristine and untouched format, although it is bound in leather to protect it.



Second to Thirteenth Centuries: The Book of Love in its original form is protected by bloodline families in France, who continue to teach from it. It is the foundation of a heresy that is preserved in France to this day, most commonly referred to as Catharism.



Thirteenth Century: Maureens ancestress, La Paschalina, saves the Book of Love from the Crusaders at Montsgur and smuggles it to safety, taking it to the Cathar sympathizers at the monastery of Montserrat, on March 22, 1244.



Thirteenth to Sixteenth Centuries: The Book of Love remains hidden by the blood-line families in Catalonia (northern Spain).



Mid-Sixteenth Century: Ignatius Loyola discovers the secret of the Book of Love and reveals it to the pope. The Book is taken to Rome, where it becomes the highly protected and secret property of the Church. It is never spoken of publicly, and all historical records that refer to it are destroyed.




Seventeenth Century: Pope Urban VIII rebuilds St. Peters to honor the secret traditions of the Book of Love, in emulation of the decoration of Chartres Cathedral.

The Libro Rosso (copy)

First Century: A copy of the Book of Love is made by the apostle Philip, at the request of Mary Magdalene during her confinement in Alexandria. This copy goes to Jerusalem, where it is protected by the Order of the Holy Sepulcher, a secret society formed on the first Easter by Saint Luke, Nicodemus, and Joseph of Arimathea.

Luke takes this copy to Italy, where he installs it in a monastery in Calabria. A tradition is born, wherein Calabrian scribes begin to chronicle the lives and deaths of the holy family and their descendants. The Calabrians add the prophecies of Sarah-Tamar to their manuscript, and along with their copy of the Book of Love, they begin referring to this as the Libro Rosso after it is bound in red leather.



Second to Eleventh Centuries: The Libro Rosso moves to Lucca in the second century as the Order of the Holy Sepulcher creates a base in Tuscany.



Eleventh Century: Matilda sends the Libro Rosso to Chartres in France, where it is the inspiration for the rebuilding of the Gothic masterpiece that is Chartres Cathedral with its enigmatic labyrinth, designed by the hand of Jesus.



Twelfth to Fifteenth Centuries: The Libro Rosso is in the hands of the French royal family, until it is returned to Italy by King Louis XI as a gift to the Medici family.



Mid-Sixteenth Century: The Libro Rosso is in the possession of the Medici popes, Leo X and Clement VII, and remains in the Vatican until the Barberini family smuggles it out following the death of Urban VIII. It disappears from history at this time.



Seventeenth Century: Pope Urban VIII moves Matildas remains to St. Peters Basilica and, with Bernini, also honors Longinus and Veronica for their roles in protecting the holy teachings that came directly from Jesus.









AUTHORS NOTES




The subject matter of this book is one that, to my knowledge, has never seen the light of publication anywhere in the world. As such, the research required to put all the pieces together was years in the making and paralleled my search for Mary Magdalene as chronicled in the first novel in this series, The Expected One. As a result of the multiple layers of time and history, the first draft of this book was well over 1,400 pages and completely unruly for both this author and my future readers. With the aid of a team that features a gifted agent and editor, I made those tough choices that most writers dreadcutting entire storylines and characters, and hundreds of pages of historical detail. These authors notes could easily run half the length of the book itself. But as space (and trees) will not allow that, I invite those who are interested in exploring this world in more depth to visit my Web site at www.KathleenMcGowan.com, where I will share extensive annotations, anecdotes, and addenda.

All history is conjecture. All of it. It is the height of folly and arrogance for anyone to say that he or she knows definitively what happened in the past. We piece it together the best we can, with the shreds of evidence that exist. When we are very lucky, the pieces come together to form a beautiful and cohesive collage. The difference between the mosaic that a historical novelist creates and that which a historian constructs occurs in the chasm somewhere of what we accept individually as evidence. I tend to think that novelists prefer to work in Technicolor, whereas academics choose to work strictly in the realm of black and white. Both have merits in the worlds of entertainment and education, and I hope that one day we will all learn to complement each other on our mutual search for the glories of our human history.

About the Book of Love

I first heard about the Book of Love while touring the Languedoc in the early 1990s. I was fascinated by the fleeting references to a mysterious gospel that was used by the Cathars in their most sacred and secret traditions. Initial attempts to understand what, exactly, this Book of Love was were largely unsuccessful. Requests for information in the Languedoc turned up coy and elusive repliesthat is, when they received replies at all. More often than not, I was told that the Book of Love was an alternate version of the gospel of John. This sounded like a cover story to me. I would find over the course of ten years that it was most definitely a smoke screen to protect the truth.

