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My beloved
friend,

We await you at the
Garden's Gate.

Arm in arm,

we leave all fear
behind

and pass through the
mists of time

to Avalon's
farther luminous shore.

- Anna and the
Magdalenes
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ARCHANGEL
GABRIEL’S

INVOCATION

I bring you glad tidings
from the realms of Light. I am the one you know as Gabriel. I come
from on High as an over-lighting presence to assist you in the
delivery of this work unto the Earthplane. I come forth into this
space to assist the minds and hearts of many beings so that these
words and awakening energies may be received in a manner that truly
uplifts and empowers. I also bring greetings, as is appropriate
from time to time, from the archangelic Councils of Light and all
other hosts, who bring support to the continued unfolding of this
work. I walk with you, in this your day, as I have walked with you
in seasons past.

May all beings remember
the way of love and Oneness.

I am Gabriel. I bid you
fond farewell.

ASPIRATIONS

May the shroud covering
and silencing the

Christ and
Magdalene

Be gently, but surely,
removed in the ripeness of time

– From both Husband and
Bride –

– Historical, mythical and
essential Being –

May all who have
safeguarded the

Christ-Magdalene legacy
find sweet rest;

And relax the sore tension
of holding

secret oaths and martyrs’
deaths.

May the Magdalene
mysteries shared herein

Awaken and liberate the
Christ entombed within every breast.

May her/his voice be
clearly received;

nd dissolve boundaries of
gender and creed.

May wars fought in their
name end and fade

forever from
memory

S/He and their coded DNA
live on in every incarnation –

Humanity is their
bloodline.

May we awaken to the
equanimity and truth of the

Oneness we all
share,

Embracing and nurturing
the living

Christ-Magdalene in self
and “other.”

Let us be awake in our
dream;

May all suffering
cease.

May we hear the Voice
within the voices

of those who proclaim the
Great Peace.

May this book serve as a
portal into

the Beloved’s infinite
embrace.

In mystical union beyond
Avalon’s farther shore,

let us be
graced.

 


Amen and Amen.

CLAIRE’S
INTRODUCTION

January 2010

Twelve years have passed
since first receiving Anna’s messages which evolved into the book,
“Anna, Grandmother of
Jesus,” published in the fall of 2002. A
promise was made then to bring forth a sequel. I am choosing to
make good on that promise. Although I originally thought this
material would manifest in the same way as with the first book, it
has taken a different course. My intention is that these words of
introduction assist you to come to this offering with a fresh
perspective and with perhaps fewer expectations because of your
previous experiences with Anna.

My journey with Anna has
involved experiences in which I have felt as if I were “in her
skin”: seeing, hearing, feeling, smelling, tasting, thinking and
emoting as she might have in her time and space. Those experiences
of Oneness were both rapturously blissful and intensely demanding.
This has also been true in my experiences as I have brought forth
this sequel material.

In the physical sense, my
earlier very intimate journey with Anna was a solitary process.
That is, if you were the proverbial fly on the wall you would have
seen me alone typing at my computer. If you had ears to hear beyond
the physical plane you may have heard Anna and her team of
interdimensional beings (I call them my
Council of Light) in telepathic
communication among themselves and with me. You might also have
discerned a kind of holographic energy grid enveloping me, which
made it possible to fulfill my work as Anna’s scribe. In order to
utilize the holographic grid effectively the Councils carefully
instructed me in how to align my frequency and consciousness
through conscious breathing, visualization and mantra practices.
This assisted me to receive the messages and energy transmissions
in clarity.

With practice I began to
trust my capacity to fulfill my assignment. I trusted Anna to
support me through the process of healing and clearing the karmic
cellular and soul memory which was profoundly activated by her
story. Acknowledging my humanity, I was and still am willing to be
accountable for any unintentional errors and misinformation that
may occur because of my many ego filters and limited
view.

Inseparable from trusting
myself, I found Anna, as my information Source, to consistently
possess not only a great lucid wisdom but also a comforting
unconditional compassion toward all beings. This same level of
higher awareness and intention extends throughout this book. It is
also to be noted here that Anna no longer is my primary information
source in the sequel; however, the Source remains the
same.

Once “Anna, the Grandmother of Jesus” was
published I knew I had had enough of feeling like a sequestered
monk in a monastic cell. I very firmly requested Anna and my
Council of Light to send me a physical support team. I’ll always
remember the blessed day when I received emails from CW
(who wishes to remain
anonymous) and Catherine Ann Clemett in
response to my website plea for assistants. As it turned out, it
was not just for the purpose of assuaging my loneliness that they
left their homes and came to my aid. It soon became abundantly
clear that their active involvement in the actual transmission
process was required.

One morning in early June
2006, I sat before my computer. A blank document awaited my first
keystroke. I prepared myself with the usual alignment protocol. I
enjoyed a sense of confidence; albeit I also felt a concomitant
feeling of intimidation, overwhelm and self-doubt at being able to
accomplish what was being asked of me. With a sense of deep
devotional commitment to what feels to be a “Calling from on High,”
and with the palpable presence of my physical support team waiting
just outside the closed door, I felt sufficiently supported to
commence.

The writing began. The
first two chapters called “A New Life” and “Our Journey to the New
Mount Carmel” took days to write. I was disappointed to find the
words feeling flat and labored. In spite of the alignment process,
there seemed to be too much of my discursive mind present, as if I
were writing a historical novel. There wasn’t enough of Anna’s
consciousness piercing my intellectual veil, as I had grown
accustomed to in my past experiences as her scribe. What was I to
do?

Then I heard Anna telling
me I would find the answer to the dilemma just beyond the closed
door. Following her guidance, I asked Catherine Ann, a certified
hypnotherapist, if she would be willing to facilitate as a
“past-life regression coach.” Although I knew I didn’t require her
to take me into a more expanded brain state, it became apparent
that Anna had something in mind that involved our three-fold group
synergy. Without hesitation, we entered into the process. I found
it easy to relax on the couch as soon as I was reassured that the
tape recorder would provide accurate transcriptions. What a relief
to not be typing at the computer!

Lying back on my
comfortable couch, Catherine Ann took her place beside me. She
asked inspired questions and operated the recording equipment. CW
“held space” at my feet and transcribed voluminous audiocassettes.
Everything came together for a very effective and dynamic
interactive process. Within a very short time it became possible to
expand Anna’s narrative by directly dialoguing with nineteen
different men and women (including
Anna), all intimately involved in the
Christ drama. We witnessed and heard voices that had been silenced
for millennia!

I had known for years that
other characters in the Anna story wanted to share their personal
messages. I also knew there were readers who would feel a resonance
with certain of these characters, and that by reading the
Magdalenes’ stories, the reader could potentially experience
healing and a greater awakening in this lifetime. As if on cue,
within days of Anna introducing herself through this new protocol,
numerous friends and members of Anna’s family began stepping
through the veil of time.

As we met both familiar
and new personalities, heard their words and felt their often
emotionally charged vocal intonations, we realized that the sequel
messages could put a light on new information that had been
overlooked by many researchers (historical
and psychic). Not only would it serve to
“fill in some sizeable blanks,” but it would bring suppressed
material, thought to be heretical by orthodoxy, forward to be
consciously contemplated. We immediately realized that if I had
insisted on accessing the messages in the way I had done
previously, we would have missed a great deal of hidden
treasure.

We were stunned by the
exquisite beauty and pathos; the palpable energy and the magnitude
of the startling secrets that were revealed. Our work poured forth
in torrents for almost six weeks and then it abruptly stopped. For
reasons that will become obvious to you, as you read the
forthcoming chapters, I felt deeply conflicted about making the
heretical revelations public. Whether fact or fiction, I personally
cannot prove or disprove the accuracy of the stories that were
presented through me(1).
I simply had the
experiences and was a witness to the process. It was not my
intention to compose fiction and I do not believe that was the case
with the Magdalenes, whose stories you will read. It will be for
each reader to decide what rings true for them – whether the
details can ever be proved correct or not is another matter. As
always, the Anna material is multi-leveled, and I believe its real
purpose serves the awakening of consciousness, rather than merely
serving as conjectured “history” or as merely
entertainment.

It took two more years to
finally come to a place of sufficient internal equilibrium and
clarity to pick up “The Voice of the Magdalenes” transcripts and
determine if the content had any real value as a spiritual teaching
vehicle. I asked myself if the material was in sufficient alignment
with authentic spiritual realms of higher consciousness, so as to
actually transmit life-enhancing wisdom and quickening energies.
(I know this is true with the first Anna
book.) Although the sequel material was
different, I determined there was enough alignment with higher
consciousness to proceed. I then looked deeply within to see if I
were up to the task of publishing another book; if I were up
to dealing with the consequences of making
this controversial material available to a public audience. The
answers to this self-inquiry were in the affirmative. Catherine Ann
and I have devoted many hours during 2009 to bringing the
fragmented contents of the original
transcripts to a level in which it might be read with a degree of
ease and lucidity. It might be noted here that the sequence of the
sequel chapters is not in the order in which the characters
originally spoke.

Anna continues to be our
principal guide through this material. She understands that you
will likely have many questions along the way. She desires you to
know that you are not alone, and that she is readily accessible,
once you attune to her frequency in a space of love and gratitude.
With her expansive view, she can assist you in your personal
journey traversing what may be a confusing and mystifying terrain.
Anna speaks with a clarion voice for the Divine Mother and the
Councils of Light, whose unified consciousness extends beyond all
time and space. Besides the Magdalene accounts which span many
lands over a rather long period of time, Anna’s personal story
takes us to her experiences in southern France and her beloved
Avalon in Britain, where she reveals her last years on the
Earthplane.

Anna has asked me to act
as a present-day interpreter, who, while acknowledging my human
limitations, bridges and weaves the numerous voices and settings of
then and now. You will find throughout, that I have provided
contextual information for your contemplation. Anecdotal accounts
of personal events that occurred during this remarkable process are
also shared. Charts and maps are enclosed with the intention that
they provide you with a way to organize and make sense of the
complex array of “voices” – interrelated beings speaking across a
considerable timeline and geography.

In order to expedite this
material getting to you, I have intentionally chosen to not give
the same amount of time to the writing process, as I did the first
book. Please forgive omissions and editorial errors. Catherine Ann
and I have done our best to bring many disjointed fragments
together into as cohesive a presentation as possible. We believe
what is given, although perhaps still incomplete in many ways, is
still a sufficient catalyst which may serve you and your personal
purpose for taking this journey with Anna and the
Magdalenes.

We continue to contemplate
and question the information you are about to read. We encourage
you to do likewise. Test it within your own mind and heart. There
are controversial aspects of the stories that will likely be
misunderstood. This gives me concern. So I breathe and I let go. I
continue to trust in the ultimate outcome which I have stated in
the affirmations preceding my introduction. We humbly and
gratefully lay it all at your feet, affirming you will transform
anything that is potentially harmful into the light of wisdom,
within the stillness of a clear mind and open heart. Perhaps much
that is offered is best left to simply abide in the mysterious
realm – “don’t know.” And for all that has been given; may we rest
in gratitude.

“Anna, the Voice of the
Magdalenes” ushers us across yet another
threshold of understanding into a greater awakening. There is an
urgency to make the most of the time given to us while in this
precious human birth. May we meet beyond all fears, and walk
together arm in arm through the mists of Avalon. May we meet in the
Pureland where polarity and paradox embrace as the Infinite One.
May we joyfully dance emptiness and intrinsic awareness!

Endnotes for Claire’s
Introduction

Anna encouraged me to do
research concerning the Roman occupation of Gaul and the Roman
invasion of Britain. I have cited these references at the end of
this book. Over many years I have read about and visited the places
in France and Britain which are referred to in this material.
During the course of developing the original transcriptions into
this sequel, I did not actively read books about the Holy Family or
the Grail Bloodline in France and Britain. I acknowledge that
whatever had been integrated earlier into my frame of reference
(filter) concerning these topics does influence the content of the
Magdalene “voices.”

 


CATHERINE ANN’S
INTRODUCTION

 


January 2010

 


I feel honored and am most
grateful for the privilege to have been so intimately involved in
the unfolding of this sequel. It is not a place that I ever
imagined I would be. What is ours to do in life sometimes comes
completely out of left field as was the case with me.

I first heard about the
book, Anna, Grandmother of Jesus,
in the summer of 2004 from a teacher of an
advanced DNA healing workshop I was taking in Coeur D’Alene, Idaho.
This teacher, who never had mentioned any particular books before,
told us how Claire’s book was the best book she’d read in a long
time. When I returned to Portland, OR after the workshop, I bought
the book and read it that summer. Like many of you, I had a strong
resonance with the book. Anna’s story, and her version of the
Christ drama, definitely rang true for me unlike anything I’d ever
read before. What really piqued my interest however was Claire’s
account, in the last chapter, of her meeting with the master St.
Germain. I had had a similar experience with a master in the spring
of 1982, whom I later discovered, was also St. Germain. After
reading the Anna book, I emailed Claire asking her if she’d be
willing to share with me, in more detail, the story of her
encounter with him. At that time, in 2004, I did not hear back from
Claire – not that I necessarily expected that I would. However the
connection had been made.

Through an unbelievably
synchronistic series of events over the next almost two years which
I go into more detail about in my own book, Soulweaving: Keys That Unlock the Treasure of Your
Soul; Anna and the Councils of Light from
the other side of the veil orchestrated my friend, CW, and I coming
together with Claire to support her in bringing forth the sequel.
CW and I suddenly found ourselves relocating from Portland to the
Zion National Park area in southern Utah to assist Claire. We
thought what we were to do was to take care of Claire’s business
and personal needs (cooking, cleaning,
errands and such) so that she would be
freed up to concentrate on writing the sequel. As Claire has
already shared, it turned into much more of a collaborative effort
of us working together in accessing the records of these
characters’ lives and teachings. Sometimes in the sessions, we were
completely taken by surprise by who chose to come through and speak
to us. As you will notice, it often took a little bit of
communication back and forth with the character before their
identity was revealed.

Working with Anna and the
Councils, we were instructed on the protocol for the sessions; how
to set the field for the greatest safety, greatest clarity of
information to come through, greatest healing, and highest good for
all involved. All of our roles became clear, including that of
Theo, Claire’s Maine Coon cat. Theo was an important member of the
team holding space for whatever was happening. During the
regressions he usually perched himself on Claire’s body either on
her stomach, heart area, or thighs. We knew we could not start a
session without Theo. He always showed up when we were ready to
start. There was a time or two when we had to call him to come
thinking that we were ready to start. Inevitably the phone would
ring, or something else would happen, that would delay the start of
our session a few minutes. Theo would then nonchalantly come
waltzing in right on cue, always in the perfect timing. Sometimes I
think Theo was the most tuned-in one of us all!

As the sessions
progressed, a curious thing started happening. Before starting any
kind of regression with clients, I always have them empty their
bladder so there would be no bodily interference that could
potentially bring someone out of the altered state. After our first
few sessions, despite having emptied her bladder, Claire would
always have to go to the bathroom within about ten minutes. Not
wanting to bring her up out of the deep state she was in, I would
help her up from the couch, take her by the shoulders and guide her
– with her eyes still closed – through the master bedroom to the
bathroom. After assisting her I would stand in the doorway to make
sure that nothing happened to her while in this state. I am sure
this need to go to the bathroom was because of many reasons; deep
cellular releasing in her body, as well as clearing on a soul
level; however we began to have an inkling that something else was
going on as well. What began to happen on these bathroom excursions
is that whatever character had come through in the session and was
still somewhat present in Claire’s body would start making comments
about this bathroom experience. They (through Claire’s body) would marvel
at things like the toilet paper, stroking it and examining it, for
this was not something they had in their time. We finally figured
out that word was spreading through the ranks of particularly the
female characters coming through. They all wanted to have this
experience of the excursion to the bathroom in Claire’s
world.

My favorite was when
Martha came through. She squealed with delight as she walked across
Claire’s oriental carpet in the bedroom – letting me know that it
was a familiar sensation to her as they had those in her time as
well. She proceeded with a detailed account (unfortunately not recorded) about
the chamber pots they used and her adventures and duties in taking
care of them. The cycle of the bathroom visits finally ended when
the first man, Nathaniel, came through. Like usual I led Claire to
the bathroom. This time, however, Claire-Nathaniel just sort of
reluctantly stood there not knowing what to do. Finally, in a
strong authoritative voice, I commanded Nathaniel to sit down, as
standing up which was his usual way was certainly not going to work
in this situation.

