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THE ANCIENT STORY. 
 
The foundations where shaken.   
 
The ancient story goes that the world I live in now was not always the way 
it appears.  Much changed because of the Quake.  The few people who still 
talk about it call it “the Great Quake.”  Before the Quake, the land was 
level below the Royal Waterfall.  The Waterfall filled the ancient world with 
abundant life and there was no Desert at all.  The whole land was saturated 
with water and the Waterfall’s mist traveled into the entirety of the land.  
The mist filled the air and all the people breathed it in.  It was by way of 
the mist that The Name directed them and touched their spirits through 
deep hydration.  Everyone knew the closer to the falls the purer the water.  
People say everyone knew of the Ancient of Days because the Host 
Himself was visible and tangible among the people.  The Host of the Land 
knew the Name of the Ancient of Days because His Name was in Him. 
 
Water surrounded everyone. 
 
In those days, at the farthest reaches of the land, the water sprang forth 
like light forms at dawn. There, under the Waterfall, the people felt secure.  
Everyone had what they needed because the Ancient of Days provided it 
as they communed with Him.  There was light.  There was safety.  There 
was security. 
 
Those folks all those years ago, most people call them “the First Ones,” 
started to take their attention off the Source of the water. Instead, they 
focused on the abundance that came forth.  They began to live aloft of 
true inspiration.  They moved over time further from the Falls due to the 
abundance of water itself.  They lived in plenty and lost sight of the One 
who provided the plentiful provisions.  That got taken for granted.  He got 
taken for granted.  All but a few stopped deeply breathing in the mist.  As 
they stopped breathing; their spirits ran dry. 
 
In that time of taking the Name for granted, the one called Prince-Nachash 
came amongst the First Ones.  Prince-Nachash came out of the Falls 
where the mist shines infused with light from the Royal Waterfall.  Prince-
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Nachash is from old.  He is from beyond the Royal Waterfall. He is of 
legend.  It is said that his skin reflects the light from beyond and thus he 
knows many things.  He told all the First Ones that the Falls would always 
flow, and no one should ever be concerned that the current would ever 
stop (and in a way, that was true).  He gathered the First Ones together to 
build a tall storehouse that towered over everything and reached into the 
sky.  The storehouse tower would rival the height of the Royal Waterfall.  
The tower became the focus of their needs and desires.  Prince-Nachash 
taught the First Ones to rely only on themselves.  He said they could have 
autonomy like the Ancient of Days. 
 
Thus, the foundations where shaken.  There was a “Great Quake” and they 
say the land split and swallowed the towering storehouse whole.  Those 
that had traveled quite a distance from the Waterfall got cut off.  The 
chasm was formed.  The lowlands dropped and the Wall of Cliffs 
appeared.  The water that once encircled the land and filled it with 
abundance bled into the ground into the Great Trench.  The Desert was 
formed between us and the Highlands. 
 
Many wells formed in the aftermath of the Quake as did the great lake 
which they named Receding.  The lake itself seemed like some kind of 
miracle because it had no streams.  The First Ones called it Lake Receding 
because its waters shrank in size a little each generation.  The town of 
Receding was founded in that time in an effort to pull together and survive. 
 
Everyone surrounded the water. 
 
Prince-Nachash who had purposefully encouraged the carelessness of the 
First Ones was bound to the Desert where he rules.  He is the Lord Over 
Receding.  He is in the Desert.  Everyone knows it’s not safe to go into 
the Desert.  That’s the story anyway. The story of the town where I was 
born. 
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I was born in Receding. 
 
Born into a family born into the town of Receding.  My grandmother’s father told our 
family of the time before the Great Quake from what he heard.  He was sort of a 
believer, I guess.  Most members of our family think the things he shared are legends 
and I have always agreed with them for the most part.  There are legends of the Ancient 
of Days, stories about the Traveler, and theories about Receding. 
 
I am pretty sure I am the only person in my family who thinks the Ancient of Days is 
real. There is an uncle, but He is not around much at all.  I knew little about him when 
all of this started.  I am not sure why my family members do not believe in the Ancient 
of Days even though we have the fragment of “Water Hymn” etched on the wall of the 
main hall of our home.  My grandmother’s father put it there and it was there each and 
every day I lived in that house.  It is not a well-known song.  To me, it looks like a 
fragment of a song.  None of us knows the melody. It is said in our family that my great 
grandfather found it out in a cave in the Desert (what he was doing out there is beyond 
me).  In my whole life, I have seen it nowhere else. 
 
We don’t even know what it means. 
It says... 
 
“Water Hymn” 
 
Most High Host 
From above Your waters spring 
Light enough to bring life’s meaning 
A righteous current, an eternal stream 
To dry hearts with hopeful dreams 
Forever Most High are your means 
Our spirits now in Your truth drink in meaning.   
 
Knowing Your grace and mercy 
Power and might 
Sovereign rule through day and night. 
Self-existent from You comes the waters’ tide 
Deep within to our spirit's delight. 
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I have always found it interesting that whenever the Ancient of Days (I assume that is 
Who it is about) is mentioned in that song that a capital letter is used.  “Most High 
Host,” “Your,” and “You” are all capitalized out of reverence and respect for the 
Ancient of Days.  I am guessing at that actually.  Okay, so I have looked at the hymn 
a few times and asked my parents some questions.  I must admit that I find it strange 
that this “Water Hymn” is on the wall and neither of my parents knows what it means 
nor are they willing to cover it over. 
 
Why don’t they believe in the Ancient of Days?  They don’t believe because most people 
in Receding believe in something else.  They believe in something or someone else.  Some 
people even hold that Prince-Nachash is Lord, Founder and spiritual hero of Receding.  
As to why, I sought to find out. 
 
What follows is that journey... 
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JOURNAL ENTRY 1. 
 
I woke up today to eat together with my family as I always had done.  It 
was going to be a typical morning until my father gave me a different task 
than all previous days. 
 
“Son,” he told me with a pride-filled smile, “you are old enough to go to 
the Market and place our orders for the day.”  That had always been his 
job.  He had taken me with him over the past month or so.  He had asked 
me to watch closely.  I had come of age last week and apparently now I 
could share in that responsibility.  He slid the handwritten order for food, 
water, and supplies to me on the table.  “I trust you to go to the Market 
and place our order.” 
 
He handed me a journal and told me that I was entering a new stage in life.  
“My father gave me this, but I never used it.  Maybe you will.”  He told me 
my journey would be my own.  “Now off to the Market with you,” he said. 
 
I was thrilled.  I knew exactly what to do.  My father placed his trust in me.  
My heart swelled with pride.  I had the opportunity to do things on my 
own.  I could almost taste freedom as I picked up the order from him and 
skipped out the door like a little child.  Even as I was rushing, I realized I 
was older than that and stopped flittering about like a moth. 
 
As I went out the door, the town of Receding lay before me.  You see, my 
house is on the furthest reaches of the east side of town.  It is in the oldest 
part of Receding.  All of the town of Receding has built up around Lake 
Receding.  I suppose when our community had been built long ago my 
home stood closer to the lake, but over time the lake shrunk, and houses 
have been added to stay close with the water.  So, the closer to the lake 
you get the newer the homes.  In addition, the closer to the lake you get 
the lower the town slopes.  Our family home is in what is now the outskirts 
of Receding and on the highest level of land.  My sister calls it “the lip of 
the bowl.” 
 
My destination lay on the complete opposite side of town.  The Market is 
on the western-most side of town nearest to the farmland.  The farmland 
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is in the west where it is brighter.  There is not a lot of light on our side of 
town. It is not dark mind you, but the Wall of Cliffs seen in the distant 
Desert cast a huge shadow over Receding and blocks much of the light. I 
remember my great grandfather said once that “Receding is dim because 
it has fallen from the light.”  It gets lighter and brighter as you travel west.  
There is less shadow in the west.  Receding is a strange town.  It is old and 
new and hustling and quiet.  It is a town of contradictions. Receding is 
home to a market, farm storage, houses, schools, shops, a pond, a large 
amphitheater, a few wells, and more things I have yet to discover.  I have 
not been all over town even though I have lived here my whole life. 
 
Thinking about the adventure that lay before me, excitement welled up in 
my stomach. My heart beat a little faster and harder in my chest like a shine 
root drummer at a festival.  My hands tensed and the market list was firmly 
in my grasp.  I ran at first towards the Market through houses I knew well.  
Each house was occupied by someone I knew.   
 
Old Geitonas with his meticulously manicured mustache that curled up on 
the ends was next to our home.  My sister and I often debated how long it 
took Old Geitonas to brush his mustache to stay that way.  Then it was 
the Rurigena family next to him.  I liked going to their house for they had 
all girls.  All of them were pretty girls around my age with long blonde hair 
and bright green eyes.  I thought for a moment about stopping and lauding 
my new job for my family to Puella (the daughter closest to my age), but 
dismissed that for another day.  Maybe she had a new job as well. 
 
As I was running through the streets, various neighbors and families 
greeted me because they recognized me.  Like I said, I was born and grew 
up in Receding.  As I ran a little further west, I got into a part of town that 
I was unfamiliar with.  The architecture changed from rounded arches and 
windows to more pointed arches and square windows.  The windows also 
went from wider panes to narrow panes because the further west I got the 
closer I was to light.  I noticed alleys off to the side that went to parts of 
Receding unknown to me.  In my excitement, I pushed back the 
temptation to explore and headed as fast as I could to the Market. 
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As I got closer to the Market, I started to cough.  Dust was everywhere.  I 
had run too fast.  I had breathed in too much.  I coughed and coughed.  I 
took a large swig from my canteen of water to clear my throat.  My throat 
was scratchy from coughing the dirt.  The water helped.  The water always 
helped. 
 
Before I knew it, I was in the Market.  The Market was the central hub of 
commerce in Receding and was full of smells and sounds that were 
tempting and interesting.  As I walked through the Market, I saw the finest 
wares in Receding.  The first thing I saw was the Market Manager’s Office.  
They were the ultimate authority and kept the peace in the Market.  They 
also rooted out black market deals and helped the businesses prosecute 
black market peddlers.   
 
Next there was a woman who sold hand crafted quilts.  My father had 
given my mother one a few winters ago, and now I knew from whom he 
purchased it.  I saw the competitors of my father’s friends and I overlooked 
them quickly out of respect for tradition.   
 
I also saw a metal worker thick with smudge and sweat pounding out a 
sword with his mighty smithing hammer.  The strength it took to pound 
the hot metal to his will was amazing.  His hammer slammed to the anvil 
with a practiced pace.   
 
The bread from the baker filled my nostrils and I took a deep breath to fill 
my lungs with the baked smells.  There was a stall with boots.  There was 
a stall with scarves.  It seemed like anything anyone could ever want was 
here in the Market.   
 
I finally made it to the general vendor my father normally dealt with. The 
sign above the door in an almost unreadable faded script said “General 
Store Inc.”  In my now sweating hand, was the order for our family.  I 
looked at the list and the ink began to blur because of the wetness of my 
hand.  Some of the ink had made its way to my palm and I quickly wiped 
my palms on my pants.  I entered through the main door and a small bell 
dinged above my head announcing my arrival. 
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I got to the counter and the actuary smiled a very large knowing grin and 
pointed his well-calloused finger at me. “Your father told me you would 
be doing the orders from here on outs.  He is one of my best-est customers.  
Your family ain’t never missed a day and has always paid yer bill.  That is 
quite a feat in today’s world.  Not only that,” he said marking down the 
order I had given him, “your father is one of my best-est friends.”  As the 
man talked, his bushy grey mustache danced around with each word.  
Between his words to me, he mouthed each item as he wrote it on his 
merchant list. 
 
Just then the acater walked up and gently tapped his business partner on 
the shoulder.  “You are here early” the even older man said with a knowing 
smile.  “You must have run all the way here.”  Both men laughed.  He 
continued with a knowing look, “If you plan on exploring the Market, 
don’t let it take you too long.  Your father will expect you back home.”  
His advice was only for my well-being.  I understood that.  I tried to keep 
a blank look on my face, but my eyes must have grown large and betrayed 
some of my thirst for adventure.  The bell at the door announced my 
departure. 
 
I had no sooner left “General Store Inc.” than I ran into my old friend 
Tarpatto.  Ok, so he is not really a friend.  He is more of an acquaintance 
from my earlier school days.  We greeted each other with a high shake.  We 
were talking and all of a sudden, he got a strange look on his face. 
 
“Hey,” Tarpatto said, putting his hand around my shoulders and leaning 
in as if to tell a secret, “Come with me.  We need to relive some of the old 
days.”   
 
I followed.  I had no reason not to.   
 
Tarpatto and I walked through the Market.  The sights and sounds of the 
Market again assaulted my senses.  The day was getting warmer.  I could 
again smell the baker.  I could still hear the smithy hammering away.  I 
noticed Tarpatto was steering our slow gait to the baker.  We walked 
around the front to the side of the baker’s shop.  I knew what he wanted 
us to do. 
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“Look,” he said as he pointed down the small alley way.  I looked down 
the alley way where he pointed and noticed that the baker had large 
windows open which faced the alley.  In the windows, cooling from the 
blazing ovens, were baca berry pies.  Dozens of them.  Freshly baked.  
Perfect crusts.  Smooth crusty sugary topping. 
 
“All sitting there,” Tarpatto said quietly, “and not guarded.  Still after all 
this time they do not learn.” 
 
With quick feet, Tarpatto dashed down the alley, ran up to the window, 
and lifted one of the baca berry pies from the window.  Then he walked 
back to me proud with his prize in hand.  He dug his hand into the pie and 
lifted a handful of pie to his mouth.  He groaned with delight.  The baca 
berries dribbled on his chin.  He licked his fingers. 
 
“This is so good, just like when we were kids,” he said as he shoveled 
another handful of pie into his mouth.  “Now you do it.” 
 
“Uh… that’s kids' stuff...” 
 
“Come on,” Tarpatto said in a baiting tone as he feasted on his pilfered 
pie, “don’t be a chicken.  I did it.  No one saw.”  Tarpatto then exclaimed, 
“The rest of this one is mine. Go get your own!  Come on! Do it!  Do it!  
Do it!”  The last part was a bit of a chant. 
 
“Uh…” 
 
Before I knew it, my feet were blazing a trail down the alley towards the 
open window like I did when I was younger.  Just like Tarpatto I lifted a 
baca berry pie from the window and walked away without notice.  I had 
never been caught.  Once I reached him, I dug my hand into my pie and 
lifted the dessert to my lips.  I ate.  It tasted amazing.  Tarpatto slapped me 
on the back and congratulated me on being a “real man.”  He told me he 
would see me later and walked off eating his pie. 
 
I suddenly realized what I had done.  I was a thief.  Like when we were 
children.  I had taken something not paid for!  I was standing in front of 
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the baker’s shop with a stolen pie.  I had willingly stolen it.  I don’t know 
why.  I was eating it.  I was willingly eating it.  I don’t know why.  I liked 
the rush of stealing.  I don’t know why.  I also felt something else… guilt.  
I don’t know why. 
 
I ate a few more bites and then dumped the rest of the pie in the trash.  I 
could not walk around with evidence.  I walked around trying to figure out 
why I had let Tarpatto talk me into stealing again.  I guess I walked in 
circles.  I arrived back at the smithy who was still hard at work.   
 
I looked past the smith to see a strange sign over a small outside tavern.  
The sign over the tavern read: “Shine Root Spirits Inc.” 
 
What is “shine root?”   
 
I can share only what I know officially from my schoolteachers and then 
unofficially from my father.  Shine root is a weed that grows out in the 
irrigated fields on the west side of Receding where light is the brightest.  It 
is rumored even to grow wild outside the town in that general direction, 
but I personally have never seen that.  Plus, I have never been out that way 
from Receding.   
 
Shine root needs light to grow which is how it got its name… shine root… 
needing shining light to grow.  Some say the weed has a greater need for 
light than water.  It is a potent crop that must be kept separate from other 
plants or it kills other crops.  I wouldn’t want to farm shine root.  No thank 
you. 
 
People in Receding use shine root in everything and it is the most grown 
crop in the west fields.  Our teachers always told us that shine root has a 
purifying quality, and it is the most needed resource in Receding.  It is used 
to purify pond water (which is a story unto itself) and to heal in medical 
kits.  Most see shine root as a healing agent and due to its relationship with 
the light, ascribing a divine touch to its resourcefulness.  I don’t know what 
that means.  That is just what I’ve heard. 
 



JOURNEY TO THE GLORY: A STORY ABOUT REFLECTING GOD 

11 

It is not always used for purifying or healing or even responsibly.  It is used 
by some as a spice.  Someone even made it into a cleaner, a soap, and a 
lotion.  Those things are fine for everyone.  A man named Ebrius, someone 
in my grandfather’s time, figured out how to make shine root into a high 
concentration whisky and some less potent beers.  Ebrius’ Tavern still 
stands today in North Receding, just south of the Wellstone 
Neighborhood.  When shine root is not used responsibly, it simply kills 
stuff.  It kills the insides of the people that drink Ebrius’ invention. 
 
The “Shine Root Spirits Inc.” tavern, probably a spin-off of Ebrius’ Tavern 
from the north side of town, boasted only three tables and a small bar.  All 
of the tables had at least two patrons at them.  At one of the tables, sat 
three men.  All of them wore bright red uniforms with a strange patch on 
each left sleeve (a large ‘P’ in a circle).   
 
The first, facing me, looked as though he had been in the sun awhile. His 
nose was sunburned heavily and the skin on his cheeks was peeling.  The 
other two were facing away from me, but I could tell the men were well 
traveled as their boots were worn and their clothes were full of dust.  The 
men were talking amongst themselves and had a large pitcher in the center 
of the table of what I could only assume was Shine Root brew.  I gawked 
at the patch on their sleeves.  Perhaps I stared a little too much. 
 
One of the men, the one facing me, called out to me: “What are you 
looking at?”  His voice was loud and semi-inebriated.  The other two 
turned in their seats in my general direction.  The other men had similar 
burns and scars on their faces.  The one to my left had a noticeable scar 
over his left eye.  The one on my right had bandages covering both of his 
hands.  Who were these men?  Where had they been?  They all took a drink 
and winced as it burned down their throats. 
 
“Come over here,” the one with the scar said as the third waved a bandaged 
hand to me. 
 
