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Dedication

Because this ebook is a merger of the three books of the
Third Eye Trilogy, I included dedications for each book as originally published;
included below for each book.
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Preface

Even though these three books are fiction, depending upon personal
scientific, religious or spiritual beliefs, the topic of
reincarnation and past life regression could be a gray area between
reality and science fiction. Readers may have to move to one side
or the other to fully enjoy the adventure. Either believe in
reincarnation or you don’t: either way is fine.

In preparing to write the Third Eye Trilogy I went through an accredited program to
learn hypnotherapy. I subsequently became a certified and
registered hypnotherapist specializing in past life regressions.
Every regression that I perform is like opening a entirely new
fictional book. If it is not real, then I am amazed at the
imagination and creativity of people under
hypnosis.

The past life
regression techniques in the Trilogy are essentially the same techniques used by psychologists,
psychiatrists, hypnotherapists and even some medical doctors to
help their patients. Conversations with souls and guides (whether
real or not) are fairly accurate to what a therapist sees in a
session. However, contrary to these books, very few prominent
historical figures are ever identified during past life
regressions. Positive feedback from many professionals validate the
authenticity of the regression experience.

Characters and events portrayed in the storyline are for
the most part fictitious. Even though most historical figures and
events were real or probable, some historical events portrayed are
pure fiction. It is for
the reader to determine which historical “facts” were fabricated.
Many of the topics in this novel may appear politically insensitive
or prejudiced toward genders, races, religions, beliefs or cultures
in the historical setting. There was no intent to offend any
groups. However, this controversy may provide a foundation for
healthy historical debate. By the end of the book the reader may
have many unanswered questions about our place in the world: If so
— good! I urge you to think about the world we live in.
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“Personally, I would be delighted if there were a life
after death, especially if it permitted me to continue to learn
about this world and others, if it gave me a chance to discover how
history turns out.”

 


Carl
Sagan
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Through the Third Eye

_______________________

Book 1 of the Third Eye
Trilogy

___________________


 



Dedication

I dedicate this book to the adventurous and uninhibited readers who desire to learn
from the Third Eye Trilogy and then apply that knowledge in their own lives. Learn
from the history and the esoteric and adventurous world portrayed
in these books. I encourage you to read some of the multitude of
non-fictional books that were used as part of the research for
writing the most technically accurate novel possible. There are
many links in the back of this book or see my website for a broad
list of links to other material.

My hopes are that you will read into the words and apply the new knowledge to make your
life better and improve our society as a whole.
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Preface

For your reading
expectations of this book:

• Chapter 1 simply
sets the stage.

• Part I begins at Chapter 2:

History Channel and Science Channel addicts will not be able to turn off this
channel. Pure action seekers might find this section slow but I
urge you to stick with it. You will need to know some of these
details for what happens later in the Trilogy.

• Part II begins at Chapter 15:

Indiana Jones
and Da Vinci Code lovers may finish the book in one sitting from
here.

• Part III begins at Chapter 28:

Readers will
debate over what is real and what is fiction.

In the back of
this book there is a glossary of historical people, places and
terms used in the book. with automatic links. By looking up the
names, perhaps then you can ascertain what is real and what is
fiction — or can you?
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Chapter 1

Amman, Jordan

 


Shali pulled back her long black
hair, revealing her smooth, golden-brown Indian complexion. She
glanced over at the out-of-place, middle-aged American man
strolling beside her. “Do you think we’ll get the right Iqbal
today?”

Clay responded, “I don’t know.
We’ve done Iqbal Al-Subari and Iqbal Al-Suwari, but neither were
the right target. They had the wrong name, wrong incarnation, wrong
soul. It sure would be nice to get more precise information on our
subjects, but no such luck this time.”

“We obviously didn’t get an
accurate family name for our Iqbal from the regression of the woman
in Jakarta. She had that lisp, which threw off my transcription of
the name. You’ve told me a hundred times that we are bound by the
body through which they see the world. So this time we were limited
by her impaired pronunciation of a name.”

Clay and Shali continued walking
down the busy main street in Amman toward their rustic hotel in the
old section of town. The early morning air was crisp and pungent
with the sharp smell of cooking spices and fried breads. Having
just finished breakfast at a side-street cafe, they were returning
to set up the hotel suite for the morning’s past-life regression
session.

Clay said, “If today’s Iqbal isn’t
the right one, we’ve got three more Iqbal Al-Subari-Suwari-Suhari’s
in their mid-twenties to go through. But today, I feel
positive.”

“The problem with today’s Iqbal is
that he is only giving us one session. We’ve got three days of
regression work to cram into one day, so we will have a problem if
he is the right guy.”

“We’ll just have to move fast,”
Clay said, quickly adding, “You’ve got to keep us on
track.”

Shali replied, “Or we pay him more
to get another day of regressions.”

“Hey, I’ll triple his fee if he is
the one we’re looking for. Quadruple.”

“If we find those secret treasures
you believe exist, then money shouldn’t be a problem.”

Clay hesitated for a moment as they
walked into the hotel lobby. He looked at Shali and said, “But you
know it’s not about money. I already made my millions doing this
regression stuff. I could make many millions more. I’m just after
those secrets. I want them for what they are, or might be — not for
some monetary value. But at this point we don’t even know what they
are exactly, and we certainly don’t know what they are worth. If
the secrets really are some kind of advanced knowledge, we need to
bring them out to better this world we live in. It could sure use
some help.”

Shali nodded her head in
acknowledgment as they walked up the stairs to the second floor
hall that led to their suite. With Clay behind her, she unlocked
the door to the suite. Suddenly there was a crashing sound in the
room. As she pushed open the door, they saw a man dressed in local
Arab garb dashing across the dimly lit room.

Realizing they were being robbed,
Clay pushed Shali aside and darted towards the dark figure. He
tackled the thief mid-waist, several feet from the open balcony
door where the man had been attempting to make his escape. The two
tumbled and rolled across the floor, slugging and beating each
other like grade-school bullies.

Shali flicked on the lights and
screamed down the hallway for help, using several Middle Eastern
languages. Clay was on top of the perpetrator, swinging as hard as
he could at his opponent’s face. His years of training in the army
helped him gain the edge, but that training was not able to stop
the knee that sharply jabbed into his crotch. He let out a loud
yelp and leaped almost straight into the air before buckling and
falling on top of the man.

Shali grabbed a metal floor lamp
and slashed it across the thief’s shoulder as he pushed out from
under Clay. The bloodied thief let out his own yelp and scrambled
on his knees towards the open balcony with Shali swinging the lamp
in close pursuit. He turned back to Shali and yelled out in a
Middle-Eastern tongue.