Readers of The Expected One are likely aware that my own spiritual quest has mirrored Maureens in many ways. Like my fictional heroine, it was my immersion into the cultural and folkloric traditions of France, and later Italy, that changed my thinking, my faith, and my life. As I was blessed with access to extraordinary teachersand perfect hereticsI was told a different version of the true origins and contents of the Book of Love. I have done my best to present these lost teachings within the preceding pages. While the words of the Book of Love in these pages are entirely my own, they are an interpretation of the moving and powerful traditions and teachings which I believe have been passed down for two thousand years.

At the time when I first became aware through the oral histories of the Book of Love and its contents, I had not studied the Gnostic Gospels. Thus it was a shock for me to discover that the Gospel of Philip was identical in numerous places to the heretical teachings as they had been given to me. The Gospels of Thomas and Mary Magdalene also contained notable similarities to the traditions from the Book of Love. Certainly, the erotic and passionate nature of the Philip material was a revelation, as was the clear indication that the Holy Spirit was feminine. I absolutely believe, as Peter conjectures in the preceding pages, that the Gospel of Philip was at least a partial attempt to reconstruct the Book of Lovefor those with ears to hear.

For those who wish to tune their own ears to hear and who desire to study this subject in greater detail, I would enthusiastically recommend taking a very close look at Philip. While there are many great interpretations and commentaries available, I am personally fond of the writings of Jean-Yves le Loup, which are available widely in English translation. Newcomers to the Gnostic Gospels should begin their search with Elaine Pagelss classic of the same name for a more thorough foundation.

About Matilda of Tuscany

I first encountered Matilda physically while touring Italy with my husband in the spring of 2001. We were in St. Peters Basilica, and I had just turned around from Michelangelos masterpiece, the Piet, when I nearly crashed into her enormous marble shrine. That there was a monument to a woman in the center of the Vatican was astonishing to me. That the woman in question held the papal tiara and the key of Saint Peter in her hands was nearly beyond my comprehension. Who was this woman, what was she doing in the middle of St. Peters, and why didnt anyone I asked have the answer to those questions? I had to know.

Researching a woman who has been dead for a thousand years, and who lived in a time when uppity women were not beloved by the monks recording history, is a tremendous challenge regardless of background or approach. Factor in what I am certain was Matildas commitment to the Cathar heresies in Tuscany, which were by their nature secret and protected, and you have what I refer to as a historical blackout.

An important note here on Cathar history: academics will happily throw stones at me for referring broadly to all these heresies across time and through Europe as Cathar because history recalls Catharism in a very specific time and defined space. However, this tradition of pure Christianity, which is the very essence of the word Cathar, dates back two thousand years. Thus I unapologetically refer to all of these perfect heretics as Cathars.

Like most French Cathars, these pure ones in Italy lived a quiet existence that was found to be entirely unthreatening to traditional Catholics for nearly a thousand years. The persecution of these original followers, declared dangerous heretics by the Inquisition, would happen in earnest by the thirteenth century, when the Italian Cathars would endure the same hardships as their brethren in France. Also, like the French Cathars, their history was entirely misunderstood and perhaps intentionally misrepresented by the Catholic Church and subsequent historians. These people were not descendants of other, later heretical sects that had migrated from elsewhere in Europe to oppose Catholic doctrine, as has long been purported in histories derived from Inquisition sources. The Cathars of Umbria and Tuscany, like the Cathars of the Languedoc, had been there since the foundation of Christianity, holding their traditions and their teachings in quiet strength as they always had. That the Church did not recognize them as such was a canny strategy and instrumental in their successful persecution.

My sworn mission as a writer, and my own promise, is to uncover the stories of extraordinary women who dared to change the world and risked everything to do it, yet have been forgotten or misrepresented by history. Matilda of Canossa exemplified this more than any subject I have ever studied besides Mary Magdalene. I learned so much from her! While many are aware that the south of France has been home to heretical history for two thousand years, the prevalence of these traditions in Italy is a new idea for most. Yet it has been hiding in plain sight there for centuries, as we have seen here in Matildas life story. I have just come from visiting her territory in Tuscany with my family, where we viewed the Ponte della Maddalena, the bridge that Matilda created just outside Lucca. It is breathtakingly beautiful, how the stone semicircles reflect perfectly in the water to create a complete circle, particularly visible at night. We stayed there for hours because we couldnt leave the place, it was somagical. It is clear that the designer of this bridge had a spiritual intention as well as a practical one. That the structure was named for Mary Magdalene and that there was once a statue and a chapel dedicated to her at the foot of the bridge is, I think, highly indicative of Matildas devotion to her lady. That there have been several attempts to change the name of the bridge over time and obscure its origins is also significant. But Maryand Matildawill not be ignored; and the name Ponte della Maddalena endures and is recognized officially in Italian government documents.