Through these bathroom
excursions, and other times when the buzzer on Claire’s dryer would
go off, or the answering machine for the phone would come on, I
would often have to either explain to, or reassure, the character
coming through that it was just some normal occurrence in Claire’s
world that they didn’t have to be concerned with. What became
evident through all of these sessions, and all of these
experiences, was that these weren’t just characters in a book, but
real beings and personalities that we were having an exchange with.
In some cases we were not only interacting with them, but helping
them to rewrite aspects of their lives. Likewise they, in turn, are
helping us to heal deep soul wounds and expand our beings in a
profound way.

Two years after the
initial material was brought through the regression sessions we did
in Utah in the summer of 2006, Claire revisited the material and
expanded upon the foundation of what had come through at that time.
With so many different characters, different time periods, and
different points of view being presented, we wondered at the
purpose of this format and why the writing of the sequel was such a
different process than the first book. We wondered how all of these
accounts from the different characters were going to come together.
Claire and I started to co-creatively tune-in, ask questions and
brainstorm about this. I am reminded of our beloved Yeshua’s
teaching, “When two or more are gathered, there I AM.”

Once we started tuning-in
in a co-creative manner, a greater level of understanding and the
macrocosmic picture about the Magdalene’s voice and the seeding
that was taking place for future generations on all levels,
including the physical, started emerging. Through this co-creative
process the deeper mysteries also began emerging bringing much
insight and greater understanding for both Claire and me about our
own personal journeys and initiatory experiences in this, our
current lifetime. All I can say is that I am most awed and humbled
by what has come through.

Many of you reading this,
although you may not be aware of it, are also part of the Magdalene
Order. We are the future generation that was held in sacredness and
seeded by these characters and others long ago. We are those seeds
now reaching maturity. In this maturity we now awaken, once again,
to our path of service. We no longer need to be bound by lifetimes
and layers of vows of silence and secrecy. We, now, are the
collective voice of the Magdalenes who have come to be set free and
to fly, now in this time.

 


ANNA’S INTRODUCTION TO
CLAIRE

For you, Claire, I suggest
the following: Prepare this space to be a sanctuary of serenity. A
space dedicated to the purpose of birthing the book that is about
to commence; a sanctuary from the world and those vibrations that
pull you down and obscure your light – the Truth of that whom you
BE. You have traveled long on this path and it is unseemly to miss
the mark that is plainly before you. Look not outwardly for
excuses, for there are none to be found. Now that you have set your
affairs in order and the means are splendidly provided for the work
to go forward, it is for you to simply choose to take affirmative
and humble action.

You have done well in
accomplishing this and the research you have done concerning the
Romans in Gaul and Britain has placed you in an advantageous
position to receive the impressions that will arise within your
mind. These can now be translated into word pictures and energy
transmissions appropriate for this advanced undertaking. It shall
be a work in many ways unlike that which was its precedent. But it
shall also be an instrument of awakening and a clarion missal sent
unto those with ears to hear this added portion.

I have long held the
memories of my life in France and Britain close to my heart. I have
long awaited this turning of the ages for my story's dispersal to
my posterity and the family of mankind. It is time to begin the
writing process. You are well aware that there are forces of
resistance to this message. These resistive forces reside within
and all about you. Intrinsic within this work are potent
transformational and empowering energies that will stir deep
cellular and soul memory for every reader. Memory that has long
been suppressed shall arise and be given a voice.

For some, the voice most
clearly heard will be the cry of the abandoned feminine, held in
abeyance and subservience to the unbalanced masculine. In truth,
however, the uniting voice of the Christ-Magdalene takes a stand
for the ultimate freedom of both men and women to embrace one
another in equanimity. For others, the resounding echoes of “holy
war,” clashing in mutinous betrayal of the divinity of life, will
grind against still bitter and grieving hearts. A wellspring of
forgiveness and compassion may arise to dissolve all cause for war
within self and perceived other. Some will come seeking Mary
Magdalene and her children. And for these, a new way of seeing and
feeling is required in order to enter her mystery. On a more subtle
level, Christ-Magdalene initiates may hear the Voice of the Beloved
and receive a further quickening of their very blood in order to
transmute deeper regions of fear – the source of separation. And
then beyond the stories and words themselves, it is also possible
for those with eyes to see and ears to hear, to receive the
pervading Infinite Light frequencies.

Many there shall be who
will remember who they are and why they are here at this very time
when so much is astir. This work will facilitate preparedness and
allowance of inevitable planetary change, as the watchword "All is
One!" is given utterance by the souls choosing to establish an
ascended reality of peace and harmony – excluding no form of life
from its natural birthright. This message is being created
inter-dimensionally in order to empower synchronistic moments of
realization for every soul, within all lands, who is calling forth
the Divine Mother’s comforting words and loving
presence.

As with the previous book,
this is an initiatory process of internal and external alchemy. And
so it is that there is the necessity for the various dynamics of
polarity within duality to be acknowledged and appropriately
balanced into empowered expression. In this way, the energy of
transformation may be felt first within your self, as you integrate
our communication through the veils, and then the empowerment may
extend to all who would likewise choose the peace that passeth
understanding. I am with you continually. And though there will be
interruptions from time to time in the course of the writing, we
shall easily pick up the story line with its attendant
multi-dimensional energies and perspectives.

May you, dear Claire, find
deep peace, joy and liberation as your soul heals through all space
and time. May all beings likewise benefit from your accumulated
merit and committed devotion to bringing forth a greater light. So
be it!

 


ANNA’S
INTRODUCTION

 


Greetings, my beloved
friend, I am Anna. Once again I am with you. As you have asked of
me, so I freely give. You may have already read of my life that
leads to this sharing. And it is alright if you are not familiar
with me or my long life’s journey. The story I am about to tell can
stand on its own, if you wish. However, in order to acquaint
yourself with my manner of speaking and to have a context for the
characters’ lives that continue in this telling, I encourage you to
partake of the substance of the published book, “Anna, Grandmother of Jesus.” Within
this book I weave a tapestry of energy and details about my
experiences as a physical immortal from the time of my birth in
Judea in 612 BC to my arrival in southern France three years after
my grandson, Yeshua’s crucifixion and resurrection. This sequel
shall take you to my last years in Britain.

I am mindful that you have
been stretched by the many revelations I have shared with you about
my self-mastery initiations. For it was through these experiences
that I was prepared to be the mother of Mary Anna
(Mother Mary) and
the grandmother of Yeshua (Jesus). I have also shared detailed
accounts of my family and our community of Essenes who supported
and enacted the Christ drama in what is termed the Holy Land. As I
share my remaining story you will realize that what began, long
ago, continues uninterrupted, although it has assumed other labels
and taken other venues.

A few among us who walked
in Palestine, Britain and France demonstrated how to transmute the
cycles of human suffering and thus escape humanity’s self-imposed
prison. I come forth now so that you may hear the suppressed voices
of the Magdalenes – the women and men who walked with Yeshua, who
know of the way of resurrection and eternal life. For this purpose
I now reveal what has long been hidden.

My words are multi-faceted
in their design. They are sourced from cosmic realms.
Interdimensional energies are couched within and between the
phrases I communicate to your mind. I am an emissary of the Mother
Divine and I am closer than you may think. For purposes as yet
unknown by the majority of humankind I have come because
you have called me forth
to walk at your side. In the course of hearing these words and the
love frequencies within them, you are invited to take the steps
that may bring you closer to your Mother/Father Creator – your
Beloved on High – who patiently awaits you, within this moment,
beyond the illusion of time and mental concepts.

Know this, my friend, what
I share with you is to be discerned through your own spirit’s
knowing, supported by your rational mind. Question what is given,
weigh it within your mind and heart. Nurture only those seeds which
increase joy and peace in the living of your life. My intent is to
expand consciousness through wisdom born of clarity and love.
Though filtered through my scribe, you may use the frequencies and
the multi-leveled messages pervading my words as a key to open your
own Book of Life. If you choose to enter the Hall of Records – the
Akasha of Mother Earth, you may meet me as one of your guides.
While this is the more direct path into wisdom’s sure knowing, let
it be known that I honor and respect those who are led to the
inarguable physical remnants we sealed up to be found in the
ripeness of time.

Please attend to your own
soul’s awakening to greater loving-kindness by whatever methods
work for you within your relationships and daily life. Doing so is
far more important than getting lost in the rambling details of my
story or laboring with doubt over the controversial secrets we
cautiously reveal. What is shared is a heresy that goes against the
grain of unquestioned tradition and the “truths” held within
conditioned mind. Find the liberating essence of love and wisdom
woven through my words. To prove or disprove – to argue and contend
is a waste of precious time. Contention is not my way – awakening
to our Infinite Nature is. There is more to be accomplished than to
fabricate another history or Grail romance, whether based in truth
or fiction, which distracts you from the true enlightenment of your
mind.

May the shroud of silence
be lifted!

The voice of the
Magdalenes rises from the dust –

Listen,
beloveds.

Listen! Be!

Hear the Voice in the
Silence!

MOTHER MARY’S (MARY
ANNA’S) BLESSING

 


MOTHER MARY
(Mary Anna): I bid you welcome. I am called
Mary Anna by my Essene family.

The voice of the Great
Mother of Life shall be very much present throughout our
co-creation, my children. It is not just me, who, in most minds,
represent her. I speak as her child, and yet I am also that Mother.
You are my sisters and my brothers; you are my fathers, my sons and
daughters. We share in the mysteries, in the awakenings, in the
drinking of the sacred cup of union. We are remembering together
for the benefit of all. Some of you walked with me across these
lands. You labored in the vineyard of souls and you toiled much.
Indeed, you gave all that you could give.

We have given to life so
that there might be more abundant life for all. This work is our
chosen destiny. We take it into our hearts as a gift and a treasure
which we cherish above all else upon this plane. We do not see it
as a burden. It is as if we lift up a thirsty lamb upon our
shoulders and carry it cheerfully across the wilderness to a place
where it can receive nurturance and rest. It is our offering to the
Father-Mother of Life. It is our devotional offering laid out upon
the altar of our hearts for the upliftment of all who thirst and
hunger for the Living Light. This has always been my way, and you
know that, and I thank you for entering into this way once
again.

My son is so very close at
hand. Others of the family are close as well. We are indeed
gathering. For this I rejoice. There are precious ones coming from
all quadrants of this earth. They are gathering into the high
places and into the low places; into the places of wilderness and
into the places that are heavily populated. There is no place on
this earth that is not being reached by the Christ-Magdalene Voice.
Within this clarion call is an invitation to awaken and enter into
the embrace of the Mother Divine and the Beloved Father who sent
her. She has come to bring her children Home into the Infinite
Light of Oneness. Within her silent heart is the Great Peace known
beyond the understanding of words.

I am your mother, you are
my children. I bid you adieu.

 


JESUS’ (YESHUA’S)
BLESSING
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“Yeshua with Lamb” by
Claire Heartsong

JESUS (Yeshua): I
am your brother and beloved friend. I am called by my family in the
Aramaic language, Yeshua.

I am gathering myself for
this meeting, as I gathered levels of my consciousness in the years
after passing through the portal of crucifixion and resurrection. I
do this in order to appear unto my brethren and my sisters on every
land across all timelines and dimensions.

There are many mysteries
and many misunderstandings concerning my life, my work and my
relationships. For the purpose of this story, I blend my voice with
the voices of those with whom I walked 2,000 years ago. Among
these, there were those who knew me in my body of flesh and those
who knew me in my transmuted body of immortal light. For it was
after my crucifixion that I attained a full enlightenment of my
physical and subtle bodies. I became what may be called “Light
anointed” – or Christed – I realized myself as a Christ – a Teacher
of Righteousness among my Essene family; just as Gautama realized
himself as a Buddha within his culture. I tarried upon the
Earthplane for forty more years, continuing the work I had begun
earlier. During the time referred to in this sequel story, however,
my service to humanity was accomplished in more subtle
ways.

When I came forth after
the resurrection I presented myself in a variety of forms so as to
be able to walk unhindered amongst humanity. For the most part, I
brought little attention to myself. Even now, as in those days, I
move unnoticed amongst my brothers and my sisters. For souls who
are ready to behold me, whether in or out of form, my frequency is
recognized, and together we have communion. I often present myself
in the fashion in which I have been known: as son, brother, uncle,
husband, or father; or as a guide and friend. Sometimes I appear a
bit older, sometimes quite young, and sometimes even as a child. I
am known for my sense of lightness and humor. There are times I
present myself in a tangible body, yet a body that, indeed, exudes
a good deal of energy and light. In equanimity with all forms of
life, I have also come forth in more subtle forms such as the wind
or a body of water; as various animals, birds or insects; or the
essence of trees and flowers. Sometimes I come forth as a beam or
orb of light. Most often I simply bring my presence as a vibration,
which quickens the heart in the manner in which the Holy Spirit is
known; being neither male nor female, being both, unified and
whole.

For anyone who has the
capacity to behold me fully, who can withstand and merge with my
intense energy field, there is an exquisite blending, in which we
may know the rapture of divine Union beyond time and form. In deep
communion, we exalt and glorify the Father/Mother Birther of Life.
It was in this way of Tantric alchemy that I came unto my beloveds,
the Magdalenes, who knew me as their husband.

I spent many years, while
my beloveds were yet in flesh; walking in the areas you call
Britain, France and Eastern Europe. Often we removed ourselves from
the world and resided in caves where we deepened our alchemical
practices and ascended our frequencies. It was within such
womb-like caves in Europe, and in the Middle and Far East, where
most of my children were Light-conceived. Although we would take
journeys in our bodies of light to other places and planes of
existence, the choice was to have our presence anchored in these
particular areas of the earth for quite a long season.

When all was accomplished,
I departed to the Himalayas which became my primary focus for
attaining further cosmic levels of ascension. My beloveds joined me
there at the end of my days. In extended retreat, we together
entered the deepest levels of High Alchemy for the benefit of all
beings existing in all the times and realms.

I retained a measure of
physicality right up to the moment in which my last conscious
breath left my etherealized lungs. While sitting in the posture of
equipoise, with omniscient Awareness, my immortal body of Light
rose through the crown of my skull and merged with the All – the
Great Emptiness – beyond the Central Sun. With my Magdalenes as
witnesses, I let go my earthly tabernacle. My residual, elemental
form was laid to rest within a remote mountain cave where a
radiation of cosmic Light continues.

Did I assist in the
conception of children? I say to you, yea, this is true. It is also
true that my intention was never to establish a dynastic lineage to
rule the sons and daughters of men. Neither was this the intention
of the beloveds who bore my seed in their wombs. Indeed the whole
of humanity is my family seeded with my Father’s Light. You are
remembering that within your blood is hidden the light codes of the
Christ, which when awakened, may guide your way Home. Kneeling
before the Father-Mother who birthed you, you may receive the
anointing elixirs and awaken to your True Nature – realizing
yourself as a Son/Sun of God – the Light of the world.

My signature vibration
permeates my grandmother’s first book and there shall be an added
measure in this sequel. This may be felt as a comforting presence
for those who call me forth. And I say to you, my beloved, do call
me forth.

Again, I say, I invite you
to call me forth as your beloved Friend.

You have thought me to be
separate and distant from you. I say unto you, I am here and you
can come into my arms. If you wish, at any time of your choosing,
we can enter into a meditative space where we can meet and know the
presence of Love.

Yeshua Offers a Guided
Meditation:

“The Breath of
Oneness”

 


Imagine me as a dear
friend (or as an orb of golden light) coming to meet you face to
face. A radiant golden sphere of light surrounds us. Within this
calm and illumined space we breathe The Breath of Life.

I invite you to slowly and
gently breathe with me. Join your breath with mine. Simply
breathe.

Exhale. Send any tension
and weariness into a light or a flame, as you may imagine it,
inside my heart. See my heart-flame growing brighter with every
breath you breathe.

Audibly
sigh…Ahh!

Inhale. Breathe in my
eternal light. Breathe in my eternal love. Breathe in my
peace.

Exhale. I breathe in any
pain you may be feeling…it’s alright…audibly sigh. Ahh!

Inhale. Feel the warmth of
my love expanding your heart – igniting your heart-flame. I send
you my love and my peace upon the wings of my breath. Breathe in
peace.

Exhale – I breathe in your
pain; all the suffering of your body, mind and spirit. Ahh! Give me
your burdens and I shall make them light.

Inhale – My Peace I give
unto you.

Exhale – Imagine your
sufferings, like a moth; flying into the crucible of my heart. See
your grief, anger and fear transmute into golden light – a new dawn
rises!

Inhale – I AM the
Resurrection and the Life.

Breathe with me again…
Remember the Christ within. We breathe the Breath of Life, my
beloved friend.

Softly breathe. Rest in
the stillness of the Great Silence – simply be aware of your
breathing, nothing to do but follow your breath. Just come back to
your gentle breathing.

Become aware of the Breath
within the breath, flowing freely with each deep inhalation and
exhalation. Breathe in the infinite light and love. Receive me into
your sacred heart.

Relax…allow your heart to
smile…Ahh!