I approached slowly.  Had I offended ruffians and would perish my first 
day in the market?  Had I stumbled upon a secret business deal and would 
now be silenced?  Dramatic.  I shook off my youthful imaginative fear and 
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resolved to apologize to the men for staring.  As I approached, the man 
who initially called out began to speak. 
 
“You were looking at our patches,” he said accusingly, but with no malice.  
He asked, “Have you never seen men dressed as us before?” 
 
“I have not,” I said as politely as I could muster.  “I apologize for…” 
 
I did not get out my impromptu apology before the man with the scar 
quickly got out of his chair and took another chair from a nearby table.  
The patron at that table did not complain, but simply looked down.  These 
men must have some authority.  He placed the chair at their table and 
pointed to it.  “Sit.”  The flavor of that one word was not a request or an 
option or a suggestion. 
 
I sat. 
 
“We,” the man with the bandaged hands said as he motioned to his 
companions, “are of the Map Society’s own Search and Rescue Fraternity 
of Greater Receding. Have you heard of us?” 
 
I shook my head no. 
 
“What are they teaching kids in school these days?” the man with the 
sunburned nose asked his companions.  He looked at me intently and 
explained further, “The Map Society’s Search and Rescue Fraternity of 
Greater Receding, or ‘The Patrol’ as we are normally called, are the finest 
search and rescue men Receding has to offer.  We brave the lands in the 
Desert and beyond to bring back fools who try and follow the Map.  Many 
of them have no understanding of the Traveler or the Map.  Any of that 
ring a bell?” 
 
I shook my head no. 
 
The men looked at each other and frowned with an agreed upon opinion 
about public education.  The man with the scar spoke next as the man with 
the bandaged hands got up to get another pitcher of Shine Root.  “I 
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suppose if you have never heard of the Patrol then you have never heard 
of the Traveler, the Map, the Map Society, or anything like that?” 
 
I shook my head no.  I had heard of some of that of course, but I had no 
idea what to say to these men of wild and loud character. 
 
The man with the bandaged hands returned with a full pitcher and shook 
his head in disbelief and frustration.  The man with the sunburned nose 
explained, “We are The Patrol.  We are search and survival experts 
committed to rescue efforts for those in Receding who go into the Desert 
in following the path of the Map.  People go into the Desert in desperation 
looking for a better fuller life or in search of fresh living water beyond the 
Desert.” 
 
It was at the mention of fresh living water that my interest was piqued.  I 
sat up in my chair a little more and leaned in to listen to these men.  I was 
lost in my own thoughts and did not hear them fully when they spoke 
about the last rescue they had just returned from.  My mind centered back 
on these three men in red and I waited for a break in the story to ask the 
question burning in the pit of my stomach. 
 
“Where can I find out about The Map and the Traveler and living water,” 
I asked with a little too much anticipation.  I felt embarrassed at how 
childish I seemed.  I was older now.  I needed to act like it. 
 
“You need to go to the Map Society for the full story.  Their headquarters 
is out west past the shine root fields.  It is the only thing past the fields,” 
the man with the scar said.  “But you are in luck,” he said with a smile as 
he downed another half pint of Shine Root brew.  “The Lecturer of the 
Map Society will be in the Market today over there to talk about the history 
of the Map Society to drum up new members.”  He pointed to a stage 
being set up across the Market. 
 
“Wait for an hour,” the man with bandaged hands said, “and you will hear 
all about the Map Society and the Traveler.”  His bandaged hands waved 
at me and indicated our conversation was at an end. 
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I went over to where they indicated and took a seat.  There were a few 
other people there just sitting and staring into the air.  After a few minutes, 
a few more people wandered into the seats.  Another few minutes and 
there were some more.  I was glad that I sat down when I did, because 
when the Lecturer arrived there were no seats at all and some people were 
standing in the back. 
 
The Lecturer arrived and he was dressed like no one I had ever seen.  He 
wore a mitre head dress which reached to the sky like a grand arrow 
pointing north.  It was half gold and half silver in color.  He wore a well 
ornamented velvet robe which flowed to the floor along with a silver sash 
with a large ornamental scroll which seemed to mark his station in the Map 
Society as the Lecturer.  It was a guess, but it made sense.  The robe flowed 
to the floor, but one could see the curled tips of his boots sticking out.  
Each tip of his boot had a bell stitched onto it and so they jingled as he 
walked.   
 
I snickered at his dinging boots a little once he arrived and stood on stage.  
An elderly woman in the row in front of me turned and gave me a glare 
that froze my blood.  I stopped smiling immediately and looked intently at 
the Lecturer with the most serious face I could muster. 
 
“Thank you all for being here today!” he said in a loud voice.  “I would 
like to share with you the story of the Map Society.  I do so in the hope 
that among the listeners today, there might be some who would be chosen 
to be among our number.”   
 
At this, the crowd began to murmur.  Apparently, this was a big deal.  I 
heard someone behind me say that it had been 15 years since the Map 
Society took on new members.  Well, today was a good day to be in the 
Market!  The crowd’s murmuring hushed as the Lecturer began to speak 
again. 
 
“The story of the Map Society stretches back to The Boat Maker.  Long 
ago in Receding lived a good man who was a boat maker.  Being a good 
man, most everyone looked up to him. Those that did not were primarily 
those associated with the Wells.  They opposed him by saying he was an 
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idealist, a dreamer, and totally out of touch with reality.  They even called 
him ‘the Prophet of Nonsense’ and insisted he should never be taken 
seriously. 
 
The Boat Maker seemed highly aware of the world and more observant 
than anyone else in Receding.  He said the water of the lake was 
diminishing faster than most supposed.  He suggested the town come 
together and look for more water.  That of course meant leaving Receding 
to search in the Desert and the unknown places beyond.  He did have some 
who believed in his words.  He would say plainly to most anyone he met, 
“There must be more water somewhere.”  He based this belief on the 
ancient story of the First Ones who were said to have been surrounded by 
water.  He believed the story whole-heartedly as fact. 
 
This is also why the “establishment” in Receding and the controlling forces 
of the Wells did not believe his words.  However, he was such a good man 
and had such a trusted reputation of character that the notion of him being 
a fool didn’t square with the residents of Receding.  The residents began 
to consider the possibility that the story of the First Ones was true.  The 
Boat Maker’s words made good sense to many people.” 
 
The Lecturer paused for effect. 
 
“Around this time, a man came into town that no one knew.  A Traveler.  
On the outskirts of town there lay a beggar named Zitano, who was lame 
and begged for money and food from everyone who would listen.  Zitano 
reached out with his hands and touched the Traveler and he was healed.  
He could walk.  He could run.  In fact, he ran into town screaming about 
his healing and went door to door telling the news.  The Boat Maker was 
speaking in the town square at that time.  People were already gathering 
and stirred up because of him.  Zitano came into town causing more of a 
stir and brought most of Receding into the town square in quite a hurry.  
The Traveler arrived in the square to find the whole town out to meet Him. 
 
Do you know what The Traveler said?” 
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The man paused for effect again.  Most of the people in the seats leaned 
forward in anticipation.  He was a quite good storyteller.  He had my 
attention.  I don’t think anyone talked or even breathed at that moment.  
No one was baking.  The smithy was silent.  No one was buying or selling 
but only listening to the Lecturer quoting the Traveler’s words. 
 
“He said, ‘I come from the land of living water. A land ripe with good 
things.’” 
 
Everyone around me gasped. 
 
“He spoke of an eternal fountain, waterfalls and a transcendent lake.  He 
described a river with an everlasting current that branched streams of water 
to many without cost.  He described groups of people who were kind, 
merciful, fair, and loving.  After speaking these words about these 
wonders, He taught of the Ancient of Days.  He said He was sent by the 
Ancient of Days to tell us how to get to the Highlands. 
 
The first day He shared many teachings.  He shared about being humble.  
He shared about anger and the results of anger.  He taught about 
forgiveness, justice, and mercy.  He taught it all to tell the people about the 
Ancient of Days.  He challenged all the listeners in their thoughts.  Some 
liked what He had to say.  Many did not. 
 
The second day He did many miraculous acts.  Zitano was not the only 
person He healed while in Receding.  He healed a little girl of deafness.  
Her name was Koufos and we have her account at the Map Society.  He 
healed a man with a shriveled hand.  We have his account.  He purified 
one of the wells and people drank from it freely and said that it was like 
no water they had ever tasted.  It was pure.  One person said it had no 
taste.  We have lost that well and cannot find it, but we know it existed 
because the mayor and the vice-mayor of the time told us in their diaries. 
 
The third day He shared with us the Map.  The third day was a strange day 
full of promise and tragedy.  It was on the third day that The Traveler 
shared with us the Map.  The Map leads to the Highlands where the 
Ancient of Days resides and where there is fresh living water.   
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He shared the Map but then something happened.  The town leaders called 
the Map a lie and turned against The Traveler.  The Traveler was driven 
out into the Desert for what most considered a lie.  ‘Living water is a myth,’ 
they said, ‘therefore He is a liar.’  Lying about water is a capital offense in 
Receding.  You know that.  I know that.  They concluded in error that He 
was a liar and said that His testimony about living water was impossible. 
 
What happened to Him exactly is a story for another time.  Many say He 
died in the Desert.  Many say He lived.  I am here today telling you the 
story of The Traveler because it is our hope that among the listeners today, 
there might be some who would be chosen to be among our number.” 
 
With that, the Lecturer in the ridiculous hat turned and walked off the 
stage.  His shoes rang out with each step as he walked off the stage.  No 
one spoke.  No one made a sound.  I know why I didn’t make a sound.  I 
was in shock.  I had never heard such things before.  I had never heard so 
much about The Traveler or anything that the Lecturer spoke of.  It was 
so much to take in!  After he and his entourage left, the people began to 
go away from the chairs.  I just sat.  I was thinking.  I was pondering.  Pretty 
soon it was just me and I realized I should be getting home. 
 
I don’t even remember walking home.  My mind was jumping from thing 
to thing.  I could not concentrate.  My mind was preoccupied with the 
story of The Traveler.  As I thought more about the lecture and Receding 
and my own life, I felt a sense of burning to know the Traveler.  I felt a 
longing to follow the Map.  I cannot explain the sudden desire to learn all 
I could about the Traveler after hearing just a few words about Him. Also, 
I felt guilty about stealing the pie.  It had tasted good going down, but my 
stomach was soured by the guilt as it was digested. 
 
Once home, my mind didn’t stop.  I did my chores.  I thought about the 
Patrol as well as everything the Lecturer said. Then, I tried to rest from my 
busy day, but my heart laid full of questions. 
 
Late in the day the order I had placed at the Market arrived and I helped 
unload all of the supplies.  My family complex was one of the larger ones 
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in East Receding so we had many supplies.  It was always my job to help 
deliver the items my family needed to our kitchen.  My cousins did that for 
their family as well.  I wondered if they had ever seen the Patrol or heard 
so much about the Traveler or the Map?  I did not ask. 
 
After that, I retired to my room to sleep.  That night I would like to say 
that I had a restful sleep.  I did not.  I had a dream unlike anything I had 
ever experienced before or since.   
 
I found myself standing in the Desert.  All I could see was scorched earth 
as far as the horizon went.  Nothing but hard packed cracked dry earth and 
sand as far as I could see.  The wind danced over the ground, and I thought 
I heard a voice on the wind, but I dismissed it. 
 
I stood in the Desert and all of a sudden, my feet felt wet.  Water began to 
flow behind me.  I turned to see a huge wave of water coming towards me.  
It was more water than I had ever seen in my life.  I turned to run away 
from the cascading water coming my way.  As I ran, the water flowed 
deeper and deeper as the water chased me.  My feet felt heavier as I ran.  I 
realized there was no outrunning the water. 
 
I turned to face the oncoming wave.  As the wave was coming, I noticed 
it was different than any other water I had seen around Receding.  It 
seemed to flow with life past me.  It was… living water?  The water reached 
my knees.  The wave flowed closer.  The water was at my waist.  I looked 
up and the wave cascaded over me.  As the water cascaded over me, I was 
not afraid. 
 
Why was I not afraid? 
Why was this water different from other water? 
Why was I having this strange dream?! 
 
I found myself standing on the hard-packed cracked dry earth which now 
was very much under water.  I stood and felt the current around me.  It 
flowed.  It moved.  I could not tell where the current came from or where 
it was going.  It flowed all around me and I could feel the life in the water.  
Just as I was about to gain some understanding I woke up in a sweat. 
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It took many hours for me to find sleep again. 
 
The next day I returned to the Market and completed my duties with the 
kind men in “General Store Inc.”  I was still thinking about everything the 
Lecturer had said the day before.  I felt a great need to go to the Map 
Society.  I had never been there before even though I knew where it was.  
I left the Market and headed west. 
 
I walked along “Shine Root Road” which struck out past the Farm Storage 
and was the main artery into the shine root fields.  The Farm Storage, even 
though I had never seen it before, was exactly what I expected.  Huge 
storehouses full of various harvest.  Actually, it was mostly shine root.  
Bales and bales of shine root.  It seemed that each storehouse was owned 
by a different company and offered it at different prices in different 
amounts.  All what I expected. 
 
What I had not expected was the shine root fields.  The area I was in was 
bright.  It actually hurt my eyes a little.  The shine root fields stretched on 
either side of the road as far as I could see with rows and rows of workers.  
They had large woven baskets on their backs which they filled with shine 
root.  Each one also carried a scythe with which they expertly cut the stalks 
of the root and tossed in their basket.  The workers did not look well.  They 
looked burned.  They looked gaunt in their faces.  They did not seem to 
be nourished well.  I wasn’t sure what to make of all of it.  I suddenly felt 
guilty about the water in my canteen, every shine root balm my mother 
had ever used, and the shine root lotions we had at the house. 
 
I shook my head to dismiss my thoughts and walked on.  My destination 
was at the end of “Shine Root Road” and the furthest west that Receding 
currently had spread.  I arrived at a structure that was almost indescribable.  
It looked to be a perfectly square construction with four tall towers on 
each corner.  The structures and towers were made of some kind of stone 
which reflected the light.  It looked glorious and gleaming.  I walked 
through the open gate.  In the yard around the building sat, I assume, Map 
Society members reading different books, talking together, or writing.  
There were tables and chairs and groups of seats all over the front of the 
building. 
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Not far past the gate, a Map Society member came up and greeted me.  
“Hello,” she said in a warm and inviting tone, “my name is Cleric Koritsi 
von Sollemne from South Rim Neighborhood.  I have not seen you here 
before.  Can I be of help?” 
 
“That is quite a name,” I said in good humor with my best smile. 
 
“Yes, it is,” she said returning the smile.  She was a few years older than 
me by my estimation.  Her hair was golden yellow and set in a braid on 
each side of her head.  To say she was attractive, would be an 
understatement.  She had full lips.  Her eyes were green.  I found my eyes 
wandering all around her and disappointed at her fully covered Map 
Society outfit. 
 
She must have noticed my wandering eye as she cleared her throat and 
crossed her arms in expectation.  I felt totally embarrassed.  I had 
disrespectfully ogled a girl right in front of her.  How shameful!  My mother 
would be horrified!  My sister would chide me and ask what if someone 
did that to her!  My father would understand.  The previous day in the alley 
with the stolen pie came into my mind.  I am having quite a few days doing 
wrong things. 
 
“I was in the Market yesterday and heard the Lecturer.  I came to find out 
more.  He said there was more to the story than what he told.  Is he 
available?  Is that something you know about?”  I tried to play off what I 
had just done, but was unsuccessful. 
 
“It is,” she said indicating with her hands for us to sit at a nearby table and 
chairs.  “The Lecturer is actually my father, so I know well what you would 
have heard even though I was not there.  May I assume you came to find 
out what happened to the Traveler?” 
 
“Yes please,” I said eagerly.  I made a commitment to listen to her intently 
rather than focus on her beautiful emerald eyes and or golden hair. 
 
She looked up thoughtfully as if searching her brain for words and then 
began: “The Traveler was driven out into the Desert.” 
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“Why the Desert?” I asked. 
 
Cleric Koritsi von Sollemne continued, “Because that is where things are 
sent when they are forced to die.  Also, outside town, some distance away 
was a tree.  The tree was called the Dying Tree.  The Dying Tree was an 
ominous reminder of what was coming to all of Receding. 
The Traveler was charged with lying about water. 
The sentence in Receding was death. 
The people decided to take Him to the Dying Tree. 
 
He was driven east from Receding by people who were yelling and angry.  
They flung rocks at Him to mistreat Him.  Some of them walked up close 
and spit in His face.  Some others had handmade switches with which they 
lashed Him.  These switches ripped open His clothes and cut open His 
skin as they walked along.  The people of Receding walked for about two 
days into the Desert till they came to the Dying Tree.  There they tied the 
Traveler to the tree and waited Him to die. 
 
It did not take long hanging there. 
In the Desert. 
In the heat. 
Suffering on the Dying Tree. 
 
Many in Receding had traveled to the site.  Most of them were people who 
liked what the Traveler had to say and were horrified about what was going 
on.  Nevertheless, the tree is the place where the Traveler was put to death. 
 
I could not help but interrupt and ask: “How did they know He died?” 
 
“Good question,” she said affirming me and not minding my interruption, 
“one of the men, named Kontari, grabbed an older man’s walking stick 
tried a knife he had to it and thrust it into the Traveler.  It went into His 
side and came out the other side as did blood and water.  All the way 
through.  I can attest to this as Kontari is one of my ancestors and we have 
his journal in the Map Society vault.” 
 
“Wow,” I said involuntarily. 
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She continued: “The men standing around the tree took Him down and 
buried Him underneath the tree.  All the people gathered around the tree 
and just stood there.  Some were happy the Traveler was dead.  Some were 
sad.  Some were angry.  Some felt guilty for the Traveler was not guilty of 
any lie.  The crowd went away back to Receding, but not all. 
 
Now this is where the tale of the Traveler gets good and is where the 
Monks come into view.  You may not know about the Monks yet.  The 
people that stayed say the Dying Tree came to life.  They say a vine came 
from beneath the tree.  It arose three days after He submitted to the 
sentence of death.  They say the vine from beneath the tree wrapped the 
tree with a father’s loving embrace the day the Traveler appeared full of 
life.   
 
The tree is no longer called the Dying Tree, but is now called the Mercy 
Tree since at that place mercy was given.  The Monks built a camp around 
the Mercy Tree and live at the place of mercy. 
 