There is very little written in English about Matilda, and, given her huge historical impact, not an awful lot more written about her in Latin or Italian. Matilda is subsequently one of historys great mysteries. The Donizone manuscript that resides in the Vatican is the key source of information on her life to be found on record. However, I truly believe she manufactured it as a public relations exercise with the help of the Church to protect her holdings and her reputation. Often, what Donizone doesnt say is, I believe, far more important than what he does. The alternative manuscript that Maureen is given is rumored to exist, but I cant prove it and for our purposes it is fictional. Matildas sarcophagus in San Benedetto was opened on several occasions prior to the rule of Pope Urban VIII, and for the record I believe that members of the Medici family did find this alternate version of her life written in her own hand. The Medici and their methodsand how they transformed the world through the Renaissancewill be revealed in my forthcoming book, The Poet Prince.

I must honor the esteemed author Michle K. Spike for her excellent book, Tuscan Countess, which is the definitive work in English on Matilda and highly recommended reading for those who would know the complex historical details of her world. Ms. Spikes book is written with a passion that is rare in an academic setting. I am grateful to this learned woman, whose interest in Matilda sent her on her own journey through the Middle Ages and ultimately aided mine as I also trekked through Italy in search of this near forgotten heroine. So while I necessarily draw different conclusions in terms of many of Matildas motivations (and motive is the one element of human nature that we can truly only conjecture), I remain in debt to the richness that was produced through her work.

Ms. Spike also helped me solve the riddle of Michelangelos claim to be a descendant of Matilda and was ridiculed for the claim! While I came upon sources that hypothesized that this could have been possible if the baby Beatrice had not died, I knew there was another explanation. I had long suspected that there was a second, hidden child in this story, and it was Michle Spike who led me to him with her discovery of the three documents that mention Guidone and Guido Guerra, most significant of these the Vallambrosan adoption decree. Let me emphasize that Ms. Spike does not draw this conclusion about the identity of Guidone as Matilda and Gregorys child. That assertion is entirely my own. Based on the surrounding evidence, I am certain that these are Matildas son and grandson and that they are Michelangelos ancestors. This concept will also be explored in more detail in the forthcoming sequel, The Poet Prince.

I will ask that medieval scholars and experts cut me some slack for condensing and abbreviating the complicated events of Matildas time to make her extraordinary life more palatable to the average reader. There were periods of months at a time when I was in despair of ever finishing the Matilda chapters, as it was so difficult to distill the feudal politics and papal intrigues. While I have tried to remain as faithful as possible to the historical backdrop, there were necessary abbreviations for the sake of which I plead poetic license. Indeed, at least ten popes and their histories ended up on the cutting room floor as I worked through this story. Again, those who are interested in delving deeper are invited to my Web site, where they will find more historical details of Matildas world.

There is no definitive recording of Matildas birthplace. Several noted scholars, including Michle Spike, advocate for Mantua, as that is the first recorded city of activity in her childhood, and the place she chose to be buried. However, I came across several sources along my path that named Lucca as a possible or even a likely location. For me, and with all due respect to my friends in Mantua, this was a gut choice: it feels right. Certainly, Matildas commitment to Lucca and the people within it never waivers, even when Henry IV does his damnedest to alienate her own people from her. And the events I describeher dedication of San Martinos, the decree of protection for Lucca in 1099, and the great bridge built in the name of Maria Magdalenaare all historically based.

Several guide books that I possess, published and obtained locally in Lucca, indicate that Matilda was present at the time that San Martinos was rededicated. However, they place this date as 1070, which is impossible. One of the few things we know about Matilda definitively was that she was in Lorraine in 1070, married to the hunchback and building Orval. While scholars have theorized that it may have been Beatrice who was present and not Matilda, I disagree. I think it is highly unlikely that anyone in Lucca, particularly during her time, would confuse Matildas unforgettable and legendary presence, certainly not with her mothers. And I believe that Matilda would have insisted on being present to rededicate the church that housed her beloved Holy Face. I think it is far more likely that the date may have been mistaken or incorrectly recorded.

