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About the Medium

	Vera Ivanovna Kryzhanovskaia, (Warsaw, July 14, 1861 - Tallinn, December 29, 1924), was a Russian psychographer medium. Between 1885 and 1917 she psychographed a hundred novels and short stories signed by the spirit of Rochester, believed by some to be John Wilmot, second Earl of Rochester. Among the best known are “The Pharaoh Mernephtah” and “The Iron Chancellor.”

	In addition to historical novels, in parallel the medium psychographed works with “occult-cosmological themes.” E. V. Kharitonov, in his research essay, considered her the first woman representative of science fiction literature. During the fashion for occultism and esotericism, with the recent scientific discoveries and psychic experiences of European spiritualist circles, she attracted readers from the Russian “Silver Age” high society and the middle class in newspapers and press. Although he began along spiritualist lines, organizing séances in St. Petersburg, he later gravitated toward theosophical doctrines.

	Her father died when Vera was just ten years old, which left the family in a difficult situation. In 1872 Vera was taken in by an educational charity for noble girls in St. Petersburg as a scholar, St. Catherine's School. However, the young girl's frail health and financial difficulties prevented her from completing the course. In 1877 she was discharged and completed her education at home.

	During this period, the spirit of the English poet JW Rochester (1647-1680), taking advantage of the young woman's mediumistic gifts, materialized, and proposed that she dedicate herself body and soul to the service of the Good and write under his direction. After this contact with the person who became her spiritual guide, Vera was cured of chronic tuberculosis, a serious illness at the time, without medical interference.

	At the age of 18, he began to work in psychography. In 1880, on a trip to France, he successfully participated in a mediumistic séance. At that time, his contemporaries were surprised by his productivity, despite his poor health. His séances were attended at that time by famous European mediums, as well as by Prince Nicholas, the future Tsar Nicholas II of Russia.

	In 1886, in Paris, her first work was made public, the historical novel “Episode of the life of Tiberius”, published in French, (as well as her first works), in which the tendency for mystical themes was already noticeable. It is believed that the medium was influenced by the Spiritist Doctrine of Allan Kardec, the Theosophy of Helena Blavatsky, and the Occultism of Papus.

	During this period of temporary residence in Paris, Vera psychographed a series of historical novels, such as “The Pharaoh Mernephtah”, “The Abbey of the Benedictines”, “The Romance of a Queen”, “The Iron Chancellor of Ancient Egypt”, “Herculaneum”, “The Sign of Victory”, “The Night of Saint Bartholomew”, among others, which attracted public attention not only for the captivating themes, but also for the exciting plots. For the novel “The Iron Chancellor of Ancient Egypt,” the French Academy of Sciences awarded him the title of “Officer of the French Academy,” and in 1907, the Russian Academy of Sciences awarded him the “Honorable Mention” for the novel “Czech Luminaries.”

	 


About the Spiritual Author

	John Wilmot, Earl of Rochester was born on April 1 or 10, 1647 (there is no record of the exact date). The son of Henry Wilmot and Anne (widow of Sir. Francis Henry Lee), Rochester resembled his father in physique and temperament, domineering and proud. Henry Wilmot had received the title of Earl because of his efforts to raise money in Germany to help King Charles I regain the throne after he was forced to leave England.

	When his father died, Rochester was 11 years old and inherited the title of Earl, little inheritance, and honors.

	Young J.W. Rochester grew up in Ditchley among drunkenness, theatrical intrigues, artificial friendships with professional poets, lust, brothels in Whetstone Park and the friendship of the king, whom he despised.

	He had a vast culture, for the time: he mastered Latin and Greek, knew the classics, French and Italian, was the author of satirical poetry, highly appreciated in his time.

	In 1661, at the age of 14, he left Wadham College, Oxford, with the degree of Master of Arts. He then left for the continent (France and Italy) and became an interesting figure: tall, slim, attractive, intelligent, charming, brilliant, subtle, educated, and modest, ideal characteristics to conquer the frivolous society of his time.

	When he was not yet 20 years old, in January 1667, he married Elizabeth Mallet. Ten months later, drinking began to affect his character. He had four sons with Elizabeth and a daughter, in 1677, with the actress Elizabeth Barry.

	Living the most different experiences, from fighting the Dutch navy on the high seas to being involved in crimes of death, Rochester's life followed paths of madness, sexual abuse, alcoholics, and charlatanism, in a period in which he acted as a “physician.”

	When Rochester was 30 years old, he writes to a former fellow adventurer that he was nearly blind, lame, and with little chance of ever seeing London again.

	Quickly recovering, Rochester returns to London. Shortly thereafter, in agony, he set out on his last adventure: he called the curate Gilbert Burnet and dictated his recollections to him. In his last reflections, Rochester acknowledged having lived a wicked life, the end of which came slowly and painfully to him because of the venereal diseases that dominated him.

	Earl of Rochester died on July 26, 1680. In the state of spirit, Rochester received the mission to work for the propagation of Spiritualism. After 200 years, through the medium Vera Kryzhanovskaia, the automatism that characterized her made her hand trace words with dizzying speed and total unconsciousness of ideas. The narratives that were dictated to her denote a wide knowledge of ancestral life and customs and provide in their details such a local stamp and historical truth that the reader finds it hard not to recognize their authenticity. Rochester proves to dictate his historical-literary production, testifying that life unfolds to infinity in his indelible marks of spiritual memory, towards the light and the way of God. It seems impossible for a historian, however erudite, to study, simultaneously and in depth, times and environments as different as the Assyrian, Egyptian, Greek and Roman civilizations; as well as customs as dissimilar as those of the France of Louis XI to those of the Renaissance.