The first of the monks were there to eat from the tree when it bloomed its 
first miracle fruit. The Host is said to have established them at the place of 
mercy (at the place where He died).  He did not bring an end to Receding 
but gave mercy.  The Monks of the Encampment of Mercy proclaim He 
is the Son of the Ancient of Days.  He is alive (not dead) and has the 
authority to judge wrongdoing and give life.   
 
The Monks of the Encampment of Mercy say the Mercy Tree is a symbol 
of light and direction to show people the way to enter the Highlands.  The 
Mercy Tree is a living memorial of the Host who bears the Name.  I know 
this is complicated because this is the first time you are hearing it, but life 
is given to those that follow the Map. 
 
The Monks built a camp around the Mercy Tree and live at the place of 
mercy and where the Mercy Tree yearly blooms its fruit.  Some of the 
people left that place and came back to Receding and formed the Map 
Society of Receding.  We study the Map.  We are experts in the Map.  We 
know all about the Map.  We memorize the Map.  We interpret the Map.” 
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“Why,” I then asked, “if the Map Society believes the Traveler’s story do 
they remain in Receding?” 
 
She looked thoughtfully, like remembering a memory, “My father says 
because we are an extension of the Traveler’s mission.  I have observed 
from childhood those among the Map Society, and I don’t think they all 
trust the Map.  So, they stay in Receding and busy themselves fighting off 
doubt.” 
 
“So then, what do you believe?” I asked her. 
 
“I believe the ancient story more than I don’t believe it.  On one hand, my 
father’s trust and belief in the Map gives me comfort.  I do believe that it 
leads to a good place.  On the other hand, I am in Receding and have no 
plans to leave anytime soon.  I figure it is good to serve here at the Map 
Society. 
 
I sat stunned.  What a story. 
A real story? 
A historical story? 
A happening that was very meaningful? 
 
I shook my head in disbelief that I had never heard such things before.  I 
told Cleric Koritsi von Sollemne from South Rim Neighborhood that I 
appreciated her time and expertise.  I had actually heard of the Monks of 
the Encampment of Mercy, but now had a clearer picture of why they 
existed.  I asked her to thank her father for taking time in the Market. 
 
She had given me much to think about. 
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IMPORTANT THINGS TO REMEMBER. 
 
“The mist filled the air and all the people breathed it in.  It was by way of the mist that 
The Name directed them and touched their spirits through deep hydration.” 
 
“Self-existent from You comes the waters’ tide 
Deep within to our spirits delight.” 
 
“The Map is a map to the Highlands where the Ancient of Days resides and where 
there is fresh water.  He shared but then something happened.  The town leaders called 
the Map a lie and turned against The Traveler.  The Traveler was driven out into the 
Desert for what most considered a lie.  ‘Living water is a myth,’ they said, ‘therefore He 
is a liar.’   
 
“How shameful!  My mother would be horrified!  My sister would chide me and ask 
what if someone did that to her!  My father would understand.” 
 
“The people that stayed say the Dying Tree came to life.  They say a vine came from 
beneath the tree.  It arose three days after He submitted to the sentence of death.  They 
say the vine from beneath the tree wrapped the tree with a father’s loving embrace the 
day the Traveler appeared full of life.  The tree is no longer called the Dying Tree, but 
is now called the Mercy Tree since at that place mercy was given.” 
 
“The Mercy Tree is a living memorial of the Host who bears the Name.”
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JOURNAL ENTRY 2. 
 
The next week was to be a big week for my family.  My sister was chosen 
to play the part of Queen Sophia in a local play.  It was not just “a” play to 
be honest.  It was “the” play which told about the history of Receding and 
highlighted the beliefs of most of Receding.  She was chosen to play the 
lead role at the Lake Amphitheater in the play “Return to the Source.”  It 
is a big deal each year.   
 
Yes, I was proud of her.  Blah blah blah. 
 
“Return to the Source” is an ongoing play in Receding and the cast renews 
twice a year.  It is a presentation through the financial sponsorship of the 
Receding business community to all who shop and get their necessities 
from the Market.  Some people do not shop at the Market and it is an 
annual reminder to not meet physical needs in alternative ways (like wells 
and ponds and the black market).  Our family would never support the 
black market, so we come to the play.  I have been every year as long as I 
can remember. 
 
To be honest, I am a little confused by the play with all its twists and turns 
in the story it tells.  It is a very attractive alteration of the story of the 
founding of Receding.  By “alteration,” I mean it is different than what my 
family has always said.  So, to be honest, I don’t know what to believe.  Do 
I believe like most people?  Do I believe what my grandmother’s father 
told us? 
 
I know my grandmother’s father was a sorta-believer and told our family 
all about the founding of Receding.  His story goes that the Ancient of 
Days created everything in and around our world.  He told us that people 
wanted to live their lives the way they wanted and in so doing left the 
Ancient of Days behind and founded Receding.  That is the basic story I 
remember. 
 
My grandmother’s father told our family that the Ancient of Days is to be 
respected and feared.  I think it was he who put the “Water Hymn” on the 
wall in our home so that we would always remember that the Ancient of 
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Days was merciful and good and full of wonder and powerful.  He told us 
that the Ancient of Days is good and true and merciful.  He told us that 
Prince-Nachash is exactly the opposite and is bad and untrue and 
unforgiving. 
 
Ancient of Days good. 
Prince-Nachash bad. 
 
In the story at the Lake Amphitheater, “Return to the Source,” a different 
story is told about the founding of Receding.  The Ancient of Days is not 
the hero.  Prince-Nachash is the hero. The way they tell it is that there was 
a source before the Ancient of Days.  Just an all-knowing all-powerful 
spiritual intellect of “something” I guess.  That intelligent something 
became personalized only after it fragmented into our gods.  Two of those 
fragments became beings that stand out in the play. 
 
The Face of the Source is one. 
Queen Sophia is another. 
 
My sister plays the being named Queen Sophia who is said to be the very 
wise feminine fragment of the Source.  She is the goddess of wisdom and 
the play emphasizes her so that we all look up to her.  Most people have a 
statue of Sophia in their home.  We do.  Actually, there is a statue in each 
room.  The story in the play goes that Sophia adores the Source (which she 
calls Father) so much that she uses her great wisdom to create a being in a 
similar manner as he created her and the other spiritual deities. 
 
She forms the Maker of Days.  The Maker of Days makes the world we 
live in and turns out to be an evil bad guy.  Sophia feels bad that her 
creation turns out evil and imparts some of her divine essence into 
humanity.  She does this to save us.  She does this so we can eventually 
escape the physical world of the Maker of Days.   
 
I told you it was confusing. 
 
The first showing was that night and of course I needed to be there.  I 
wanted to be there.  I wanted to want to be there.  It is going to be three 
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hours of dialogue and pomp and utter boringness.  I suppose I should have 
been grateful that my sister had the honor. 
 
We arrived at the two-story stone amphitheater.  I had forgotten how large 
it was.  It is not a place that our family went often, just once a year.  It was 
a two-storied circular arena with rounded arches on each level.  At the top 
of each arch was a keystone, which bore a carving of some kind of animal 
bearing teeth.  Some of the animals were real.  Some looked as though they 
could not have been real, but came from an artisan’s imagination.  It might 
be the tallest structure in Receding.  I tried to ask my father if that was true, 
but he could not hear me over the crowd.  I suppose I would not have 
heard his answer anyway. 
 
We took our seats on the lower level as we had preferred seating because 
of my sister’s role in the play.  As people took their seats, the excitement 
in the amphitheater grew.  People from all over Receding were there 
dressed in their finest garments.  I noted some scarves from the vendor in 
the market I had seen the other week.  Soon it came time for the play and 
the whole audience moved to a hush. 
 
The announcer’s voice boomed out: “The unknowable Source was before 
the beginning and in fullness was as one.  From the Source came lesser 
divinities of both masculine and feminine.  One of these deities is Queen 
Sophia.  Another of these deities is the Face.”  Drums and other percussion 
instruments blared loudly and accompanied the announcer.  I looked at 
my parents to see if they had a questioning look, but they did not. 
 
With the mention of Queen Sophia, my sister strutted out on stage in full 
regalia as a goddess.  My sister’s outfit was designed to look like it was see 
thru, but covered her properly in certain areas.  Her headdress was made 
of large blue bird plumes which moved gently in the air as she did.  Her 
outfit was long and trailed behind her majestically.  When she made it to 
mid-stage, she curtsied.  The drums and percussion instruments gave way 
to stringed instruments in the background.  The crowd stood and clapped.  
After a moment, we sat and the play began again. 
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Over the next… three... very... long... hours… a story unfolded.  The 
Maker of Days has a good side which he shows to the world and a dark 
side that he hides from the world.  There were two songs.  One highlighted 
the good.  One highlighted the bad. 
 
At the end of the second song, Prince-Nachash, the hero of “Return to 
the Source,” comes into the play.  He is a being created by the Maker of 
Days who gave him the job to keep us in the dark to the fact that there are 
divine beings and a realm beyond.  Prince-Nachash, however, under the 
influence of Sophia (who regrets creating the Maker of Days), tells the 
humans they can have life and become one at death with the Source.  
 
Prince-Nachash arrived in the play on stage with the words: “Did the 
Maker of Days really keep his divine nature from the humans?  He did and 
the Queen offered of herself and her wisdom to make them whole!”  
Apparently, this is a very famous line from the play.  One year an actor 
messed up the line in the very first show and he was fired at the end of the 
night. 
 
Interesting thought.  The play was saying that the Creator lied to his 
creation on purpose and with ill-intent.  This is why Prince-Nachash is the 
hero of this story because he uncovers this plot and shares the lie with 
humanity.  That seems inconsistent with what my family had always been 
told.  This seems to be a completely different explanation on life and 
meaning and truth. 
 
The actor who plays Prince-Nachash had perhaps the largest nose of 
anyone I had ever seen.  It struck out from his face like a tall mountain.  I 
mentioned this to my cousin sitting next to me.  She replied in a hushed 
voice that it was make-up and stage-craft.  I was not so sure. 
 
After the actor’s initial line, the narrator’s voice came over the 
amphitheater.  People danced while he talked: 
 
“Prince-Nachash is a being formed by the Maker of Days who is given the 
job to keep human beings ignorant of the fact that there are divine beings 
and a realm beyond us.  Prince-Nachash, under the influence of the 
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wisdom of Queen Sophia, tells the humans the forbidden secret that they 
can have life and become one with of the Father at death.” 
 
To be honest my mind started to wander as did my eyes.  I noticed that 
two of the Rurigena girls were a few rows beside us.  I tried to get their 
attention, but they kept their eyes on the large beaked actor on stage.   
 
Puella Rurigena was there.  I could not get her attention no matter how 
hard I tried.  I wondered if she had gotten a new job and new 
responsibilities as I had.  As my mind and attention were wandering, I 
noticed that all of the audience members were paying attention to the play 
in a very serious manner.  The entertainment had their rapt attention.  The 
playwrights could have told the people that the world was made of cheese 
and they would have believed it. 
 
My attention was wrapped back to the stage with the mention of someone 
called the Face.  This actor came out with a very stylized wooden mask.  It 
was a large piece that had small mirrors all over it.  It gleamed and shone 
in the stage light.  The Face, as the play went on, sounded a lot like the 
Traveler from the Map Society lecture the other week.   
 
The Face arrives in the world and seeks to help Sophia by sharing a story 
about the Maker of Days to help set humanity free from enslavement.  He 
taught things about love and forgiveness and paths of goodness.  This 
sounds a lot like the Traveler from the Map Society indeed!  I listened 
intently and watched the dance to see if they would introduce the 
Traveler… or mention a Map… but it never happened. 
 
After the dance, my sister began her dialogue by saying, “I seek to help 
humanity break free from the Maker of Days and any other influences that 
would keep them away from the truth.”  She tapped Prince-Nachash with 
a long beautiful wand. 
 
I heard someone behind us whisper, “watch this.” 
 
Once Queen Sophia tapped Prince-Nachash, I saw phenomenal stage 
craft.  Somehow the young man playing Prince-Nachash had stilts or 
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something because the character grew and grew and was taller than all the 
other characters and dancers on stage.  He was the main attraction!  He 
was the hero!  People stood and cheered.  From behind me someone 
whistled.  To my left, someone shouted “Hail Prince-Nachash Lord of 
Receding!”  Many clapped.  My family stood and clapped.  I did as well. 
 
Once the initial cacophony died down, Queen Sophia announced (as 
Prince-Nachash danced around on stage): “Prince-Nachash will now 
impart knowledge that can bring each person into the fullness of the 
Source.  The Face has aided us!”  The Face went away in what was a victory 
dance as all the dancers and characters threw bright yellow flowers at him.  
The Face was an honored one.  Prince-Nachash then went on to sing a 
song about how he was the only way humanity had of escaping the plans 
of the Maker of Days. 
 
Well, that is the way the play went.  
 
To be honest, it is full of songs I half listen to and dialogue that is very 
boring.  I did catch some things that have confused me more this year than 
in other years.  Maybe I am older now and understand more.  Maybe the 
lecture in the Market the other week had more of an effect on me than I 
realized.  The Map Society Lecturer seemed quite firm in his beliefs about 
the Traveler and the Map as did his daughter.  It did not seem like fiction 
even though some of it seemed unbelievable to me. 
 
After the play was over, our family waited for my sister to change clothes.  
It was opening night and we were to celebrate.  We would not celebrate at 
home, but we would go to a local inn close to our home.  Not a shine root 
tavern, but a more dignified place.  We walked to the inn with a celebratory 
mood.  I made sure I complimented my sister about every aspect of the 
play.  She beamed with pride.  My father and mother also beamed with 
pride.  We got to the inn and had a table prepared for us.  I noticed on the 
sign out front that my favorite meal was the special of the day.  My mouth 
watered as I imagined the stew. 
 
We ordered our meals.  Everyone laughed as I ordered predictably.  They 
had all seen the sign as well.  The meals came and we continued to share 
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memories of the evening.  I must have had a strange look about me, for 
while we were eating and congratulating my sister, my father questioned 
me. 
 
“You seem to be distracted tonight,” he stated, pregnant with a question.  
“Your eyes are somewhere else and your face is long.” 
 
“Well,” I said in between bites of the stew.  “I heard some things tonight 
that don’t make much sense.  Some things in the play were opposite some 
of the stories our family has told over the years.  Some things were 
opposite of what I heard at the Market the other day.  I don’t know.  I 
guess I just don’t know what to think.  I don’t know what the truth is.  I 
am so confused.  I have to be honest.  I heard a lecture by the Map Society 
in the Market the other day and I really want to know all I can about what 
I heard.” 
 
My mother looked at my father and my father looked at her.  “Well,” he 
said with a sigh, “your mother and I have found spiritual things confusing 
and we have chosen to leave them behind.  That would not make any of 
our grandparents happy, but it is the decision we have made.” 
 
“We are glad you are looking into such things,” my mother said, “but we 
really cannot help you find answers.”  She laughed as she sipped her drink.  
“I have watched the ‘Return to the Source’ play for my whole life and I do 
not understand all it.  I have read the ‘Water Hymn’ on the wall of our 
house and I don’t understand it either.” 
 
“I can prepare you for business and other things,” my father said agreeing 
with my mother, “but in terms of spiritual things we just don’t know.  You 
will have to find your own way.  Maybe you should go to the Map Society 
and ask questions.” 
 
“I did that,” I said to my parents.  “I ended up with more questions.” 
 
I heard what they were saying and I understood.  My parents were born in 
Receding just like me.  They did not understand spiritual things.  They did 
not know anything about the Source or the Maker of Days or the Face or 
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the Ancient of Days or the Traveler who is the Host of the Ancient of 
Days. 
 
Were they all the same thing? 
Were these different names for the same beings? 
Are we talking about different beings? 
 
They didn’t know.  They also didn’t seem to care that they didn’t know.  I 
found that completely strange.  How could they have just removed wanting 
to know what life was all about?  How could they just give up on figuring 
out what the Ancient of Days wanted from us?  How could the people of 
Receding put forth a play about Sophia and Prince-Nachash knowing that 
it contradicted the stories of the founders of Receding? 
 
Again, all I had was questions. 
 
The next day I went to the Market as was now my usual custom and put 
in our family’s order.  I noticed as I was leaving the general store, that a 
new merchant had set up a booth.  He sold ossis beads.  Ossis beads are 
round beads made of different animal bones, usually white in color that 
can be fashioned into bracelets or necklaces of any length. 
 
I walked up to the booth.  My mother came to mind.  My sister came to 
mind.  Puella Rurigena came to mind.  Cleric Koritsi von Sollemne from 
South Rim Neighborhood definitely came to mind.  I was getting the cart 
before the horse with that last one.  I had to first ask Puella or Cleric Koritsi 
for an evening stroll before I even considered a gift.  My heart swelled with 
delight… I was a young man with options! 
 
As I was browsing, the merchant began his salesman’s ways, “Here we 
have the finest genuine ossis beads.  The best in Receding.”  He said this 
with a loud voice so that not only could I hear him, but others passing by.  
None stopped at the moment so he trained his salesman’s eye on me. 
 
“What makes them genuine?” I asked. 
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“Because I only sell genuine ossis beads.  I promise,” he said without even 
a pause. 
 
“Well how would I know a genuine ossis bead from a fake one?  How do 
you know a genuine ossis bead from a fake one?  How do I know that your 
source of ossis did not just sell you a bag of fake junk?  You and I know 
that school kids make fake junk all the time.”  I smiled after my barrage of 
questions.  I knew I had this salesman stumped. 
 
“Well young man,” he said with confidence that startled me, “I trained 
under my father to make and sell ossis beads.  Been doing it for years now 
at a shop in southeast Receding.  I know real ossis from fake ossis because 
I have studied the real genuine article.  Once you have seen the real genuine 
article, it is easy to spot a fake.  No fakes here.” 
 
The man held out an ossis bracelet and raised his eye brows over and over 
in a playful manner.  I put my hands up in a “no-thank-you manner” and 
said as I left, “I will keep you in mind if I need gifts.” 
 
The salesman gave one last good effort when he said as I was walking, 
“She will want an ossis bracelet!” 
 
With that, I turned and went back to the vendor.  He had me.  I don’t 
know how he had me, but there was a lady in my life that was getting one 
of these genuine bracelets.  He smiled wide and his smile reached his eyes.  
I paid.  As I walked away out of the market, what the man said stuck in my 
head.  Not about a girl wanting a bracelet, but about everything else.  He 
was speaking about ossis beads, but the truth underlying his statement 
nevertheless rang true for many things.  If one can identify Truth and study 
it, then the false notions or pretend-truths will be obvious. 
 