Clay moaned and tried to get back
on his feet, as the thief and Shali remained at a stand-off. She
stood firm with a wildly swinging floor lamp while the perpetrator
stood on the edge of the balcony lecturing her as if the entire
episode was her fault.

The thief suddenly turned and
vaulted over the balcony onto the hood of a parked car below. As
the car’s alarm blared with ear-piercing beeps, Shali dropped the
lamp and pulled Clay back to his feet. Both ran to the edge of the
balcony and watched with adrenaline-pumped tremors as the thief ran
off down the street, still looking back to yell his
chastisements.

In less than a minute, the hotel
security guards and manager ran into their suite, expressing
concern and promising action. Clay and Shali surveyed their
equipment and materials but found nothing missing. Clay discussed
the matter with the hotel manager, and they agreed not to involve
the local authorities at this time. That would only complicate
their stay. However, the manager agreed to post two
twenty-four-hour security guards — one in the street below and one
in the hallway outside their room — for the remainder of their
stay. While they were speaking, two maids arrived to clean up the
broken lamp, tables and glasses.

Shali and Clay freshened up in
their own rooms and then met back at the suite. After pouring a cup
of sweet, spiced tea for each of them, Clay said, “Our Iqbal shows
up in thirty minutes. Considering what just happened, should we be
doing this regression today?”

“If you’re okay, then I think
we’ll be alright,” Shali responded. “We’re only going to get one
shot at him, and he has already taken the day off of work. We can’t
risk losing him, so let’s just do it.”

Clay sat for a moment sipping his
tea and finally said, “Fortunately, we must have walked in on this
thief shortly after he got into the room. He didn’t have a chance
to take anything.”

She gave Clay a look of
contemplation. “I don’t think he was here to steal
anything.”

“What do you mean? He was going to
rob us.”

“I don’t think so. I think he just
wanted to know what we were up to.” Looking puzzled, Clay said,
“How do you know? What was he was yelling at you?”

Shali took a deep breath. “It was
confusing. He was yelling in Hebrew, but he had a heavy Palestinian
— or maybe an ethnic Jordanian — accent. I couldn’t tell for
sure.”

“But did you catch what he was
saying?”

She seemed solemn. “He said
something like, ‘You don’t know what you are doing’ or ‘You don’t
know who you are dealing with. You are asking for trouble.’ Or
something like that.”

“So if this guy wasn’t a thief,
why would he care what we are doing? Or did someone else send him
here?”

Looking through the corner of her
eyes, Shali replied in a facetious tone, “I couldn’t get the guy on
the couch for a hypnosis session, Chief, so I have no idea what was
going on in his head.”

“Fair enough.”

Her face mutated to a teasing
smirk. She nodded her head at Clay’s crotch, which had been
battered during the scuffle. “How’re you doing — you know — down
there?”

Clay snorted. “It’ll be alright
after a little physical therapy. Maybe you can help
out.”

Shali giggled lightly and replied,
“It ain’t gonna happen, Charlie — not by me. You know what happened
last time. I’ll call room service for a bag of ice. That ought to
cool you down.”

The two laughed at the joint jabs,
remembering how history had played out between them.

A large, full-reclining chaise
lounge chair sat in the center of their regression suite. On one
side was a chair and small table, and on the opposite side was a
table with a computer equipment set-up akin to a small TV studio.
Shali turned on the equipment on the table, while Clay turned on
another computer in the adjoining room.

He called out from the far room,
“He’s supposed to be here at eight-thirty, so we don’t have much
time.”

“We’ll be fine if we don’t hit any
snags. You ready to test the audio?”

“Give me a minute.”

On the table next to the computer
in the main room was a large, shielded microphone box with a
baseball-sized hole in the front. The contraptions were designed to
protect against high levels of electromagnetic radiation that could
be emitted during a regression. The heavy microphone box was lined
with sheets of lead and copper grounding mesh. Recessed inside the
opening was the high-quality directional microphone. As long as
they kept the hole pointed at their subject, the whole session
would be recorded on the computer in next room.

Shali checked the thirty-foot
cables that ran from one room to the other. When she got to his
room, she said, “It’s such a pain to haul these heavy-assed cables
every place we go around the world.”

“Heavy-assed cables?” Clay
laughed.

“Sorry. Blame my stepdad — you
know, talk like a sailor.”

Clay thought back to her
descriptions of her stepfather, the Portuguese ship captain. He
still pictured Shali as being culturally constrained, despite
knowing that her Indian mother from New Delhi rebelled after the
premature death of Shali’s very conservative Hindu
father.

“So, do we really need all this
stuff? We haven’t had any problems in the last two
years.”

“I’m not sure if all the
precautions are necessary, but they are part of the protocol and
help protect against high levels of electromagnetic radiation. The
specs for the PLR protocols are very specific. Anyway, I’ve never
had a failed recording in over five years of regressions, so those
scientists must have known something.”

“So when are we going to get some
interesting lives? So many past lives seem so boring.”

“Now, come on. Once in a while we
get some interesting characters. I’ve verified a lot of actual
previous lives, but I never got any really famous people.” He
continued his tinkering with the equipment. “So, what’s this
particular Iqbal’s background again?”

“He’s a twenty-three year old
Palestinian; a junior accountant at a construction company and a
recent finance graduate from Al-Ahliyya Amman University. There’s
nothing significant or different about him; he’s just an ordinary
young buck with aspirations for a fruitful and productive life. Did
you see him trying to hit on me when we interviewed him last
week?”

Clay snickered. “Yes. And you’re
what, ten — or is it fifteen years his senior?”

“Hey, can’t a girl have a little
privacy or maybe even an ego boost in her personal
life?”

“We’re paying him more Jordanian
dinars for an eight-hour session than he makes in two weeks at his
bean-counting job. He needs to focus on what we hired him to do,
not hit on a fine-looking Indian babe trying to regress
him.”

Shali gave him a smile of gratitude
for the jealousy-laced compliment. “No, today our Iqbal needs to
relax,” he said in a melodic tone, “and go for a hypnotic ride back
into his soul’s history. Maybe he’ll get to see that hot cave lady
from twenty thousand years ago. He could knock her in the head with
a club and drag her back to his cave.”

“Maybe he was the cave lady,”
Shali fired back with a grin. “He won’t remember a damn thing when
it’s over, anyway. Have you ever used those protocols where
subjects can actually remember their past lives?”