	The subject matter of Rochester's work begins in Pharaonic Egypt, passes through Greco-Roman antiquity and the Middle Ages, and continues into the 19th century. In his novels, reality navigates in a fantastic current, in which the imaginary surpasses the limits of verisimilitude, making natural phenomena that oral tradition has taken care to perpetuate as supernatural. 

	Rochester's referential is full of content about customs, laws, ancestral mysteries and unfathomable facts of History, under a novelistic layer, where social and psychological aspects pass through the sensitive filter of his great imagination. Rochester's genre classification is hampered by his expansion into several categories: gothic horror with romance, family sagas, adventure and forays into the fantastic.

	The number of editions of Rochester's works, spread over countless countries, is so large that it is not possible to have an idea of their magnitude, especially considering that, according to researchers, many of these works are unknown to the general public. 

	Several lovers of Rochester's novels carried out (and perhaps do carry out) searches in libraries in various countries, especially in Russia, to locate still unknown works. This can be seen in the prefaces transcribed in several works. Many of these works are finally available in English thanks to the World Spiritist Institute.
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CHAPTER I

	 

	 

	Beneath the rocky massif of the ancient pyramid of consecration, lies the unknown, and forever inaccessible to ordinary mortals, underground world. There survives what remains of Ancient Egypt, hiding there the treasures of its mighty science, which remains involved in mystery, protected from the curious eyes, just as it was in those times when the people of Kemi still revered their Hierophants, while the Pharaohs went out in ostentation to war against their neighbors. The Hierophants and the Pharaohs gradually rested in their underground tombs; time, which destroys everything, continued to dethrone and transform the ancient civilization. Other people and other beliefs began to emerge in Egypt and no one has ever suspected that a whole phalanx of mysterious people - who lived many centuries before, when the marvelous works, whose ruins provoke admiration, began to appear - continue to live in the fantastic shelter, faithfully preserving their costumes, traditions, and rites of the faith in which they were born. 

	Along a long underground canal, which extended from the Giza sphinx to the pyramid, glided silently a boat with a golden bow, adorned with lotus flowers, A dark complexioned Egyptian who looked as if he had just descended alive from an ancient fresco, rowed slowly, Two men, dressed in robes of Grail knights, stood on the boat, contemplated the wide open halls on both sides of the canal, where mysterious sages could be seen leaning over work tables.

	When the boat docked next to stairs of only a few steps, the adventurers were met by a venerable old man dressed in a long white robe and Klafta, bearing  an insignia on his chest and having three flashes of bright light under his forehead, indicating the importance of the magician's ancestry.

	“Supramati! Dakhir! My dear brothers, welcome to our shelter. After so many earthly trials, come and recover your strength in a new work! Invigorate yourselves with new discoveries in the boundless field of absolute wisdom.” And he added affectionately: “Let me embrace you all fraternally and introduce you to new friends.” Some Hierophants approached and kissed the newcomers again. After a friendly conversation, the old magician said:

	“Go, brothers, wash yourselves and rest before you are shown the places of your activities. And as soon as the first rays of Rá illuminate the horizon, we'll be waiting for you in the temple for the Divine Office, which will be performed, as you know, according to the rituals of our ancestors.”

	At the hierophant's signal, two young adepts who had been keeping to that moment a discreet distance from Aldo, approached and went to accompany the visitors. First crossing a long and narrow corridor, they went down a steep and cramped staircase that led to a door decorated with the head of the sphinx with blue bulbs in place of eyes. The door led to a round room with scientific and magical apparatus and instruments, in short, everything a laboratory of the initiated magician might need.

	In this room, there were three doors, one of which led to a small room with a crystal bathtub, filled with clear blue water that was running down the wall. On the stools, the linen and striped robes were already ready. Two other doors led to completely identical rooms, with beds and furniture of carved wood and silk pillows; the furniture in the rooms, due to its unusual and unfamiliar style reproduced, apparently, the atmosphere of a legendary antique.  

	Next to the window, closed by a heavy curtain of blue fabric with designs and bangs, was a circular table and two chairs. A large carved chest next to the wall was, of course, intended to store clothing. On the wall shelves piled up rolls of ancient papyri.

	First of all, Dakhir and Supramati took a bath. With the help of young adepts, they put on new linen robes with belts decorated with magic stones and put on the Klaftas and insignia, obtained by virtue of their rank. Then, in ancient garments, they became contemporary to that strange environment in which they found themselves.

	“Come and call me, brother, whenever you need me,” Supramati said to the adept, sitting down in the armchair by the window. Dakhir retired to his room, since they both felt an uncontrollable need to be alone. Their spirits were still oppressed by the weight of the last period of their lives on earth, but the longing for that, even if they had triumphed, invariably dragged them to one thought: their children and wives. 

	Letting out a sad sigh, Supramati leaned over the table; the young adept, before leaving, pulled back the curtain that hid the window. Supramati stood up, impressed by the extraordinary beauty and austerity of the spectacle: he had never seen something like that.

	Before his eyes stretched the surface of a lake, smooth as a mirror; the still waters, sleepy and blue as sapphire, were crystal clear; and in the distance, he could see the white portico of a small temple, surrounded by trees with dark foliage that made it look black without being stirred by even the slightest breath of wind.