While I used the Italian version of Brandos given name, Ildebrando, he is most often referred to in historical sources by the Germanized Hildebrand. The accomplishments of his reign are often referred to as Hildebrandian reforms. I chose the Italian pronunciation to emphasize his Roman background. And I thought that Brando was a sexier name for such a complex, masculine characterironic, certainly, in that he also strengthened the cause of celibacy in the priesthood. It is urgent to remember historically, however, that celibate priests did not produce offspring. Therefore, Rome was their sole heir. The decision to keep the clergy celibate had far more to do with economics than it did with morality.

My interpretation of the Brando/Pope Gregory character is largely colored by the vast number of letters he left as part of his legacy. It is clear while one reads through them that he was strong, smart, ambitious, fearless, and very, very passionate about Matilda. I also think that Brando did sincerely believe that the end justified the means, and that he was overall a good and just man who cared about real reform. I also believe that he was brilliant, cunning, and absolutely ruthless when necessary. Anything else would have put him at a decided disadvantage in the political mire of his time. He had to operate on a level playing field in order to survive, and he was more than capable of creating that field by any means necessary. I believe he was Matildas greatest teacher in this regard as well. So it has been in politics since the dawn of time.

Certainly, there is great controversy historically over whether the intense relationship between Brando and Matilda was, indeed, romantic and consummated. Obviously, I do not hesitate to assert my perspective on this. I refer readers to a letter from the pope to his beloved where he writes of his yearning to run away to the Holy Land with her, to a place where they are not under scrutiny and able to pursue the true work of God. It is a letter of such desire that it could only have been written by the most ardent of lovers.

Knock and the Holy Apparitions

I visited Knock with my family during the final edits of this book. I had not been there since I was twenty years old. My view of it now, knowing what I know, is very different than it was then. I believe with all my Irish heart that Knock is a holy place, possibly the only place where the Holy Trinity has appeared for a prolonged period of time for mortal viewing. It is highly sacred ground. I also believe that Saint Patrick saw a similar vision there when he proclaimed that Knock would become holy in the future.

I extend my apologies to anyone I may have offended with my perspective on the Holy Apparitions. I know this is sacrosanct territory for many. I do believe that all these children viewed something extraordinary, and that many of them were mystics. I certainly feel this is true of Lucia Santos. Like Maureen, I wept while reading her story of isolation. I only wish we knew, in her own words and her own voice, what she truly experienced throughout her long and inspired life. I do not, in any way, wish to diminish the miracle of Ftima. I simply wish to inspire people by giving them a different perspective on the circumstances and their outcome so that they may meditate on it as they will.

The priceless document of prophecy that is in the possession of Father Girolamo de Pazzi and attributed to Nostradamus exists and was indeed given in dedication to Pope Urban VIII. It was discovered hidden in plain sight in a national public library in Rome by an Italian journalist in the 1990s. A book and documentary, referring to it as the lost book of Nostradamus, were created to chronicle the discovery. But as I indicate here, there is far more to this book than all the traditional Nostradamus commentary would indicate. I am studying it in depth and hope to publish my findings in the near future.

On Chartres and the Labyrinth

I write this as I sit on the steps of Chartres Cathedral, beneath the exquisite statue of Saint Modesta on the north portal, the entrance that is often referred to as the door of the initiates. In all my travels, there really is no place on earth that inspires me like Chartres. It is a most astonishing monument to God built by human hands: magnificent in its grandeur, yet humble in its faith.

There are legends that surround the building of this place, stories of faith and dedication and human strength, that are unlike any I have heard before. Historians have never been able to account for the financing of such an enormous endeavor, but the folklore here says that if they are searching for ledgers and accountings, they will be left wanting. Chartres was built by people of faith, as a tithing to God. I believe that most of the labor was given freely and with grace. Some say that the reconstruction of Chartres after the terrible fire in 1194 was undertaken by those who opposed the Crusadesthey were the medieval version of conscientious objectors. Parents dedicated their sons to the building of the monument to Gods love instead of enlisting them for warthey chose to create for God rather than kill.

There are other legends, stories of prayer rituals that were required for purification before anyone was allowed to begin work for the day on this eternal monument to love and faith. If a laborer was having a bad day and did not come to work in the spirit of the endeavor, he was simply asked to return when he felt restored to the communal mission. No intention that was not based in love was permitted.