The stone of separation
rolls back from your heart. The Son of God calls forth the entombed
Christ lying within. Come forth! Awaken and arise!

I say unto you, peace.
Peace. PEACE… Allow the quickening of Light within every cell.
Allow the falling away of what no longer serves you. Breathe sweet
peace into every cell. Come into the light. Come away from the tomb
of ignorance. Come with me to the purelands and forgive that which
dies and is dead.

Gather up your fragmented
self and place it all within the comforting womb of your
Christ-Magdalene heart – the infinite heart of compassion. Let the
Christ child grow within you. With each breath receive renewed
vitality; every cell resurrecting.

Deeply breathe… Become
aware of the golden orb of light that surrounds us. Allow the form
of your human body to BE the Son/Sun of God. Be the Infinite
Light!

Come home to the
Father/Mother of your being. Let go of your identity in flesh and
merge with me into a greater light; beyond all light, beyond all
forms.

Breathe… Relax…Simply
BE…

My breath is your breath.
The beating of my heart is the beating of your heart. My body is
your body. Self and “other” are merged in divine Union: Bridegroom
and Bride – Christ and Magdalene – One Life.

Now, knowing the Oneness,
feeling compassion for all life, breathe awake your awareness of
the suffering of others as being no different from your own. Gently
breathe out your gift of love’s pure light into your brothers’ and
sisters’ hearts…gently breathe in and receive their pain as a “ball
of darkness.” Place the black or dark grey ball of suffering gently
inside your Christed heart. Watch as the darkness melts into the
light….Every heart glowing… Every heart is calmly at
peace.

Be not in expectation of
change or reward; simply allow what is, to be, as it is – this is
infinite love. Just know “other” IS your “self” – the Great
Perfection. As I know your heart is mine; so it is that the One
beyond names continues to breathe the Breath of Life.

Regardless of how many
times you may choose to experience this union of souls and hearts;
this marriage of spirit, let it serve you well, my beloved
brother/sister, my beloved Magdalene.

Peace be unto you, now –
within this breath, and unto the end of the world. Be not concerned
about the form I may take when next we embrace, for you shall know
me as I Am, beyond all forms and names. It is for you to choose,
and in this way, know yourself as the Christ-Magdalene you
seek.

Lo, I AM with you
always.

 


 


THE THREE MARYS’
BLESSING

MYRIAM OF TYANA

MARY OF BETHANY

MARIAM OF MOUNT
CARMEL

 


Together, as one trinity,
we fulfill and reveal what has been held in abeyance for many eons
of time. With us comes a company of Magdalenes who also bear
witness of the Great Mother and the empowerment of the feminine in
men and women. Together we shall lift up that which has been buried
and hidden, suppressed underfoot. We shall raise, indeed, our
voices as one voice in harmonious unison and exude from the center
of our collective heart the fragrance of ascension.

Our voice is as one – the
Voice of the Magdalenes. Each of us speaks for one
another.

Our merged desire is the
healing of the feminine heart and the flowering of this earth – the
healing of deserts and the wastelands within souls. Therefore, our
vision encompasses men and women walking together as equals, where
families, communities and nations honor differences and
similarities, allowing and encouraging everyone to express their
infinite potential. We see every soul capable of expressing their
intrinsic light and bringing forth the highest forms of creativity,
each according to their nature and karmic conditions. We also honor
and accept choices of limitation. Although these choices may cause
suffering, we also know suffering is a divine expression of the
Great Perfection. Limitation, as an expression of contrast and
choice, has within it the infinite potential to be a catalyst for
awakening, compassionate healing and wisdom. Our merged desire is
to catalyze and witness the cessation of all forms of suffering
while incarnated within our shared human condition.

So we come forth as
emissaries of the Mother Divine, manifesting as the
Christ-Magdalenes, the physical vessels through which she expresses
her power on earth. At this time in your day and age there is great
need to bring the masculine and feminine into balanced union. By
this statement let it be understood that it is never our intention
to overpower or cause any aspect of consciousness to become
subservient. Ours, at this time of great planetary crisis, is to
restore balance to the technologically based mind, which we see as
unbalanced masculine energy – for example, the clear evidence that
Mother Earth and her creations are dying from all manner of
escalating violence, insensitivity, greed and pollution. We
experience the masculine mind as bereft and devoid of the feminine
heart – the ability, for example, to holistically experience the
interconnectedness of all life.

We see that a greater
percentage of the Divine Feminine is required. This is why you are
hearing so many messages and appearances from the Divine Mother,
such as those of Mother Mary. This is the reason books are coming
forth, such as the one you are now reading. Because a greater
expression of the Divine Feminine is what will bring balance and
harmony, we come forth as a female trinity with our beloved
Yeshua.

Together we represent the
Divine Feminine and Divine Masculine in harmonious union. As a
trinity of three women, we exponentially expand the energy of the
Divine Feminine within ourselves. Then when we are joined with
Yeshua’s focusing of the Divine Masculine at the center, there is
the co-creation of an encompassing sphere, or an alchemical Grail
Cup, in which Mother Earth and humanity may be held. With Yeshua
joining us as a fourth force, we also co-create the strong base of
a pyramid, by which we “square the circle,” and stabilize the
unbalanced energies presently multiplying at an exponential
rate.

What I have described as
“our” stabilizing effort is a microcosm of a universal quantum
process, which for this sharing, will not be described in further
detail as it is not our intended focus here. Impermanence,
expressing as planetary change, is inevitable. Our desire is to
awaken individual choice, based on infinite, intrinsic potential,
so that this time of great change may be utilized as an
unprecedented catalyst and opportunity for awakening to our
individual and collective Infinite Nature. We are choosing to act
as a stabilizing agent for this cyclical, birthing/dying
process.

We have shared with you
the Greater Part of our spiritual work within the Order of the
Magdalene; which, whether great or small in its effect, is done on
behalf of humanity. Our work is multi-leveled and not easily
understood by the ordinary mind. Already it may be dawning within
your mind that there was not just one Magdalene but, in fact, many
Magdalenes; not just one Mary Magdalene with Yeshua, but three. We
know you have questions regarding our personal relationships with
each other, our children and Yeshua – a mystery and secret that is
in the process of being partially unveiled and told. There is the
ripeness now for bringing to light portions of what has been veiled
in oaths of secrecy. Even so, for many, what shall be presented
will be difficult to hear, much less to integrate. Therefore, we
shall bring forth our stories with great mindfulness.

Be at peace, my brothers
and sisters. We are the Magdalenes; we carry the gene of Isis to
regenerate and bring forth a new genesis, a new creation, and a new
“Adam and Eve” – a new generation, a new world and a new heaven.
And so it is.

 


Myriam of Tyana
Speaks:

Lifting the Suppressed
Feminine Voice

 


MYRIAM OF TYANA:
I know that you have many questions to ask of me.
I understand that I have been quite a mystery package. I am one
whose time has come to emerge out of obscurity and to bring light
to so much that has been confusing and unnecessarily
compromising.

I will bring forth my
understandings and my perceptions, as best I can, through the
octaves of light and through this instrument. However, know this,
my dears, this one who is speaking cannot be limited by name or
feature of presence in one singular embodiment, for I am much
more.

I shall introduce you to
my relationship with my beloved Yeshua and my function therein. My
children shall be introduced. I will also speak of my spiritual
work with the Magdalenes – both women and men – and how we create
an alchemical cup with Yeshua, in which to transmute fear-based
consciousness and assist the liberated energy to express as harmony
and loving-kindness.

I join with the others who
will speak of those times when we removed ourselves from the world.
How we sealed ourselves up in caves and climbed to the high places
where we practiced the resurrection and conception practices known
to the Magdalene Order – we, who are the daughters and sons of Isis
– a name for the Great Mother. We will share a portion of that
which has been hidden and allow the remainder to rest as seeds in
the ground of consciousness until there is a readiness for more.
This is wisdom. There is so much conditioned fear; it is best to
give more light only when there is true receptivity and
benefit.

I say to you again, it is
time now for the fear that has closed our voices to be laid to rest
– for those who have been silenced, to speak at last.

May all beings hear the
Mother’s gentle voice before she is required to use a much louder
one! May all beings experience the ultimate liberation within and
beyond form! May all beings know peace! May all suffering cease!
Amen and amen!

Now for the benefit of all
beings:

 


“The Opening of the
Mouth”

“In Oneness with our
Christ-Magdalene sisters and brothers and with the Councils of
Light under the auspices of the Divine Mother-Father, we wish to
initiate what the Egyptian alchemists call: The Opening of the
Mouth.

“It is time for what has
been silenced to be heard.

It is enough! It is
enough!!

IT IS
ENOUGH!!!”

{Spoken with great emphasis and passion}

A Note from the
Authors



CLAIRE:
So that you may know the power behind Myriam of
Tyana’s words, I would like to share the experience I had following
her initiating “The Opening of the
Mouth.”

Inseparable from the need
for awakening and healing consciousness of its wound of separation,
I have come to believe that there is a collective “wound” that
involves feeling verbal restraint and not feeling heard. This wound
abides on personal and universal levels. The basic, personal core
wound, no doubt, has its origin in not feeling met and heard as a
child. But this “inner child” wound can be exacerbated, as an
adult, when a more collectively agreed silencing occurs. On the
personal level, as an adult, this communication wound involves
being silenced either by personal choice or by an outer authority:
on the one hand, choosing to take vows of silence and perhaps not
being able to relinquish the vows for any number of reasons; and on
the other hand, being externally forced to be silent.

On a more universal level
the communication wound may appear as the silencing of “the still
voice” – the Voice of the Great Mother or the Divine Feminine. This
wound shows up for everyone deafened by ordinary, conditioned
consciousness, because the veil of perceived separation makes
subtle, spiritual frequencies very difficult to hear. It also shows
up in patriarchal and male-dominated cultures which censor women;
societies which are indifferent, belittling or hostile toward
females generally and toward all kinds of feminine expression
specifically, in both women and men.

In Myriam’s facilitation
of “The Opening of the
Mouth,” she is initiating the opening of
all voices on a personal level, giving everyone the freedom to
speak, if they choose to do so. On an universal level, Myriam, in
concert with the Great Mother, transmits an energy that opens
closed inner ears so that the Mother’s Voice can be heard – a Voice
which carries the frequency of universal awakening and healing into
wholeness/Oneness.

In my case, immediately
and abruptly, after Myriam’s presence departed, as I was lying on
the couch in the process of returning to ordinary consciousness, I
suddenly became aware of a very large energy-field seeming to
approach me from behind. I sensed this energy; what I have come to
understand as a spontaneous rising of Kundalini, to be the
magnitude of a tidal wave. Instantly, the energy ascended from the
base of my spine to the crown of my head. Its force lifted me very
quickly into a sitting position, causing my neck to whiplash.
Before I could consciously censor it, a shattering scream came out
of my throat. It seemed to express the collective anguish, grief
and rage of all beings whose voices (Beingness) have been silenced
through time.

To say that I was acting
as a proxy for all beings may be an exaggeration. But,
nevertheless, the force that flowed through me was very real and
very intense. It was as if an ancient gag had been removed from my
mouth and a dammed (damned) energy was released. I fell
back on the couch, stunned. The pain in my neck was severe and the
injury took a full year to heal. It has been explained that my body
and chakras were requiring further clearing and that the degree of
resistance on the physical and etheric levels, in relation to the
force of the rising Kundalini, resulted in the severe muscle and
ligament tears and strain.

Myriam’s words became very
real and accessible in Catherine Ann’s and my immediate daily
experiences. We looked deeply into how we were holding on to
ancient vows of silence. We became increasingly aware of how we
have misinterpreted current life experiences which still trigger
fear about expressing our truth – all the ways in which, we,
especially as women, feel silenced by internal and external
suggestions and conditions. This opening of my throat chakra, the
seat of empowered communication and creativity, has provided me
with greater clarity and power in speaking and listening. This has
been true in bringing through and completing Anna’s sequel, as well
as enhancing mindful, open communication in my personal life and
relationships.

CATHERINE ANN:
Claire’s sudden and forceful bolting upright and
the ensuing scream that emerged through her was profoundly
unnerving. Of course I was very concerned and bewildered at this as
I thought she had pretty much returned to her waking consciousness
state and had come out of the session. Usually when I work with
clients if there is any agitation during a session, I assist the
person and their energy to come to a harmonious resolution as best
it can be before completing the session. In this case, there was no
indication of any strong, overwhelming emotion during the session
(albeit when Myriam of Tyana spoke, “It is
enough!” three times, it was expressed with great
intensity). The scream seemed to come out
of nowhere.

Later we gained a greater
perspective in terms of a synchronistic event in Anna’s life that
came to light in later sessions and the understanding that Claire,
in a sense, was being the conduit through which the collective,
locked Magdalene voice was finally breaking free of its long
history of persecution and need for secrecy. This was a contract
that Claire (and no doubt
others) had made on a soul level. Although
Anna later communicated to her that it needn’t necessarily have
been to the degree of injury which occurred, it was how the
resistance unfolded in her body. This occurrence from a larger
perspective, I think, helped create an opening in the fields of
consciousness not only for the voices of the Magdalene in this
sequel to come forth more powerfully, but for the voice of the
Divine Feminine to be felt, heard, honored, and expressed more
fully now, in our time, in both men and women.

 


Map of the Magdalene’s
World
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Map of the Great
Sea
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Map of Roman
Gaul

 


[image: tmp_abef24d4aa8f2dc97ac84bd2ef13b15c_ERV1tc_html_m4fe62fc7.jpg]

 


 


Map of Britain
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INTRODUCING THE
MAGDALENES

 


You are about to meet
nineteen different “Magdalenes” who carry the Voice of the
Christ-Magdalene, including Anna. Many of these are family members
and friends connected with the Christ drama depicted in
“Anna, Grandmother of Jesus.” There are others who are entirely new. They will all provide
glimpses into their personal lives as they relate to specific
experiences, times and locations. Many also offer spiritual
teachings that transcend time and place.

As you become acquainted
with these individuals, you may note that there are unique
personalities who share from their various perspectives and levels
of awareness. With some, you may experience more of the human
dimension than you did with the earlier Anna material. Likewise,
the energy frequency may be experienced as heavier and more mundane
– the higher frequencies, which are also present, more subtly
accessed. You are encouraged to look deeply into this phenomenon,
should you experience it, and, in your own mind, question why this
is so.

After the first two
introductory Anna chapters, the format will shift from a singular
narrative to a “question and answer” dialogue. The chapters are
named after the specific Magdalene (either
gender) who is speaking. You will find the
content grouped into four parts. These parts correspond loosely
with chronological time and with three distinct geographical
locations: Southern France, Britain (before and after the family dispersion) and the Middle East. At certain key points, we will
introduce personal anecdotes. It is hoped that these “asides” may
assist you to better understand what Catherine Ann and I were
experiencing at the time the Magdalenes were presenting their
messages. And, if you choose, you can use these notes as a way to
also enter more fully into the energies and messages. Brief
historical accounts are also footnoted in order to provide
contextual information.

You may also notice that
many of the accounts are incomplete. It is our hope that you will
use what is provided as a springboard for further exploration, as
you feel guided. It is our deeper intention that this material will
bring illumination to your path so that you may realize your own
Christ-Magdalene voice and your intrinsic, luminous
nature.
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PART I

 


THE MAGDALENES
SPEAK

Lifting the Vow of
Silence:

Secrets
Revealed

FRANCE, SAMARIA, INDIA,
EGYPT

14–38 AD

ANNA, THE VOICE OF THE
MAGDALENES:

Historical &
Geographical Overview

 


Now I shall give you a
brief historical and geographical overview so that you may orient
yourself and relax into my story’s telling. In the fair lands of
France and Britain I walked with my grandson, Yeshua, his mother,
Mary Anna, his beloved Magdalenes, and others of the family. These
precious souls shall speak of things withheld through time. Their
voices can now be heard by those of you who are prepared to awaken
and demonstrate the power of the Grail seeded deeply within you.
For it is that we partook of initiation mysteries in which a higher
order of ascension was realized and recorded into the stones of
these holy lands and into the genetics of the generations that
followed. So it is that my words are far more than just the telling
of my sojourn’s last remaining years.

We will take up the thread
of my tale's weaving with the telling of my brief
sojourn in France (then
called Roman Gaul), my journey across her
breadth to a northerly port village, and
then setting sail to Britain's hoped for haven. Subsequent years
unfolded with short respites of leisurely repose, punctuated by
times of challenging human drama. With family and friends, I warmed
chilled bones with the telling of wisdom stories beside hearth
fires. Across the lands of Gaul and Britain we consecrated our
life-force within sacred groves, caves and standing stone circles,
which have stood witness to the divinity in all life from “time
before time.” Sad to say, tranquil peace within our cottages,
orchards and Essene way of life was constantly overshadowed by the
haunting presence of Rome which had earlier made Gaul its colonial
state. And in 55 and 54 BC Julius Caesar's territorial stake had
also been driven into the tribal lands of southeastern
Britain.