	In front of the temple´s entrance, over the stone altar, a great fire was burning, which, like a moonlight, diffused its lights far away, enveloping, like a silvery mist, the dormant nature, attenuating its contrasts of outline.

	But where is the firmament of this fantastic picture of nature? Supramati raised his eyes and saw that somewhere nearby, above, lost in the gray darkness, a violet cupule opened. Supramati's amazement was interrupted by Dakhir, who had admired the same picture from his window and had come to share his discovery with his friend, not knowing that he was already enjoying the fascinating sight.

	“How wonderful! placidly asleep! How many new and as yet unimagined mysteries to study,” Dakhir remarked as he sat down.

	Supramati didn't have time to reply, surprised by a new phenomenon that had occurred, both of them let out an expression of admiration. From the dome shone a great beam of golden and brilliant light, illuminating everything around... Sunlight without the sun? They had no idea where this golden light came from, and how it entered there.

	A few moments later, his ears picked up the sounds of a remote, powerful, and harmonic chant. 

	“It must not be a chant of the spheres, but of human voices,” remarked Dakhir. “Look there are our companions. They are coming for us in a boat. Didn't you notice that in your room there is an exit to the lake?” he added, getting up and going with the other to the exit door.

	Like an arrow, the boat glided across the lake, coming to a stop at the steps of a miniature Egyptian temple. A mysterious community was gathered there; men in ancient costumes, with austere and concentrated countenances; women, dressed in white, with golden hoops on their heads, were singing to the accompaniment of harps.

	The strange and powerful melodies resounded under the vaults and the air was impregnated with a soft aroma. The scene deeply impressed Supramati and his friend.

	Here, time was also shifted by a thousand years; it was a live vision of the past, a gift that was given to them to participate in it by virtue of a strange event in their extraordinary existence.

	As soon as the last sound of the sacrificial hymn was silenced, the people present formed two rows and, together with the superior, headed through an arched gallery to the room where the morning breakfast was already waiting for them.

	It was simple but very substantial for the initiated. It consisted of dark rolls that melted in the mouth, vegetables, honey, wine, and a white, thick, and sparkling drink, which was not heavy cream but seemed like a lot.

	Dakhir and Supramati were hungry and honored the food. Noticing that the supreme hierophant, next to whom they were both seated, was looking at them, Dakhir remarked somewhat uncomfortably:

	“Isn't it a shame, master, that magicians have such an appetite?” The old man smiled. 

	“Eat, eat my children! Your bodies are exhausted due to the contact with the human mass that has sucked all the vital force out of you. Here, in the peace of our retreat, this will be overcome. The food we take from the atmosphere is pure and fortifying; its components are suitable for our way of life. Eating is no sin, because the body, despite being the body of an immortal, needs nourishment.”

	After breakfast, the supreme hierophant introduced the visitors to all the members of the community.

	“First of all, take a rest, my friends,” he remarked as he said goodbye. “For about two weeks you'll devote your time to getting to know our shelter, filled with historical and scientific treasures; besides this, you'll meet many interesting people among us, with whom you'll be delighted to talk. Later, together we'll plan your tasks: not those concerning Ebramar, but others with which you'll have to familiarize yourselves.” 

	After thanking the supreme hierophant, Supramati and Dakhir went to their new friends and had a lively conversation with them. Shorty afterwards, the members of the community dispersed, each one going about their matters until the next breakfast hour.

	Only one of the magicians remained, and he proposed to the visitors to show them the place and some of the collections of antiquities stored there. Walking around the place and the examination of the collections aroused a deep interest in Supramati and Dakhir. The guide's account of the origin of the pyramid, the Sphinx, and the temple, buried beneath the earth in the time of the first dynasties, opened to them the far horizons of the origin of Humanity.

	And when some valuable object of 20-30 thousand years or a sheet of metal with inscriptions illustrating the narration, they were involuntarily overcome by a respectful tremor of admiration, even though they had long been gifted with knowledge of antiquity.

	After dinner, Supramati and Dakhir retired to their rooms, each feeling the need to be alone. Their spirits were still suffering the consequences of the rupture of the carnal bonds that had bound them for a few years to life as mortal humans.

	Sitting up, with his head lowered in his hands, Dakhir was sad and thoughtful. He could feel the thought coming to him of Edith, and the longing tormented him. Until then he had not been aware of how much he had attached himself to those two beings, who passed quickly through his long, strange, laborious, and lonely existence, in the resemblance of warm rays and the life giving sun.

	This bond proved to be very strong and couldn't be broken at will. He had touched the heartstrings, and they now vibrated in two directions like an electrified wire. So, the exchange of thoughts and feelings didn't cease. Just as waves crash against the shore, reciprocal thoughts resonate on both sides.

	Dakhir felt Edith's pain; and Edith, even if she wanted to, couldn't master the powerful feeling that invaded her entire being and stifled the excruciating pain of separation from her beloved. 

	Ebramar, who could study the human heart - and even that of a magician - so well, when he said goodbye to Dakhir said that, although time and busyness couldn't calm the painful longing of the spirit, he could see Edith with the child in the magic mirror and talk to his wife. Now, remembering those words. He hurried off to the laboratory. 

	Approaching a large magic mirror, Dakhir pronounced the formulas and drew kabbalistic signs. What was expected occurred: the surface of the instrument shuffled, sparks filled, the mist dissipated, and as if through a large window he saw before him the interior of one of the rooms of the Himalayan palace, where the sisters of the sisterhood lived.