Ever since Shali had worked with
him, he had used PLR Protocol 75, which kept the subjects from
remembering anything about the secrets, should they find them. This
was a precaution, because if the subjects remembered they might
join the race to find the hidden treasures.

“A few times, but any head shrink
can do that with hypnosis,” he replied. “But I’m not really
interested in all that anyway. I’m looking for specific things. If
they want to remember their boring past lives, they should be
paying me — not me paying them.”

“But they could never track down
the soul pods or soul mates on their own.”

“Maybe. Being in the same soul
pod, they seem to know where other mates are at any point in time
and space. The challenge is to coax out details before the souls or
their guides get suspicious about what we’re up to; otherwise, they
clam up. The guides are protective of those souls in their trust
and don’t often reveal where other souls may be incarnated. If a
shrink can do that or if the person gets good at regressing
themselves, it’s possible to identify their soul pod.”

Shali said, “I’ve never had any bad
regressions since we’ve been working together. Have you ever seen
any bad ones in the years before that? You know, blowouts during or
after a session?”

“Nah, not really.” Clay looked
back at her and said, “The secret government studies say that
attempts to access or confront previous lives could have emotional
or psychological effects, but it is usually beneficial. It’s
basically the same as what shrinks do when they try to fix people’s
problems with hypnosis. But PLR Protocol 75 shields them from any
knowledge of their previous lives anyway.”

Shali said, “I’m ready to test the
headphones.”

Clay turned some dials and clicked
the keyboard. “Are you getting it?”

Shali pulled back her long, silky
black hair and lifted the headphones to her right ear. “Good.” She
could hear the sound-generator pumping low, throbbing Alpha wave
frequency pulses to her brain. The pulses helped drive brain waves
down to a low frequency where regressions were
optimized.

Shali lifted the futuristic looking
goggles to her eyes. “Give me a check on the goggles.” Clay clicked
more buttons and purplish colors flashed rapid sequences in sync
with the headphone Alpha waves. She picked up a small flexible
skull cap with its attached electrodes and set it on the back of
the chair, waiting for their regression subject. The cap would send
magnetic pulses to the right and left sides of the brain at
different times during the regression to help manage the
subconscious mind. Shali knew PLR was heavily influenced by sensory
control over the mind. She recalled Clay’s jest that they should
also have a smell gadget in case someone wanted hot buttered
popcorn during their regression.

Shali then laid out a set of
EKG-like skin pulse pads with dangling electrodes. The micro-pulse
generator was a key component to the protocol. The pads sent
micro-frequency pulses to shock several critical points on the body
at various times. The pulses were not automatic but act more like a
cattle prod when they wanted to stimulate the subject’s soul to
respond.

Shali put a pair of the pads on the
large shoulder muscles on either side of her neck. “I’m ready for
the first pad test. Hit the shoulders.” Clay pressed some buttons.
Her neck and shoulders twisted in slight convulsion. “Whew. Good.”
The shoulder pulses were used to slap the soul around to get their
attention.

She put another pair of pads on her
forearms. “Hit the foot pads.” When Clay pressed more buttons, her
arms jerked back against her body. These pads were placed on the
balls of the feet under a pair of wool socks. The foot pads
stimulated the subject into progressing forward through the
regression if they hesitated. Shali picked up the fifth, smaller
single micro-pulse pad and moved it toward her forehead. She
paused, then moved the pad to her forearm. “Hit the Third Eye.”
Clay pressed a button. Shali’s arm jerked and she let out a small
“Whoa. A little too hot.” Clay made an adjustment and tried again.
“Perfect. We should be ready.”

She looked over to Clay and raised
her eyebrows in inquiry. “I know it seems to work, but do you
really think the Third Eye pulse makes a difference? And don’t bull
me, I was raised a Hindu, you know. My mom still wears her dot on
the Third Eye.”

“At first, I had trouble accepting
this Third Eye aspect of the protocol,” Clay admitted. “Yeah, I
knew of its spiritual significance in Hindu, Buddhist and Kabbalah
traditions, and even in yoga, chi-gong, karate, meditation and
martial arts, but I still couldn’t see its value. Then I read
translations of some seven-hundred-year-old Rosicrucian documents.
That’s when I saw a physiological connection between the Third Eye
and the pituitary and pineal glands. By stimulating the Third Eye
with the pulses, I suspect the human body is induced to a higher
state of focus through an injection of natural chemicals into the
nervous system. I don’t really understand it, but the scientists
who developed it at Stanford Research Institute were a lot smarter
than I am.”

Shali responded, “I must have
watched hundreds of past-life regression videos on YouTube. Every
once in a while I’d see the PLR hypnotist lean over and push the
subject’s forehead when they wanted the subject to focus or dig
deeper.”

“You got it: pop the third eye.
That’s all we’re doing.”

A few minutes later, their Iqbal
knocked on the hotel suite door. After introductions and a ten
minute orientation in Arabic by Shali, they got him settled in the
lounge chair. She then wired up the goggles, earphones and
micro-pulse pads. Clay positioned himself five feet from the young
accountant and began pressing buttons on a laptop control panel.
The colored bars, lights and digital readouts flickered on and off
in scanning, pulsing sequences.

Shali sat three feet to the side of
the young subject, waiting for Clay’s cue. Because the PLR sessions
were conducted all over the globe, her prodigal fluency in seven
languages proved invaluable.

Shali glanced at Clay and nodded.
“Everything is in place. He seems comfortable and says he is ready
to go.”

Clay threw a switch and the control
panel light labeled “RECORD” turned red.

“Test — one, two —” Strong signal
readings displayed on the control panel sound meters. Bar graphs
and meters on the laptop computer recording system in the next room
pulsed alive with every spoken word.

“This is Clay Barton. It is 8:52
a.m. in Amman, Jordan, on the second of February. The subject for
this past-life regression is Iqbal Al-Suhari, subject
KC8273-VD5532; suspected soul is ID number SE49-5433. I am assisted
by Shali Faisal as session facilitator and translator. The
objective of the session is hypnosis and regression of the subject
to previous lives. This will be followed by attempted transition to
the life-between-lives realm for interaction with the soul. Because
the subject has only agreed to one regression session, we will
attempt direct interaction with the subject’s soul, guide or other
elder souls in the LBL of today’s session. Subject is cooperative
and understands the possible consequences of participating in this
regression. PLR Protocol 75 is being used, as pre-regression
hypnotic examination using PLR Protocol 14 revealed easy adaptation
to Protocol 75. There are no indications that the subject will
experience adverse or lingering side effects from the
regression.”