Fortunately Caesar's
armies retreated back to the Continent soon after their landing and
Britain's fair lands remained untouched by Roman legions for many
years. When I first arrived in Avalon in late 38 AD we were free of
their influence for almost five years. Yet, during that time there
was always a foreboding sense that my virginal haven amidst the
British Celts would not last forever. My peaceful refuge ceased to
be, when, in 43 AD, the Emperor Claudius
took Britain as a provincial prize. Soon the island's lowlands and
highlands were crisscrossed with well-engineered roads and bridges;
rustic Celtic timbered hill-forts were replaced with fortresses;
tribal king's mud and wattle strongholds gave way to stone villas;
and sacred springs fed lavish baths for sophisticated, urbane
patrons. I witnessed the first forty of what was to total over
three hundred years of Roman occupation. Within a decade of
Claudius' coming, the thread of my story continued to twist
torturously through nightmarish terrain.

Now let us begin at the
beginning of this story’s full telling, by returning to the estuary
of the Rhone River where our boat without sail or oars found refuge
from the Great Sea. Where, if, in your day, you were to visit the
village called Saintes-Maries-de-la-Mer, you would encounter the
annual gathering of Gypsies who remember and honor through time the
coming of the Two Marys (actually more, if
the truth be known) and a veiled
girl-child they call Sar’h.

 


 


― Chapter 1 ―

 


ANNA: A NEW LIFE
BEGINS

The Family Arrives in
Southern Gaul

I am glad that you are
here, my beloved friend. The cloak that has concealed my life has
grown heavy. It is time to share and lighten the load my family and
I have carried. You are ready to hear what has long been kept
hidden. Yea, indeed, there is a deep soreness etched into our bones
from the oaths of secrecy we have taken to protect what we know
from those who would be harmed or bring harm to others.

What has come to be called
Christianity, and, indeed, we ourselves, have purposely obscured
our footsteps and our simple path. During my time, our Essene and
Gnostic ways were held suspect by those in power in Rome. Among the
splintered factions that never knew Yeshua personally – a powerful
mythos and religious doctrine began to be formed which was based on
his little understood life and the true basis of his teachings.
Secreted truths that couldn’t be entirely suppressed became
increasingly threatening to the growing Church of Rome. Its
patriarchal hierarchy merged church and state in order to gain an
empire of great wealth and influence. As more years passed, we who
safeguarded these secrets were branded heretics, and in the name of
God, the fruit of our family tree was burned at the
stake.

Sadly, like all spiritual
lineages, that come to be the unifying light within the dance of
duality, ours is a lineage of light-bearers familiar with threats
of torture and loss of life. Yet, what darkened our days was not so
much the grieving of personal loss of life, as much as the
trampling of those ways we freely shared in which any sincere heart
could know a greater liberation. It was the twisting of the message
of love’s power that caused us distress. Yet, paradoxically, it was
within our suffering that our hearts of compassion opened still
wider, for we knew in a season yet to come the suffering borne by
those who oppressed us would be far greater than ours – what is
sown must be harvested.

It is for all these
reasons that I am glad that you and I may meet through these pages.
Let us walk together arm in arm across the shadowy terrain of my
remaining years. Along the way, I shall reveal secrets which I have
held close to my heart in order to protect the truth of my family’s
legacy. But first I must take you aside and request that you ask
yourself these questions: “Once you hear what I am about to tell;
what will you do with any expanded understanding? What will you do
with what might be considered heresy? Will being exposed to another
possible truth make your heart lighter and more loving? Will you
live your life in a way that will be of greater benefit to others?”
Please pause. Contemplate deeply what you find in your mind and
heart – then we shall go on.

 


Saintes-Maries-de-la-Mer,
32 AD

 


We are met now upon the
shore where the mighty Rhone delta meets the Great Sea. This land
is called Gaul by the emperors of Rome who have claimed it by
force, wresting it from the ancient Celtic tribes who now pay heavy
tribute to those who call themselves gods. As it was in Galilee and
Judea, so the yoke of oppression is also felt here. We remain a
family in exile.

Memory of our arrival and
the beginning of a new life rises as do the early morning mists
that hover softly above our new homeland. Out of these ethereal
threads a tapestry of myriad impressions coalesces around my mind
and heart.

A balmy haze gathers upon
the shore where now we walk. Warm, languid waters lap at our bare
feet as we stroll between grassy dunes and sea swept beaches laden
with dark silt carried by the river from the uplands. Off in the
distance to the north there is evidence of a small fishing village
with its moored skiffs and children at play. Fishermen cast their
nets for the day’s catch as they bob upon the gentle current.
Climbing a small hillock covered with dune grass and dense scrub,
we can gaze seaward where large wind-driven freighting boats sport
colorful sails. These are familiar to me for my son, Joseph of
Arimathea, made his business trade upon the seas. Just weeks
earlier in Alexandria, it had been one of Joseph’s boats stripped
of its sails and oars, by order of an offended Roman Centurion,
that had carried us miraculously undetected, against all odds, to
this gentle haven. Underscoring our recent trauma, a large
slave-driven, Roman warship looms now into view. As quickly as it
appears slicing the water with skilled precision, it fades into the
hazy horizon.

Not far from us, where the
main body of the Rhone spreads wide, there is a Roman stronghold
you call Marseilles. Its history as a citadel of trade and war
stretches far back in time. Its strategic position served the
ancient seafaring Phoenicians and Greeks before Rome came to power.
I was also aware that just upriver from us there was a newer
burgeoning city, called Arles, that catered to the tastes of the
aristocracy. It was said to be modeled after the Imperial
City.

About such things, I
learned much during the lively talks we shared with our generous
hosts, after breaking bread in the evenings. Many stories were told
about the suffering of the local people and how similar their lives
were to ours during those last years Yeshua walked with us in Mount
Carmel and Jerusalem. My body involuntarily contracts as I recall
the accumulated stress and tension we all had to master in those
days. Like the sea plowed by a man-of-war disappearing into a
gathering fog, unsettling thoughts rise up to disturb the otherwise
tranquil waters of my mind. I breathe. And my body easily relaxes
into the gifts of the now.

Although there are moments
of anxiety, these are soon replaced with abundant feelings of
gratitude that so many of my family are here with me. At another
telling, when more is in place, I will share as openly as I can
about these family members. Meanwhile, let us patiently set the
stage.

This is a rich and fertile
land. We are given sufficient provisions day by day for our needs.
The children who came with us on the harrowing journey from
Alexandria were made strong through our initiation of faith. This
will prepare them for the challenges they are sure to face. In
these days of much needed rest we instill calm in one another, as
well as vigilance. We must be continually watchful, ready to move
at a moment’s notice. We are relaxed, yet eager for our new life
before us.

Though we limped into the
estuary of the Rhone, we regained our strength quickly with the
help of the villagers who took us into their humble homes and
treated us as honored guests. We refrained from telling all that
could be said that might identify us as fugitives. However, we did
share about the miracles at sea when Creator heard our unified
prayers and set our listing boat on a northwesterly current that
eventually washed us upon this blessed shore. They delighted to
hear how our bellies were fed by fish aplenty and our parched
throats were quenched by gentle rain. They marveled at our faith
and our vibrant health and cheery dispositions.

Shortly upon our arrival,
my eldest son, Joseph (of
Arimathea), who knew a great deal about
the Mediterranean coastline, and thus our whereabouts, immediately
sent word by messenger to a friend in commerce who lived nearby in
Marseilles. He was a well-trusted merchant who had for many years
been an undercover liaison for Joseph when he had brought
initiates, manuscripts and supplies to various Essene communities
throughout southern Gaul. In various stages, word was carried by
boat and rider to the Essene sanctuary at the foot of the Pyrenees
where my sons, Isaac and Jacob, live in seclusion. This compound,
fashioned after Mount Carmel, was one of its most important
outreaches. It was here that I came shortly after I had conceived
Mary Anna (Mother Mary) in Britain. It was here that she and I were destined to
return.

In 18 BC Isaac and Jacob
had moved permanently to this region of the Languedoc where the
mystical Mt. Bugarach dominates the landscape. With dedicated
industry and devotion they contributed much to expanding this
Essene monastic outpost. They also gave freely of their time and
energy to the physical and spiritual welfare of the families who
lived in the surrounding small rural villages. For those who came
from abroad and those living nearby who wished to deepen their
capacity for joyful, simple living, the school they established
taught how to maintain physical and emotional well-being, good
farming and husbandry practices, and how to live in greater harmony
with one another and nature.

Those with sufficient
interest and discipline were also taught how to memorize and recite
oral arcane teachings as well as how to read and write. They could
then make good use of the library I initiated many years earlier.
Among these were also men and women who sought a deeper
contemplative life removed from worldly distractions. As in Mount
Carmel, it was possible to sustain a consistent practice of the
ancient methods for attaining various levels of
enlightenment.

It has been over thirty
years since I last saw Isaac who is now 79 years of age. I am eager
to embrace him and hope his Essene practices of meditation and diet
have served his body well. Likewise, I have not seen his beautiful
Egyptian wife, Tabitha, in many years and hope she also has
benefited from our wisdom teachings and way of life. Jacob, who
never married, is now 77. Fortunately I had the opportunity to have
Jacob close to me for a year in Mount Carmel after he fulfilled his
duties as Yeshua, James and Joseph the Younger’s chaperone to and
from India. (My grandson, Joseph, remained
in India.) Nevertheless, it has been far
too many years since being with this son who reminds me so much of
his father, my beloved Joachim. As I attune to Jacob, I sense his
robust energy. I know that once he receives word of our place of
arrival he will make haste and escort us to his Languedoc home, our
new Mount Carmel.

A Month after Arriving in
Gaul and Two Weeks

Before the Journey to
Mount Bugarach

 


And indeed, it was my
energetic Jacob who first arrived at the abode where Mary Anna
(Mother Mary),
her younger children and I have received refuge. Mary Anna’s
youngest boy child, Matteas, who had just turned eight, saw his
uncle in a dream the previous night and knew he was close. This
precocious child had a sense of this man called Jacob, for he was
always one of the children closest to my knee when I told stories
about the adventures of his step-brothers, Yeshua, James and Joseph
the Younger in India. He remembered that it was his Uncle Jacob who
took these older brothers to the Orient where they learned many
great things from many great teachers. Matteas knew this mysterious
uncle lived in the mountains to the west, where we would soon
travel, and that it would be this uncle who would help us find a
safe haven.

Keeping his dream to
himself, Matteas was the first to see Jacob’s approach from his
favorite lookout. Perched high in the limbs of a great sycamore
tree, he watched a lone horseman coming at a trot. Mounted on a
large black draft horse common to Gaul, his uncle was easy to
recognize, even from a distance. Responding to Matteas’ waving of a
white cloth, Jacob urged his horse to a gallop, stopping just in
time to gather the laughing lad into his arms – setting him astride
in front of him. Hearing the clattering of hoofs and merry voices,
the rest of the children in the household turned away from their
chores to run out the thatched gate. Thankfully their much talked
about uncle had safely arrived. Though at first a stranger, he was
soon embraced and plied with a hundred questions before he could
even think of coming inside. Needless to say his sister, Mary Anna,
and I were among the throng to greet him.

What a delight to behold
my son, who indeed, looked younger than his years. He appeared to
look so much like his father that I had to suppress a startled
sigh. Jacob explained that he had ridden several hours ahead of
Isaac and Tabitha who were coming with a small caravan of wagons
which would transport us comfortably to our new home. During the
short time that Jacob required to wash him self, as was our custom,
the children ran to the other households to spread the good news.
In no time, we were all gathered around a large hand-hewn table in
our host’s great room. Jacob was given goat’s milk and new wine,
breads and cheeses, dried figs and nut meats, and the season’s
first crop of apples and pears. It was difficult to hold our
customary silence as he mindfully ate each bite. As soon as my son
was finished eating and before he could rinse his hands, we began
peppering him with a steady stream of questions. He loved every
moment of it!

Jacob, like many of his
siblings, was a great storyteller. He enthusiastically responded to
our requests for news about the family scattered here and there and
those who lived in the community from whence he had
come.

While Jacob was still
elaborating on various topics of interest, the village children ran
out to meet Isaac and Tabitha’s caravan. Once spotted, the children
and their parents escorted the whole lot to our door. In spite of
all the clamor and milling around, I ran through the crowd to my
son and daughter-in-law’s wagon. A teary-eyed Tabitha jumped
immediately to the ground and was soon enveloped in her daughter,
Sara’s exuberant arms. Isaac, smiling from ear to ear, was slower
to climb down and limped toward me with the aid of a cane. Once
getting his land legs, he picked me up in his bear-like arms, as if
I were a child. I could not hold back the tears of joy and
remembrance of those days, when, as now, any of my family members
returned from a long absence.

Introductions were made
all around and soon the great room and outer porch were filled to
overflowing. Knowing there would be many beloved mouths to feed, we
women had for days been busy preparing a feast. As soon as everyone
was made ready and the ritual candles were lit, great platters and
bowls were heaped high with all manner of savory foods. The bounty
was placed on the table and in laps for all to enjoy. Festivities
went on into the late hours. It had been a long time since we had
celebrated with so much good food, singing and dancing. Those who
had come to take us to our new Mount Carmel home stayed on for
several more days in order to rest the animals and gather supplies
for our journey to the mountains. I will long cherish these
memories of care-free merriment, after so many years of
hardship.

When next we meet, dear
friend, we will take our departure from Saintes-Maries-de-la-Mer
and I shall describe how it was that we finally arrived at the
little valley nestled close to the mysterious mountain called
Bugarach. Soon thereafter, we shall hear from those family members
and friends who also desire to share their voices.

 


 


― Chapter 2 ―

 


ANNA: OUR JOURNEY TO THE
NEW MOUNT CARMEL

Mount Bugarach of the
Languedoc

Early Autumn, 32
AD

During the weeks we were
waiting for Isaac and Jacob’s arrival, Joseph of Arimathea made
connections, in person and by messenger, with his network of
confidantes who lived in the Provence region of southern Gaul.
These trusted merchants had overseen his commerce and wealth for
many years. Through his skillful resourcefulness we were able to
secure funds and supplies for our journey. As soon as everything
was in order our caravan of wagons began its long trek. It felt
good to be moving in unison toward our destination that lay at the
foot of the Pyrenees.

Once we had finally passed
through the estuary marshlands of the Camargue with its more
primitive tracks, we were glad for the Romans’ extraordinary road
building skills that made our journey much easier. This was
brilliantly exemplified by the Via Domitia, the primary east-west
cobblestone road, which makes the journey from Rome to the Iberian
Peninsula far swifter than it had been for the Celts and earlier
invaders stretching back into prehistory.

Of the same construction
as the roads which supported the military occupation of Palestine,
I was thankful it now served our passage to freedom. Jacob
explained the amazing construction which utilized the labor of many
soldiers and slaves under the direction of Imperial engineers.
Trenches, often as much as 8 feet deep, were filled with layers of
rock, sand, cement and broken tile. The surface was finished with
closely fitted paving stones. These roads were meant to endure the
ravages of time and were almost maintenance free. It was this
amazing network that defined and extended Augustus’ and Julius
Caesar’s envisioned empire, which, in time, spanned the known
world.

It was hoped that by
acquiring provincial control over foreign lands, Rome would prosper
and know relative peace. Retired, contentious and idle military
leaders were moved from the over-crowded capitol to the outlying
regions where they were granted large estates and villas as a
reward for their foreign campaigns. With the advantages of greater
autonomy, they could take command and oversee the taxation of the
provincial peoples. These retired and ambitious Tribunes and
Centurions ensured the popularity of the emperor within the capitol
city. This in turn aided their own political prospects, because it
was the vanquished that paid the heavy toll of Roman excess, and
not the citizens of Rome.

We traveled the Via
Domitia without incident. The children counted the milestones that
distanced us from the tiny village where we had found refuge during
the past weeks. Each marker seemed to give us a welcoming salute as
we passed by. On occasion, rural way-stations welcomed us for the
night. Most often we found rest in an open field near a grove of
sheltering trees. Passing through the open markets of village
forums gave us the opportunity to purchase fresh produce which we
later ate for a roadside respite or evening meal. All in all, it
was a pleasant adventure – a time to enjoy family camaraderie and
renewed vitality.