	It was a large and luxuriously decorated room; at the back, next to the bed with muslin curtains, could be seen two cribs finished in silk and lace. In front of the niche, at the bottom of which was a cross, topped by a golden chalice of the knights of the grail, was Edith in a genuflected position. She was wearing a long white robe - a sisters' garment - and her wonderful loose hair wrapped around her like a silk cloak.

	Edith's beautiful features were pale and covered with tears: before her spiritual vision hovered over the image of Dakhir. Nevertheless, it was clear that she was fighting against this weakness, looking to prayer for support to fill the void that had formed with the left of her loved one. 

	Love filled her whole being; however, this feeling was pure, as pure was Edith's soul; there wasn't the slightest shadow of lust in her, only the desire to see, even once in a while, the beloved, to hear in the silence of the night his voice and to know what he thought of her and the child. 

	A deep rush of affection and compassion came over Dakhir:

	“Edith,” he whispered,

	As faint as this whisper was, the young woman's spiritual hearing had received it; she shuddered and stood up, feeling the presence of her loved one.

	At the same instant, she saw a band of light formed by the magic mirror that she already knew, and in it, the image of Dakhir, smiling at her and greeting her with his hand.

	Letting out a scream. Edith ran up and held out her hand, but suddenly blushed and stopped in embarrassment. 

	“My thoughts have attracted you, Dakhir, I may have interrupted your important business. Oh, forgive my dear, my incurable weakness. During the day, I work and still manage, somehow, to face the tearful longing for you. I miss you like the air I breathe and I have the distinct impression that with you a part of my being has remained, and I suffer because of this open wound. Everyone here is kind to me. I'm studying a new science that reveals wonders to me, but nothing makes me happier. Forgive me for being weak and unworthy of you.”

	“I have nothing to forgive you, my good and gentle Edith. Like you, I suffer because of our separation, but we must obey the immutable law of our strange destiny, which obliges us to move forward... In time, the tension of this nostalgia will pass and you'll end up thinking of me with a peaceful feeling until our ultimate reunification. Today I came to your presence to give you good news. Ebramar has let me see you once a day; and at these quiet hours, I will visit you and the child. We'll talk, and I'll guide you, teach you and calm you, knowing that I'm at your side, you'll suffer less because of separation.”

	As he spoke, Edith's charming face changed completely. Her thin cheeks became flushed, her big eyes radiated happiness, and her voice denoted joy. 

	“Oh, Ebramar's goodness is infinite! How can I express my gratitude to him for this grace that brings back cheerfulness and happiness? Now I will always be able to live from one meeting to the next, and these moments will be the reward for my daily work. You'll explain to me that which I have difficulty understanding and your fluid explanations will calm my rebellious heart...”

	Suddenly she became silent and ran towards one of the nurseries, and taking a little girl out of it, she showed her to Dakhir.

	“Look how beautiful she's becoming and how much she looks like you, she has your eyes and your smile. What would I do without this treasure? - she added happily, clapsing the child passionately to her chest.”

	The little girl woke up, without crying afterward, and, smiling as she recognized her father, held out her arms to him. Dakhir sent her a kiss through the air.

	“This little girl turns out to be a magician,” Dakhir said, smiling. “You say she looks like me? She's your portrait.”

	When Edith laid the child down, who soon fell asleep, Dakhir asked:

	“How is Airavala? I think that tomorrow Supramati will want to visit his son.”

	“That will be great because he's very sad and only cheers up once in a while when he sees his mother; he even calls her by name and extends his arms. Poor little magician!”

	After talking for about an hour, Dakhir remarked:

	“It's time for you to lie down and sleep, dear Edith. Now that you have seen me and know that we'll meet again soon, I'm sure you'll calm down and the sleep will strengthen you.”

	“Ah, how quickly time has passed!” sighed Edith. “I'm going to bed,” she added, going obediently to the bed, “but don't leave before I fall asleep.”

	Dakhir burst out laughing and stood by her magic window; when she lay down, he raised his hand, and through his fingers streamed an azure light that enveloped Edith like a radiant veil.

	 When the light went out and the mist had dissipated, the young girl was sleeping a deep and sound sleep.

	 While this was going on in Dakhir's room, Supramati was lying in bed, reflecting on the past. It had been a long time since his spirit had been so troubled by the weight of the fateful destiny that allowed him to love something and then take it away from him.

	Standing up, he sat down at the table and began to put in order old sheets of papyrus, to be examined later, given to him in the morning by his companion as extremely interesting documents. As usual, he wanted to dispel his unpleasant thoughts with this work. 

	As soon as he had started to read the first few lines, he suddenly shuddered and twitched: his sharp hearing detected a faint noise like the rustling of wings beating against something. Then, he heard a trembling sound, poignant and pitiful, like a restrained cry.

	Olga, she's looking for me! thought Supramati, standing up. Poor thing! Affliction is blinding her and imperfection puts a wall between us!

	He took his magic stick and spun it around for about a minute in the air, and then drew a circle of igneous lines on the ground; then he made a gesture as if he were dispelling the atmosphere with the stick, and above the circle, a shaft of light formed; the transparent blue space that could be seen in it seemed to be surrounded by a gelatinous gas, which trembled and crackled.

	Now, in the middle of the circle, hovered a gray human shadow that was rapidly becoming more embodied and acquiring a determined shape and color.

	It was Olga. On her lovely face, the expression of melancholy and misfortune seemed to have frozen, and her eyes, expressing fear and, at the same time, clear happiness, aimed at the one who for her was an earthly god. Beaming from Supramati, great streams of light and heat were absorbed by the transparent body of the vision, giving it a living form and exuberant beauty. The blazing flame above the forehead illuminated the features of the face and the vast golden hair. At last, the vision took on the aspect of a living woman, and Olga, looking beseeching, held out her clasped hands to Supramati, who looked at her with affectionate and tenderness.