Clay started up a sequence of
computerized processes on his console. He monitored feedback meters
on the control panel as the computer in the next room pumped out
digital signals to the various gadgets wired up to the young
Jordanian. The Alpha sounds, video flashes and micro-pulse
generator made different parts of Iqbal’s body twitch in planned
sequences as the computer ran through its initial
preparations.

Several minutes later, the meters
showed that Iqbal had reached a proper state of readiness. Clay
nodded to Shali to begin the first hypnotic script. She spoke to
Iqbal in Arabic, using a script from the four-inch-thick protocol
binder. Each section of the binder was carefully tabbed, sub-tabbed
and indexed with a letter-number system. Shali’s hypnotic
directions to Iqbal were slow and monotone with several-second
pauses between each statement.
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“Iqbal, you are feeling very
relaxed and comfortable. Relax your entire body, one part at a
time, as I direct you. Start at the top of your head. You can sense
your hair, every strand of hair. Your hair is completely relaxed,
and now you feel a tingling sensation in your scalp. The skin on
top of your entire head is tingling with relaxation. Experience and
enjoy the wonderful sensation as your head relaxes and releases all
stress and tension.”

Shali paused five seconds. “Your
forehead is now completely relaxed. Relax those wrinkles on your
forehead and make the skin lay flat. The wrinkles are disappearing
as you relax. The wrinkles on your forehead are now gone. You feel
a slow rush of warmth and a tingling sensation flowing down the
side of your head, across your temple, slowly down across your ears
like a warm flowing liquid, relaxing your every muscle, relieving
you of every concern in the world. You have no worries, no
problems, no feelings, no emotions — simply total
relaxation.”

Clay noticed Iqbal sink back deep
in the lounge chair, his head turning slightly to the left. His
neck twisted a bit to the right and then to the left as he
experienced sensations he had probably never experienced before. He
entered a deep level of hypnotic trance. Clay reviewed the
monitors, dials and digital readouts. Having done regressions for
five years, he could tell Iqbal was a good subject. He nodded to
Shali to proceed.

Shali continued with more than five
minutes of standard hypnotic techniques, pushing Iqbal deeper and
deeper into the trance. Clay finally looked up from the meters and
gauges and made a slight slicing motion with his hand. Iqbal was
deep enough. If Shali continued, he could fall into a deep sleep
and then the session would be over.

Clay made small adjustments to the
intensity of the stimulation points and monitored the feedback on
the meters. He grinned in silence as the protocol sequence shot
small electronic shocks into Iqbal’s body parts, causing them to
twitch. He motioned for Shali to move forward to the next set of
scripts.

She continued the regression in
Arabic. “Iqbal, you will remember nothing from this session. During
the session, you will feel no pain despite anything terrible you
may see, hear or experience. You will remember nothing. You will
not be physically or mentally hurt or injured during this session.
Do you understand this?”

“Yes,” he mumbled in
Arabic.

“After the session, you will
remember nothing that was said or experienced during the session.
Nothing. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” he said in a more vibrant
acknowledgment.

Clay watched the feeds anxiously.
Within a few hours, they should know if this was the target he had
been seeking for the last several years.


 


 


 


"Imagination is more important than knowledge."

 


Albert Einstein


Part I - Search of the Past


Chapter 2

 


Clay motioned for Shali to
continue, and in response she turned to the next tab in the script
book.

“Iqbal, look ahead of you. You
should see a very long hallway with doors on both sides. The
hallway reaches as far as you can see. Each door leads to a
different life you have lived before. One of those doors leads to a
life that you lived almost two thousand years ago. Walk down the
hallway until you reach that life. When you get to that door, I
want you to stop and look at it.” Shali paused and then said, “Are
you in front of the door yet?”

“No.”

Clay could tell where she was on
the script and that Iqbal was having trouble moving down the
imaginary hallway. He turned the knob for the micro-pulse to the
balls of his feet and pressed a button. Iqbal’s ankles and feet
twitched as the pulse generator sent him small
micro-shocks.

“Continue walking down the hall.”
Shali paused for five seconds, and then repeated, “Continue walking
until you reach —”

“Yes. I am there, at the
door.”

“Good. Open the door and walk into
the room. Look around and tell me what you see.”

There was a long pause. Clay knew
where Iqbal was and lifted his hand to signal Shali to wait. After
another five seconds, he nodded his head for her to proceed again.
As with any regression, Iqbal was at this moment experiencing a
surrealistic dream-like state. His subconscious mind would be
wondering if this was real or just his imagination. He was probably
wondering whether he could have created an illusion from some
late-night movie he had seen long ago on television.

Shali said, “Tell me what you see.
Look around slowly and tell me what is there.”

Clay sent a small pulse to Iqbal’s
shoulder muscles to stimulate his motion. Iqbal’s shoulders
shrugged upward and back toward his ears. He attempted to say
something, but it was unintelligible, nearly inaudible. This was
normal on a first regression for any subject. Clay and Shali both
knew the subconscious mind got better after warming up on a few
past lives. Successive past lives almost always got better and
oftentimes the regressions became almost conversational.

Slowly, Iqbal responded in a
drawl-like mumble, “Books, scrolls, manuscripts everywhere. What a
mess. Piles of writings.” His tone and speed picked up. “How can
anybody find anything in this room?”

Shali looked over and smiled at
Clay with a nod. “What year is it?” she asked.

Iqbal’s head turned slightly to one
side as if looking around the room. He inhaled a slow, deep breath
through his nose. “Ahhh.” He breathed in another breath. “Leather —
smell of leather.”

“Can you tell what year it is in
this life with all of the books?”

Clay pressed the button for a
micro-pulse shot to the Third Eye. There was some hesitation as
Iqbal searched for a date in this picture. “210. 220. No, 216. Yes,
216.”

“AD or BC?”

“AD,” Iqbal shot right
back.

Clay understood Arabic numbers and
shook his head with disappointment. He whispered almost under his
breath, “Damn, missed it by two hundred years.”

Shali glanced up at Clay’s comment
but quickly refocused her attention on the regression scripts. Clay
continued watching the intense yet barely perceptible expression on
Iqbal’s face. He nodded for Shali to prompt for more.

“Please go on,” she said. “What
else do you see in the room?”

“Large writing table. This is
where I do my best work. The empress, she is pleased with my work —
and the emperor, too.”

“Which emperor and empress? What
city are you in?”

“Italy. Rome. No, Athens, I think.
No, I can’t tell — one of those cities. I’m not outside, so I can’t
tell.”

“That’s okay. You can try later.
Which empress and emperor?”

Iqbal replied, “Emperor Severus, of
course, and his wife the Empress.”