On the estuary of the Aude
River where the first Roman provincial port city called Narbo
Martius or Narbonesis is sited on the northwest coast of the Great
Sea, we gladly accepted an invitation to rest for several days. One
of Joseph’s trusted liaisons, a wealthy man who held a high
position in the provincial government, opened his large home to us.
He was of Gallic and Roman descent and had assisted Joseph through
the years in gaining the appropriate papers needed for the passage
and portage of his boats.

Most importantly, he
understood and supported Joseph’s greater purpose which was to
bring initiates and supplies to the several Essene communities
located in the Languedoc region. He was also adept at gathering
intelligence about the movements and agendas of the Roman military
so that we could move forward with greater confidence and with
fewer obstacles. In order to be better informed about our coming
days’ travel, several women and all the men in our party met
privily with our generous host to discuss the state of affairs in
Gaul and Britain. I excused myself and chose a time for quiet
contemplation, knowing that I would be given the necessary details
later.

The second leg of our
journey meant leaving the Via Domitia and embarking on the Via
Aquitania that bridges the Great Sea and Atlantic Ocean. With each
mile we traveled, I felt an uplifting energy expanding my heart. I
had not realized how the past years’ stresses had burdened my body
and soul. As we followed the beautiful Aude River, which was home
to all manner of fish, waterfowl and flora, I found my breath
deepening. Buried tension dissolved into the laughing waters
flowing by. My mind became as crystal clear as the blue sky after
the morning haze burns away.

Each mile took us deeper
into the interior of the Roman province of Gallia Narbonesis, which
you now call the Languedoc (2). We joyfully passed
through hillside vales that had been cultivated to grow vegetables,
grapes, fruit trees and grains. I could see that this was a
plentiful year and that the crops were nearing their final harvest.
Laborers – men, women and children, could be seen gathering,
shocking and winnowing the fruits of the fields. I greeted their
steady gazes with a smile, and often smiles were returned,
especially from the children who stopped to curiously watch us as
we passed by. In the distance the snow-capped spires of the
Pyrenees could be seen. With the counting of each additional
milestone, these majestic mountains grew in size. I knew our new
Mount Carmel sanctuary lay at their forested feet.

I could feel an increasing
sense of homecoming as I sent an aspect of my energy body ahead to
await my physical arrival in a few more days. My soul soared and I
rediscovered childlike wonderment and awe within every breath. All
my senses were heightened. Nostalgic memories of my beloved Mount
Carmel and similar Galilean pastoral scenes spread like a
transparent overlay. Then, as if reading my mind, Mary Anna, who
sat beside me in the wagon, gently took my hand and held it to her
heart. We both sighed deeply. Each of us allowed ourselves to
linger with cherished memories, while also retaining mindfulness of
all that was arising in each present moment.

Instantly, visions arose
into my awareness of those blessed weeks before Mary Anna was fully
conceived in Ephesus. Preliminary conception initiations had
occurred in Britain and also within a cave near the now not far
distant Mount Bugarach. Well over fifty years have passed since my
beloved Joachim had been here with me. Also our sons Andrew,
Josephus and Noah had come with us on that important journey,
though, once we arrived in Britain, they chose to remain on the
isles of Avalon. They saw that their souls’ work could be
accomplished better there with the Druids and they were eager to
assist in the development of an Essene-Druid community and mystery
school.

Remembering the remarkable
bliss I had known with my beloved, as we drew down the Immaculate
Light, I was suddenly overtaken with pangs of emotion surging
through my breast. Flashes of longing for Joachim’s physical touch
and his soothing voice collided with a growing joyful anticipation
of what was coming. I realized I was now much closer to revisiting
Britain’s verdant lands and feeling my beloved sons’
embraces.

Stepping more fully into
these holographic visions, I was returned to the twelve initiatory
experiences in which I was prepared for Mary Anna’s Light
Conception. Seven long years had been dedicated to developing my
capacity to support the Divine Mother’s cosmic frequencies on every
level, as Her Presence was stepped down into form – for she would
express as a living Incarnate. If I were to avoid a miscarriage,
this deep inner work was required. With these remembrances, a
greater awareness began to dawn, which was held within the
unfolding present. I knew with increasing conviction there was more
important work for us to do on the Earthplane. There was more for
those of us who wore the mantle of the Magdalene to bring forth for
the benefit of humanity. As I energetically revisited the powerful
energy vortexes of Avalon and Mount Bugarach, I realized how
important it was that we bring our physical presence to these
places of power at this time.

All of a sudden the wagon
wheels fell in and out of an unusually deep rut. I was jolted more
fully back into present time. Breathing with greater conscious
awareness, my body/mind realigned and I could feel Mary Anna’s
great loving warmth and gentle strength supporting me. Smiling, we
nodded a consenting “Yes!” as we allowed our consciousness to
expand and lift upward through our crowns. Our energy bodies flew
together over the landscape, as if we were eagles whose overview
oriented us to this land and her people. We were happy to find a
resonance and deep nurturing to our souls as we attuned to all we
surveyed. We knew that somehow the work that lay ahead would be
supported in every way.

Regardless of the
inconveniences that at times slowed our progress; I felt an
expanding buoyancy and lightness of heart. Nothing dampened my
growing passion for this fertile land and our life’s new beginning.
Even as we approached the bustling fortified town of Carcasum, now
called Carcassonne, my spirits remained high. That is, until we
began to see a cloud of dust rising on the horizon and heard a
gathering dull rumble. We realized we were seeing the bristling
advance of a large Roman legion marching toward us.

Knowing we would be
ordered to pull off the roadway, we carefully found a safe place to
withdraw, where an intersecting path crossed the Via Aquitania. If
we had ever entertained the thought that this road had been built
for our convenience, there was now no mistaking the original
purpose for such mighty highways. The adage, “All roads lead to
Rome” took on expanded meaning. Our friend in Narbo had said that a
legion was about to muster in Carcasum, but he thought it would not
leave for another day or two. Although surprised, we chose to
embrace this oncoming tidal wave of military might rather than
resist it.

I watched the children’s
various reactions to the relentless passing of legionary cohorts:
infantry, cavalry and baggage carriers led by an imperious general
and a number of tribunes. Although they had seen small companies of
soldiers before on the Via Domitia, this display of brute force
aroused the all too recent memory of the centurion in Alexandria
who sentenced us to die aboard our floating “mystery school.” There
were also the lingering memories of the soldiers’ earlier hostility
toward us and many others in Galilee and Judea before and after
Yeshua’s crucifixion. It was a sharp reminder, that although we
were free to travel – Joseph of Arimathea had made sure that we had
the necessary papers – we might be falsely recognized as
fugitives.

So it was that I observed
some of the boys, wide-eyed, as they scrutinized the general’s grim
face as he rode by on his proud horse; his white and purple toga
flowing and his molded breastplate displaying exaggerated muscles.
Rank upon rank of infantry soldiers marched by, their tightly
fitted armor glinting in the sunlight. Most of the weary men looked
doggedly ahead, while some glanced at us with disdain. A few foot
soldiers, mostly Gallic slaves forced to fight for the emperor,
offered us feeble smiles. The younger girls among us withdrew,
peeking out from the adults’ protective huddle. We wanted to shield
them from the reality that the haven we sought was marred by
potential hazards. We all attempted to be strong and unaffected,
but we couldn’t help but put hands over our ears to lessen the
deafening sounds. The clattering staccato of shod horses’ hooves
and thousands of soldiers’ hobnailed shoes rose and fell in
thundering waves upon our tender hearts.

The legion seemed like an
unstoppable war machine parading its might before us. Then, as if
to further convince us that we best not resist the power of Rome,
we endured the cacophony of each cohort’s wagons and carts pulled
mostly by mules. All kinds of camping equipment, timbers, grain and
metal objects of war filled every conveyance. A few wagons carried
wounded soldiers that had survived a recent campaign to the north.
Following in the dust were shackled men, women and children soon to
be sold at the slave market in Narbo Martius. We couldn’t help
flinching as the drivers and equestrian guards snapped their whips
over humans and beasts alike, shouting endless obscenities, as they
goaded tender shoulders and flanks. Stopped short, we always find
it startling to realize to what degree the economy of the Romans
and Celts, alike, was built upon the backs of slaves and human
trafficking. h, the suffering of humanity! Would it ever
end?

Finally the rear guard
passed and we were left alone in the deafening silence. Slowly we
gathered ourselves and pressed on to Carcasum. Not wanting to
linger, we moved as quickly as possible through the forum and
followed the Aude River south toward its source in the foothills of
the Pyrenees. We gladly left the Via Aquitania with its busy
concourse of commerce and military presence.

Because some of the wagons
required repair and the animals were weary, it was agreed that a
full day’s rest in the thriving village of Limoux was in order. We
found grazing for the animals near the blacksmith’s shop. The
farrier and wheel-wright were glad to get our business. While the
horses requiring shoeing were shod and the wagons requiring repairs
were repaired, we enjoyed taking the children through the colorful
market where we took in the additional supplies Isaac had been
asked to bring to our mountain community. After the wagons were
made ready, we heaped them as full as room allowed and continued
south through a deepening canyon.

Our night’s destination
was the Roman bath fed by the hot mineral springs flowing through
the limestone grottos of the Aude River at Alet le Bains. The baths
had been made into an elaborate affair that served all manner of
recreational and healing purposes for the Roman gentry who took
excursions here from Narbo Martius. Except for those who were of
Roman descent, or those who had adopted Roman ways, we noticed that
we were among more and more descendants of the ancient Celts and
other tribal peoples. These rustic folk wore the plain garb they
had known for centuries. Those who served the nearby shrines and
grotto springs dedicated to Minerva and Mithras wore Roman dress,
except, of course, when clothing was laid aside for bathing. I
could not help smiling to myself, as I contemplated our common
humanity, once outer pretense is removed.

We were told that there
had been a party of revelers just a few days earlier, which had
prospered the local merchants and brothels. This particular
afternoon we had the good fortune of having the healing waters to
ourselves. How good the refreshing warm waters felt to our
bone-tired bodies which had endured so much these many months since
leaving Palestine. We gave thanks to the Mother/Father of Life and
to the healing angels who carried away our cares and pains, as we
soaked for hours. Most of the children had never experienced such
luxuriant delight. Their playful squeals of laughter ignited levity
in us all.

We were even more
delighted when, at sunset, a rider, whom Jacob, Isaac and Tabitha
hailed as Brother Tobias, sought us out. He was broad of shoulder
and stocky of frame. His deeply tanned and smiling face bore a full
beard that compensated for the sparse black hair which barely
covered his ears and nape. He announced, after greeting everyone
with a warm hug, that he had sent a runner earlier to secure rooms
for us at a nearby inn, which was stewarded by an Essene family,
whose service it was to look after the needs of fellow pilgrims.
How lovely to be taken in and fed a wholesome meal. Then there was
the joyful singing of sacred psalms and rounds of folk songs. For
those who could stay awake, Joseph and Jacob rendered a brief
accounting of our long trek and news of the conditions we had last
encountered in Jerusalem and Alexandria. For myself, I once again
begged my leave and followed other nodding heads. How wonderful it
was to slip into a clean bed!

Even though it meant our
journey would become more challenging, we were glad to press on to
our final destination. The Roman road that now followed the river
was more primitive, a mixture of cobblestone, worn logs and rutted
earth which had been recently washed out in places. Several times
we were forced to make a detour after a sudden thunderstorm made
muddy lakes out of a number of low-lying sections of dirt track. We
knew it would not be long before this road would be brought up to
the standards we had enjoyed earlier.

We were aware by now that
we had covered most of the distance and it would not be long before
arriving at our new home within the fertile valleys nestled below
the great mountains. As we approached Mount Bugarach, we drew
welcoming attention from the local farmers who were expecting us.
Some of these kind-heartened people had made ready to join us to
our final destination. They desired to know, first hand, Jacob,
Isaac and Tabitha’s relatives, whom they had heard so much about.
And likewise, we delighted to feel once again the joy of kindred
souls bound together in a community led by Spirit.

Our ancient narrow track
followed the contours of the rising slopes of Bugarach’s forested
south side until we crossed its gentle pass. A beautiful vista of
snow-capped peaks, just off in the distance, welcomed us, as did a
spring-fed glen. Perched on an outcropping of weathered stone were
the gated walls of our new Mount Carmel sanctuary. Those who call
it home ran out to meet us. Our tired bodies were assisted to
dismount and make ready for a welcoming feast. Blessed were we all
to gather in a circle, arm in arm, as the sun’s late afternoon rays
shone golden on the mountain snow. Purple shadows streaked across
the beautiful sunlit meadows and pasture lands. Sheep and goats
bleated a chorus of welcome. Though our bodies were thoroughly
worn, our souls soared with grateful Hosannas. We had arrived at
our haven of peace, at last!

“TRANSITIONAL
NOTES”

Transitional Notes
(segues) will appear between “{}” marks.

 


{We are now at the point in the next chapters where Anna’s
narrative shifts to a “Question and Answer” format, in which
Catherine Ann is in co-creation with Claire. Catherine Ann
facilitates Claire by joining her in the deeper consciousness
(imaginal realm) of the Akashic Records(3) and “holds space,” while
asking questions and operating the recording equipment. Claire
holographically “embodies” each character’s Akashic record and
brings forth each “voice. “ There is also an instance where Claire
and Catherine Ann reverse roles where Claire assists Catherine Ann
in bringing forth a particular Magdalene “voice.” For the sake of
clarity for the reader, the identity of the “voice” that is
speaking is designated oftentimes before that identity is actually
revealed in the dialogue process.

Anna continues her story
within the Essene monastery at Mount Bugarach, France. Mount
Bugarach is located in the Languedoc region of southern France near
the Pyrenees Mountains and the presently well-known community of
Rennes-le-Chateau. The area is steeped in the legends and mysteries
of Mary Magdalene. Anna reveals long-held secrets of the
Magdalenes.}
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Languedoc means the
language of the Occident derived from the Gallic languages and the
Roman soldiers’ vernacular Latin.





 



	
The Akashic Records or
Hall of Records are the holographically recorded ”Book of Life
realities” of the collective consciousness or The Mind wherein all
emanated lifetimes are held. Each soul’s physical incarnation is
recorded and can be accessed and “read.” In this instance the
“virtual reality” process is interactive. Omniscient consciousness,
in Oneness, knows the All by being simultaneously aware of the
content of the Akasha, as both real and illusory. A Christ or
Buddha has merged Awareness with Emptiness; form and formlessness,
existing and non-existing Beingness.












― Chapter 3 ―

 


ANNA: THE NEW MOUNT
CARMEL

Anna Reveals the Two
Marys & Yeshua’s Children

Mount Bugarach, 33
AD

ANNA: I am walking on a path that passes through a field of green
grasses and wild flowers. The path is narrow and well worn. I hear
water off in the distance. There is no one around, but I sense that
there are others not too far away.

CATHERINE ANN
(Henceforth:
CA): Look down at your feet – what are you
wearing?

ANNA: My sandals are made of fairly thick, worn leather. I am a
woman who appears to be about 50 years of age. There is a shawl on
my head that covers my hair which is a dark chestnut brown mixed
with some grey. There is no jewelry or ornamentation. I am also
wearing a shawl that is slung over my left shoulder which is used
to carry a bundle on my right hip. The bundle holds root
vegetables; carrots and turnips. My clothing is made of course
homespun fabric. There is a long, unbleached linen skirt that
serves as an apron. Underneath the apron I am wearing a robe-like
dress that is light brown and blue in color with fastenings made of
bone at the neck and wrists to keep the chill out. It is fashioned
in the manner of local women’s clothing.

I am returning home from
one of the large community orchards and gardens. I have been
picking late apples, digging edible roots and gathering leafy-green
vegetables for our evening meal. It is a little later in the season
and we have been harvesting a plentiful crop for some time. I live
near the lofty mountains that divide Gaul from Iberia. There are
mountains all around and I am in a small valley. It is quite lovely
and peaceful. I can hear a bell in the distance.

Our rather large communal
home is reminiscent of what we had in Carmel. There is a wooden
fence, somewhat like a stockade, that surrounds a cluster of
buildings made of stone and wood that share common walls. There are
also structures which are made of heavy, woven fabric and others
that are made of mud and wattle. The enclosures serve various
purposes. The gate I am passing through is woven of willows. It is
the one we use most often because it is easy to open and close.
There is another gate that is made of heavier wood. My family lives
here.

I am glad that you and I
can be here now. (Tears) I have wanted to bring you to this beautiful place for a
long time. We have lived in this valley by the great mountain
almost a year. One winter has passed and we are approaching the end
of the hot season. We are very happy being here. It has been such a
long time since we have felt the kind of peace we have come to know
from day to day.

My family calls me
Anna.

CA: Welcome, Anna. Move forward to a meal, where do you
eat?