Half way home it struck me. 
 
I must find the Truth.  I must find the Truth so that when I hear something 
that is not the Truth, I can identify it and toss it out of my life.  I must 
become a searcher of the Truth.  I need to find out the Truth about the 
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Ancient of Days so that when I find something that pretends to be the 
truth, I will know. 
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IMPORTANT THINGS TO REMEMBER. 
 
“Once you have seen the real genuine article, it is easy to spot a fake.” 
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JOURNAL ENTRY 3. 
 
One day she was just gone. 
 
The Rurigena family have been our neighbors forever.  They are not too 
far from my home with a whole house full of beautiful daughters.  Well, 
just one caught my eye really.  Puella Rurigena is the daughter closest to 
my age.  I saw her at the play the opening night, but never got a chance to 
talk to her or catch up.  I almost bought her an ossis bead bracelet before 
asking her for a stroll.  In the weeks following the “Return to the Source” 
play at the Amphitheater, she disappeared. She like me was taking on more 
responsibilities in her home.  That was just our age.   
 
One day she was just gone. 
 
“I would like if you would keep an eye out,” her mother asked me with 
cascading worry flooding her eyes.  It had been months now since her 
disappearance.  Her mother was putting up a ‘Lost and Wanted’ poster in 
the Market.  That was how I found out Puella was missing.  Where would 
she go?  Did someone hurt her?  Could she have turned into the wrong 
alley and witnessed a crime and suffered the consequence?  I could tell 
from her mother’s demeanor and shaking hands that she was asking herself 
these same questions. 
 
“I will ma’am,” I said with as much concern in my voice as I could possibly 
muster.  She gave me one of the posters she was putting up.  For some 
reason as I was walking home, the Pond came into my mind.  She had 
talked in school about being enamored with it.  Could she have gone there? 
 
No.  Yes.  Maybe. 
No.  Yes.  Maybe. 
 
Once I settled on the word ‘maybe’ in my mind, my feet began to walk 
north towards the Pond.  The Pond was beyond North Wellstone 
Neighborhood.  Everyone knew that.  I had never been there myself.  I 
heard some of the boys in school talk about going there, but at our age I 
thought it was just pomp and adolescent lies. 
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The Pond is either a remnant of Lake Receding or the Great Quake I 
suppose.  Lake Receding is gradually getting smaller.  It used to be much 
bigger than it is today.  I guess sometime in the past the pond was made as 
the lake grew smaller. What is most significant about the Pond is that it is 
ruled by the Pond Lords.  The Pond Lords are a group of seven 
businessmen that control the Pond. 
 
Lord Gula has tents that offer food and drink non-stop. 
 
Lord Acedia has a large tent where one can while away the hours doing 
nothing. 
 
Lord Avarita buys and sells anything for profit. 
 
Lord Luxuria has a large tent full of men and women who sell their bodies 
for pleasure. 
 
Lord Superbia cuts people’s flesh and arts tattoos to make them more 
beautiful. 
 
Lord Tristia has tents where people go to die because of sorrow. 
 
Lord Ira sells murder for hire. 
 
The Pond is dirty water and needs lots amount of shine root to make it 
drinkable.  It also happens to be the most addictive water in Receding and 
they offer it free.  People come to the Pond Lords because they are in need 
of water and then they get hooked.  My mother told me once that one sip 
from the Pond Lords means you are hooked for life.  She said that to scare 
me I think.  How could that be true?  As I was walking towards the Pond, 
I wondered if her warning had any ring of truth to it or if it was simply a 
story to scare her son into right action. 
 
Drink the free Pond water. 
Get hooked. 
Enslaved by them in many ways. 
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I walked up the east side of Receding until I came to the outskirts of the 
town.  I went out of a gate and walked quickly to the Pond.  It did not take 
long.  It was a well-worn path with lamps every few feet from the gate to 
the domain of the Pond Lords.   
 
As I walked east, I noticed that the light dimmed because of the shadow, 
but the ever-present lamps helped.  There was even less light here than 
where my house was located.   As I approached the Pond, I began to smell, 
hear, and see the results of the addictions present within.  Why would 
Puella want to come here?!  I came to the Pond and noticed there were no 
walls or anything to keep people out or in.  It was just a collection of 
various tents surrounding the Pond.  Some people laid in the open low-
light sun and breeze.  Others huddled under make-shift coverings.  All 
looked thirsty. 
 
There were some men stationed around the outskirts of the tents at various 
locations.  I walked up to one of the men, I presumed he was a guard or 
peacekeeper of some kind, and showed him the poster Puella’s mother had 
given me.  He barely looked at the poster and shook his head.  
 
To my dying day, I will not remember what the man looked like.  Black or 
brown hair?  Big or small nose?  Facial hair or none?  I do not know.  Why 
not?  Because there was a large black seven-point crown tattoo on the side 
of the man’s neck.  I will always remember the tattoo.  I would come to 
realize later that the tattoo he was sporting on his neck was the collective 
brand of the 7 Pond Lords.  He was their servant.   
 
As I stood there, I realized he would not tell me anything about Puella 
even if he knew.  I would need to go into the Pond area and look for her 
myself.  I started off into the Pond with a mission. 
 
I first came to a set of large long blue rectangular tents.  They were full of 
long wooden tables and benches which stretched from one end of the tent 
to the other.  Each one looked the same.  There were four large tents in 
all.  I came to the first one and it was full of people chatting and eating and 
drinking.  They were drinking heavily and clanking their mugs together 
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loudly and often.  There was a band in each tent playing loud live music 
with a fast pace.  It was lively.  Every so often they led people in a song 
and the eaters and drinkers would imbibe along with the song.  It was a 
constant party among the tents. 
 
I went to the serving bar of the nearest tent. 
 
“Excuse me,” I said loudly so that the attendant could hear me over the 
cacophony of music. 
 
The man turned and looked me straight in the eye. 
 
“Have you seen this girl,” I asked as I pushed the poster into his field of 
view. 
 
“I dunno,” the man said.  “If you are looking for someone,” the man 
instructed with a pointing finger behind me “you should go see Lord Gula.  
He is in charge.”  I turned behind me to see a man standing on the other 
side of the tent with watchful eyes.  He was watching all the eating and 
drinking as though he were watching over his kingdom. 
 
“Gula?” I asked, pointing a thumb at the man. 
 
“Lord Gula,” the man nodded in affirmation and moved on to the next 
patron who had saddled up on a stool beside me. 
 
Lord Gula was perhaps the baldest man I had ever seen.  Not one hair on 
his head.  No beard.  Not even any eyebrows.  He had no shirt on and had 
no chest or arm hair that I could see.  He had one large gold hoop earring 
in each ear.  The bottom half of his body was clad in loose fitting silk 
purple pants which were tucked into high black leather boots.  He looked 
like a pirate from a children’s story I heard once.  All he needed was a hook 
for a hand. 
 
He saw me approaching and gave me only a quick glance.  “What do you 
want?”  His eyes continually scanned the tent. 
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Just as he asked me that question, a man at one of the tables fell out of his 
chair.  He looked as though he had eaten three suppers as his stomach was 
distended before him.  His face was full of bits of food and he had half 
eaten plates in front of him.  Gula pointed and three servants rushed to 
get the man back into his seat and began to feed him.  The man did not 
resist, but opened his mouth and ate.  He looked awful.  He drank pints of 
pond water and the water spilled out down his chin as he slurped the water 
non-stop. 
 
“Have you seen her?” I asked turning back to Gula and placing the flyer 
in his hand. 
 
“No,” he said immediately after barely glancing at the picture.  As soon as 
he said no, the music in an adjoining tent stopped for a moment.  His head 
turned in that direction.  A moment later the music picked up again and 
his attention came back to the tent I was standing in. 
 
“Are you sure?” I asked in a polite, but firm tone.  “Please look again,” I 
asked. 
 
“I have not seen her,” Lord Gula replied over the competing loud music 
with an annoyed tone.  “My business is food and drink in excess.  If your 
girlfriend or sister or cousin has thirst to quench, I would know her.  If she 
doesn’t, I don’t care.  Either drink or get out!” 
 
He threw the poster back at me and I backed up a few steps in response.  
As I backed up, I bumped into three men who were standing, talking, and 
drinking large steins of pond water.  All three of them toppled over onto 
a nearby table.  I had barely touched them and yet they fell into the table!  
All three of them were the drunkest I had ever seen anyone. 
 
Gula pointed at me with an accusing finger and I knew I had to get out of 
there.  I dashed out of the tent and away from all the others that looked 
like they were owned by Gula.  Three men with folded muscled arms 
watched me leave the tent area. 
 
I am here in the Pond with a mission. 
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I did not have to walk far before I came to an area that had one tent.  It 
was a large black oval tent with all of the side flaps down.  The peak of the 
oval tent had an opening from which a steady stream of smoke was 
flowing.  There was only one way in.  I ducked into the tent.  It took a 
moment for my eyes to adjust to the low light in the covered space.  I 
looked and there in the tent were people sitting and laying on pillows in 
various places.  Each one of them had a long pipe in their hand and they 
were blowing smoke from their mouths into the air. 
 
A man immediately came up to me after I entered. 
 
“Hello,” the man said with a polished accent and practiced finesse, 
“welcome welcome!  My name is Lord Acedia.  I offer the finest wares to 
while away the day.  Here you have no cares.  Here you must do nothing.  
My special blends of shine tobacco will help you with what ails you.  I have 
anything you need.” 
 
Immediately two ladies came up to me and took me by the hands; one lady 
for each hand. Neither of them was covered much by clothing.  They 
pulled me further into the tent to an open area with pillows.  The plush 
pillows made for an inviting place to sit and rest and sleep.  They eyed me 
hungrily.  They escorted me to my seat and sat me down gently, but firmly, 
letting me know they were in charge. 
 
As I was sitting, I pulled out the picture of Puella. 
 
“Have you seen her? Puella?” I asked the girl on my left as she was starting 
to massage my arm.  As her hand brushed against my chest, she shook her 
head no.  She took a drag on the long pipe she began smoking and blew 
the smoke into my face in a slow steady stream. 
 
“Have you seen her?” I asked the other girl on my right as I coughed a 
little.  She was laying out several options of pipes for me to try.  She shook 
her head no, but looked away as soon as I showed it to her.  Odd. 
 
Lord Acedia quietly walked up to this newly occupied area of his 
establishment.  “Is everything to your liking?”  The girl on my left moved 
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behind me to massage my shoulders and I could smell more of the smoke 
being exhaled around me.  The smoke cascaded down around me like mist 
in the morning. 
 
“Have you seen this girl?” I asked.  I offered the poster to him.  Surely 
someone with such refined taste would know what is going on around this 
place.  He looked at the poster.  I could not tell in the low light, but I 
thought I saw recognition in his eyes. 
 
“Why don’t you lean back for a while and let your cares go away,” he 
suggested as he folded up the poster and put it in his pocket. 
 
“Have you seen that girl?” I asked.  I tried to rise from the pillow.  My 
head was feeling a little woozy as I tried to get up.  My vision was a little 
blurry.  I could see different colors.  Acedia looked strange.  I felt like my 
legs were made of rubber.  I had never felt like this before.  I stumbled 
back down to the pillows.  Each of the women giggled.  One blew more 
smoke over me. 
 
I felt strange, but I liked it.  Oh, did I like it!  What was in those pipes?  He 
had said shine tobacco… right?  I looked around me and the world was 
colored with blues and greens and some colors I could not even identify.  
The girl to my right put a pipe in my mouth and I inhaled deeply.  The 
smoke and taste of the shine root rushed into my lungs.  I coughed.  The 
girls giggled and instructed me to take another big breath. 
 
I have to admit that the smoke felt good in my mouth and throat and lungs.  
It made me feel strange and good at the same time.  I felt my cares about… 
about… what was her name… fading away.  Wait, what was her name?  
All of a sudden, a thought popped into my head: I am here in the Pond 
with a mission. 
 
I stood up as best I could.  I made my way towards the entrance to the 
tent.  My stomach was feeling queasy like I had eaten something bad.  My 
vision seemed blurry.  My skin felt sweaty and clammy.  I just wanted to 
make it to the open flap of the tent.  As I was going, I heard the rush of 
feet behind me. 
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I heard from behind me Acedia’s voice say: “Let him go.” 
 
I stumbled out of the black oval tent in a daze.  I got outside and the light 
seemed brighter than when I went in.  The music from Gula’s tents seemed 
louder and closer than I remembered.  As I was trying to get my bearings 
moving alongside the tent, a side flap of the tent quickly popped open.  
One of the girls from the tent grabbed my hand and led me away from the 
tent quickly.  She practically dragged me away and I stumbled as we went 
along. 
 
“Breathe in and out deeply,” she said as she was hurrying me along.  I 
began to breathe in and out in as many deep breaths as I could muster.  My 
lungs were burning.  My throat seemed to be closing up.  As I breathed 
out, smoke came out of my mouth.  With each exhale, I felt better.  My 
head cleared and my eyes again became normal as each breath of smoke 
volcanoed from my lungs.  The girl shoved a piece of bread in my hand 
and I ate. 
 
“Listen,” she said in a quiet and hurried voice as we got some distance 
from the tent, “Rurry was here and she served Lord Acedia like me, but 
she isn’t with us anymore.” 
 
“Rurry?” I asked slurrily as I was coming out of the fog.  Getting the smoke 
from my lungs was helping.  The bread was helping.  Who was she talking 
about?  Was this the girl from Acedia’s tent?  My brain was still a little 
foggy. 
 
“Yes, Rurry… Puella… whatever.  Lord Acedia sold her a few weeks ago 
to another Pond Lord, but I don’t know which one.  You will have to find 
her.  She took to the Pond water like no one I have ever seen.  She was so 
very thirsty.  She is way addicted.  We all are, but she is in a bad way.  Lord 
Acedia told her, like he tells all of us, that he will take care of us.” 
 
“What do you mean addicted?” I asked.  Surely Puella would not be 
addicted to Pond water.  Her parents like mine would have told her to stay 
away.  Obviously, she did not listen.  If Puella had been with the Pond 
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Lords for months, there was no telling how addicted to the water she had 
become or what she had done to be able to stay here.   
 
She had not returned home.   
She must still be here. 
 
“All of us come here and we are thirsty.  The Pond Lords give us water for 
free.  All of this is free.  All of this water, filled with shine root, is free.  
Well, the first drinks are free.  Now we are all enslaved to the Pond Lords.  
We all now need to stay here.  All of us.  All the people who serve the 
Pond Lords and all those just lying around in the open air.  All of us.  We 
need the water.”  She spoke in a hushed tone trying to hurry our exchange 
of words.  She kept looking around as if she were in trouble. 
 
“Why can’t you leave?  Where are the Market Managers?  This is wrong!”  
I said the last statement a little too loudly and the young woman’s stress 
level went through the roof.  Her voice became more hushed.  Her eyes 
more frantic.  Her hands shook. 
 
“No one cares about us.  The Lords meet our need for water.  The Pond 
Lords provide for the thirsty and no one else has to.  The Market looks 
the other way because they don’t have to pay for us.  We become out of 
sight and out of mind by our own action.”  She said this last part with a 
look of knowing.  With that, the young girl put something in my hand and 
dashed away back towards the oval tent.  I looked down and it was the 
folded poster of Puella. 
 
I turned around and noticed that ahead of me was an area with three large 
tents.  The first tent had a sign above it that said: “Avarita Buys All.”  
People were lined up outside the tent with clothes in their hands and what 
looked like bags of merchandise.  The line came out of the tent and 
wrapped itself around as far as I could see.  Most of the people looked like 
they had not bathed or eaten in days. 
 
I walked up to one of the people in line.  He looked to be a few years older 
than me, but was about the same height.  His blond hair was so dirty it 
looked brown.  His eyes were a little sunken and he had a general look of 
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vacancy in his eyes.  His lips were dry and cracked around the edges.  His 
face was reddened by constant exposure to being outside with no shelter.  
His skin was as dry as the Desert sands outside of Receding. 
 
“What are you doing?” I asked. 
 
His brow furled and he answered me as though what he was doing was 
common knowledge.  “I am here to see Lord Avarita.  She buys everything 
and anything people want to give her.  She wants it all.  She don’t give good 
prices, but enough so I can go see Luxuria’s Ladies.”  He pointed to the 
tent just a short distance away.  I began to walk slowly over to the tent to 
which he pointed. 
 
The tent a short distance away was a bright red tent with two guards out 
front.  The men were well muscled and looked like they could handle 
themselves in a fight.  They almost looked like twins as they stood there 
with their arms crossed.  Their uniform was simple.  Black pants.  A black 
vest with a white goat’s head stitched on it.  A heavy scowl.  The scowl was 
the scariest part. 
 
Beside each of the guards were two little men with what looked like 
restaurant menus from the inn my family had celebrated at some months 
ago.  They were rushing back and forth like two hummer birds as people 
passed by.  They would go up to one person, “Hey you want to see…”  
“Hey we have what you want.” 
 
I walked slowly over to the tent. 
 
One of the menu-men stuck the paper in my face.  On the menu were 
pictures of girls, names, and activities.  I will not write down the activities 
listed, but needless to say as I think back on this event my stomach turns.  
At the time, however, I shocked myself by being equally repulsed by the 
menu and curious.   
 
“Hey you want to see,” one of them said to me in a high pitch fast-paced 
voice.  “We have what you want.” 
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I pushed the menu out of my face, but just as I did, I noticed a familiar 
face on the list.  My eyes grew wide with surprise at the recognition. 
 
“You see someone you like,” the man questioned with raised eyebrows 
seeing my change in expression. 
 
I nodded. 
I pointed to the very likeness of Puella on his menu. 
Was that her?  I thought it was. 
 
“Oh,” he said with enthusiasm, “she is new to our tents.  She is fresh.  She 
will be enjoyable for you.  Smooth skin.  Silky hair.”  He put his hand on 
my shoulder and led me into the tent.  I walked down a part of the tent 
without partitions.  To either side of me, were partitioned private areas.  
As I passed, I could see in some of them. 
 
Women dancing with no clothes. 
Men touching women. 
Sex. 
Women touching men. 
Men forcing women to do things. 
 
I am here in the Pond with a mission. 
 
My attention snapped back as my guide led me to a partitioned area and 
motioned his hand for me to enter.  He gave me a large jug of pond water 
and led me into the partitioned room. 
 