Iqbal’s tiny smile glowed with
happiness and satisfaction. Shali knew they were starting to roll,
now. At least they had a subject who knew some nobility.

She prompted, “Which empress? What
is her name?”

“Domna. Empress Julia Domna. She
is pleased with my writings. Oh, she has such a full and complete
library. She allows me to use the library any time I wish. The
books, the scrolls, are from so many philosophers. Such very wise
men. She is such a beautiful and intelligent person; she is a
wonderful philosopher, herself. I know. She does not hesitate to
challenge my thinking, or anyone’s thinking or words. But she
welcomes debate even as the empress of Rome. She is a great
woman.”

Iqbal paused for a few seconds as
if collecting his thoughts. Then he started again without any
prompt, this time with a scowl on his face. “But many of the others
do not like her. These other people, they have much power, and they
do not like her. They believe she is too philosophical; she
challenges their authority, their power. She is a threat to
them.”

Shali probed, “Who are these other
people?”

Iqbal scowled even more. He jerked
his head quickly to the right. Shali and Clay looked at each other
in puzzlement. Shali nodded and Clay pressed the button sending a
micro-pulse to the Third Eye. No reply came back.

Iqbal’s expression turned from a
serious scowl back to a satisfied smile. He continued, totally
ignoring Shali’s question. “The debates we have in the atrium and
the courtyards are so challenging, invigorating, absolutely
exhilarating. This time is so wonderful. Yes.”

There was a long sigh and pause as
he languished in past memories. Shali quickly summarized the
session for Clay. He shook his head again in disappointment at
first, but then he lifted his eyebrows and nodded. “This is not
exactly who we wanted to find,” Clay whispered so as not to disturb
Iqbal, “but we’re close. I’ve done extensive research on this era
and possible threads of lives. Even though we missed the target
date by a couple of hundred years, Iqbal could still be the soul
we’re looking for. But I’ll bet I know who this is
anyway.”

He signaled for Shali to move to
the script in the next section. “What is your name in this life?”
she asked.

Iqbal strained to pick up a name
from many lives earlier and then finally drawled, “I can’t tell
exactly.”

“Just try. What does it sound
like?”

Iqbal struggled to pronounce a name
he may not have spoken for nearly two thousand years. “Something
like…”

Clay tipped his head back and
looked at the ceiling, listening carefully.

“Filo — stratum.”

Clay almost lip-synced under his
breath in cadence with Iqbal: “Philostratus.” With a huge gloating
smile, he pumped his arm in victory and whispered,
“Yes!”

Shali glanced at Clay, eyebrows
squeezed inward in query. She leaned over and whispered, “Clay,
give me a ten-second brief on this Philostratus.”

He ran through a rapid-fire
dissertation in hushed tones. “He was a famous Greek-Roman scholar
and the author of many philosophical and historical books. He died
in his mid-seventies about 250 AD. His most famous works were
manuscripts on the Life of Apollonius of Tyana. We’re looking for
Apollonius, because I think he might know where the secrets are
hidden. I heard Iqbal say ‘Domna.’ That must be the Roman Empress
Julia Domna Severus, one of the most powerful women during the
entire history of the Roman Empire. If I recall, she chartered
Philostratus to write about Apollonius and had a huge library that
preserved many of Philostratus’ works for centuries after her
death. However, the books had to be hidden to survive a series of
political and religious purges. Almost every religious crusade for
a thousand years tried to destroy books of any conflicting
ideology, including her library.”

“It wasn’t just religions that did
that. Look at Hitler’s Kristallnacht and the Chinese Cultural
Revolution in 1965. Anyway, do you think Domna’s library is what we
are looking for?”

Clay replied, “I’m not sure. It
would seem too obvious. Historians think that in the six hundreds
AD, the hard-core Christian Emperor Justinian destroyed a lot of
what the empress had collected. She strongly supported open
philosophical discussion and posed a big threat to the Christians
at that time. The history books debate over her death. Some say she
committed suicide about 217 AD after her son, the new emperor, was
murdered in a purge of any philosophy-loving rulers and leaders.
That is sort of dramatic. Others claim she simply died of breast
cancer — I’d say that is more likely. That would be a strange turn
for the Roman Empire; to lose one of their greatest leaders to
breast cancer.”

“So do you think any of the
writings survived?”

“Don’t know, especially after the
Catholic Pope Gregory tried to finish destroying them. According to
the history books, four hundred years after her death he destroyed
what was left of the empress’s library. He called the writings
‘philosophical chaff’. The Christian churches, particularly the
Catholics, always seemed threatened by philosophies that challenged
its authority, even if they didn’t pose an immediate threat. A copy
of Philostratus’ book called The Life of Apollonius, managed to
survive the Christian destruction. That book is still preserved
today in the U.S. Library of Congress.”

“If you think this might be
Apollonius’ soul, where do you want to go from here?”

“Philostratus lived about one
hundred and fifty years after Apollonius. When we’re done poking
around Philostratus’ life, try again to find out who was attempting
to destroy the writings, and then we’ll try to move backward one
more life. If we’re lucky, we might get Apollonius.”

She moved forward through the
regression scripts for fifteen minutes.

Iqbal’s soul, as Philostratus,
reminisced about past lovers, philosophical rivals, obnoxious
family members and confidants he had known during that life. His
soul began to ramble endlessly about its experiences in this life,
so Clay and Shali left him to babble along while they stepped aside
to talk about the next steps. Because the sessions were recorded,
they knew they could pick up any missed details after
transcription.

Clay leaned over to Shali and said,
“Many historians believe that Philostratus escaped to Athens in his
forties when the Empress Julia Domna died.”

“Why? Was he in danger, or
threatened?”

“Perhaps. He may have felt he was
a target because of his association with the empress.”

Clay began surfing his computer for
more information on Philostratus. He searched Wikipedia and several
university websites for any descriptions of Philostratus’ life.
“There was speculation he spent his last years in Tyre, a coastal
city in Lebanon,” he told Shali in a low voice as he read. “There
are purported events but nothing definitive on his later years on
how or where he died. Let’s see if we can fill in the gaps in the
history books.”

They went back to Iqbal, and for
the next fifteen minutes Shali continued to question him on events
in this life that had been historically documented. They compared
historical claims against what really happened, as described by
Iqbal’s soul. They joked at how documented history had distorted
much of the subject’s life.

“Shali, let’s get to the end and
find out how he really died. There is a lot of debate on that. The
regression should clear it up.”

Shali prompted Iqbal, “Move forward
to the last moments of this life.”