	“Olga, Olga! Where are your promises to be brave and strong, to work and improve yourself through earthly trials? You're wandering sadly in space like a suffering spirit, filling the air with your moans. You're a magician's wife! Don't forget, my poor Olga, you still have a lot of work ahead of you. You will have to enrich your intellect and develop your forces and spiritual capacities so that I receive the right to take you to the new world, where destiny is dragging me.”

	Her tone of voice was slightly stern and Olga's face took on the frightened and embarrassed expression of a child who has done something wrong.

	“Forgive my weakness, Supramati; it's so hard to stay away from you, aware of the obstacles that prevent me from getting closer.”

	“As you perfect yourself, the obstacles will diminish until they disappear completely. I have already told you that you'll have to purify yourself and work in space. In the earthly atmosphere, full of suffering and crime. There will always be plenty of work for a well-meaning spirit.”

	“Oh, I'm full of good intentions. Send me to earth in a new body for any trial, no matter how painful, and I'll submissively endure all sufferings and any privations because I want to be worthy to follow you; and finally, you'll be able to forget, at least for a while, that happiness I was able to enjoy.”

	Her lips trembled and tears choked her. Supramati stooped down and said affectionately:

	“Don't be upset, my dear! I have not the least intention of reproaching you for the infinite love you have for me, because it is extremely dear to me and I love you: but you can't let it overpower you. Be sure that I will never lose sight of you and will watch over you during your earthly trials, but you must take advantage of and perfect your moral and intellectual powers, and you have plenty of these because you are my disciple. Use the powers and the knowledge which I have transmitted to you to help people; find among them those whom you can guide towards the good and try to prove to them the immortality of the soul and the responsibility of each one for his or her aros; study the fluidic laws which will allow you to protect and help your mortal brothers.”

	Then Supramati opened a box, took out a piece of some kind of phosphorescent mass, made a little ball out of it, and gave it to the spirit.

	“And now, look at me. I'm here, you haven't lost me. Our spirits are communicating, and with the help of this little ball, you can reach me: but only if you use your time with dignity for work and study, and not for senseless whining.”

	Denoting joy and candor, Olga took the little ball. Raising her big and radiant eyes to Supramati, with a bewildered smile, she whispered timidly:

	“I will fulfill everything you said; I will find a medium to work with and not complain; just give me a kiss so I can be sure you aren't angry that the magician's wife is wandering around like a beggar, around the lost paradise.”

	Supramati, unable to contain a laugh, pulled her to himself and kissed her lips and her head of blond hair.

	“And now, my incorrigible troublemaker, go and keep your promises. I bless you. And if you need my help, call me in thought, and my answer will be in the form of a warm, life-giving current.”

	He made a few passes and the spirit quickly disembodied, became transparent, and like a mist, disappeared into the ether.

	Supramati sat down pushing the pages aside and leaning over the table began to think. A hand on his shoulder brought him out of his thoughts, and raising his head he met Dakhir's affectionate gaze.

	“Olga was here. Poor thing! The separation is too heavy for her: but I think her strong love will help her in her trials, lifting her up to you.”

	Then he told about his meeting with Edith and added:

	“Come tomorrow when I go to talk to Edith. Airavala is very sad according to her; he will be very happy to see you. The poor child was suddenly taken away from his father and mother.” 

	They both sighed. Who knows if they will not awaken in the depths of the mages' spirits the feelings that afflict ordinary mortals?

	 

	 

	 


CHAPTER II

	 

	 

	They used the time of their relaxation to learn more about the extraordinary place where they were and to appreciate the impressive collections stored there.

	At night, when the enigmatic window to Edith's room opened in Dakhir's room, Supramati also went to talk to the young woman and take a look at his son. The joy of the child, who impatiently held out his arms to him, and his frustration at not being able to reach his father, produced feelings of happiness and bitterness in Supramati's heart.

	Among the new acquaintances, they became particulary fond of two. The first was a magician, carrying a single torch, a handsome young man with a thoughtful face and in the glow of his years. His name was Cleofas.

	During the examination of ancient collections, among which were maquettes of monuments, known or not, but outstanding for their architecture and ornamentation, a magnificent work of a temple in Greek style caught Supramati's attention.

	“It's the Temple of Serapis in Alexandria and the model is of my authorship,” Cleofas explained, and, with a heavy sigh, he added: “I was a priest of Serapis and witness to the savage destruction of that architectural work, sanctified by the prayers of thousands of people.”

	Dakhir and Supramati restricted themselves to shaking hands with him sympathetically, and in the evening, when the three of them gathered in Cleofas' room to talk, Supramati asked if it wasn't painful to tell about the past.

	“On the contrary,” answered Cleofas, smiling. “It gives me pleasure to relive with my friends that remote past that no longer afflicts me.”

	And after a moment´s reflection, he began to speak:

	“I was born just at the time of the decline of our old religion. The new faith of the Great Prophet of Nazareth dominated the world. However, the eternal truth of light and love, propagated by the God-man, was already distorted, having acquired such ferocity and brutal fanaticism that even the Son of God, in his humility and mercy, would have severely censured it.

	But I, in that confusing time of conflict, didn't realize it, being an ardent adherent of Serapis, just as the others were of Christ. I hated the Christians as much as they hated us.