“Drink drink,” he said encouragingly as he left.  His hands made a jug-
swigging motion as he walked away.  I turned towards the door and put 
the jug to my mouth.  The man waved and exited.  I did not drink anything. 
 
I turned around and there she was sitting naked on a bed.  It was Puella 
Rurigena, but I could hardly recognize her.  Her hair was a different color.  
Her face was different somehow.  Her face looked like an artist had colored 
her eyes and lips and cheeks.  As soon as she saw my face in the low light, 
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she recognized me.  She rushed and grabbed the sheets from the bed she 
was sitting on and covered her nakedness.  I moved closer to her. 
 
“What are you doing here?” she asked defensively in a low voice as I sat 
down on the edge of the bed.  I could not tell if she was hurt.  I could not 
tell much about her. 
 
“I came looking for you.” 
 
“Why?” 
 
I looked at her with a knowing look. 
She looked at me with the same look. 
We both knew my unspoken feelings for her. 
 
“I got so tired of living day to day in Receding,” she began to say.  She 
pulled the covers tighter over her body as she spoke.  “Receding is a dying 
town.  You know that.  I know that.  Everybody knows that.  We got older 
and we took on more responsibilities.  You started at the Market.  I started 
making clothes to sell for my family.  Life is so pointless like that.  Life in 
Receding is one big lie.  I will grow up and live and die and there is no 
point to any of it.  I came here to find that there is more to life that any of 
that.  I want more out of life than sitting in a room making clothes all day.” 
 
I looked around the small partitioned room.  I tried not to stare at the 
uncovered parts of Puella. 
 
“I don’t understand,” I said in an equally low voice to hers.  All I had were 
questions with no answers.  The one foremost in my mind was: How do I 
get you out of here?   I did not voice that question, but rather voiced others.  
“You and I both come from good families.  We can have good lives in 
Receding.  Why are you here?  Why are you staying here?  What do you 
have here that isn’t out there?” 
 
“I told you.  I am tired of living day to day with no point.  Everything is 
meaningless.  Our schooling was meaningless.  My job with my family is 
meaningless.  My friends,” she paused and looked at me, “are meaningless.  
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I want more from life than meaninglessness.  I asked my parents, but they 
didn’t have anything to say.  All they said was one day I would understand.” 
 
I looked around the small partitioned room.  “And this is it?” I asked.  
“This is your grand plan to find meaning and truth?  This is what you want 
for yourself?”  Again, all I had were questions with no answers. 
 
“Here,” she said, “I get pleasure. I can give pleasure.”  With that, the hold 
on her covers began to loosen.  She began to move on the bed towards 
me.  “I came here because the Pond is full of excitement and life.  You saw 
it out there!  The Pond Lords give away eating and drinking!  The Pond 
Lords give away music!  When I first got here, I started working for a man 
named Lord Acedia who showed me that doing nothing can be profitable 
and fun and pleasurable.” 
 
“I met him.” 
 
“After I was here a little bit, I met Lord Luxuria and she showed me the 
power I have in the curves of my body.  She promises me that I can do 
anything I want here, and I can have anything I want.  The girls here are 
my family now.  We are family together.”  As Puella was talking, she moved 
even closer to me on the bed.  I was trying to pay attention to her face and 
eyes, but not her hands. 
 
Puella let the sheets covering her go and she slowly crawled towards me as 
she was talking.  “I really didn’t find what I was looking for initially, but 
pleasure is fun.  Pleasure is giving me all that I need.  It is all that I want 
now.  Lord Luxuria is showing me so many things.  I could show you what 
she showed me.” 
 
I found myself captivated by this girl more than I ever had been before.  
This was the same girl that grew up down the street from me all these 
years, and yet now she was more and now she was also less. 
 
She was more aggressive, more sensual, and more determined. 
She was less… Puella. 
She was lost to her desires to have pleasure and that was her only goal. 
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I stood up straight as her hands reached out for me.  She sat up on the bed 
surprised that I had stood.  She reached out to me and took the jug from 
my hands.  She lifted it to her mouth and began to drink heavily from the 
ewer.  She drank and drank until it was only half full.  Her eyes seemed to 
glaze over a little. 
 
“You should have some,” she said to me.  “Your life is meaningless too.  
Market day.  Market day.  Market day.  You are a glorified messenger boy.”  
Her words began to slur a little, but she was not completely wrong.  I had 
found my new job exciting at first, but over these months I had seen little 
potential or personal fulfillment in it. 
 
Nothing in my job had brought any meaning to my life.  It did seem to be 
a meaningless pursuit at the moment.  There had to be something else to 
bring meaning to life in Receding.  All those men and women in Gula’s 
tent sure seemed to be having fun, but they were addicted to the Pond 
water and now were slaves to eat and drink constantly.  They were stuck 
here.  That young man my age was standing hopelessly in a line to sell some 
trinkets so he could satisfy his physical urges. 
 
Is this all there is? 
 
Was pleasure the way to make it all make sense? 
 
Was buying and selling and amassing wealth going to make life in Receding 
make sense? 
 
Was eating good food and drinking fine drink going to make life make 
sense? 
 
What was the purpose in life? 
 
Puella Rurigena, the girl who had grown up down the street from me, was 
now a willing naked servant of the Pond Lord Luxuria who offered her 
body to pleasure.  She held out the half drank flagon to me.  If I drank, I 
would be admitting that all meaning in life came from the pursuit of 
pleasure and greed and physical things. 
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“I…” 
 
“Drink,” she said getting up from the bed.  She moved towards me and I 
backed away. 
 
“I…” 
 
“Drink!” she said getting louder and more forceful in her words.  She 
moved towards me and I backed away all the way to the entrance to this 
partitioned room. 
 
“I…” 
 
“Drink!!” she yelled with a voice that rang out all through the tent.  She 
thrust the half-drunk jug at my face.  I turned to run.  She caught me by 
my cloak and said, "Drink and come to bed with me!"  But I left my cloak 
in her hand and ran out of the tent.  I would like to say that I did so 
confidently, but I ran realizing that Puella was lost in life trying to find 
meaning in pleasure and hurtful things. 
 
I went from there and I was blinded by disillusionment.  That poor girl is 
not the one I knew from school.  Tears filled my eyes.  That poor girl was 
wild and exciting and addicted to water filled with shine root.  I wiped the 
tears from my eyes.  She never acted like that before… I would have 
noticed!  My thoughts turned to her mother and father and sisters. 
 
What would I tell them? 
Should I tell them? 
How could I share this tale with them? 
 
In my disillusionment and sadness, apparently, I walked back towards the 
tent of Avarita.  On the back side, a side I had not seen, there were several 
round tables with people around them.  They all had cards.  They all were 
throwing money into the middle of the table. 
 
Gambling. 
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One of the men at the table nearest to me looked up and waved me over.  
“Come on young man!” the man said in an inviting tone, “join us!  We will 
deal you in on the next hand.” 
 
I sat down at a table with three men already seated. 
 
The first man, to my left, was a heavy-set bald man with a large shine root 
calabash pipe in his mouth.  He puffed every minute or so and a slow 
trickle of smoke came from his nostrils.  The expression on his face 
betrayed nothing of the cards that were in his hands. 
 
The man directly across from me, the one who had called me over, wore a 
white shirt with a velvet-looking vest.  He had some of those old people 
glasses perched at the tip of his nose.  He looked at me over his glasses 
and down through the glasses at his cards. 
 
The person to my right was a kid way younger than me.  Her face was dirty.  
Her hands were dirty.  She also had the largest pile of money sitting in 
front of her.  Her eyes darted quickly from me to the other players to her 
cards and to her money pile.  I noticed her fingers were nervously tapping 
on the table. 
 
Once the hand was finished, they all looked at me. 
 
The bald man questioned, “Have you anything to put up for some 
betting?” 
 
“It can be anything,” the young girl encouraged. 
 
“Just give it to me and I will exchange it for funds,” the well-dressed man 
said informatively. 
 
I wasn’t sure what to give him.  Maybe this wasn’t for me.  I went to get 
up when I remembered what was in my pocket.  I dug my hand into my 
inner pants pocket and brought out a genuine ossis bracelet.  I put it in the 
middle of the table. 
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“Nice!” the young girl said. 
 
The bald man whistled his approval. 
 
“That will do nicely,” the well-dressed man said approvingly. 
 
I was in the game.  I now had a little money with which to bet and play the 
card game.  The well-dressed man played the part of the dealer and 
instructed me in the rules of the game.  We would get 6 cards.  We could 
return as many cards as we wanted during two rounds of betting.  We could 
opt out of the hand at any time.  The person with the most matches or 
highest valued matches wins.  I think there was a little more to it than that, 
but that is what I remember.   
 
Well, it was the ‘little bit more than that,’ that I should have figured out 
because within an hour I had gambled away all my money.  I was not poor 
at the card game in my estimation, but the other three seasoned card 
players at the table were advanced in their skills. 
 
“Do you have anything else to turn in,” the young girl asked.  She still had 
the largest amount of money in front of her.  In fact, most of the small pile 
that once sat in front of me now mounded in front of her. 
 
“We’d love for you to keep playing,” the bald man said as he exhaled 
smoke into the air. 
 
“Just give it to me and I will exchange it for funds,” the well-dressed man 
said informatively with a knowing smile. 
 
I felt adrift in my emotions and in my thoughts.  I felt guilty.  Guilty 
because I gambled away a gift. 
 
I felt sad. 
Sad because Puella was lost to her family and me. 
 
I felt foolish. 
Foolish because Puella had never been mine in the first place. 
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I felt lost. 
Lost because I did not seem to be acting like myself. 
 
I felt scared. 
Scared because I was starting to like it here at the Pond. 
 
I felt useless. 
Useless because Puella was right that I was a glorified errand boy. 
 
I got up from the round gambling table and ran from that place back home. 
 
On the way back, I began to pray: 
 
Ancient of Days, 
 
If you are there 
I am so sorry I went to that place. 
I feel so useless. 
 
Puella is in that place and I don’t think she is ever coming out.  What do I tell her 
mother?  She is addicted.  She is so different. I feel like I just live here, but she is part 
of the dark place now. I need You to show me what to do. If You are there, show me. 
 
I promise I will not do things I did back there again.  Please get Puella out of there! 
I will seek you with all my heart.  Starting now. 
 
I am going to end saying out loud, “For sure I will do this!”  I hope that was ok. 
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JOURNAL ENTRY 4. 
 
After my experience at the Pond with the Pond Lords, I sort of went off 
the deep end looking for Truth.  I started by reading and re-reading all the 
books from my schooling years.  I read up on anything about the Ancient 
of Days or Queen Sophia or anything with supernatural tendencies.  I even 
borrowed a few volumes from Old Geitonas next door.  Two volumes 
were not useful.  One of them was a journal of one of his sons.  His son 
had went looking for answers much like me and ended up heading out into 
the Desert.  He was found two months later by the Patrol and brought 
back dead. 
 
I knew if I was going to find answers that I would have to expand my 
search in Receding.  I made sure my duties at the Market were done, but 
the rest of the time was my own.  I first scoured the South Rim 
Neighborhood which is the furthest neighborhood south in Receding one 
can live.  After a few days of walking around and looking for clues, I had 
discovered nothing of note or anyone who could tell me more than I 
already knew.  I also did not run into Cleric Koritsi von Sollemne which 
was probably one of the reasons why I kept going back day after day. 
 
After I realized my answers would not come from conversations from 
South Rim Neighborhood locals, I went to the part of town I had been 
warned not to go.  One day after I delivered my order at the Market, I 
headed back north, but west of where I had been with the Pond, but I 
stayed within the limits of Receding.  I had gotten some distance from the 
Market when I noticed that the architecture changed.  This was definitely 
a different part of town.  It was Wellstone Neighborhood.  Streetlamps 
were visible every few feet.  Most people carried a lantern of some sort as 
there seemed to be less light in this part of town. 
 
The cobblestone street curved away from the Market, but on the right side 
was a small square.  On each of the corners of the square were tall 
flagpoles.  I had never seen flags like these before.  The flags were a pale 
blue with an eye on them with three lines under the eye like tears.  I thought 
it strange. 
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In the middle of the square, flanked by all the flags, was by my estimation 
one of the oldest wells in Receding.  It must be one of the oldest wells 
being in this part of town.  Around the well were men and women of all 
ages dressed in the same pale blue as the flags.  They had the same eye with 
three lines embroidered on all of their garments.  One woman, who must 
be the leader, had a large tall white headdress with the same eye in gold.  
One of the people dressed in pale blue saw me enter the area and motioned 
me over to watch.  He was about my age and so I went over.  Couldn’t 
hurt to observe, could it?  After all, I was there to find Truth. 
 
“She is the Grand Choprah,” the young man whispered leaning over to me 
trying to be reverent.  “She leads us.  Just listen.” 
 
“We have come to the well to drink the Water of the Ages,” the woman in 
the headdress said to the crowd.  She lifted her hands and continued, “We 
must open our minds to all the paths the rainbow spirits bring us and we 
must find the divine within ourselves.  Peace will guide the planets and 
love will move all the stars in the great beyond.” 
 
Well, these people seemed to be all about finding paths.  She seemed to be 
saying that the divine was not outside of us, but already inside. 
 
She looked at the crowd and said: “Harmony and understanding.” 
Everyone repeated. 
 
She looked at the crowd and said: “Sympathy and abounding trust.” 
Everyone repeated. 
 
Everyone put their hands on the shoulders of the person next to them. 
She looked at the crowd and said: “No falsehood or derision.” 
Everyone repeated. 
 
She looked at the crowd and said: “Golden living dreams of visions.” 
Everyone repeated. 
 
All the people then held hands and closed their eyes. 
She looked at the crowd and said: “Mystic crystal revelation.” 
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Everyone repeated. 
 
She looked at the crowd and said: “The mind's true liberation.” 
Everyone repeated. 
 
The Grand Choprah continued to lead the group which seemed to be in a 
bit of a trance.  She said: “When you submit and drink the Water of the 
Ages, you accept the truth that you are divine.  The divine is all around 
you.  The divine is in the land, the air, the trees and plants, all the creatures 
around us, and in our hearts.  The divine is most importantly found in us.” 
 
With that, the Grand Choprah took a large silver goblet from a small table 
next to the well.  She took the goblet in her hand, held it over her head, 
and ceremonially showed it to all those who had gathered.  She dipped the 
goblet in the well and filled it with the water from the well.  When she did 
so, all the people dressed in pale blue started to hum and formed a line.  
They each began to drink from the goblet one after another. 
 
The young man leaned over to me and whispered again, “The water tastes 
a little funny because its well water, but it is good for drinking.”  He went 
on to tell me, as I watched the line of people dressed in pale blue, that the 
only cost to drink this water was the mind of the participants.  I must have 
looked at him strangely because he explained. “You must become one of 
us,” he said with excitement in his eyes, “committed to our way of thinking 
and our beliefs.  To drink the water from this well means you are one of 
us.  The commitment also means you promise to not drink any other 
waters in Receding.  The Grand Choprah tells us that only our water is 
pure.”  Pure water… now that would be something to experience! 
 
I stood in line for a while and realized I had never had well water before.  
My family got all our water from the Market which came from Lake 
Receding.  Also, I had not heard “the Ancient of Days” talked about or 
“the Traveler.”  This just wasn't the place for me to find answers.  I slowed 
my pace in line and started to back out of the square slowly.  The young 
man who had initially motioned me over was too busy chanting and caught 
up in the moment to notice my departure. 
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Once out of the square I turned the corner of the first street.  I walked 
down the cobblestones away from the Market and away from the folks in 
the blue robes.  I had not gone far when I came to a large portico off to 
the side.  It was massive! The portico had a triangle peak that reached into 
the sky.  The whole building was carved with horses and scenes which 
looked like people living in tents.  The portico housed a well; it looked 
much like the one I had just seen.  The whole structure seemed to be made 
of a bronze metal.  I walked up to the closest pillar and rapped my knuckle 
and it resounded like metal. The portico was supported by five large pillars 
spaced throughout the structure.  I walked around and noticed each one 
had a word artistically carved on the base. 
 
The first said “Testimony.” 
The second said “Prayer.” 
The third said “Giving.” 
 
Around the pillar that had the carving “Giving,” were people that looked 
like all of their clothes had worn out.  Most pants had holes all over.  Many 
people did not have shoes.  One person looked like they were just wrapped 
in a blanket.  I was looking at the poorest of the poor in Receding. 
 
Also at this pillar, were people from what I must assume was this well.  
They had a large cart from which they were giving out shoes, blankets, 
pants, and shirts.  The line of needy people seemed not to end.  Once one 
person had a set of clothes, two more would take their place. 
 
I was on my way strolling to the fourth pillar when a horn rang out from 
what seemed to be a tower just to the north of the portico.  After the horn 
sounded, people started streaming into the portico from all directions.  The 
volunteers at the “Giving” pillar ceased their activities and moved into the 
portico.  People came from down the street.  The worshippers came out 
of houses.  Each of them had a mat in their hands and began flopping it 
on the ground and got on their knees.  They were in row after row facing 
the tower and the well. 
 
All of a sudden, I felt like I was in the way, so I ducked behind the fourth 
pillar.  I noticed it had the word “Fasting” at the base.  After a few minutes, 
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it seemed like all the people who were coming had now gathered.  I 
watched and out from the tower came a group of four men.  Based on 
what I had seen thus far; I could only assume they were the leaders.  They 
stopped at the well right at the base of the tower and splashed their faces 
and washed their hands in the water.  After they had washed, each of the 
men stood in front of all the others on their knees. 
 
“We are here purified,” cried out the first man in a low authoritative voice, 
“to worship the true god.”  As soon as he said the word ‘god,’ all the people 
bowed with their foreheads to the ground and then returned to sitting up 
straight. 
 
At the moment I heard that, my ears perked up.  No one at the other well 
had even mentioned a god or supreme being.  I felt like I was getting 
somewhere because I was finally with a people that might know something 
about the Ancient of Days or maybe even the Traveler.  If they did, what 
were they doing here and not at the Map Society?  Certainly, the water in 
their well was just like all the others… not pure… but combined with shine 
root to make it palatable or useful for washing.  My thoughts drew to a 
close as the next man spoke out. 
 