She waited five seconds. “Are you
there?”

There was a long pause. Clay
pressed a shot of micro-pulse to the Third Eye, and the expression
on Iqbal’s face became serious. This reaction was normal for the
first death or two experienced by any subject in a first regression
session.

“Yes. Yes. I am there.”

“Tell me what you see. Where are
you located and who is with you?”

“I’m on the side of a hill. I am
outside of Athens. I was walking, early in the morning. I only went
for a walk in the hills — No!” Iqbal shouted.

“No! Ahhh!”

Shali quickly injected, “You will
not be hurt by what you see. You will not feel pain or suffer in
any way. You can float away from this body and look down on it at
any time. If this becomes painful or concerns you, move out of the
body and watch from above. Now, tell me what you see.”

“I was walking, a simple walk
early in the morning. I fell off the path in the hills. I was just
taking a walk to the top of the hill to enjoy the view of Athens. I
fell off of the side of the path and rolled down the hill. That was
so stupid. My back, it hurts badly. I broke my back and my neck.
It’s broken, and I can’t move. It doesn’t hurt any more, but now I
can’t talk, I can’t move, I can’t feel anything. I cannot even yell
for help. There is no pain now, but I cannot move. I can hear
people walking on the path to the top of the hill, and I cannot
call to them.”

“How long are you there on the
hill? Does anyone come or did anyone help you?”

“No. Two days, three days. I lay
there three days — three very long days. No one can see me or hear
me. I cannot move. My body is paralyzed. No one hears me. The
nights are cold but it doesn’t bother me because I cannot feel it.
Only my face is cold at night. My mind is so full, so active. I
have so much to say, so much to do, so much to write. I cannot tell
anyone. No one can hear me. I do not want to be finished with this
life yet.”

Iqbal’s facial expressions showed
that he was not pleased with this experience. However, Protocol 75
would suppress this bad memory after the regression.

“You said you were in Athens. Are
you sure you are in Athens and not Tyre?”

Iqbal smiled and laughed out loud
in a muffled tone. “They think I am in Tyre; they did not know that
I slipped away and came back to Athens. I had to hide from them for
many years. I was safer hiding under their noses in Athens than
living in Tyre.” The smile turned to a grin that poked out of the
corner of Iqbal’s mouth despite the obvious stress he’d witnessed
in his past life.

“Who are they?” Shali prompted
tartly. “Who are you hiding from, and why do you have to
hide?”

Iqbal did not answer. Again, he
turned his head hard to the right, as if trying to hide.

Shali asked again, “Who are you are
hiding from?”

Clay pressed the button for another
micro-pulse the Third Eye.

After no response, Shali asked,
“Are these Christians who are looking for you? Are they Greeks?
Romans? Who are they?”

“They came to great power in the
last fifty years. They do not like my writings or my words. I know
what they did to the empress.”

“What did they do to the empress?
Did the empress kill herself, or did someone else kill her?” In a
frustrated and commanding voice, Shali said, “Tell me who these
people are; tell me now.”

After a short pause, “Hmphh,” was
his only response. Iqbal’s head suddenly reeled back in his chair,
as if escaping from the regression. He ignored the question and
said, “I died. I left this body. It is over, and no one is there
with me. But that body was old and sore anyway. I was ready to move
on, ready to see my friends; I missed them. There is always the
next life.”

Shali looked at Clay and shrugged
her shoulders. Iqbal’s soul was obviously avoiding her questions.
She leaned over to Clay and whispered, “Kind of a gruesome way to
go on that hillside, huh?”

“Yes, but not as bad as cancer or
diseases in the old days. Think of all the stories we have heard
about different ways to die. Souls take sickness very differently
than they take a sudden death like this. Some belabor the
diseases.”

“You’ve been doing this a lot
longer than me. Do you ever get tired of all the death you see
while doing regressions?”

Clay broke into a big, joking
smile. “Nah. It’s just part of life. Everybody dies. It’s just that
you and I get to see death firsthand, at the end of every
regression. As soon as you let me regress you through a couple
dozen deaths, you’ll see. I’m telling you, it’s no big deal. After
re-experiencing your fourth or fifth death, it’s pretty easy to
take. After that, if you get to see some wildly violent war death
or criminal death from your past, it’s almost exciting, a bit like
a movie. Remind me to tell you about the time I was nearly sliced
in two in North Africa.” Clay chuckled under his breath. “Damn
Barbers.”

Shali glared at him and snapped
back in counter jest, “Clay, you’re sick. You need a shrink, and
maybe even a regression session to work out your underlying
issues.”

Smiling, Clay pointed to their
subject in the lounger and nodded for Shali to continue. She turned
and focused her attention on Iqbal. It was time to dig for soul
mates. “You spoke about seeing friends. What friends? Who are
they?”

“I don’t know who they are or what
they are. I just know that I will see them again, soon, after this
death.”

Shali leaned over to Clay. “This
soul seems to be longing for his pod mates.”

“That’s good. We can look forward
to the LBL phase; that’s where we’ll get the good stuff. If this
soul is unencumbered by a weak and prejudiced human subconscious,
it could be a gold mine. But we’ll never get there without building
some rapport first. Let’s get on to the last of the
script.”

Shali turned to Iqbal, “What did
you learn from this life?”

Iqbal slowly and deliberately
responded. “That the teaching of others was my purpose for this
life: to communicate ideas but not to push so hard as to alienate
others. I learned that to be a teacher of new ideas, you must walk
the fence of the lions’ cage. You must keep your balance or the
lions will feast. The one called Apollonius showed me the way.
Apollonius could taunt the lions to frenzy but would not fall into
the pit.” Iqbal’s face flashed a guilty grin. “I have fallen into
the pit so many times before this life, but I gain more balance
each time.”

When Shali translated for Clay, he
became hungry for more details. Clay slid forward in his chair and
almost fell into the table of electronic gadgets.

Shali picked up on his curiosity
and gave him a look of “What do I do next?”

Clay signaled she should keep
digging.

She continued. “Tell me more about
the lessons you learned.”

No response. Five seconds later,
Clay pressed the button to send a shot of micro-pulse to the Third
Eye.

“Did you learn everything you were
supposed to learn?”

No response. Clay leaned over to
Shali. “We’re not getting any further on this, so let’s go to the
scripts on the secrets.”

Shali flipped to a section in the
back of the script book and turned back to Iqbal. “Did you ever
hear of hidden writings, secret writings, secrets of life, or
secrets of the world?”