	Yes, my friends, the story of Osiris, killed by Typhon, who then scattered the bloody remains of the god of light over the face of the Earth, is as old as the world and will remain alive until the end of time. Don't men dispute among themselves the unacknowledged Creator of the Universe and the unique truth that comes from Him, innocently imagining that they can enclose Him exclusively in their belief, and to the detriment of all others? Their fratricidal hatred and the religious wars - is this not the spreading of the bloody remains of Divinity? Nevertheless, I will tell you about myself.

	Being the son of the High Priest, I grew up in the temple and from childhood served God. Those were difficult times. We, the so-called pagan priests, were already despised, hated, and persecuted. Just the thought that our sanctuaries were being destroyed - and this would also be the fate of the temple of Serapis, drove me insane with despair. And the terrible day arrived...”

	Cleofas was silent for a moment and then pointed to an ivory statuette that rested on a small column next to the bed: 

	“Contemplate, my friends, the miniature statue of God. It may give you a rough idea of the ideal beauty and truly divine expression that a brilliant artist will achieve to give to these features. Of course, you can understand what I felt when the sacrilegious hand of a fanatic raised the axe to break this incomparable work of art as if he were going to cut a cheap piece of wood. 

	Many of our priests were murdered that day, while I escaped by some miracle or fate. Seriously wounded, I was taken by my companions to the house of a friend of my father, a wise man, who lived retired on the outskirts of the city.

	There I recovered and healed, and in time I became aware of the terrible reality: the temple of Serapis, razed to the ground, no longer existed. I won't try to describe to you the despair that fell over me.

	At first, I was making plans for revenge; but later, realizing the impracticality, I fell into a deep depression and decided to commit suicide. One night I went to my protector and begged him to give me poison.

	“Now that I can't serve God...except to watch the insults and humiliations of all that I loved, I prefer to die”

	The old man listened to me in silence. Then he took a cup from the cupboard and poured into it a few drops of a burning liquid. Then he extended the cup to me and, with an enigmatic smile, and said: “Drink and die for all that has already been destroyed; reborn to venerate and serve the Divinity of your faith...”

	“I drank it and fell down dead. When I came to myself, I was already here, living full of energy, surrounded by peace, silence, and new friends, with great possibilities to study and solve the immense and terrible problems that surround us. I have lived like this for centuries, absorbed in work, even forgetting that somewhere there's still another world, in which ephemeral humanity is born and dies...”

	The other adept, with whom Dakhir and Supramati established a close relationship, was also a very unusual type of man, in the vigor of his years, with a copper red face, and big, dark black eyes like pitch.

	His name was Tlavat, and the story of his life caused a deep impression on the listeners... They contemplated, almost with a feeling of superstition, that semi-legendary creature, a living representative of the mighty red race of the Atlanteans, whose feet stepped upon the soil of what was left of the immense continent which has remained in memory under the name of the island of Poseidon.

	They agreed to always meet in the evening to talk, after their daily activities, taking turns in their rooms at each meeting.

	The conversation with Tlavat was extremely interesting. The story of the vanished continent, told by a living witness of that fabulous past, acquired a new vitality. 

	The Atlantean's dark eyes shone passionately while he described the terrible catastrophes that had devastated his continent; facts that he hadn't personally witnessed, but the remembrances of which were vivid and clear in the memory of his contemporaries.

	Tlavat described, with a touch of ethnic pride, the city of the golden gates, the capital of the great nation now vanished in time, but which left maps, visions, and detailed descriptions in the sanctuary where Tlavat was initiated, and with whose priests he migrated to Egypt before the geological upheaval, predicted by the Illuminati, which sank the island of Poseidon.

	Of course, the main point of interest was the history of primitive Egypt, the pyramids they inhabited, the Sphinx, and the temple buried by the sands. According to Tavat's calculations, these monuments, erected by the initiates who emigrated from Atlantis, were at least twenty thousand years old. The same emigrants had built the underground world where they now lived, concentrating there on the realization of the consecrations and there they fabricated the powerful talismans to protect themselves from the cosmic cataclysms.

	The time of rest passed quickly and one morning, after the prayer in the temple, the Grail Knights were invited to speak with the supreme Hierophant.

	“I have called you here, my sons, to establish together the program of your work. You have already learned much. On the road we have traveled, the field of knowledge that remains to us is practically unlimited. I propose that you devote yourselves to the study of the space of our solar system, which you don't know. In the same way, you'll have the opportunity to study the Planetary chain and the influence of the planets, visible or not, that surround our Earth both physically and psychologically. At the same time, you'll learn about the particularities of the cosmic laws that govern our system.

	This “geography” of space, accessible to us, represents a great interest and will open unexpected horizons, a new field of the infinite and immeasurable wisdom of the Supreme Being.”

	Dakhir and Supramati agreed to submit to their guide's decision and, upon receiving the first instructions along with the necessary material, began their work the same day, with the passion that characterizes them.

	To a simple mortal, time is a burden of regrets and failures of the past, great worries of the present, and boredom and uncertainty of the future. Peace and quiet, so precious to the wise, seem tedious to an imperfect and empty-headed being, for whom time is a cruel tyrant if not filled with torrid entertainments, intrigues, and unsatisfied passions.

	And this whirlwind of mutual hostility, petty envy, and wild desires is swept through the microcosm, called the human organism, in a way that is no less destructive than the earthquakes that shake the physical world.