“We are here,” cried out another man, “to read the instructions in the 
kharitat almuqaddasa.”  As soon as he said the word ‘kharitat,’ all the 
people bowed with their heads to the ground and then returned to sitting 
up straight.  It looked like a large map.  They had a map!  Was it the same 
Map as the Map Society?  Clearly not… since I know for almost certainty 
the only copies of the Map are found in the Map Society and maybe with 
the Monks in the Encampment of Mercy.  This must be a different map 
of some kind.  What was on the map?  Where did it lead?  I just had so 
many questions and I realized that none of them would get answered by 
hiding behind a pillar. 
 
The third of the men standing in front of the rows of worshippers pulled 
out a book and held it high in the air.  He made sure everyone saw it.  He 
then opened the book and began to read. He said, “He is god, the one god.  
He is whom the creatures turn for their needs.  He begets not, nor was he 
begotten, and there is none like him.”  As soon as he finished reading the 



JOURNEY TO THE GLORY: A STORY ABOUT REFLECTING GOD 

61 

verses, all the people bowed with their heads to the ground and then 
returned to sitting up straight. 
 
The last man addressed the crowd of worshippers.  “We are a people who 
do not compromise our faith.  We have great blessings from the true god.  
He sent his prophet who taught is the true way for us.  Unbelievers are 
filthy.  Respect to god.  Respect to god’s prophet.  Respect to believers.  
You will find in our town many wells that offer water.  They offer false 
teaching.” 
 
I was listening and started to wonder about what I was hearing.  The 
Lecturer from the Map Society spoke about The Boat Maker, the Ancient 
of Days, and the Traveler who was His representative.  Cleric Koritsi von 
Sollemne told me that the Traveler was the Host who bore the Name of 
the Ancient of Days.  This sounded like the same thing, but if it was the 
same thing, why were they not using the words ‘Ancient of Days’ and 
‘Traveler?’  Where did their Map lead?  Who was this god?  What kind of 
being has no beginning?  Who was the prophet they spoke of? 
 
They all started calling out the name of their god in prayer and in praise.  I 
say “their god” because it wasn’t the Ancient of Days they were speaking 
about as far as I could tell.  Yet, these people were indeed devoted to their 
god in works and in sincerity.  Would Ancient of Days’ worshippers be 
here at a well?  Probably not.  Maybe not.  I don’t know.   After a few 
minutes of prayer, the first of the people rose and walked to the well and 
washed in the water as the other men had done earlier.  Purity was certainly 
a virtue to be sought after and purity seemed important to these 
worshippers! 
 
Once they got back to their places, a few of them noticed me.  They began 
to talk amongst themselves as others joined them.  A few of them began 
to point at me.  I suddenly got the sense that I had intruded on something 
holy or private and should not be there.  Someone shouted about a “kafir,” 
but I don’t know what that is.  I suddenly felt very uncomfortable because 
I felt like I had intruded. 
 
They noticed me. 



DRUMMOND & BORST 

62 

They pointed. 
They pointed right at me. 
 
Just then a man came up behind me and I turned to face him.  He was so 
tall that I had to look up to meet his gaze.  He grabbed my shoulders and 
lifted me a little.  I did not feel like I was in danger, but I certainly felt like 
I was intruding.  A few automatic apologies came out of my mouth and 
the tall man let my shoulders go. 
 
I left. 
Quickly. 
 
That was certainly a place I would need to go back to.  Maybe I needed an 
invitation to join them in their gatherings.  That was definitely a well worth 
looking into especially since they seemed so sincere and devoted.  It 
sounded similar to stories I had heard at home about the Ancient of Days, 
but at the same time it was different. To be honest, I was not there long 
enough to know.  It felt different though.   
 
My desire to know about the Traveler grew more in my heart and in my 
mind. 
 
I had spent most of the day wandering around Wellstone Neighborhood 
and exploring two wells. I did not want to return home, so I went back to 
the Market. I arrived just in time for the last hour bell to be sounded.  The 
last hour bell was the signal for those merchants who sold perishable goods 
to discount the items and get rid of their stock.  I bought a few biscuits 
and ate them quickly.  Walking had given me an appetite. 
 
I was just about to leave the Market for home when the acater and actuary 
from the general store spotted me through their large front window and 
motioned me inside.  The bell on the door dinged my entrance. 
 
“Well,” the acater asked leaning forward on his elbows on the counter, 
“where have you been?  You have not been home I can tell.  Speak to me 
truly and I give you my word we’ll not tell your father.”  Both men looked 
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at me expectantly.  The actuary squinted a little with his bushy grey 
mustache invading my space accusingly. 
 
I sighed and told them of my walk to Wellstone Neighborhood and my 
experience and two of the wells in the neighborhood.  I shared with them 
that I was seeking information about the Ancient of Days and the Traveler 
and the Map.  I of course did not mention anything about my previous 
experience at the Pond.  I did not tell my parents.  I don’t think I will share 
that with anyone. 
 
The actuary said, “Oh my boy you will need to be careful in Wellstone 
Neighborhood.  And in North Wellstone especially.”  He went on to 
explain what I already knew that everyone in Receding needs water and 
can get it in several different ways.  Families like mine have always relied 
on Lake Receding.  Others rely on other sources in town.  He continued, 
“They are just control freaks and some weak-minded people like being 
controlled.”  The man looked at me with eyes full of history and seemed 
to be remembering some of his own past. 
 
“You know,” the acater said in a sorrowful and forewarning tone, “people 
lose their family members to those folks.  I know your father loves you 
dearly.  If you want to love your family, don’t buy into such foolish talk 
like you heard at those wells today.  I know they give their water away for 
no money, but your dear family is worth more than what that water costs.  
Your mind is what they be after.  Stay away from them that are after your 
mind.” 
 
I thanked the two friends of my father and the bell at the door signaled my 
departure.  I went back home.  I had a restless night’s sleep thinking over 
everything I saw:  People who drank well water and considered the divine 
as inside them and part of them.  People who washed in well water and 
considered their god to be the right one rejecting all others. 
 
I decided to explore more wells in the following days.  Maybe I could do 
it all in one day.  The next morning, I got up earlier than usual and put in 
my order at the Market.  The men asked where I was going.  I told them I 
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was headed home.  I lied.  I lied on purpose.  I went immediately back to 
the Wellstone Neighborhood. 
 
As I was leaving the Market, I was again thinking about the wells in this 
part of Receding.  Wellstone Neighborhood was offering shine root rich 
water for anyone who wanted it.  It wasn’t fresh water.  No one had that 
in Receding.  It wasn’t really free water because it all had strings attached 
to it.  Each of the wells had water for the people, but each well was 
controlled by a different group.  Certainly, the people yesterday in blue 
robes had nothing to do with the Ancient of Days or the Traveler, but they 
were still offering addicting shine root water for anyone who passed by 
and would join them.  The other folks seemed to have quite a ritual around 
what they were doing, and they washed themselves with the water instead 
of drinking it.  That was different, but they had a solid belief in a supreme 
being for sure. 
 
My mind was lost as I walked.  I knew there were more wells in the 
neighborhood.  I just had to walk around until I found them.  I walked a 
few blocks and smelled the next well before I saw it.  The air was filled 
with many spices.  Or was it just one?  The air smelled savory spicy and 
yet sweet at the same time.  It was the smell that drew me at first as it 
wafted over the light breeze in the air.  I arrived at a large oval plaza and 
around the edge of the plaza were small raised platforms with braziers on 
them.  Men and women were at the braziers tossing handfuls of something 
into the fire.  The fire would briefly turn from normal yellow to a bright 
green and then back to yellow.  The smoke that wafted from the green 
flame was the smell that drew me.  I stood and watched for a few minutes. 
 
Thirsty people were at the entrance to the plaza.  They sat.  Most of them 
were rocking back and forth and moaned into the sky because of their 
thirst.  They raised their hands pleadingly towards the plaza.  Every so 
often a person from the plaza would come out with a pitcher of water from 
the well.  He or she would fill the cups of the thirsty people and they would 
drink swiftly. 
 
A large banner adorned the entrance to the oval plaza.  It was pale yellow 
with a stick figure of a man on it.  On the man’s head was one eye.  
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Interesting.  I moved closer to the plaza entrance and went in.  All of the 
people in the oval plaza were so very welcoming.  They greeted me as 
though I had known all of them for 100 years.  I was greeted with hands 
placed together and slight bows.  I thought it appropriate to return the 
gesture, so I did.   
 
Different people said different things to me as I walked around: 
“May obstacles be removed from you.” 
“May you have strength this day.” 
“May samsara be removed from you.” 
 
I walked around the plaza for a while just taking in the sights.  It was very 
peaceful. 
 
One of the raised platforms towards the far end of the plaza had just one 
person at it.  It was a young woman a little older than me.  She stood in 
front of the brazier and every so often tossed something into the fire like 
all the others.  Her fire, like all the others, turned from yellow to green and 
then yellow again. 
 
I stood a little bit from her and just watched the flames dance. 
 
After a few minutes, she turned to me and spoke in a soft voice, “Brahman 
greet you.  Are you here to visit with one of the Enlightened Masters?”  
She asked and waited for my response.  Her eyes were oddly black like 
coal, and I found myself looking into them as intensely as I had stared at 
the flames. 
 
I shook my head briefly and spoke: “I am new here.  I don’t know any 
masters.  Could you tell me of this place?” 
 
She tossed something into the flame that looked like sand or a spice and 
moved closer to me.  “We come to the Cyclical Plaza to meditate to help 
us achieve ‘moshka.’  ‘Moshka’ is our word for enlightenment and 
connection with Brahman the source of all things.” 
 
Source! 
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As soon as she said that word, I got very excited.  “I have been looking for 
answers as to the Source.  Could you tell me what you know about the 
Ancient of Days?”  Again, the conversation seemed to stoke the embers in 
my heart at finding out about the Ancient of Days and the Traveler. 
 
The woman looked puzzled at me.  She cocked her head ever so slightly 
and then began to explain as best she could.  “I do not know of this 
Ancient of Days.  I know that we worship Brahman which is the supreme 
source of all things.  We are trying to become one again with it.  We come 
here to meditate and cleanse our karma and deal with our samsara.  Forgive 
me.  I am using my words as though you know exactly what I am saying.  
We are believers here.  We come and push ourselves to remove the 
obstacles and suffering that we all endure that we might join again to the 
all-powerful source of all things.  We do have several Enlightened Masters 
here which can help lead you along your journey and rid you of your 
ignorance.” 
 
“Well, I have to say,” I said looking at her, “removing obstacles and 
suffering sure seems like a good idea.”  I thought back to Puella who was 
definitely suffering.  Her suffering and questions led her to the Pond 
Lords.  Once I seemed to understand what she was saying, the young 
woman led me to the center part of the plaza.  There in the center of the 
plaza sat several people on the ground near the well.  Their legs were 
comfortably crossed as they sat together humming.  Every so often, the 
man in the middle, whom I would assume was an Enlightened Master, 
spoke words of affirmation and they would all drink water from small cups 
in front of them.  He was definitely of advanced age.  His hair was slicked 
back and completely white.  His eyebrows were white.  His extremely long 
horseshoe mustache reached from his face almost to the ground as he sat.  
He stroked his beard absentmindedly as he sat there. 
 
“What are they doing?” I asked my guide in a hushed respectful tone. 
 
“They are meditating and seeking enlightenment with the force that holds 
the universe together,” she responded in a hushed tone. 
 
“I wish to know about him!?” I questioned her with extreme exuberance. 
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The young lady pulled me to the side away from the Enlightened Master 
and those humming with him.  We walked slowly back towards the raised 
brazier from which we came.  She spoke lowly and with a firm belief in 
what she was saying.  “Brahman is not a him.  It is not a her.  It is not a 
him or a her or a thing to be known.  It simply is.”  With that, she tossed 
more spice into the brazier and watched the flame flicker different colors. 
 
I realized her concept of Brahman was not what I was looking for.  I 
bowed to her out of respect and left the Cyclical Plaza. 
 
I was suddenly getting the feeling that while all of these people at the wells 
meant to seek the Truth, somehow, they were missing it.  They were 
missing the truth about the Ancient of Days.  There was no emphasis 
about the Map or the Traveler.  That is what my heart burned to know 
about. The water at these wells was given freely, after a fashion, but 
certainly was full of shine root which means it was addictive to anyone 
who partakes.  Some drank.  Some washed.  None are led to Truth as far 
as I can tell. 
 
I walked around a little more.  This Wellstone Neighborhood, other than 
having a different look than mine, was about the same size and age.  The 
wells in Wellstone Neighborhood must be as old as Receding.  I found a 
small stand selling sausages and had a snack.  I asked the vendor if there 
were any other wells.  I mentioned the three I had been to thus far.  He 
mentioned two more.  One in Wellstone Neighborhood and one in North 
Wellstone Neighborhood towards the Pond.  I thanked the vendor and 
bought another sausage for my walk since he had been so helpful. 
 
I arrived at the fourth well on my journey, but could not find the well.  I 
looked and looked in the area the vendor mentioned, but simply could not 
find it.  I was walking along the indicated avenue, but found only a large 
wall with an enormous building behind it.  Just as I was about to give up, 
two men came out of the gate.  They were dressed nicely.  White shirts.  
Black pants.  Each of them had a large square name tag affixed to their 
shirts. “Elder Smith.”  “Elder Young.” 
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They greeted me with large smiles.  “You look lost friend,” Elder Smith 
said with a loud voice.  He raised his hand in an overly friendly wave. 
 
“I am,” I responded to them both.  I greeted them with vigorous 
handshakes as they were offered.  “I am looking for a well.  I was told it 
was in this part of town.” 
 
“Oh, you are in the right place,” Elder Smith said with exuberance in his 
voice, “The building behind this wall was built over the well to protect it.  
We are leaders here.  May we introduce you to our well?  It should not take 
long and it will be good for your soul.” 
 
“Absolutely,” I said as they lead me to a large bench at the wall.  This was 
exactly what I was looking for... someone to sit down and share with me 
exactly about the Truth.  Once I knew what the Truth was then I could 
spot all half-truths and pretenders. 
 
“We are Elders in the Gathering of the Traveler of the True Map.  We are 
believers in the Ancient of Days and in His representative the Traveler.  
His ways lead us to fresh water.” 
 
I could not believe my ears.  Finally.  Finally.  Finally, I was exactly where 
I needed to be!  Here were believers in the Ancient of Days.  They knew 
about the Traveler.  They followed the Map.  I had so many questions but 
let them share their faith.  I would just soak it all in! 
 
“You see,” Elder Young began, “long ago we received a message from the 
Ancient of Days and we received the True Map.  It leads us in the way we 
should go and the way we should live.  The True Map led us here to this 
well and we built our shrine over it.  We drink from this well and it gives 
us life.  We open ourselves to it and we receive life.” 
 
“Did your True Map come from the Traveler?” I asked.  I followed up that 
question with another obvious question, “Is your True Map the same as 
the Map from the Map Society of Receding?  The Map from the Map 
Society of Receding leads to the Highlands where the Ancient of Days 
dwells with fresh water.” 
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Elder Smith looked at me straightly with honest eyes.  “No.  Our True 
Map is not the same as the Map from the Map Society.  It is another map.  
A truer map.  A companion map.  It did not come from the Traveler all 
though it talks about Him.” 
 
Huh. 
 
“Please tell me about the Ancient of Days,” I beckoned.  These were 
people who knew about the Ancient of Days and were not fooled by 
Queen Sophia or the Face or colored flames or anything else. 
 
“The Ancient of Days,” Elder Young explained, “is one among many gods 
in the heavens.  The Ancient of Days is the god and lord of this world.  He 
instructs us how to live.  One day after our life we will be gods with him.” 
 
“So, the Ancient of Days is not the only god?” I asked.  “I thought that 
was a basic truth.  I get that from the stories passed down in my family 
about Him.  The Ancient of Days is the only God and He created all of 
us.” 
 
“We disagree on that point,” Elder Young explained.  “We are the 
Gathering of the Traveler of the True Map.” 
 
“Can you please tell me all you know about the Traveler?”  I asked this 
question and wished I had paper and pencil that I could write down the 
truths they were about to explain to me.  I was becoming convinced, 
though I am not sure how, that the Truth I was seeking was found with 
the Traveler who is the Host who bears the Name of the Ancient of Days. 
 
“Oh yes,” Elder Young said affirmingly, “The Traveler is the first spirit 
born in the Highlands to the Ancient of Days.  He is the brother of Prince-
Nachash, the Lord of Receding.  They are equal brothers.  Do you know 
about them?” 
 
I nodded. 
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Elder Smith continued for Elder Young, “The Traveler came to Receding, 
but his Map could only help some people.  Not all people.  You can call 
him the Host if you want, but we have different ideas.  That is why we 
have the True Map to help all people find water and what they need for 
life.” 
 
I was pretty sure I did not hear any restrictions from the Map Society 
Lecturer when he spoke in the Market.  Cleric Koritsi von Sollemne from 
South Rim Neighborhood, his daughter, mentioned none of this, but I am 
not an expert about Receding and so I took what they said and added it to 
my knowledge.  “Thank you for taking time with me,” I said in a thankful 
manner. 
 
“Hey,” Elder Smith said, “could you tell us where you live so that we can 
come and share with your neighbors all about the Gathering of the 
Traveler of the True Map.  You don’t seem to know anything about us and 
we would love to share with you, your family, your neighbors all about the 
Gathering of the Traveler of the True Map.  We must not have been in 
your area yet.” 
 
“No thank you.” 
 
I walked on from those two fellas and went north.  By this time of day, the 
light in Receding was much subdued.  Wellstone Neighborhood was 
actually divided into two.  The sausage vendor had indicated that the last 
well was in North Wellstone.  North Wellstone had only a few houses, 
seven actually, but they were large and impressive.  Each one looked as 
though they could hold a dozen families of normal size.  I also noticed that 
even though the time of day was late, that North Wellstone did not lack 
light even though there were no street lights like everywhere else in 
Receding. 
 
The roofs of each of the massive houses was glowing with light.  As I 
found out later, the roofs were reflecting light.  Each of the roofs of the 
houses was flat, but had on it sand from the Desert.  The sand from the 
Desert reflected the light from the moon and stars and gave North 
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Wellstone a perpetual light to live in.  It was amazing.  These houses 
reflected their own light from the sky. 
 