ANNA: We have a communal kitchen with a large adjoining dining
room. In the middle of the kitchen there is a big table used for
preparing meals. Jacob made it from thick timbers, planed smooth.
It shows lots of use. There is a carved wooden bucket that holds
peelings and other refuse which we take out to the goats, chickens
and other fowl. I have a sharp knife which I use to cut the turnips
and carrots into small pieces. There is a large hearth with an iron
grate and a hook from which to hang a large kettle. There are flat
irons for grilling food and making flat bread. The vegetables will
go into the water which is getting hot. I scrape the turnips and
carrots into the kettle to cook and then they will be made into a
mush, which I will season later. Most of our foods are eaten raw
but we also prepare some cooked foods like the local people
eat.

CA: Are there other people in the kitchen?

ANNA: Two of my great-granddaughters and my granddaughter Mariam
are here helping me with the food preparation. I am looking to see
if there is anyone else. I can hear the sound of spinning in the
corner. It is Tabitha sitting at a simple spinning wheel making
wool yarn. She has also been preparing flax fibers for spinning.
There are spindles full of yarn and a simple loom near the window.
It is being used to weave a heavy winter blanket. A baby is down on
the floor by her feet. Tabitha is Isaac’s wife and the baby is one
of her great-grandchildren.

CA: And who are Tabitha’s parents?

ANNA: They are no longer living. But when they were living, they
resided in Egypt – some of the time in Alexandria and some of the
time in Heliopolis. They were of Egyptian and Jewish descent and
they were fairly wealthy. One of their homes was by the Great Sea
and the other was located upriver on the Nile at Heliopolis. There
are large Jewish communities in both cities. Many of their
descendants continue to live there.

CA: Who are Isaac’s parents?

ANNA: Oh, that would be Joachim and me. But Joachim is not with us
in the physical any longer. He is always near me, and I miss him
sometimes, especially in this place where it is so peaceful. It
would be lovely to share this peace and beauty with him. He is
working with Yeshua very closely from the spirit planes. Sometimes
he gives me reports about how Yeshua is doing in his further
mastery. With Yeshua, I have to tune in and go deeper to know where
he is. He is not here. He is still living, but he is not in this
place in the mountains.

CA: Move ahead now. The meal is cooked and everyone is gathering
to eat. Tell me, is there a blessing?

ANNA: Yes, we all stand together before we sit. We acknowledge all
the angels and their hand in the creation of this bounty that keeps
us strong. We offer psalms of thanksgiving that there is so much to
enjoy and share. Before every meal we always prepare one or more
special bowls and baskets, filled full, as an offering to those who
do not have as we have. Usually someone from the village comes to
take our offering to a family in need. That is something we always
do.

CA: Who is gathering?

ANNA: We have a fairly large gathering room. It is not nearly as
big as the one in Mount Carmel. There are four very long wooden
dining tables with benches and chairs, which Jacob made in our
carpentry shop. Jacob is at the head of one of the tables and I am
seated opposite him at the other end. On my side to the left are
Mariam and Nathaniel. Next is Mary of Bethany, also called the
Magdalene, who has a child on her lap. Beside her is one of the
boys she and Yeshua adopted, and next to him are two little girls.
We have lots of children (laughter). There’s another boy, he
is another of the children that Yeshua and Mary of Bethany adopted.
He is sitting right here to my right and beside him is a young girl
that we brought with us from Egypt, her name is pronounced Sar’h.
Next to her sits Miriam, the girl child that Yeshua and Mary
adopted.

At the table next to me
are Isaac, Tabitha and their oldest daughter, Sara, who is quite
pregnant. She is sitting next to her husband, Philip. It is lovely
to see. She’s wanted this child for a long time. We have been
praying her pregnancy will go well. (Tears) It’s unusual for me to feel
so emotional, but this is a great occasion to have you here. Next
to Sara is Mary Salome and then there are Mary Anna’s three younger
children. Mary Anna usually sits to Isaac’s left but she is not
here now. Seated at another table are Joseph of Arimathea and his
children, Lois Salome, Martha and Lazarus. There are also Mary
Anna’s oldest daughter, Ruth and other members of the family who
came with us. Other members of the monastic community are
interspersed among us and at the remaining table. That is all for
now. I can see that Jacob is going to have to make another
table! (Laughter)

CA: Take a look again at Mary Magdalene and the baby sitting on
her lap. Is that her baby?

(Claire: I am feeling my throat constrict and my heart beating
faster. There is a great reluctance to speak. I feel deeply
conflicted on a cellular level; on the one hand, knowing it time to
openly share about Yeshua’s children, and, on the other hand,
feeling a profound constraint. The feeling of constraint seems like
a gag restricting what Anna desires to bring forth at this time. As
we proceed, I am aware that a clearing and
healing of a deep cellular obscuration is occurring.
)

ANNA: I hesitate to answer that. I know what it is that you desire
to know, but I hesitate to answer.

CA: Share it if you like. If you are not ready, that’s an OK
choice.

ANNA: We have to keep so much secrecy.

CA: Know that you are totally safe in this moment and nothing is
going to jeopardize anything that is appropriate to share. Please
share only that which is to be shared at this time.

ANNA: (very softly) … Yes, the child is
hers.

CA: Is Yeshua the father?

ANNA: Yes.

CA: Is this the only child they have together?

ANNA: No.

CA: Does this child have older brothers and sisters?

ANNA: Yes. The little one beside me…

CA: What is that older child’s name?

ANNA: Sar’h.

CA: What is the baby’s name?

ANNA: We call her little Lizbett. Her full name is Elizabeth
Hannah. You may be wondering why Mary Anna (Mother Mary) is not with
us.

CA: Yes, I was wondering that.

ANNA: She has gone to be with Yeshua. You may wonder why Mary of
Bethany is not with him and Mary Anna is. More often than not it is
Mary of Bethany who goes away with him. They have – again, it’s so
difficult to bring these things out (Tears)…. we have to be so
careful.

CA: You have done an incredible job of being careful and helping
each other to be careful.

ANNA: Sometimes it is Mary Salome or Mariam who go with him.
Occasionally Philip goes and sometimes it is Joseph of Arimathea,
Lazarus, Nathaniel, Jacob or Isaac.

CA: When one of the Marys or one of the men go with Yeshua, where
do they go?

ANNA: More often than not they go to the nearby mountain called
Bugarach. Sometimes they go deeper into the Pyrenees. Sometimes
they go quite a ways to the east into the foothills of the Alps.
Occasionally they will go with Yeshua far to the north and to
Britain. What I am sharing here about these journeys did not all
happen in this past year, but I am looking into quite a few years
into the future.

CA: What do they do when they go to these places?

ANNA: They take themselves into seclusion so that they can connect
with Great Beings from the other side. They go to many places on
the etheric planes. On several occasions I have gone as well. Often
we go into caves, just as in the old country where we used to live.
When we are in retreat we bilocate ourselves to meet with many,
many peoples. It is quite wonderful! Yeshua has introduced me to
many lands and people that I could not have imagined without having
seen it all for myself.

I taught Yeshua how to
refine this practice when he was a lad. Now when we do it, he
invites me to join my mind with his mind while he projects a scene
and almost materializes it. In this way he introduces me to other
cultures and people that are foreign to my mind. Since his
resurrection, Yeshua has progressed more in his ability to hold
subtle frequencies and now we can hold them better, too. His body
is not the same as before the crucifixion. He can go in and out of
this dimension very easily. His body becomes a vapor and disappears
and then it manifests again in a vapor… just like
that…. (Claire
snaps her fingers.)

During the resurrection
process he became aware of much more of the Earth and humanity. He
realized there was much work to do among Mother Earth’s peoples who
are very ripe and receptive to his Presence and teachings; far more
receptive than our Jewish people had been. After coming back from
these journeys he expresses so much joy. (Joyful tears) It gives him so much
pleasure when hearts are open to the teaching stories he tells
them. He is especially joyful when more awake souls recognize the
Infinite Light in him and do not just fall on their faces. He does
not want to be adored or worshipped. He assists those who have
difficulty seeing beyond his outer manifestation, so that they can
give their adoration and love to their Creator, instead of to him.
He tells them, “I am here to bring you closer to your Father-Mother
Creator and to that Heaven which is within you.”

CA: How much time has passed since the crucifixion?

ANNA: It’s been three and a half years.

CA: And Sar’h. Was she conceived the night of the last
supper?

ANNA: Yes.

CA: And was that a Light Conception?

ANNA: Yes, it was. We all held the space for that.

CA: And where was Sar’h born?

ANNA: Just south of Alexandria within an Essene community on the
shore of Lake Mareotis. We felt she would be safe there. There is
much more to be shared about all of that, but perhaps another
time.

CA: So the place where you are now, what is that
called?

ANNA: Let’s call it Mount Bugarach. This great mystical mountain is
south of the village called Rennes la Chateau that has been made
famous through the legends told about Mary Magdalene in your day.
In my time, the Romans have taken this old Gallic hill fort and use
its strategic vantage point for surveillance, as needed from time
to time. Mount Bugarach is a predominant landmark. This area used
to be covered by water so there are many limestone caves, which we
use for a variety of purposes; just as we did in Mount
Carmel.

CA: What is the focus, now, after the drama of the
crucifixion?

ANNA: We desire very much to finish the anchoring of cosmic
energies into the Earth, to attain as much cosmic consciousness
ourselves, and to safeguard all the children – all my
grandchildren’s offspring, who live here now. As we look into the
immediate future, we see that our efforts will be, as you say,
coming up against a brick wall. We know that often when there is a
bursting forth of light in the night sky, it subsides, and then the
night appears to be darker than it was before. We know that the
pendulum will swing and it will be like a whiplash. We don’t know
how it will dramatize, but we are doing everything that we can to
hold the higher cosmic energies in our own bodies.

Our choice is to stay on
the Earthplane as long as we can benefit others. When there isn’t
any more we can do, then we will let go of our physical forms and
remain close to the Earthplane in our light bodies. We do much of
our work from the subtle realms until it is time to incarnate
again. Having taken vows of compassion, we return to the physical
plane as often as necessary. We have all gained some measure of
enlightenment. Of course, Mary Anna and Yeshua, as avatars, were
born awake. Their mastery and compassionate service, in healing
humanity’s collective karma, has been a source of inspiration for
us all. But for most of us, there always seems to be some measure
of personal karma to clear and infinite levels of consciousness to
realize.

CA: You mentioned that Yeshua would come in and out of form. Tell
us more about the times when Yeshua visits.

ANNA: Sometimes he appears, as if out of thin air. When he appears
there is so much light – it is amazing! Not amazing, really; we
have more or less become accustomed to his radiant presence – not
accustomed in a complacent way, however. We always feel great joy
and reverence when he comes. (Deep
feeling) At first he was quite tangible.
When we reached out and embraced, we could feel of one another’s
flesh in almost the same way as before the resurrection. It seems
that his body is becoming more ethereal. His visits are becoming
briefer and less frequent. In order to experience and be with him,
it is required of us to meet him more and more in the
Light.

CA: He came in this form with Mary of Bethany, and they
experienced a Light Conception in order to bring forth
Lizbett?

ANNA: Yes

CA: How many years was it after the crucifixion until he stopped
appearing in the way you have described?

ANNA: It was another 40 years in which we experienced him in a form
that could be seen with the physical eyes. But as I have said,
during these years his form became increasingly subtle – unless he
chose to present himself more tangibly, which was rare. He was on
the Earthplane for quite some time, but we saw him less and less
over the years.

CA: Did Mary of Bethany go with him often?

ANNA: A fair amount, yes. Her lot is to be more of the Earth
vibration, while Yeshua held more of the cosmic frequencies.
Sometimes this was difficult for her, but she accepted it, because
she deeply understood the work of the Goddess.

CA: Were Mary of Bethany and Yeshua married?

ANNA: They were betrothed, but they did not take the final rite of
marriage in the Jewish tradition. They didn’t feel that was
necessary.

CA: Did Yeshua have a betrothal and marriage with anyone
else?

(Claire: I felt considerable contraction and hesitancy to
respond to this question. The revelation that Yeshua was married to
another woman startled me – that is, the Claire consciousness
witnessing what Anna was saying. I had had a sense that Yeshua may
have had more than one consort with whom to practice high Tantric
alchemy (as have other Masters, such as Padmasambhava in Tibetan
Buddhism.). But I felt very troubled by the idea of polygamy, as it
is commonly practiced, with all its attendant abuses and suffering.
I felt even more troubled about making this revelation about Yeshua
practicing polygamy public because I knew – and still know – it
will likely be misunderstood in ways that can overshadow Yeshua’s
actual intentions and practices. But ultimately, trusting the
process I had entered into with Anna, I chose to breathe into my
fears and was able to relax my mind sufficiently so as to allow
Anna a voice.)

ANNA: Yes. She is another Mary. We call her Mary Salome or Myriam.
She is also known as Myriam of Tyana. She is a distant cousin of
Apollonius of Tyana who is rather well-known as an extraordinary
being, much like Yeshua.

CA: Is this Mary a member of the Magdalene Order?

ANNA: Oh, yes. All we women are Magdalenes. All of us have taken
oaths and initiations within this particular order of Isis. We all
know the mysteries of resurrection. That is our life’s
work.

CA: Did Yeshua have children with this other Mary?

ANNA: He had two boys and one girl.

CA: Was that after the time of Sar’h and Lizbett?

ANNA: Before.

CA: Before the time of the crucifixion?

ANNA: Yes

CA: How old were they at the time of the crucifixion?

ANNA: They were approaching fourteen, ten and eight.

CA: What were their names?

ANNA: Joses Simeon, Miriam and Johannes.

CA: Did they leave Palestine and travel with the family across
the sea?

ANNA: Joses and Miriam were born in India during the six years that
Yeshua lived there as a young man. Johannes was born later in India
during the time that Yeshua made his second journey to the Orient,
just before the public ministry. It was decided that Johannes stay
with Yeshua’s brother, Joseph, until he is an adult. He is there
now. When he is an adult he will have the option of choosing
whether to remain in India or come to Gaul or perhaps go on to
Britain. You may recall Yeshua and Mary of Bethany had three
adopted children who came with us on the boat: Joses, Judas and
Miriam. Judas was adopted, but Joses and Miriam are Yeshua and
Myriam’s children. Myriam will explain more fully.

In my earlier story there
were many things that I could have said, but I chose not to reveal.
You recall how profoundly Claire was affected in her emotional body
when I began to reveal these secrets. This news about Yeshua’s
relationships will likely be difficult for others to hear, as well.
Although we didn’t have the same cultural stigma you currently have
about polygamy, we had good reason to be very judicious and
secretive about the children and our comings and goings. We felt
very protective of all the children, and especially Yeshua’s. There
has been much misunderstanding that has arisen because of our
efforts to protect Yeshua’s children and the true nature of his
relationships and teachings. More readers of my story are now ready
to hear what has been secreted away, though it will still be a big
stretch for most.

CA: What happened to that marriage?

ANNA: As I look into the future, it continued through the remainder
of Yeshua’s life, but it was kept a secret, especially from the
Romans in Palestine, Alexandria and now here. They publicly shun
having more than one wife, though this does not stop many from
having extramarital affairs. There are very few people who can
understand the deeper purposes of these two marriages. Let me
assure you our revelation of it now is certainly not to proselytize
polygamy! Far too much suffering has occurred within this ancient
patriarchal tradition, which has oppressed women for thousands of
years. And certainly, speaking openly about Yeshua’s multiple
partners is not about condoning licentious sexual activity or any
sexual practice where love is absent, for that matter.

Very few are able to look
at the fact that we, as more liberal Essenes, practice conscious
sexuality, whether as celibates or as married couples. For those
who have been conditioned with fictitious stories that Yeshua was
celibate and that sex is sinful, it is very difficult to envision
Yeshua as a married man and conceiving children. Some people feel
that because Yeshua is an avatar, he is somehow “above” being
sexual, as sexuality seems to make him more human. But these people
do not understand the esoteric practices of Tantric alchemy, which
include the conscious cultivation, retention and channeling of
life-force energy through the body, with or without a partner, for
the attainment of spiritual enlightenment. Some people, at the
other extreme, might think, because Yeshua “did it” – not knowing
what “it” is – they have a license to practice any manner of
lust-based, genitally focused sexuality.

Great karmic harm has come
to many individuals and many generations because of this ignorance
– either erring in the way of extreme austerities or blatantly
indulging harmful self-gratification, promiscuity and all manner of
human bondage. I assure you once again, what Yeshua and we
Magdalenes practice does not in any way indulge lust. We transmute
life-force energy, or what you would term sexual passion, by
respecting its creative and destructive power. We bring loving
mindfulness and deep care for one another’s well-being, not just in
the moment of mutual pleasure, but for our beloved’s entire
lifetime and for lifetimes to come. We utilize our sexual energy in
disciplined ways to attain enlightenment of body and mind. We
consciously conceive children in such a way as to lessen the
obscurations that they might otherwise have at birth. We do this so
that they might have more favorable conditions for awakening in
this lifetime. We do this not only for ourselves, but we dedicate
our joyful, healing sexual energy to the awakening and happiness of
all beings.