Are these legends true? Is there proof of any of this? They endure for eight hundred years in the stones of this place, and that is enough for me. I know, when I see the spires of Chartres from the approach on the road from Paris, that this place is special. I believe its unequaled beauty and grace artistically, architecturally, and spiritually was accomplished by an extraordinary effort based in a community founded on the principles of love and faith, all of which were celebrated through prayer. I believe that Chartres as it exists today was and is a monument to the Book of Love.

As such, the labyrinth at Chartres Cathedral is, for me, the most sacred space on earth. Like Maureen, I weep when I see it covered by chairs. When I first began visiting Chartres years ago, the labyrinth was never uncovered. Most visitors had no idea that there was as much glory beneath their feet as there was in the stained glass high above them.

There has been some progress over the last few years in terms of accessing the labyrinth. As I write this, I am in Chartres, where I have just spent an entire, blissful afternoon in the labyrinth. The Church now opens it once a week, on Fridays, from approximately April to September. I prayliterally and oftenthat this is the beginning of an opening of minds and that these limited hours will expand into a more regular access to this unique spiritual tool that the architects installed here over eight hundred years ago, a tool that I believe was designed by the collaborative efforts of no lesser beings than King Solomon, the Queen of Sheba, and Jesus Christ. I invite you to pray with me that this unique place will one day in the not too distant future be recognized and honored for its sanctity and that the destructive practice of concealing it while damaging it with unneeded chairs will end once and for all.


There is a growing labyrinth movement worldwide as humankind rediscovers this beautiful opportunity for a walking prayer that leads them directly to God. Resources on the Internet, including labyrinth locators, will aid you in your search to find one close to your home. And if you cannot locate one in your area, well, perhaps you are being called to create one there!

As I write, one of the local guardians of the cathedral arrives for his morning ritual and pledge of faith. He brings flowers daily to Notre Dame; today, he gives one to me as well. The spirit of this place and the souls who created it endures as a beacon of light on this planet for those with eyes to see and ears to hear, and perhaps even for those who have yet to develop such senses. I come here annually because it restores me. I come with the hope of taking some small piece of it with me, back into the world to share in this marvelous vision of what humans can accomplish. I come because my own promise was to uncover and reveal the stories that have been lost to history, the truths that have been hidden so long below the surface, awaiting their time to be revealed once again.

That time is now. And there is no other place that I know of on earth with as much to reveal to the human spirit as Chartres. This book is my own monument to those who inspired and created that holy place, that we may attempt to emulate them, each in our own ways. I pray that I have done them justice with the work and that this might inspire others on their own path.



Chartres, France

May 17, 2008
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As for me, one truth remains after all is said and done, and that is this:

I have loved you before, I love you today, and I will love you again. The time returns.

For those with ears to hear,



Kathleen McGowan




In chapter two of the Book of Love, Maggie Cusack sings a traditional hymn to Jesus in the Irish language. My husband, Peter McGowan, comes from a village in Ireland where legend says that Saint Patrick preached this same message: a hundred thousand welcomes, Jesus.

As indicated in the previous pages, I believe that Patrick was a descendant of Jesus and Mary Magdalene and that he preached from the original teachings as found in the Book of Love. To celebrate this, Peter and I developed a song utilizing Patricks own words. Saint Patrick was a Poet Prince in his own right, and we think his words are a beautiful illustration of the early teachings.

The refrain of the hymn is ancient, and arguably the words of the saint himself, as is the chorus melody. The song can be heard in its entirety by visiting my Web site, www.KathleenMcGowan.com.


Cad Mile Filte Romhat, a Iosa

I arise today through the strength of heavens bliss

And the warm ray of the sun

To the splendor of fire, to the speed of lightning,

Through the swiftness of the wind I run.




This day I call to me

Gods hand to uphold thee

So we will spread the truth that no one can deny.




Through a mighty strength, invocation of the Trinity,

I arise, I arise today

Through the belief in the Threeness,

The confession of the Oneness, to the Creator of all Creation.




I believe, I believe

In predictions of prophets and preaching of the Way,

In the strength to direct me, in the power to sustain me,

In the wisdom to guide me, in the path before my eyes.





This day I call to me

Gods hand to uphold thee

So we will spread the truth that no one can deny.




Gods hand to guard on me,

Gods wisdom to guide me,

Gods ear to hear me,




Gods eye to look before me,

Gods might to uphold me,

Gods word to speak through me,

Gods love to sustain me,

Gods shield to protect me.




Cad mile filte romhat, a Iosa

 2008 McGowan and McGowan
 (with a little help from Saint Patrick)
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