I also noted that on each door and each window was a symbol that was a 
sharp star with 5 points.  The seven large houses all sat at the bottom of a 
small hill and surrounded it.  Next to each of the houses sat a large 
warehouse of some kind.  Each one was different, but I have seen enough 
of Receding now to know a storage space.  I walked and noticed that some 
of the houses had people milling about in the front.  No wait… not 
aimlessly milling.  There were guards!  As I passed one of the houses, I 
noticed the three men were dressed in black pants and a black vest with a 
white goat’s head stitched on it.  That was the same as Lord Luxuria at the 
Pond! 
 
Wait!  Seven Pond Lords.  Seven large houses.  Seven large storage 
buildings.  Men dressed as those at the Pond.  I suddenly realized that 
North Wellstone was where the Seven Pond Lords called home in 
Receding.  It made sense as I walked closer to the well.  The Pond was not 
far from North Wellstone. 
 
I came to the well at the top of the hill.  The only thing that occupied the 
top of the small hill was the well.  I could see it clearly because of the 
intense glow from the houses surrounding the hill.  As I came to the well, 
people were already there participating in some ritual.  It was starting as I 
approached.  A man with a long brown beard was speaking.  His beard was 
full and braided in several large braids.  He wore a black cloak which 
shrouded his head but also went to the ground.  The tips of his sleeves 
were stitched with red corded fabric.  He bore a large silver necklace with 
the star symbol I drew earlier. 
 
“Lord Ira,” someone called out, “lead us!”  The man in the black cloak, 
obviously the Pond Lord Ira, began to lead the group gathered. 
 
“We are here to worship Prince-Nachash, the Lord of Receding.  We are 
here to ask his blessing on us!  We reject the Ancient of Days.  We reject 
the Traveler.  We reject the Map.  We reject being weak.  We accept 
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ourselves as we are.  We accept our appetites as normal and we celebrate 
them.” 
 
The people gathered would raise their hands at different times as he spoke.  
After he initiated the ceremony, he grabbed a large silver cup.  It was much 
like the first well I had gone to.  It looked identical actually.  Lord Ira 
dipped the silver cup in the well and drew water from it.  He set the silver 
cup down and picked up a knife that sat on the edge of the well.  Lord Ira 
flicked the blade on his hand and drew blood.  He let the blood drip into 
the water in the cup all the while speaking: 
 
“The knowledge of Prince-Nachash runs in our veins.  By our blood 
sacrifice he shares his knowledge and we are healed from this world and 
his knowledge satisfies our thirst.  By his knowledge, we see this world for 
what it really is.  By his knowledge, we clearly see his power and submit to 
him as our host.  By his knowledge, we make this water through our 
sacrifice to him which brings his favor to sustain us.” 
 
After he was done, saying those words, he took a small cloth and brought 
it to his hand to stop the bleeding.  People began to go up to him and drink 
from the cup mixed with their well water and blood.  He would say as they 
drank: 
 
“Drink of life for you.” 
or 
“Drink of living water for you.” 
or 
“Bask in the light of the gods.” 
 
What was I witnessing?  My mind was racing and I realized I was witnessing 
those that followed Prince-Nachash.  They drank from this well and… 
and… from blood.  Some of them called it living water.  Prince-Nachash 
was a hero to these people.  The man already said they rejected the Ancient 
of Days and the Traveler.  This was definitely not the place for me to be. 
 
I turned around and headed down the hill.  I marched past the large houses 
and the large storage buildings.  I realized that these storage buildings were 
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the seed of the black market in Receding.  Here was where the Pond Lords 
gathered their treasures from those at the Pond.  Here was where they 
amassed their wealth and sold to citizens of Receding bypassing the 
Market.  The Pond Lords had so much.  The wealth in North Wellstone 
was more than I had ever seen.  They had so much, and yet, I noticed, 
among the walls and guards, that there seemed to be a sense of distrust.  
Guards looked at me warily from their posts.  Windows were covered in 
curtains.  Most here seemed cut off from the world. 
 
How much love did they have in their homes? 
What ruled their lives? 
Greed. 
Self-interest. 
Pride. 
What ruled their lives? 
How much love did they have in their homes? 
 
After having spent several days exploring Wellstone Neighborhood and 
North Wellstone, I realized that the questions that were burning in my 
heart about the Traveler would not be found in the Market or at the 
Amphitheater or at home or at the Pond or at a Well.  I would need to find 
some people who believed much about the Traveler and knew about the 
map.  And with that realization, uncle Kalogeros popped in my head. 
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JOURNAL ENTRY 5. 
 
The next morning, I got up early.  Uncle Kalogeros was still on my mind.  
He does not pop in my head all that often.  My sister and I call him Uncle 
Kalo.  He does not live with us.  In fact, he is the only member of my 
family that doesn’t live in our extended family house on the east side of 
Receding.  I don’t think there was an argument or anything between he 
and my father, but I do know he left some years ago to discover the world.  
He has not been back.  I don’t know much about him, but I do know 
where he lives.  He lives in The Encampment of Mercy east of the Pond.  
At least that is what I have overheard in the past few years. 
 
I went down for breakfast and had decided in my heart what I would do. 
 
“Father,” I announced as I stood at the table before I even sat down, “I 
have decided to pursue answers to my spiritual questions.  I think I am 
going to try and find Uncle Kalo and see if he can help me.  I need to be 
released from my responsibilities for a while.”  I spoke in the firmest and 
most respectful voice I could muster.   
 
I sat slowly. 
 
“What took you so long?” my mother questioned as she sipped her tea 
without even looking up. 
 
“What?” I asked in complete surprise.  The look on my face must have 
been on one of complete shock as my sister snickered in her usual way. 
 
“Son,” my father spoke in a kind voice, “you have been exploring Receding 
and not finding the answers you seek.  We can see the restlessness in your 
heart for spiritual things.  It is not a restlessness we share, but we recognize 
it in you.  Go and seek the answers.  We will be here when you return.” 
 
“If you return,” my sister blurted out; obviously not sharing my parents’ 
confidence in me. 
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With that, my mother scowled at my sister and began to shed a few tears.  
My sister looked down in defeat.  My father rose from his seat and placed 
comforting hands on my mother’s shoulders.  “Please ignore your sister,” 
he said, “Your mother and I have been expecting this because we know 
you.  In fact, we have purchased a pack and some supplies for your journey.  
We are sorry we don’t know how far The Encampment is from Receding.” 
 
“We think it is two days away,” my mother said as she dabbed her tears. 
 
We shared that breakfast meal and afterward I collected what I thought I 
would need for the journey.  The pack they purchased for me was perfect.  
It held a bed roll and a shovel.  I packed clothes and food.  I also packed 
this journal.  We shared hugs and tears and I set off.  It was not over 
emotional for my mother’s sake.  Except for the one doubt expressed by 
my sister, we all believed we would see each other again even though Uncle 
Kalo had never been back. 
 
I walked out from my neighborhood in east Receding and felt a lightness 
on my shoulders even though I was carrying a pack of supplies.  This was 
indeed the right decision.  I felt spiritual things calling me in my waking 
hours and in my dreams.  It was time to find answers about the Ancient of 
Days or the Traveler or the Map or anything that would set my heart right. 
 
My heart felt wrong. 
I thought of stealing the pie. 
I thought of ogling beautiful girls. 
I thought of inhaling intoxicating drugs. 
I thought of liking gambling. 
I thought of lying. 
My heart definitely felt wrong. 
 
I walked up the east side of Receding until I came to the outskirts of the 
town.  I went out of the gate I had been through before (when going to 
the Pond), but instead of heading north, I set my sights east.  As I left 
Receding, the ground was rock mixed with sand.  Soon, it was only sand.   
I had not gone very far from Receding along what seemed to be some kind 
of path when a trio of men came from the east riding three horses packed 
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for desert travel.  The three men were wearing bright red uniforms with a 
familiar patch on each left sleeve.  They each wore cloth head dresses 
which sloped into a mask around their mouths with goggles protecting 
their eyes. 
 
“Lo!” one of them said as he dismounted and raised his hands to stop my 
travel. 
 
“Are you heading out towards the Valley of Hunger?” another one asked 
from his mount.  I could not believe it, but it was the three men from the 
Patrol I had met months ago in the Market!  It seemed so long ago.  This 
was where those brazen drunken men did their work.  I had never heard 
of the Valley of Hunger so I had no idea what to say.  Before any words 
came out, one of the men recognized me. 
 
“Hey, it is the young lad from the Market,” the one still on his mount yelled 
out.  He pulled the reins and dismounted to join his other two compatriots.  
All three men moved towards me with deserved swagger and looks of 
concern.  He continued with a questioning point east, “You aren’t thinking 
of going out there are you?  Out there is the Valley of Hunger!  After that 
is the Sand Pit of Serpent Winds!  And then even past that is the Abode of 
Vision!” 
 
“I am.  I am seeking out the Monks of the Encampment of Mercy.  I think 
I have an uncle there whom I plan to visit.  I am pretty sure the 
Encampment is east of Receding, so I am heading out that way.  Am I on 
the right path?”  I found it fortunate that I ran into these desert-hardened 
men as I was only guessing as to the direction of my destination.  As the 
three men removed their goggles and cloth masks, I could see from their 
eyes and looks on their faces that the men of the Patrol were not thrilled 
with my travel plans.  In fact, each of them took turns with well-reasoned 
arguments to try and dissuade me from taking my journey. 
 
“Don’t go that way past the Encampment,” one of them began.  “You will 
first go through the Valley of Hunger.  It is called that because it is a valley 
three days journey across and many do not make it.  Also, something in 
the air makes a man hungry beyond belief.  It starts as a low growl and 
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then you are famished.  Most eat their rations in the first day and turn back 
because of hunger.  Don’t go!” 
 
“Don’t go that way past the Encampment,” the other of the men 
continued.  “You will find yourself, if you make it that far, in the Sand Pit 
of Serpent Winds.”  I must have had a strange look on my face because he 
continued to explain.  “The Serpent Winds are biting desert winds that 
blow though the sands like serpents.  What is so sinister about them is that 
they carry the scent of water which draw people further into the Desert.  
There is no water.  Furthest in are the ‘Nachash Winds’ because they give 
off a glow and the scent of a garden yet they lead nowhere.  Some even say 
the ‘Nachash Winds’ speak to you.  Don’t go!” 
 
“Don’t go that way past the Encampment,” the last of the brazen men said 
as he came up and put his hands on my shoulders.  “You will find yourself 
eventually, if you do not die, in the Abode of Vision.  We know about the 
Abode of Vision the least.  Some of the Map Society have made it that far 
and claim that they have had visions that offer their deepest desires.  The 
Monks of the Encampment of Mercy know the most about that area.  
Some say that is where the Pond Lords met and joined Prince-Nachash.  
So many legends.  So much death.  Don’t go!” 
 
I however was resolute and after each of them attempted to verbally and 
gently physically turn me back to Receding, they gave up their efforts.  
“You are on the right path,” one of them said with sadness in his voice as 
he realized there was no changing my mind.  “The Encampment of Mercy 
is not due east, but rather northeast of here.  If you set out now,” he said, 
pausing to look at the sky, “then you should make it to the Encampment 
tomorrow.  You need to follow the Monk’s Star.”  He pointed to a bright 
star in the horizon. 
 
“You will need to keep the Monk’s Star always in front of you and you will 
reach your destination,” another one said with an instructional tone.  With 
that, he gave me his head dress and goggles. 
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Another tossed me a skin of some kind of drink.  He said it would be 
helpful towards the end of my life.  He laughed.  I did not find it funny but 
slung the skin of drink over my shoulder. 
 
The third man placed two stones in my pack as explained their function.  
“Tonight, when you are cold and alone, bang these two rocks together and 
you will find warmth.”  He buckled my pack tight and rapped his hands 
on my shoulders for good measure.  I dressed my head in the gift of cloth 
matching how the men of the Patrol wore theirs. 
 
I thanked the men profusely and set my face to the northeast and began 
my trek.  Their tales of what lay beyond the Encampment seemed 
fantastical, but they would know of all the people what might lay beyond 
the Encampment.  I, of course, had no plans to go past the Encampment.  
The answers that would ring true in my heart were bound to be with Uncle 
Kalo in the Encampment. 
I walked. 
I walked. 
I walked. 
 
I walked the entire day northeast away from Receding keeping the Monk’s 
Star always in front of me.  I stopped at a place that seemed as good as any 
other.  Winds were beginning to pick up and with the wind came a chill.  I 
unpacked my bedroll and realized I had nothing to make a fire with.  I 
looked around.  All I saw was sand.  No trees.  No bushes of any kind.  I 
then remembered the two rocks the Patrol had given me.  I lightly tapped 
the rocks together and nothing happened.  I then rapped them together as 
hard as I could and both rocks seemed to come to life.  They glowed 
orange with warmth.  I placed the rocks in my bedroll and was thankful. 
 
To be honest, I do not remember falling asleep.  I do not remember 
anything from that night.  I do however, remember quite clearly, waking 
up early in the morning to find a one-eyed man staring down at me.  He 
was the oddest-looking man I had ever seen.  His head boasted long gray 
stringy hair with bits of twigs and nature all in his hair.  His beard was 
bushy and most likely had a bird’s nest in it.  He was missing most of his 
teeth.  One eye was covered in a patch.  The other was wild and blue. 
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“You be there awake?” the strange man shouted in the early morning air.  
He raised his hands in triumph as if he had done something amazing.  He 
started to dance around all the while holding his hip with one hand and a 
walking stick in the other. 
 
I jumped up startled as I asked his identity. 
 
“Me be Brother Pede. I be here and there on my way to the Encampment 
of Mercy. Is that where you be going from here to there?”  The man 
stopped dancing and questioned me all the while crazily looking at me with 
his good eye.  It seemed as though he was examining my very soul with 
that one good eye. 
 
“It is!” I said with as much excitement as I could find.  “Are you a monk 
there?” 
 
“Oh yes!” he said shaking his head affirmatively over and over.  “I am of 
the monks most of my time.”  He pointed his walking stick at me and said, 
“You be with me to go from here to there.”  With that, he set off towards 
the northeast holding his hip in one hand and working his walking stick in 
the other.  He was moving at quite a good pace which surprised me.  I 
packed up my bed roll and packed away the rocks.  He had gotten quite a 
distance from me so I ran to catch up to Brother Pede. 
 
As I reached him, he was humming.  It was not a general hum, but he was 
humming a particular tune.  I asked him if it was a monk-type song.  He 
nodded his head.  “You want to hear the tune from me to you?” he asked 
as we walked along. 
 
“Sure,” I said.  Since we had the whole day to walk. Plus, I did not know 
anything about this man other than his obvious strangeness and the slight 
odd speech cadence with which he spoke.  
It was a song unlike I had ever heard.  It was also strange that Brother Pede 
did not sound like Brother Pede as he sang but sounded different 
somehow.  His voice got lower.  The song seemed to come from deep in 
his soul. 
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Brother Pede sang: 
 
Beneath the quiet dwells life’s breath 
A river current compelling the path 
Water refreshing a thirsty soul 
A narrow gate exposed. 
Within the prayers of steadfast saints 
Lies a spirit so humble, yet so great 
The root of hope driving out doubt’s hold 
Water's free to all who will fold. 
 
So, lay me down 
And let the river flow through me. 
 
Beneath the quiet I can hear the past 
A tired wife and a dad who did his best 
Time rambles on, and it carries you away, 
But a quiet whisper seems to stay. 
 
Within the prayers of steadfast saints 
Lies a spirit so humble, yet so great 
The root of hope driving out doubt’s hold 
Water’s free to all who will fold. 
 
So, lay me down 
And let the river flow through me. 
 
Where it don't matter when it rains 
The water's in your veins 
Lay me down 
And let the river flow through me. 
Where the air’s so soft and sweet 
Don't even need to breathe. 
 
Day keeps on coming, and it makes me stay 
Until the tones and flashing lights send me away 
But after the buzz dies in an empty home 
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I'm face to face with a man I hardly know. 
 
Tired of life's weary road 
Tired of relationships grown old 
Where light is rare, and fear runs free 
Until the night returns, and I set my mind off to sleep. 
 
Within the prayers of steadfast saints 
Lies a spirit so humble, yet so great 
The root of hope driving out doubt’s hold 
Water’s free to all who will fold. 
 
So, lay me down 
And let the river flow through me 
 
Where it don't matter when it rains 
The water's in your veins 
Lay me down 
And let the river flow through me 
Where the air’s so soft and sweet 
Don't even need to breathe.1 
 
To be honest, I asked Brother Pede to keep singing what he later told me 
was called “Fold.”  He sang it once.  He sang it twice.  By the third time 
he sang it, I was singing along with him with the words I could remember.  
The words were beautiful.  The melody was easy to learn.  He commented 
that sometimes it is called the “River Song.”  The people that call it that 
want the river of the Highlands to flow through them.  I spent the day 
walking and singing with Brother Pede.  He sang other songs.  He even 
sang the “Water Hymn” which was on my wall at home.  I knew some of 
the words from seeing them my whole life, but now knew the correct 
melody to go with it. 
 

                                                                 
1 Poem by Brian Drummond. Adapted lyrics and music by Jackson Swaney. 
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We walked and kept the Monk’s Star in front of us.  I got the sense that 
Brother Pede knew the way even without the bright star.  I was grateful 
for the company.  I barely saw the Encampment some distance off.  I heard 
a horn sound out over the air. 
 
“The horn over there says that we are coming close from here,” Brother 
Pede said matter-of-factly.  “The horn over there says Brother Pede is 
coming home with extra in tow and we are both walking good to go.  The 
horn over there says welcome to the place over here.” 
 
I marveled at the monks and their communication skills.  The horn 
sounded just like a horn to me, but they had communicated with Brother 
Pede over a good distance.  “You got all that from the horn?” I asked in 
amazement. 
 
“No,” Brother Pede said with wild laughter, “From me to you that was a 
joke.  That is the dinner horn for all in the camp.  We will arrive just in 
time for the evening meal which from me to you is Brother Pede’s favorite 
time of day.”  The man continued to laugh hysterically.  I realized he had 
played on my ignorance about the monks and I began to laugh as well. 
 
We walked into the camp.  The camp consisted of a circular waist-high 
wall made from mud bricks.  This meant that the Encampment blended in 
with the Desert until one was right upon it.  There was the entrance we 
walked into and another break in the wall on the opposite side of the 
circular structure.  Littered throughout the camp were tents and lean-tos 
and places for campfires. 
 
On one side of the Encampment was a series of boats.  There were many 
boats.  All of them were being maintained by the monks.  I had no idea 
why there were boats in the Desert.  The closest water that I knew of was 
in Receding and boats were only seen in the lake.  As we were walking, I 
asked Brother Pede about the boats. 
 