	Through our veins run, in the purple ocean of blood, thousands of little worlds, in which are reflected the storms of the human heart, transmitting instincts, passions, and desires. If only the clairvoyant eye of man could see the devastation caused by a moral storm of his soul, by a fit of rage! There, in that rebellious blood, cosmic catastrophes take place; millions of cells and corpuscles die, drowned, and burned, and the contagious remains of these dead microscopic organisms are thrown into the aura, while man, exhausted by the internal tremors, feels heavy, weak, and desperate.

	For the purified human being, who works with the spirit, sunrise and sunset only indicate the beginning and end of a day's work.

	The spiritual world, silence, and the ecstasy of prayer create a beatific peace, providing the human being with physical and moral health; nothing disturbs the inner world that he controls, and the annoying presence of the human anthill that surrounds him doesn't exert any influence on him.

	Enveloped in the impressive harmony of the pyramid's atmosphere, Supramati and Dakhir recovered their spiritual balance, disturbed by their earthly life, and with their usual enthusiasm began the difficult task.

	His guide, for this new work, was the Hierophant Siddarta - who looked young, but whose age was lost in the misty depths of the centuries. With the art and patience proper of a superior being, He managed, little by little, to transmit his immeasurable knowledge to the two younger brothers, rejoicing in the light that illuminated them, and responding to their manifestations of gratitude always in the same way.

	“You owe me nothing; I only give you what I have received and what, in turn, you will pass on to other brothers who, like us, are climbing the rungs of perfect knowledge. Brothers, my knowledge, which seems so vast to you, is nothing compared to what you have still to acquire.”

	However, despite their efforts, energy, and hope for the future and the support of their Heavenly Father, Supramati and Dakhir were troubled by moments that, if not of despair, were at least of weakness.

	This occurred when some new truth, like a blinding lightning bolt, suddenly opened the unknown horizons of oppressive immensity, of the arcana of the Universe whose existence they didn't even suspect.

	With an anguished sadness in their spirits, the magicians wondered if there was any purpose, a limit to this knowledge so limitless as infinity itself. Were they able to know, reach and accommodate all this colossal knowledge in their miserable brains?

	One day Siddarta noticed one of those moments of weakness and when Dakhir and Supramati, responding to his question, expressed their fears and doubts, the wise man shook his head in disapproval.

	“I'm surprised, my brothers, that you two-faceted magicians haven't yet understood that the indestructible psychic spark, created by the Higher Self, contains embryos of his knowledge and power and that our task is to develop and work on this data.

	At each higher step of acquired knowledge, a new nucleus of focus is formed in the brain, a focus of knowledge and power. And this same brain, which in the lower steps of evolution was simply a mass of inert matter, with a few poorly rooted electrical conductors, becomes a special world, a dynamic laboratory of terrible power, able to control the elements and create worlds. To possess such power and remain humble, making the acquired knowledge slavishly at the service of the Divine Will: that's the highest goal of magicians and the only ambition they are allowed.”

	“My sons, I think it would be pleasant to animate this insipid, though very interesting, work of ours with music. Art is a branch of magic; and if you have been obliged until now to dispense with it for other more complex tasks, the time to study this great force in which divine thought is propagated has come...”

	“Master, you have divined our wish,” Supramati replied cheerfully. “Both Dakhir and I adore music, a gift from heaven that brings joy, upliftment, and consolation to the human being. But I must confess that we haven't studied it as a magical science.”

	“Spend some of your time on it. Magicians of your level must know the chemical composition of sound and vibrations, as well as the dimensions of this force. Ordinary people, with undeveloped senses, although they feel the enchantment of music, have no notion of the variety of effects it provokes. In a magician's arsenal, music is just another weapon.”

	“In general, I only know that harmonic vibrations calm, unite, and animate, while dissonant vibrations act in a destructive way; they provoke storms, earthquakes, etc. It's also known that musical vibrations can calm or excite human desires and even influence animals. This is all we know in this field.” Dakhir explained.

	“It's clear. But you must learn to control this powerful generating force consciously and to know how to regulate the rhythm, the composition, and the gradation of the vigor of the vibratory harmony, to control the astral energy, and to contain the chaotic elements, if you wish to do so; or, on the contrary, to provoke them and give them freedom. Haven't you tried using vibrations to produce dangerous poisons or to practice cures that the profane would certainly call “miraculous”? Or to fertilize the earth, not with formulas or primary essences, but with music, since everything moves and is kept in equilibrium through vibrations? The nature that surrounds the profane resounds, exudes perfumes, and shines with a thousand colors, but it isn't conscious of it because it doesn't see or feel the invisible. And now we're leaving,” said Siddhartha, getting up. 

	“You'll hear magical music and I'll introduce you to the astral world where you would see the harmonic vibrations at work. Just as the magnet attracts iron, sounds attract sounds and harmonic waves join together in vibrations that become more and more powerful. Your task is to learn to measure, evaluate, and control this power,” he continued.

	And the Hierophant led his disciples to the hall of musical initiation. It was a large, round, and totally dark cave. Possessing a spiritual vision, the magicians sat on low seats. Siddarta took a crystal lyre and said laughing:

	“Close your spiritual eyes and see how the music provokes the light.” Then vibrating sounds of strange modulation were heard, and then a fiery torch flashed in the darkness and fragmented into millions of multicolored sparks.

	As the music increased its volume, the sounds became fuller and more powerful, spreading out like sparks and crossing like shooting stars, forming incredibly different geometric designs.