Clay gave another long hard
micro-pulse shot to the Third Eye. After a few seconds, Iqbal
responded, “Yes, there are secrets, but few people know about them.
They are written, but they are hidden. The secrets are hidden in
the words; the words are hidden in the hills. I do not know where.
I do not know how. I just know — I just know.”

Clay whispered, “I don’t think this
soul knows where the secrets are hidden, but keep pushing. There’s
a link here somewhere, so we have to get to his soul mates. We’ll
do that in the LBL.”

Shali nodded and continued
questioning Iqbal. “Do you know of anything that might be called a
secret doctrine?”

He gave no answer.

“Have you heard of the seven keys
or the seven secrets?”

There was no response.

“Do you know of the Chinese
writing called Yih-Ching?”

No response.

“Do you know the source of
Kabbalah?”

No response.

This closing script continued for
five more minutes as Shali grasped at straws at the end of this
life’s session. Iqbal simply did not respond to her fishing
expedition. Clay handwrote a quick note for Shali with several
spontaneous unscripted questions.

“When you were an older man in
this life, did you know or meet a young man named Plotinus? Perhaps
you met him in Rome?”

“I have heard of him.”

“What do you know about him? What
have you heard?”

“I did not meet him. I was told
that he was well-traveled, educated and knowledgeable. His was a
Greek-Roman but he came from Egypt. He was educated in Alexandria,
but he later traveled and battled in Persia. His ideas and thoughts
were interesting, so I was told. I was hiding in Athens when he
came back to Rome from Egypt, so I never met him. He was not
popular among the powerful leaders either.”

Shali translated for Clay, who
wrote out more questions for her.

Shali asked Iqbal, “Have you heard
of a man named Ammonius Saccas? In Alexandria. Did you ever know
him or hear of him?”

There was a long pause, but Shali
finally got a reply. “Yes, Ammonius was an Egyptian; he lived in
Alexandria. He was a well-known scholar and a very popular
philosopher, but he did not write much. I did not know him. I only
heard of him.”

The back-and-forth questioning
continued for another five minutes, but Iqbal gave no more
responses. Clay knew Iqbal was finished talking about this life for
now. It was time to take a short break and let Iqbal’s mind roam in
memorable reverie while they regrouped to prepare for another life
of this soul.

While Iqbal rested, Shali pulled
Clay into the next room.

“Clay, what are you after with
this Plotinus guy? You keep asking about him.”

“I’m not really sure. I picked up
his name several times in the regressions that got us to this
point. Both Plotinus and Ammonius Saccas have a connection here,
somewhere. A lot of these philosophers and scholars seem to be
interlaced at the soul level.”

Shali gave her partner an intense
look. “If Iqbal has Apollonius’ soul, I need to know more so I know
what to dig for. You’ve got to fill me in on this guy and explain
how you think he is connected to the secret writings.”

“I really have no idea how. In
fact, I don’t even know that the secrets are writings. That was a
speculation because they talk about knowledge. I figured knowledge
has to be writings of some sort. I assume the soul of Apollonius
knows what the secrets are, or perhaps where they are hidden. Even
if his soul doesn’t have first-hand information, maybe he can link
us to one of his soul mates who may have the key. I’m counting on
the fact that souls hang around in pods in between lives and
experience many lives together as soul mates. We’re getting close,
Shali. If Iqbal’s soul is not Apollonius, then I’ll bet our good
ol’ Apollonius is in the same pod. Here in this chair lies the soul
of Philostratus, the foremost authority on Apollonius. There has to
be a connection, I know it. You’re closing in.”

“The eternal optimist, you are. So
we are close to Apollonius. That still doesn’t help me ask the
right questions. When we get to the LBL-phase and the guide opens
the Akashic records, you know they are only going to give us what
they want us to know. I have to coax it out of them almost every
damn time. I know you’ve been holding back, but you’ve got to give
me more details on the secrets. Where did you ever find out about
them and who or what is leading you there? Oh, and by the way, who
the hell do you think this guy is so afraid of?”

Clay paused for a moment to gather
his thoughts. “First, I don’t really know who he is afraid of, but
we consistently see this when we get mention of the secrets.
Somebody doesn’t want the secrets to get out.” Clay hesitated and
sat back in his chair. “As to the details, I apologize for being so
tight with the secrets since we’ve been together. I know I have to
give you more to work with.” Clay paused again. “Alright. You know
I got all my wealth by doing regressions for several years before
we met. But you don’t really know how I made that
money.”

“Yeah. No joke, Sherlock. You’ve
been playing a mystery game with me for almost two years. You’ve
held back, I know. I didn’t want to push you, but I need to know
more or I’m working half-blind, here. We’ve finally got a good
lead. So, come on. Fess up.”

“Well, when I first started,
instead of playing the psychologist game and doing regressions to
solve individuals’ personal problems, I did them to seek out lost
or misplaced items from their past lives. You know, like finding
buried treasure. I had a couple of big hits early on. I’ve found
war booty, stolen gold bars from cargo shipments, stashed diamonds.
That’s why I use Protocol 75. I didn’t want to compete with my
subjects in running for the hidden treasures. Perhaps it was a bit
selfish, but now that I’ve got plenty of money I can pursue
treasures for the good of others. Sorry I haven’t opened up before,
but after what happened between us when we first got together, I
just didn’t know if I could completely trust you.”

“I’ll give you that. I could have
ended up as your competition. So move on. But hidden treasures from
past lives? What’re the odds of finding that? I figure you’d have a
better chance of winning the lottery.”

“Oh, no, my dear lady, you’d be
surprised. It seems like almost every soul has hidden something in
a past life. They might forget about it while living or maybe they
would die before recovering it. It must be impressionable on a soul
to have hidden something in some earlier life without ever
benefitting from it. During my early regressions, I’d just ask my
subjects to go directly to a life where something like this
happened to them.”

“But there just aren’t that many
rich people in the world. How’d you get to the big
money?”

“You’re right. I’d get lots of
little things, like a wooden toy that a child hid from his sibling
in 300 BC. There was a small bag of coins a woman hid from her
constantly drunk husband in 1300 AD, Russia. He killed her a few
years later and that soul never got to retrieve the coins. Things
like this are just not worth pursuing though. I waited for big
ones.”

Shali asked, “Like what? What were
your big hits?”

“I had one regression on a subject
in Australia. This woman’s soul was once a member of a small band
of Mexican bandits who robbed a bank in Flagstaff, in the Arizona
Territory, in the late eighteen hundreds. The band fled south
toward Phoenix with eleven saddlebags of gold coins. That’s worth
tens of millions of dollars today. That same night, they were
ambushed by the Flagstaff Sheriff with an aggressive posse who
killed most of the bandits in the gunfight. A few of the Mexicans
escaped on horseback with ten bags of the gold, which they buried
in the Arizona desert so they could dig it up later. They took off
for Phoenix to let things cool down, but they were captured by US
Marshals and hung a few weeks later. No one ever found the gold
bags — until I came along.”