Let me say further, our
preferred expression of matrimony is a mutual commitment to
monogamous fidelity to each other, and a mutual devotion to the
Beloved on High, unless it is revealed to us that there is a
greater purpose to be served through polygamous fidelity. Generally
speaking, we find monogamy promotes the greatest spiritual
awakening, harmony and well-being within couples, families and
communities. Among us, you will find few who practice polygamy; and
of these, there are only advanced adepts. As we proceed with my
story more understanding may come.

It is with some reluctance
that I share these revelations with you. It is only because a
deeper spiritual awareness is beginning to dawn at this time, that
I offer this controversial information for you to consider and
weigh in your own heart.

CA: I have a question now about the Yeshua and Magdalene
Bloodline. Does it carry through to this time and is it important
because it carries the vibration of the Light
Conception?

ANNA: Yes. But it is also to be understood that the bloodline is
not just Yeshua’s descendants. It includes other Light conceived
children born to my other children who were conscious enough to
participate in the initiations that prepared them for Light
conception. It is also to understand that there were other awakened
families throughout the Earth who have conceived and are conceiving
children in the Light.

With regard to my children
and grandchildren, I have descendants who cover the earth in your
time. What we did through Light conception was to set an expanded,
more unifying cosmic pattern or matrix into the earth. This has
been done by enlightened beings through the cycles of time. All
beings are born of the elements of the earth. These Light
frequencies impregnate the elements and genetics of all forms. They
hold coherent matrixes or patterns of Light that facilitate
consciousness to be aware of Oneness. Although we live in one of
the darkest of Earth’s cosmic cycles, nevertheless, it may be that
this is the most auspicious opportunity for awakening these
intrinsic, coherent patterns or codes of light/Oneness.

I leave you now to deeply
contemplate my words.

 


 


― Chapter 4 ―

 


ANNA: YESHUA COMES FOR A
VISIT

Mount Bugarach, 32–33
AD

 


CATHERINE ANN
(Henceforth:
CA): Where are you now?

ANNA: I am on a hillside. From my point of view I can see a portion
of Mt Bugarach and other mountains which are farther
away.

CA: What time of year is it?

ANNA: A few weeks have passed since we were last together. It is
now definitely the autumn season. There is a chill in the air and
leaves are falling from the trees.

CA: What are you doing in this moment on the hillside?

ANNA: I am looking down unto the valley floor. There is a cart
pulled by one of our oxen. It is followed by another wagon, bigger
than the cart. The men and children have been out harvesting some
of the last fields of grasses which will be used for fodder. They
are coming home now.

CA: Are you going home?

ANNA: Yes. I have been gathering mushrooms and a few medicinal and
cooking herbs. These things are very light and I have them all in a
basket. I am taking them down the hillside to our sanctuary. Some
of the children are with me, as usual. We have been on a pleasant
afternoon outing.

CA: How many children are with you?

ANNA: There are three. Coming up the hill, to meet us, is one of
the girls, and behind her, Mariam is carrying Lizbett on her hip.
They are waving to us. Gesturing, I can hear them say, “Hurry Nana,
get a hustle on!” (Pause) We are moving ahead in
years.(Pause)

CA: Where are you now?

ANNA: I am at the same monastery. It has been expanded because
there are more people living here now. I am aware that my son,
Joseph, is expected. We have been preparing for his arrival. We
have an idea when he will be arriving, but the exact day is not
exactly known.

CA: In these years that have passed, has your life been a normal
routine?

ANNA: Yes, in many ways; but there have been a few momentous or
significant moments.

CA: Tell me about one of those.

ANNA: One that stands out right now is when Yeshua came for a visit
about six weeks after we had first arrived in Bugarach. It was so
wonderful to have him in our midst again. (Tears) There is something about his
eyes that is like no other’s eyes – the way he takes you in and
engages you. He has always had this ability from the time he was a
small lad. It is like being taken into the most brilliant light;
like how you might imagine it would be going into the
sun.

Some of the older boys saw
him coming up the pathway. He looked like an ordinary traveler…but
as he got closer, they recognized him. Of course Joses and Jude had
known their father for years. The other children who have lived
here all their lives had not experienced him until now. The younger
ones all grabbed his hands and arms and tugged at his traveling
cloak. Squealing, they all broke out into a trot.
(Laughter) He
gave some of the younger children turns riding on his shoulders.
Others he whirled around just like he used to do with the children
at Mount Carmel. It did not take long before everyone in our
community knew he was here and we all poured out the doors and
gates to give him our fond embrace. Such rejoicing and
merriment!

As we approached the main
entrance to the sanctuary, he asked us all to be very still. It
wasn’t that he was discounting all of the frivolity up to that
point; it was simply time to gather our energy and prepare for
whatever he was bringing to us. We immediately gathered everyone
into the great room. There was a great hushed silence.

We gathered in the large
dining room. The benches were arranged in a circle. There were a
few cushions and blankets spread out on the floor. As I speak, I am
recalling this beautiful experience as if it is happening right now
…. Yeshua stands in our midst. He raises his hands. We all stand up
in prayer and the singing of psalms. Now we sit down. Mary of
Bethany sits beside him. Myriam is at his feet. All of us are
weeping as she washes his feet and anoints them with
oil.

CA: What is it that Yeshua is sharing with you?

ANNA: He is asking us to make a feast ready; a simple feast of all
of the fruits of harvest time. My mind immediately goes to our
storehouse. We have roots, cheeses, fresh pressed juices and new
wine to bring up from the cooling cellar. There are dried fruits,
honeycombs, fresh apples and pears. Grains and seeds will be ground
and made into bread. Legumes will be soaked and sprouted. There is
plenty of olive oil and the granary is very full. It has been a
good season. It will be a wonderful feast and
celebration!

Yeshua tells us that he
will be with us for a fortnight. We are overjoyed to have him with
us for so long. He says we will have our celebration feast in two
more days. There are two smaller Essene communities not too far
away. He desires that runners be sent right away to invite these
brothers and sisters to join us. He says, “I could have appeared
there, but why make it too simple?” (Laughter)

CA: Was this a surprise?

ANNA: Yes, it was. We had no idea! (Laughter) But that is his way! He
loves to surprise us and see our faces light up. He loves to spread
joy and light-heartedness all around. Often he does not tell us his
plans because he might be delayed for any number of reasons.
Something could come up. He was needed for this, he was needed for
that. He always responded at a moment’s notice to any need. Rather
than disappoint us by creating an expectation that he would be
coming at a certain time, he often said, “Expect me when you see
me.” (Laughter)
It wasn’t to make things difficult for us that he said this, but
rather, he was encouraging us to be childlike, enjoying the miracle
of the moment. He would tell us, “Be the child who is faithful and
diligent and happy with whatever is in the moment.”

CA: Is it different being with him now compared to being with him
before the crucifixion?

ANNA: Oh, yes. Yeshua’s skin looks very different. He used to be
quite tanned. Now there is a translucent milky-whiteness about his
skin. It doesn’t look sickly. It exudes a soft, lovely light. He
was always very – what you would say – beautiful, in a manly way.
He has a beautiful countenance and a noble, gentle gracefulness in
the way he carries himself. He used to be quite tangible, but now
there is more of his light body present. After a number of weeks
passed after his resurrection, we could feel his flesh when we
touched him. He allowed us to feel his body. He had merged enough
with his higher frequency energy bodies so that he could easily
allow this. He is still quite tangible; but there is more of an
ethereal quality about him.

To be with him feels like
being seen through every pore of his skin. It is as if every pore
is an eye that can see and know everything about you on every level
of consciousness. Every part of him is very awake and alive – all
seeing – all-knowing. There can be no secrets. It is beautiful. We
don’t worry or try to hide from his ability to see us completely.
We want to be naked like an innocent child with him. It is this
quality of gentle, open innocence that he evokes with us. It is
beautiful to feel so safe while being so vulnerable. We are greatly
strengthened and inspired to be as he is.

CA: Have you ever felt that way with anyone else?

ANNA: Yes. I especially felt a deep transparency and radiation of
energy during and after my rejuvenation processes. I noticed this
was especially true when I was more out of my body than in my body.
But in this instance, with Yeshua, I am in my body and I am
experiencing the Infinite Light very profoundly. It is far easier
to hold such intense energy in the body when you are with someone
of great mastery, and it also easier to transmute any obscuration
that arises – whether it is of the body, emotions or
mind.

I am recalling two of
Yeshua’s beloved expressions. (Tears) “Where two or more are
gathered, there I AM.” “All that you see me do, you can do also.”
When there is sufficient faith beyond belief, the True Self
witnesses these truths.

CA: So that which you experienced on the inner planes, out of
your body, you could bring home into your body?

ANNA: Yes. If the experiences on the inner planes are not brought
fully into the body, it has little merit. If such journeys into the
subtle realms enhance being more awake, mindful and compassionate
in every moment of one’s life in physicality, no matter how mundane
or how much suffering may be present, then this expanded awareness
serves. Otherwise, to have access to the subtle planes can be a
form of escape and self-created fantasy which leads to greater
self-delusion.

We all treasure these
moments when Yeshua’s presence is close. It feels as though Heaven
and Earth are merged in us. These experiences feel so natural; we
sometimes catch ourselves becoming complacent. But then we stop
short when we remember we might not have him with us for long. We
never knew how long it would be before we’d see him again. We do
not know how tangible his body might be next time. When such
thoughts arise, we recognize our attachment to his physical
form.

Times like this are always
teaching moments to remind ourselves about the impermanence of all
things – that what has a beginning has an ending. It is important
to remain calmly present in the midst of this world’s constant
change. We remember the changeless, clear Awareness and Peace we
always feel when we attune to Yeshua, whether he is physically
present or not. We gently remind ourselves, “Let’s stay awake
within this precious sacred moment. Let’s relish our true treasure
which is the Infinite Love we feel right now and
always.”

This visit with Yeshua was
a very powerful turning point for our community. His coming
supported our resolve to be more mindful and kind. It fortified us
is a way that lets us know our gentle way of transparent
vulnerability is our greatest strength. It focused us in an
extraordinary way.

Would that the world
communities of your day know the truth of what I am witnessing, and
anchor it in your daily living. Would that more individuals, who
desire to awaken and be of greater service to others, harvest the
frequencies of Light – the Christ Presence within every cell. Your
bodies can be like a granary full of wheat, oats, barley and
millet. Within every cell and every atom, there is room for
entertaining and welcoming your own True Self as your precious
guest. When this Guest comes, it is like a feast – enlivening your
very soul. Yes, bring honor and reverence to the externalized
Christ, the one we call Yeshua. When he invites you to sup with
him, he will reflect you and show you who you truly are. That is
truly a feast beyond words.

CA: Is there anything more that was significant in that
visit?

ANNA: Yes. Yeshua turned to Mary of Bethany at the end of his visit
and asked if she were willing to come with him on a little journey.
And of course, (Laughter) she was very willing! When
she came back, she announced that she was with child. It was this
child who was sitting on her lap when I first took you into our new
Mount Carmel sanctuary.

CA: Lizbett?

ANNA: Yes.

CA: Is there more to share?

ANNA: No. Not at this time. We shall hear now from the other
Magdalenes who wish to speak.

 


{Anna and the Councils have assessed that the previous readers
of “Anna, Grandmother of
Jesus” are now ready to hear the secrets
that had been held back concerning the Magdalenes and Yeshua’s
relationship to them. In order to proceed, it is now necessary to
retrace Yeshua’s earlier experiences and tell about his marriage
with Myriam of Tyana, a Magdalene priestess.

We are taken to the area
where Galilee and Samaria border one another near Mt. Gilboa. It is
here where Yeshua meets Myriam at a well, and shortly thereafter,
marries her. This chapter provides a first-witness account of their
wedding celebration.}

 


 


 


― Chapter 5 ―

 


GALEAH

The Wedding of Yeshua
& Myriam of Tyana

Ginaea, Samaria, 14
AD

{East of Caesarea near Mt Gilboa}

 


GALEAH:
First of all, I’d like to report that I am
hearing the sound of musical instruments: cymbals, tambourines,
drums, flutes, horns and stringed instruments. It is a celebration
of great happiness and joy. There are joyful sounds of music,
clapping, laughter and much singing.

As I look down at my feet,
they are unshod and tanned. My soles are calloused. I can move
freely on the sandy ground and the flagstone paving without any
sense of discomfort. I am dancing now and my garment is gracefully
sweeping over the flat stones. I am raising my skirt up a bit to
expose my ankles and calves. With great joy I whirl around and
around. My black hair hangs in thick lustrous strands below my
waist. The crown of my head is covered with a long, red silk scarf,
which I wrap in such a way that it is knotted at the nape of my
neck; the fringed loose ends flow among my wavy locks. My full
bosom is accented by my red robe, which is gathered tightly around
my waist with a scarf of many colors and intricate patterns. My
arms are deeply tanned and mostly bare.

CATHERINE ANN
(Henceforth:
CA): Do you have any kind of
ornamentation?

GALEAH:
Just a bangle here on my left wrist and some
earrings. I hope someday to wear the serpent of the Goddess on my
arm.

CA: Are you carrying anything?

GALEAH:
I am holding a tambourine. It has a tight skin on
one side. When I shake and strike it, the bells and drum make
rhythmic sounds. There are other girls and women dancing with
tambourines and cymbals.

CA: How old are you?

GALEAH:
Fifteen.

CA: What are you called?

GALEAH:
One name my family and friends like to call me is
Galeah.

CA: What is the celebration?

GALEAH:
Yeshua is getting married.

CA: Who is his bride?

GALEAH:
Oh, that is the beautiful one, Myriam. There are
many guests and it is very lovely. There is so much joy. I am very
happy she and Yeshua ben Joseph are honoring their love under the
wedding canopy.

CA: Where does the wedding take place?

GALEAH:
It is taking place in Uncle Eleazar of Tyana’s
home. We live in the land called Samaria northwest of Jerusalem.
Not too far away, to the west, there is a Roman city called
Caesarea that lies beside the Great Sea. To the north and northeast
are the beautiful hills which climb up to Mount Carmel and Mount
Tabor. To the east are Mount Gilboa and the gentle River Jordan.
The Galilean road from Sepphoris and Nazareth runs through our
valley plain and pasturelands, where many sheep, goats and cattle
feed. My uncle’s large home is near the village of Ginaea. I live
with my family in the village, but my father is not so rich in land
and animals. My father is a tradesman who buys and sells many
things. Our home is smaller and cannot support such an occasion as
this. Myriam is my aunt; the youngest of my father’s many sisters.
Uncle Eleazar is proud to host so many people.

CA: Please tell me more about the celebration. You have shared
there is music. Tell me about the ceremony, the food, and how long
this wedding will be.

GALEAH:
It will go on for days. Most of the guests will
be here for three days. Others who have traveled a long distance
will stay for a week or so. Yeshua’s uncle, called Joseph of
Arimathea, has land he inherited from his father-in-law, south of
here, in the Samaritan village of Arimathea. I am told he also owns
houses in Bethany and Jerusalem, and boats that make voyages on the
Great Sea. He is very rich. It is he who is making it possible for
all of Yeshua’s relatives to come here from Mount Carmel, Cana and
Nazareth.

As I said, my Uncle
Eleazar is wealthy in land and many herds of animals. He and my
father, Achim and their wives joined cousins who have lived in
Samaria and Galilee for generations. My family came here before I
was born. They and all their ancestors came from a land far to the
north in a region called Cappadocia. My family came from a village
called Tyana. I have heard our forefathers, who are mostly of the
tribe of Benjamin, came from this land, where we now live, many,
many generations ago. But they were taken captive and forced to
live in Assyria and Babylon. There was a great dispersion of the
tribes of Israel at that time. We feel that we have returned to our
original homeland.

Tyana is where Myriam used
to live. She came to live with us several years ago. My father
brought her for a visit when he returned from one of his journeys
to Cilicia and Cappadocia gathering goods to sell. She enjoyed
being here and chose to stay. My family talks about Yeshua’s and
Myriam’s marriage being an important liaison. My father and uncle
are very happy for this reconnection of the family tree.

Several generations ago
there was an uncomfortable estrangement between both paternal and
maternal lineages, from which Yeshua also comes. They feel Yeshua’s
connection to the royal house of David through both his parents is
good for them politically, since most Jews despise the people of
Samaria for the Assyrian blood that runs in our veins. There are
many among us who see the Jews corrupt bigots and it is we who
better live the original teachings of our fathers, Abraham and
Moses. I think this is especially true in the way many of my family
honor the Great Mother of life. I experience these quarrels as
petty distractions and the poisonous source of unnecessary
suffering. I, like my elders, am glad for the healing that may come
of this union.