	These fireworks turned into sprinkles of rainbow rays which, falling to ground, fragmented into thousands of transparent drops making a watery noise. Suddenly, the cave was illuminated with a blinding light and the air was filled with a strong, but pleasant, dazzling aroma.

	The hierophant stopped playing and lowered the lyre. Dakhir and Supramati, as if they had suddenly awakened, looked around and only then realized that on one side of the cave a meadow had formed. Siddarta pointed to it and play again.

	The melody was different now. The blinding light lost its brightness and turned greenish, while the earth looked transparent and in it, one could clearly see various grains and embryos. Suddenly, one had the impression that the multicolored lights stuck to the earth, assimilating to the ground, and as the strength of the harmonic vibrations increased, greenish waves began to fall on the ground and the seedlings swelled and sprouted.

	The hierophant paused, and silently, with his eyes fixed on space, he was absorbed, but the sounds of the lyre that were then heard were of divine beauty. The light grew dimmer and dimmer, acquiring a bluish tinge, and upon this soft and velvety background, pictures of rare beauty began to be drawn.

	As in a kaleidoscope, there appeared green meadows, shady valleys, forests with gigantic vegetation, and fantastic cliffs, in whose crevices boiled and bubbled multicolored waterfalls. On the flowering branches, flitting from one flower to another were seen beings of soft beauty, - immaculate irradiation of the magician's brain, his aspiration to light...- They were also beings endowed with a known vitality that were part of the mystery of the creative force, which was ignored by the profane.

	Supramati was fascinated and lost in thought, feeling nothing but delight in admiring so many wonders. Suddenly, an unexpected idea came to his mind: -Suppose I could reach and learn this with my senses to transmit and explain these mysteries to the multitudes? In what language would I speak to them to convince them, since they only want to see and understand what they can touch and perceive with their ordinary senses? They would laugh at me and take me for an adept of an insane asylum if, pointing to a criminal, I told them: Look at the myriad of demons he has created with his criminal mind and see how those worms swirl in space looking to attach themselves to someone... Or else: I will show you the pure and splendid thoughts of a hermit and abstemious, a messenger of peace and harmony... Oh, what a sacred truth Christ said: “Blessed are the poor in spirit, for theirs is the kingdom of the heaven...”

	No, no, the great masters of truth were absolutely right: everything cannot be revealed to the multitudes; the initiation must be done in quiet and mystery, far from the terrible chaos of human passions; the surprising and terrible knowledge must remain hidden as treasures and the inviolable oath of silence must be kept in this sacred secret place...

	When Siddhartha stopped playing, Supramati exclaimed in amazement: “How beautiful this is! Will I be able to produce sounds of such beauty and strength?” The hierophant smiled and put his hand on his shoulder.

	“You don't think, by chance, that during the time I dedicate to some serious work, I use a pre-established didactic method and special rules for playing? No, the sounds you've just listened to are created from the depths of my being; they're the expression of the harmony of my spirit. Take the lyre and try...”

	“But I don't know how to play the lyre. I'll destroy your ears with my cacophony,” said Supramati, blushing. 

	“Don't be afraid. Raise your spirit to divine beauty, surrender to inspiration, pray, and the outburst of your spirit will pour out in wonderful vibrations like those you have just been impressed with.”

	Obedient to the mentor's words, Supramati took the lyre and, concentrating on an ardent prayer, put his fingers on the strings. His whole being was immersed in love, faith, and respectful aspiration to the supreme stays...

	 

	Without any effort, his fingers, as if moved by a superior force, played the strings, diffusing magnificent and soft sounds and provoking shapes of rare beauty, illuminated by multicolored streams of light. Harmony was forming, each time more beautiful and exciting. Surprised by the music itself, the magician listened and wondered if his aspirations for the Good were so strong to be clothed in sound and made accessible to perception.

	When the last chords ceased, Siddarta embraced Supramati and said:

	“Look, my son, how much your spirit has been purified and beautified. There wasn't even a dissonance that could break the enchantment of the peace achieved. Now, Dakhir, let us listen to the harmonious echo of your spirit, and then you will hear a piece of disorderly and disharmonious music, which brings harm and can even kill.”

	Dakhir's performance, as well as that of his friend, received the full approval of the hierophant. Afterward, he took them to the school of musical art and, calling one of the students from the class furthest behind, ordered him to follow them.

	To Dakhir and Supramati's surprise, they came out of the Pyramid. It was night. The weak moonlight of the last phase enveloped the inhospitable desert with pale penumbra. All around was just emptiness and stillness.

	Instructed by the hierophant, the student began to play, and, while the air was permeated with loud, high-pitched sounds, howls, and growls were heard in response in the distance. Then, out of the darkness emerged several wild animals: a couple of lions, some panthers, hyenas, and jackals. All these beasts, visibly angry and frightened, came out of dens, crevices, and abandoned dens where they had been hiding during the day.

	With deafening howls, hair standing on end, and wagging their hips with their tails, the furious predators watched each other with eyes that glowed in the dark. The sharper and more powerful the sounds of the instrument, the more irritated the animals became. Suddenly they lunged at each other using teeth and claws. It wasn't a fight for life, but for death. Even the hyenas and jackals, normally fearful and thieving, went mad with rage.

	No doubt the fight would have ended with victims if the music hadn't stopped. Then, submitting to the will of the magician, the beasts dispersed to their lairs.

	“Do you see, my friends, “ said Siddhartha when they had all returned to the Pyramid, “how sounds of this nature invoke the spirits of Evil? People of vulgar and stupid hearing cannot hear the diabolical music that the bands of demons

	
	
	