Clay sat back and smiled before
continuing, “This woman’s soul was absolutely eager to tell someone
where it was hidden. I only found nine bags, but that was enough to
get me jump started: instant wealth. I sold the coins on eBay, a
couple at a time.” He smirked. “I am speaking to you in confidence,
because I trust you, now, okay? I have several more good finds but
I’ll have to tell you those another time.”

Shali kept pushing. “But how did
you find out about these secrets that we’re looking for — the
supposed secrets of the universe, as you say?

“I don’t know if they are secrets
of the universe, but they are supposed to be something really big.
Anyway, I got a bit greedy and started asking my regression
subjects if they knew of any huge hidden secrets, bigger than
anything imaginable. I was really looking for a big stash, like a
lost shipment of jewels or maybe a proverbial king’s ransom hidden
deep in Nottingham Forest. However, all I got were consistent
references to hidden secrets, not monetary treasures. Some of them
would talk of hidden treasures but when I dug in deeper, they
really meant secret knowledge of some kind. Most of the regressions
came from lives that were lived between one thousand and two
thousand years ago, and mostly in the Middle East, Western Asia and
Europe. Only a few lives less than one thousand years old made
reference to these hidden secrets. It was as if the secrets
disappeared, or were forgotten about.”

“Alright, now I sense that you
don’t know a whole lot more about the secrets than I do. So, what
about Apollonius?”

“This is where Apollonius comes
in. Several times I got references from regressed souls who pointed
at Apollonius’ soul as some kind of originator, collector or
protector of the secrets. I don’t have many more details because I
couldn’t get these souls to give me more than that. They kept
talking about the secrets as if they were some kind of hidden
writings or knowledge. Some called it a divine wisdom or referred
to ‘seven secrets’. The souls who referred to the secrets often
talked about ancient Kabbalah or Zoroastrianism or Buddhism, but I
could never get it pinned down. Some regressions to more recent
lives made vague references to the Masons and the Theosophists in
particular. Souls with older lives talked about linkages with the
Abrahamic religious sects, Indian mahatmas, and yogis, and Buddhist
high priests of some sort. I’d even gotten linkages to Chaldean
Oracles from Babylonia in today’s Iraq. Some spoke of Eastern
Initiates or Ancients who were clear — the secrets should not be
released to mankind. It’s all a bit of a mish-mash, but the common
thread is that there are some big secrets hidden out there,
somewhere.”

“Well at least you gave me more to
go on. Now I know how you got the last sets of regression
scripts.”

“But I am certain there are a
couple of copies of these secrets stashed out there. I got one lead
that alluded to the Vatican having a copy of the secrets. But if
that exists, it’s unlikely anyone will ever see it. I don’t think
they would even acknowledge, let alone release, any secrets of the
universe they might have.”

“Okay, okay. Let’s get back to the
regression. If Iqbal’s soul lived as Apollonius, hopefully we will
find it a life or two earlier in time.”


Chapter 3

 


They moved back to the regression
room and settled into their positions on either side of Iqbal.
Shali commenced with the next sequence of scripts and took Iqbal to
the next life in the regression.

“You are back in the hall of
doors. Walk down the hallway and find the door that goes to the
life you lived just before Philostratus. Do you
understand?”

“Yes.”

Shali waited five seconds. “Do you
see that door?”

Clay shot a micro-pulse to the
balls of Iqbal’s feet. “Yes, I am there.”

“Open the door, walk through it,
and take several steps further. Look at everything around you. Look
up and see if there is sky, or whether you are inside of a
building. Now look to the left and then to the right. Look down at
the ground, and at your feet and your legs. Look at your hands.
Notice what type of clothes you are wearing. Now describe
everything you see.”

Iqbal took a long, slow, deep
breath. Shali and Clay saw him slowly twist his body slightly. Ten
seconds and still nothing happened. Clay gave a shot of micro-pulse
to Iqbal’s feet. His feet made a small but noticeable twitch. Clay
then shot a boost of pulse to his shoulders. The back of Iqbal’s
neck contracted slightly, but another five seconds went by with no
response. Then Clay shot a pulse to the Third Eye. Iqbal
immediately tilted his head backward as his inner self was released
from the subconscious mind.

“I see old stone buildings. The
boys — the boys are playing. We’re playing with sticks and a ball
of some kind. It’s like a leather ball. We are playing something
like stick-ball. I like this. I miss this. I am happy
now.”

“How old are you?”

“I’m ten years old.” A big smile
comes across Iqbal’s face. “I will soon be eleven. These are good
times. My family is content; food is plentiful.”

“What year is it? Can you tell
what year this is?”

Iqbal took a large breath and
hesitated a moment. Clay shot another short pulse to the Third
Eye.

“100. The year is 101.”

“BC or AD?”

“101 BC.”

“Where are you? What is the name
of the city or country that you are in? Can you tell what part of
the world you are in?”

“Babylon. My home is Babylon. Oh,
such a beautiful city.”

“What is your name? What do people
call you? What do your friends, the other boys, call
you?”

“Allal, or Hallal. It is something
like that.”

Shali translated for Clay. An
inquisitive look came across his face. He shrugged his shoulders
and whispered, “We overshot. Apollonius was born about 40 AD, one
hundred forty years after this boy was born. We have to move one
more life forward in time, if, of course, there was a life there.
But he seems to have liked this life, so let him experience it a
bit before we try to move




















































































tmp_a4eda65c7c3446ebdc1f6e041f1a601b_MG_1KQ_html_46f5dab0.png
“[d \5] P S cal 1aa @)ﬁ_uu AA_\‘)AJ
ol B} w v L - - .
A (I ,'; " IR X 5‘1\ IR 4
i) A ;J\ S d\ Ca HL_'-IAJ ¢ EN ‘\J.A\S,

saal 56 o [ ) A ] Lay O L 4 5l s <€





tmp_a4eda65c7c3446ebdc1f6e041f1a601b_MG_1KQ_html_20e110fd.jpg





tmp_a4eda65c7c3446ebdc1f6e041f1a601b_MG_1KQ_html_20a6e2cc.jpg
THrouGH THE

THIRD EYE

1e THIRD EYE TRILOGY






cover.jpg
Third Eye
& lrilogy

All Three
Novels