CA: Has the wedding ceremony begun?

GALEAH:
This is the day we prepare for the actual
marriage ceremony.

CA: How do you prepare?

GALEAH:
We prepare with lots of dancing and
feasting! (Laughter)

CA: That sounds fun! (Big
laugh)

GALEAH:
I am Myriam’s favorite niece and I love her very
much. Actually I think my other cousins also feel like they are
Myriam’s favorite. She has a way of making everyone feel seen and
special.

CA: How do you feel about her and Yeshua getting
married?

GALEAH:
I am very happy for them. I hope I can have a
husband like Yeshua. His brothers are here and I am going to look
at them and see if they are as handsome and kind as he
is(4).
His parents and other aunts and uncles are visiting, too. I like
his family. They dress very simply and their robes mostly look
the same. They carry a peace within them
that I enjoy very much. His mother is beautiful. She is different
from the other women, not only because she has lighter skin and
hair, but there is something so gentle about her, like a
turtledove. She took me right into her arms when we first met. I
felt like I never wanted to leave her embrace – it was so still, so
comforting.

His mother, Mary Anna,
introduced me to her mother, Anna of Mount Carmel, who also
embraced me, but she felt different – like someone who is
mysterious and rather distant. Like I feel when I go with my mother
to the shrine of the Goddess. I don’t have words to describe
exactly how I felt. They both made my heart feel huge, but if I had
to choose between them, it would be Mary Anna I would choose for my
mother.

CA: Did you meet Yeshua before or at the time of the
wedding?

GALEAH:
I first met him almost six months ago, shortly
after he found Myriam at the well. She had been gathering water for
the household and animals late in the afternoon. He was on his way
to Arimathea from Nazareth with his Uncle Joseph who had invited
Yeshua to travel with him. The purpose of the journey was to assess
his uncle’s holdings in Samaria and then visit the temple in
Jerusalem and stay for a time in Joseph’s home in Bethany. When
Yeshua asked Myriam for water and he looked deeply into her eyes,
they were stunned with deep recognition and a great love swept over
them. Myriam persuaded her new acquaintances to come to my uncle’s
home to have sup and rest for the night. Yeshua continued his
journey after several days, but shortened his stay in Bethany so
that he might return to our village to court Myriam.

After several weeks of
deep communion and meeting family members, my father escorted
Myriam to Nazareth so that Yeshua’s parents might meet her and give
their blessing for a betrothal. That celebration occurred there two
weeks ago. Now we are celebrating their formal wedding. We have
been told that Yeshua and his brother James are going with an uncle
named Jacob to his grandfather Joachim’s ancestral lands near the
great mountain(5)
not far from Tyana. Now that Myriam is his bride,
she will introduce her new husband to our extended family remaining
in that region.

Then they will travel to
the Orient, a very mysterious land, so I have been told. One of the
main reasons for traveling such a distance is to meet many great
teachers – greater even than Yeshua’s mother and grandmother. I can
hardly imagine such ones, because in the few moments I was in Anna
and Mary Anna’s embrace my mind began to expand without me doing
anything. Even I, with little experience, can sense these women can
lead anyone who is ready, to know and see what the Goddess knows
and sees.

CA: What is your favorite part of the wedding week?

GALEAH:
Besides the dancing, there are special foods that
we usually don’t eat except for occasions like this. Some of the
ingredients are rare. They come from long distances, like Egypt and
Persia. There are also spices that come from even further away. The
caravans bring them here from the Orient where Yeshua and Myriam
are going. My favorite foods are the ones that are sweet. I like
anything that is sweet.

CA: Are there many sweet things?

GALEAH:
Oh, yes! There are all manner of sweets made with
honey and date paste. All the food is a feast for the eyes and it’s
been in preparation for weeks. I feel like a child who can barely
wait to sample everything. Imagining how it might taste, and
smelling the exotic spices, brings great pleasure to my senses. To
taste it, though, is far better than eager anticipation and fond
memory, because so much love and happiness is put into everything.
And sharing it with everyone, in seemingly unending courses, is a
crescendo of expanding delights!

CA: Tell me about the ceremony. What are Yeshua and Myriam
wearing?

GALEAH:
There has not been much time to prepare our usual
elaborate wedding garments. But there are special fabrics that have
been purchased and woven over the years. They are set aside for
occasions like this. My women relatives have been busy sewing ever
since the betrothal. Myriam’s skirt is mostly woven of diaphanous
white cotton from Egypt. It drapes beautifully over her hips, where
it is gathered under a fitted girdle of knotted linen threads.
There are wonderful little bells, shells, stones and silver pieces
tied to it. These are sewn and strung in such a way as to emphasize
her feminine qualities. Her shapely breasts and arms are adorned
with a short blouse with long draping sleeves. It is worn over the
flowing skirt. When she raises her arms her slender belly is
exposed. The long sleeves flow in the breeze when she stands and
spread like wings when she dances. On her chest hangs a beautiful
heirloom medallion made of silver, gold and small jewels. She wears
the golden serpent of the Goddess on her left arm, signifying she
is an initiate of the Magdalene mysteries. Her breasts are full and
lovely, like mine. Her long, wavy and very thick hair is quite a
rich dark brown, almost black, highlighted with mahogany henna dye
that glints like specks of fire in the sun.

CA: Does she wear anything on her head?

GALEAH:
She is wearing a long, shawl-like scarf made of
the same gauzy fabric as her skirt. It is embroidered with
intricate designs that portray floral garlands, doves, pomegranates
and other symbols of fertility. The threads are made of red and
white silk. A simple band of gold that fits tightly over the crown
of her head holds it in place. There are garlands of sweet roses
and jasmine entwined around the band. When it is time, part of the
shawl will come forward and hang down over her face. She has lovely
henna designs on her hands, arms and feet. A silver crescent moon
hangs from her head band over her forehead. Her full lips are
painted red and her wide-set, almond shaped golden-brown eyes are
heavily outlined with black kohl.

When you look into
Myriam’s eyes there is a gentle softness and there is also a
passionate fire. On the one hand, you want to lay still forever in
her arms, and, on the other, you want to dance with her, arm in
arm, flying into the sun. You can tell her any secret and know it
is safe with her. She’s not that much older than me, but I look up
to her almost like an elder. She seems so wise, way beyond her
years. I am told she is two years older than Yeshua who recently
turned seventeen, though it is difficult to tell how old he is.
Sometimes he seems very young and at other times he has the look of
a wise sage. There is a peculiar quality about him. He remains a
mystery to me.

CA: What do you find peculiar about Yeshua?

GALEAH:
He is mysterious like Myriam. There’s a mystery
in their eyes that you can’t quite fathom. One minute you think you
have them figured out, and then the next thing you know, they say
or do something unpredictable. There’s an energy that I feel when I
am with them I cannot find words to describe in my mind. It feels
like quicksand, not in a bad way; it just means that I am
constantly letting go of any ideas I might think about them.
Without saying anything, I feel like they invite me to be with them
moment by moment.

It’s fun – like when I was
a child. Sometimes we just sit still, and when I look into their
eyes, it’s as if they are somewhere else, while their bodies are
here. There’s a feeling of letting go of any thoughts about being
separate from each other, from the sky, the sun, the earth, the
ants and the flies moving about us. And then in another breath we
are none of these things – just pure space like the deep, cobalt
blue sky. Then in the blink of an eye we are in cheerful
conversation again. (Pause)
Being with them gives me much to
contemplate.

It’s like your body is
here, but where are you? Who are you? Who is looking? When I look
into their eyes it is like looking into a deep, deep well or
looking into the blinding sun. I notice there are only a few people
in our village who linger, gazing eye to eye with Yeshua and
Myriam. Most feel uncomfortable looking into their eyes. They cast
their eyes to the earth and turn away. But with me, it’s like I
don’t want Yeshua or Myriam to ever blink. I never want their eyes
taken off me.

Yeshua is so easy to love.
Even though I am only a girl, I know what I feel in my heart is a
love coming from him that is pure, like a mother’s love for her
child. The energy that comes out of his eyes is like the
scintillating rays of the sun, which clears away all the darkness
in my mind. Usually you can feel a powerful energy around him and
you know when he is somewhere nearby. But sometimes he pulls his
energy in close, and then when you least expect it, he will come up
from behind and gently tickle your ribs, take your hands, turn you
around, dance with you - laughing like there is no tomorrow! Yeshua
can be very playful and he has the most wonderful laugh. Myriam
does, too. (Sigh) I wish I were Myriam.

CA: She is very happy to be marrying Yeshua, isn’t
she?

GALEAH:
Yes, very. Her smiling face is glowing. It is as
though a rapturous song sings through her entire body. He is happy,
too. They are beautiful together. The kind of couple every girl
dreams of for herself.

CA: What is Yeshua wearing?

GALEAH:
His family members are Essenes from Mount Carmel,
where everyone dresses very simply. Our way is more elaborate. His
mother made him a simple robe of very fine linen. It has a wide
neckline, which he can pull easily over his head. Part of his chest
is exposed. There is a little fine hair showing. His luminous skin
is very tanned and beautiful. His wavy hair is a dark auburn brown
that hangs below his shoulders. There are locks that grow from his
temples and crown that have never been cut. They are twisted into a
small knot at the top of his head, which is held in place with a
slender ivory hair pick.

We have an ancient love
poem among our scriptures passed down to us from Solomon the Wise
and Queen Sheba. Myriam has taught a number of us how to understand
it on levels beyond the ordinary mind. Much of it requires a
different way of seeing. It ignites passion for the beloved, as God
incarnate – the Beloved. It sets the stage for conceiving a child
in a space of love and light. As I look at Yeshua and Myriam, it’s
as if “The Song of Songs”
was written just for them.

CA: Is Yeshua taller than Myriam?

GALEAH:
Myriam’s head is just slightly above his
shoulder.

CA: Does he have a beard?

GALEAH:
Right now, he is mostly clean shaven. He had the
beginnings of a beard before the ceremony. I am not sure why it’s
been shaved. I’m sure he will soon have a beard again, as is the
custom of the Nazarite Essenes.

CA: What color are his eyes?

GALEAH:
Oh, they are a deep warm hazel brown with lots of
blue-grey specks. They seem to change like quicksilver. Sometimes
they look more blue-grey and sometimes a little more golden brown.
They have a clear watery look to them. His eyes dance, like
sunlight on water. They are very lively, and yet, they are like a
very still, deep well. As I said, he’s a walking enigma – a lovable
mystery.

CA: What else would you like to share about this
celebration?

GALEAH:
This wedding is an enactment of
“The Song of Songs.” It
is an ancient ritual of the Goddess Mother mating with Father
Creator. It is the anointing of the Bridegroom to prepare him to
enter the Bride’s sacred chamber where they will open to one
another. In union, they bring Heaven’s great light into the Earth
Mother’s body. It is a sacred blessing upon all life, in all its
myriad forms, so all beings may be abundantly fertile and
happy.

After we have had our
feast and more dancing, Myriam will be brought out of a dark room
and led to a special place that has been prepared. There is a
platform under a red silk canopy that is tied in such a way as to
reveal a bed of richly upholstered cushions covered with cloths,
sheepskins and even a leopard skin. It is used by Egyptian priests
who officiate in the conception and resurrection rites of Isis,
Osiris and Horus. When night draws nigh the canopy veils will be
untied and the heavy red silks will be unfurled. The wedding bed
will then be hidden from our view.

Now we are ready for the
actual ceremony. At the foot of the canopy is a long bench upon
which Yeshua is sitting in calm repose. Myriam is brought to stand
a distance in front of him. Yeshua silently beckons Myriam to come
close. She kneels at his feet. His entire body was washed earlier
in a special ritual that is done among the men. This is also true
for Myriam with the assistance of the women. She bends low. Slowly
and gently she kisses his feet, her long hair cascading all around,
veiling her sacred supplication. Yeshua places a hand on her head,
indicating it is time to rise.

Standing before him, she
removes a sealed alabaster vial of expensive spikenard oil from her
girdle. The heat of her body has made its thick syrupy texture into
anointing oil that is easy to pour and apply. All is very hushed
until she breaks the wax seal from the head of the vial. As she
pours some of the pungent spikenard upon Yeshua’s head, we, who are
in attendance, offer a soft collective sigh. Then she places both
hands upon his crown. His hair, which was previously knotted, hangs
long and limp down his back. A quickening energy begins to rise as
Myriam’s belly quivers and her hips begin an almost imperceptible
undulation. Yeshua’s head falls back, his eyes closed, his hands
resting in equipoise on his thighs. Myriam kneels once more at her
beloved’s feet and begins to pour oil upon them. Some of the string
instruments begin a slow drone and the percussion a very soft,
quivering rhythm. A chorus of voices begins a slow
vibrato.

A male cantor now starts
reciting the entire “Song of Songs”
– the way of opening to the Beloved on High.
Myriam tenderly lifts each anointed foot into her lap and massages
it in a very sensual way. Slowly, she massages the soles of his
feet, each toe and between the toes. Ever so slowly, she anoints
and massages his calves. She rises up on bended knees and reaches
under his robe to anoint and massage his thighs which are like
smooth, white, marble pillars. The music becomes more ardent and
the harmonies more complex. Our voices make the cooing sound of
doves. Among us, a solo female voice joins the male cantor with
melodious and increasingly ecstatic refrains. She weaves her
beautiful voice through the entire tapestry of sound.

The voice of the Divine
Feminine, the Queen of heaven and earth, calls forth the King of
kings to make his descent. She calls forth the winds from their
four directions. She calls forth the angels of earth, fire, water
and air to bear witness. She weaves the sounds of all creation and
infinite space to come and be present here. Myriam anoints Yeshua’s
head once more, now massaging every orifice and plane of his face,
neck, shoulders, back and arms. She takes his hands and lifts them
to her mouth and kisses them. Placing his hands upon her hips, she
pulls his head to her breasts. Her breasts are like pomegranates,
rich and full and nurturing. She continues to coax the energy to
rise up Yeshua’s spine, one hand upon his crown and the other
behind his heart.

Our bodies begin to
undulate, our eyes, wet with tears. We are all feeling the serpent
power rising in our spines. Tears stream from Myriam’s eyes. Her
body quivers. The male and female cantor alternate between singing
in unison and reciting in response to each other. The beloved song
of ecstasy awakens passion within our hearts and loins. Myriam
bends low and places her mouth above Yeshua’s head. A ram’s horn is
raised to the sky. Myriam blows the breath of life into her
beloved’s crown and the horn ushers forth a quickening tone – clear
and fervent. We feel an awakening shudder through our bodies. It is
as if what Myriam is doing to Yeshua, she is also doing to us. She,
representing the Great Mother, anoints and awakens her
children.

Yeshua raises himself from
the bench. His diaphanous robe clings to his anointed body. He
takes Myriam’s hands and beckons her to take his place upon the
bench. It is the Bride’s turn to be honored and anointed. The male
cantor’s tenor notes and the woman’s contralto passages weave into
each other, soothing and coaxing an ever rising flow of energy. The
ancient, primordial marriage of “The Dying and Risen King with the
Queen of Heaven and Earth” – the consecration of their bodies to
bring forth a covenant child – is enacted before our
eyes.

As Yeshua anoints his
beloved, it is as if we can feel a life-giving fountain offering up
her waters, freely spreading her greening wetness upon the earth’s
dry wastelands. We can feel the Great Mother quenching all beings’
thirst. As his hands anoint Myriam’s hands, heart and belly, we
also feel a fiery energy rising up from the earth’s center. It
penetrates our bodies, as if the flame of a cosmic fire is surging
upward to merge with the light of the stars, sun and
moon.

Then he blows the breath
of life into her crown – the horn resounds! Once again we are
quickened. There are no dry eyes.

A large cushion is placed
between them and they kneel upon it facing each other. A small
glass bowl is handed first to Myriam. In it is a red paste made of
ground minerals and olive oil. She gathers the paste upon the
middle finger of her right hand and draws a red stripe down
Yeshua’s forehead, nose, lips, chin, throat, and then she stops at
his heart. Yeshua takes the bowl and does likewise with Myriam. All
the while they are looking deeply into each other’s eyes. It makes
me want to swoon! Myriam is quivering. Yeshua is quivering. Then he
raises his hands and she takes the red paste and presses it deeply
into his palms and wrists. Yeshua does likewise with Myriam’s palms
and wrists. They bring there hands and wrists toward each other
until they are pressed together. Slowly they bring their bodies
close as their hands and forearms extend out to the side. At last
they rest together heart to heart, thigh to thigh, forehead to
forehead and mouth to mouth.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/55829
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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