“They be here so many can go from here to wherever when the Living 
Water flows.  We will take many to the Highlands or wherever the water 
flows.  The water will come from the Ancient of Days one day.  We stand 
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ready.”  Brother Pede said each word with absolute confidence.  Where 
would water come from in this place?  Flowing water?  Living Water? 
 
In the center of the Encampment, most noticeable, was a large green tree 
with many branches.  The tree was encircled by huge vines and I could 
barely see any tree bark.  I assumed, based on what I had already learned, 
that this was the Mercy Tree which bloomed once a year.  The Mercy Tree, 
had under it, a large round table made of dark wood.  The round wooden 
table could seat 24 people comfortably.   I know 24 because as soon as I 
sat down (in the last seat available), all of the monks sounded off and 
numbered themselves around the table one seat after another.  Each called 
out... “one” “two” “three” and so on.  My number was 24. 
 
After I called out my number most hesitantly, a monk with plain tan robes 
stood.  He removed his hood.  It was my Uncle Kalo!  His hair was as fiery 
red and slicked back.  His face was mostly clean shaven full of freckles and 
his sideburns were wide and thick.  “This is my day to offer the thanks,” 
he called out with his hands raised.  I wish to speak today about what has 
been on my heart since the last time I offered thanks.”  All the monks, 
including Brother Pede, nodded their heads in silent agreement. 
 
My Uncle Kalo cleared his voice and stated, “The Ancient of Days is 
majestic.  We do not use that word lightly.  What does that mean for the 
Ancient of Days?  He is Holy.  He is Holy above all creation and complete 
in Himself.  The place He dwells is thereby Holy separate from common 
creation.  To be honest, we are common.  Thus, when we deny self, we 
invite the Holy to be part of us and to make us like Him.   
 
My Uncle’s eyes gave me focus for a moment and then he continued… To 
deny self, does not mean that we neglect ourselves, but empty ourselves of 
what is common, what is profane.  This is no easy feat. Even though we 
live a simple life here, it is hard to truly deny self. The denying that the 
Ancient of Days commands for us is to practically receive from Him 
without resistance due to our disposition to self-serving desires.  
 
As we have been taught, ‘This is the work of the Ancient of Days that you 
believe in Him whom He sent.’  So, we work toward that end. The 
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foremost recognition in our hearts is that all things come to us by His 
loving hand for His intentions.   
 
The majestic Ancient of Days longs to dwell in us, but only the holy can 
dwell with Him. Yes, we give thanks, we rely on Him rather than serving 
our needs and desires.” 
 
All the monks nodded and a few of them rapped their cups on the table 
signaling their approval.  After the noise had died down, my uncle spoke 
again.  “I am pleased that the traveler from the road who returned with 
Brother Pede was my nephew. I look forward to catching up with him after 
our meal.”  The monks again nodded, and all rapped their cups on the 
table again.  I was surprised that he knew it was me and had recognized 
me.  It made me smile on the outside and on the inside. 
 
With that, the meal began.  It was some kind of stew I had never had 
before.  To be honest, it could have tasted like rocks, but I would have 
eaten it with gusto anyway.  I was the first finished.  I took my cup in hand 
and drank the water in one large gulp.  As it went down, I almost fainted 
due to its purity.  Never had I drunk such water!  The water ran from my 
mouth to the depths of my soul.  It felt as much like breathing as drinking. 
My eyes grew large as I caught my balance.  Brother Pede, sitting next to 
me, laughed loudly and placed his hand on my back to help me. 
 
“I was so hungry and thirsty,” I said to him. 
 
Brother Pede looked at me with an inquiring eye. He talked while eating 
his stew.  “Brother Pede will ask from me to you and you will answer from 
you to me.  What do you desire?  I am asking from me to you what is it at 
your core that you long for?” 
 
I thought for a moment and then I said as I looked at him directly, “I don’t 
honestly know.” 
 
“Think on it,” he prompted as he ate more of his stew. 
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I started to think about my journey that brought me here from the time I 
started taking orders to the Market until I left home to find the 
Encampment of Mercy.  I must have looked like I had come upon an 
answer for Brother Pede indicated with his spoon for me to answer.  “I 
am seeking the Ancient of Days.  I am seeking the Traveler and the 
destination of the Map. I hunger and thirst for it like I did this meal.  I 
guess in the end. I want to know what life is all about. I also am finding 
that my heart is burdened by some of my attitudes and actions. I have guilt 
which is digging into me because of what I have done.” 
 
Brother Pede nodded his head as did some other monks that were seated 
near us and could hear my words. Brother Pede continued, “You are 
hungering and thirsting for righteousness.  You know the One as the 
Traveler.  Some in Receding have heard of Him.  Some have not.  He is 
known as the Host here by us and in the Highlands.  He is called the Host 
because He has the source of life in Him, is sovereign over the Highlands 
and is the only way to know the Ancient of Days. The Host said to us that 
if we hunger and thirst for righteousness that we will be filled by the 
Ancient of Days. We who believe Him here have found that to be true. 
That as we hunger and thirst for righteousness and seek it. Can indeed find 
it. Then in finding it are led more and more into righteousness. Then in 
becoming bonded to righteousness have strength to turn away from the 
things that cause us guilt. Consequently, from me to you, if you are not 
growing in righteousness, it is because you do not want it.” 
 
“Also,” the monk sitting on the other side of me piped in (I would find 
out later in the day his name was Brother Sofos), “All of us have core needs 
as people.  All people have deep desires for meaning which drive us.  You 
have felt that or you would not be here. Pede felt it. Your uncle felt it.  All 
of us have natural needs, like food and water, but there are deeper needs 
as well.  It matters where you go looking for meaning.  Not all paths lead 
to the Ancient of Days.  In Receding, we are taught to look to Lake 
Receding or Wells for our water, but all of that is tainted.  Even the water 
you drank growing up was tainted which is why you about fainted earlier 
on our water. The purest water in Receding is still quite impure.  All of the 
water in Receding is controlled by those who wish to control others and is 
tainted by the desires of Prince-Nachash.” 
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“So, the first step,” I said as a question and as a statement confirming what 
I was hearing, “Is to desire the Ancient of Days and seek Him out?  I have 
to have a deep hunger and thirst for Him. That He is truly what we all 
thirst for whether we understand that or not?” 
 
“Indeed” both monks said in unison. 
 
There were other words exchanged by the two monks that I did not quite 
understand.  Both men finished eating and all of the monks again rapped 
their cups on the large wooden table.  My uncle spoke up once more, 
“Time for the sharing of knowledge.”  All of the monks nodded and again 
rapped their cups on the table.  Once it died down there was silence.  Every 
so often, one of the monks would speak a simple sentence and the others 
would listen.  I just held my breath.  I cannot remember them all, but the 
ones I can recall I have transcribed here for you: 
 
“A man must cut passions away as long as it attacks him.” 
 
“The thoughts suggested to us by evil go away with patience.” 
 
“Prayer may be long discourses, but also a short ‘Ancient of Days help!’” 
 
“Ancient of Days has mercy according to unfailing kindness and love.” 
 
“Saints all bear different fruit, but all are guided by the Ancient of Days.” 
 
“The Ancient of Days alone knows what is good.” 
 
“We cannot guard our heart if our tongue leaves the door of the fortress 
open.” 
 
“Obedience has the promise of humility.” 
 
“Pursue whatever the Ancient of Days reveals to your heart.” 

 
Once all of the men had offered one or two thoughts the table was once 
again filled with silence.  After a few moments, Uncle Kalo got up from 
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his seat and left the table.  This must have been the signal that the meal 
was over because the other monks got up and went their separate ways.  
Some to tend fires.  Some into a small building behind us.  Some for what 
looked like chores or preparations for tomorrow. 
 
As I sat there, I noticed that as the table was being cleared, that a sentence 
was etched into the top of the table.  I had not noticed it with food and 
plates and cups atop it.  As the items were cleared, a sentence emerged.  
The sentence, burn-carved in a beautiful cursive script said: “Depart to 
find the Highlands and Discover Him.”  I was reading the sentence when 
Bother Pede grabbed my attention with his walking stick by smacking it 
on the table.  Brother Pede indicated the direction of my uncle’s tent and 
said that he would be expecting me.  I rushed to his tent with a full stomach 
and a heart full of excitement. 
 
My Uncle Kalogeros was standing at the open flap of his tent and greeted 
me with a large smile and a hug that enveloped my whole being.  His smile 
and pleasantries invited me into his tent.  We sat.  I shared news of home.  
He listened intently and did not interrupt.  I told him of my experiences in 
the Market.  I told him of the play at the Lake Amphitheater.  I shared 
about Puella and the Pond Lords (but not all of it).  I shared about my 
experiences in the Wellstone Neighborhood and North Wellstone.  My 
frustration must have come out in my voice. 
 
My Uncle Kalogeros spoke up: “I can see that you are frustrated.  I 
overheard you tell Brother Pede and Brother Sofos that you are seeking 
the Ancient of Days and the Host.  We here at the Encampment of Mercy 
have been there to the Highlands and taken in the pure water of the 
Ancient of Days. It is not an easy journey across the Desert of Serpent 
Winds and beyond.  You should stay here awhile, prepare yourself, and 
decide if you should go.” 
 
“I thought my answers would be here,” I responded in ignorance.  “If my 
answers are not here then I am going!  That wasn’t my plan, but I am going!  
I have already discovered that the first step is a deep desire to know the 
Ancient of Days.  I have that.  I am going.  What else do I need?” 
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Uncle Kalo looked at me with knowing eyes and explained, “After the deep 
desire to go, one must prepare physically, emotionally, and spiritually. You 
can do all those things here for that is the purpose of the Encampment of 
Mercy.  The journey across the Desert is not an easy one physically.  Also, 
as you are here, you will see some changes in yourself.  The journey to the 
Highlands also is very emotional and is a spiritual journey as well.  We who 
seek the Ancient of Days must seek Him with all our bodies, minds, and 
hearts.” 
 
I nodded.  My mind was jumping from topic to topic as I was taking the 
whole day in.  “I do have a question about something I just read.”  My 
uncle nodded his head and I continued.  “On the table was carved a 
saying… ‘Depart to find the Highlands and Discover Him.’  What does 
that mean?” 
 
My uncle had a small glint of joy in his eyes and answered, “You have an 
observant eye, nephew.  That will serve you well as you prepare here.  Our 
whole purpose here at the Encampment is to prepare ourselves and to 
prepare others to strike out across the deathly Desert and reach the 
Highlands far beyond.  Once in the Highlands one can discover who the 
Ancient of Days is and how we can be like Him.  This is our whole 
purpose.  The Mercy Tree is at the center of our camp to remind us of our 
purpose.” 
 
“Have you been to the Highlands?” 
 
“Indeed,” he answered with a half-smile and a nod of his head.  “I have 
recently returned to share what I learned with others.  In providence, I will 
get to share it with you which pleases me greatly!  I know my brother and 
dear sister-in-law.  They are not spiritual seekers and could care less about 
such things.  It does my heart good that you are seeking after the truth.”  
He leaned over and tapped my shoulders. With that, Uncle Kalo laughed, 
and he shared with me about the history of the Encampment of Mercy and 
some of the men and women who had come before.  He shared about 
strange sights in the Desert.  We talked for a little while and then a small 
bell rang out all over the Encampment.  With that, Uncle Kalo dimmed 



DRUMMOND & BORST 

90 

his lantern down and invited me to pray with him before sleeping.  I was 
not sure what he meant by praying, but I agreed. 
 
Uncle Kalo got on the ground on his knees and stretched his hands into 
the air.  I followed his example and got on my knees.  I closed my eyes 
because he did.  I did sort of peek out to watch him.  He spoke softly like 
he was having a conversation with someone in the room: 
 
“Ancient of Days, Eternal Father of us all, I praise you as One who is full 
of Grace and Love and Holiness and Goodness and Eternal Life.  You are 
the Giver of Living Water.  I confess my sins.  I confess my sin of pride.  
I confess my anger this morning and the harsh words I had with Brother 
Blakas.  May he forgive me as I have forgiven him.  I thank you for my 
nephew and his safe travels.  Thank you that he met Brother Pede to guide 
him here to me and to us that we might prepare him to fulfill his journey.  
Thank you that we have connected and that he is seeking You. Please bless 
his searching heart.  In the Name of the Host in Whom I place my faith 
and life, Amen.” 
 
I just listened.  I knew for the first time with no doubts that I was in the 
right place. 
 
The next day, I found myself in the company of Brother Veru.  He was a 
very tall and lanky man with brown hair tinged with grey.  He had a full 
bushy beard that contained even more grey hairs.  The grey made him seem 
older than he actually was.  He said he was “everyone’s first friend at the 
Encampment.”  He showed me around and described the various jobs of 
each of the monks. 
 
After the tour, he sat me down and explained some truths that I soaked 
up.  We sat, just the two of us, at the large round table in the middle of the 
camp.  “If you would,” he said as he started, “please forget all that you 
think you know about Lake Receding and other-worldly things.” 
 
I nodded my head in agreement.  I didn’t know what I was supposed to 
forget, but I wanted to be obedient. 
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“In the very beginning, the Ancient of Days, Who is all-powerful and all-
knowing, created all life with His thought and word.  He created all things 
by Himself and for His good pleasure.  He set up a place for all people to 
live which was a land saturated with water.  There was also a waterfall 
which had mist that traveled into the whole land.  The mist filled the air 
and all the people breathed it in.  It was by way of the mist that the Host 
directed them and touched their spirits through deep hydration.  People 
say everyone knew of the Ancient of Days back then.  Creation was 
picture-perfect and good.  He is perfect and good. 
 
Creation, what you see around you, did not stay picture-perfect and good.  
Over time, the people moved away from the Ancient of Days and got lost 
as was their choice; for He allowed it.  The foundations of the whole of 
the world were shaken at the Great Quake and the land split.  Those that 
had traveled quite a distance from the waterfall got cut off (he pointed to 
the west towards Receding).  The Desert was formed between us and the 
Highlands (he pointed to the east). 
 
The great lake that formed in the west was named Receding.  They called 
it Lake Receding because its waters shrank in size a little each day.  The 
town of Receding was founded in that time in an effort to pull together 
and survive in the days after the Great Quake.  To be honest, survival is 
what Receding is all about, but not living. People there drink impure water.  
Some are addicted to Shine Root.  Some follow after Prince-Nachash and 
his false ideas of knowledge and Creation.  He has set himself up as their 
hero.  Some gather in communities around wells with tainted water which 
lead a soul nowhere.” 
 
I nodded. I was actively listening to everything Brother Veru was saying.  
My worldview was shifting by leaps and bounds.  As I listened, my desire 
to go to the Highlands to learn about the Ancient of Days and become like 
Him grew.  It felt like a pot boiling over on a stove.  Each morsel Brother 
Veru felt like a log being thrown into the fire of my heart. 
 
“Why do people in Receding not believe this?  Why do we tell stories of 
Sophia?”  I had so many questions, but those would do for now. 
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Brother Veru nodded.  “Good questions.  I am not completely sure, but 
the lie Prince-Nachash has been telling since early days is powerful.  The 
shine root is addicting.  Together that makes for a powerful delusion.  Over 
time people get led away from Truth.  It seems to be in our nature… to 
drift from Truth.” 
 
“What is with the Map Society and the Traveler and all that?” 
 
“People drifted, but the Ancient of Days loves us dearly.  He did not want 
us to stay drifted. He still does not.  He sent His Son, the Host who bears 
the Name, to Receding.  When He arrived, they called Him the Traveler 
because they did not know where He came from.  He tried to show us the 
way back to the Ancient of Days.  He came that we might have living water 
and be under His care and the command of the loving Name.  He was 
rejected by many and that rejection brought forth His death.  Yet, the 
Name remains in Him forever.  He rose up with life giving mercy and 
reveals true love.  He left the Map to show us the way, not forcefully, but 
as a free offer.”  Brother Veru explained more about life around Lake 
Receding but framed it in terms of the Ancient of Days and the 
reclamation of His people. 
 
We talked until the evening meal was to be set up.  Since I was there, I 
helped the brothers assigned that duty with setting up the meal.  The horn 
sounded out all over the camp.  I laughed and remembered Brother Pede’s 
jest when I arrived.  Just a dinner horn.  Nothing else.  As the brothers 
arrived, I saw Brother Pede. 
 
“From me to you,” he said in his strange speech a looked at me joyfully 
with his one eye, “it is my turn to offer the thanks from me to everyone.  
From me to you, you take my turn.  You say thanks from you to everyone.”  
A sudden spike of nerve grabbed my throat, but I understood.  A few 
minutes later all the brothers were seated.  Brother Pede nodded.  I stood. 
 
“I am not sure what to say, but my heart is full of thanks.  Thank you for 
safe travels.  Thank you for a place to seek out the Ancient of Days.  Thank 
you for being faithful.  Thank you for taking me in.  I know that even if 
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my Uncle Kalo were not here, you all would have taken me in.  So, thank 
you.  My heart is full of thanks.” 
 
The brothers rapped their cups on the table and we ate. 
 
I spent many months with the Monks of the Encampment of Mercy.  I 
honestly have no idea how long I was there.  I am guessing it was months.  
It may have been close to a whole year.  Every single monk who had been 
to the Highlands told me that the journey to the Highlands was perilous to 
my life because of Prince-Nachash and the dangers of the Desert.  The 
Encampment was a place dedicated to the Ancient of Days and His Son 
the Host, and helping people find the fresh living water of the Highlands. 
 
As the days wore on, I realized my body began to change.  I recall choking 
down water my first day because of its purity.  The water even made my 
stomach feel unsettled for some reason. I was worried.  My Uncle Kalo 
told me that my body would begin to withdraw from the shine root that 
was present in all the water in Receding.  He said the root would come out 
in my pores as I worked and would eventually work its way all out of my 
body.  It was not a pleasant process.  My sweat had a peculiar smell which 
was quite noticeable and embarrassing as I worked among the brothers.  
All had been through the process, so no one made me feel odd.  I also 
noticed that I craved water less and less.  Brother Pede told me that the 
shine root makes the water addicting and most people in Receding drink 
and drink and drink more than they need.  My body was changing in its 
appetites.  The water at the Encampment got easier to drink and warred 
against my digestion less and less. The water there had a healing effect and 
quenched my thirst. 
 
The most difficult thing to deal with was the sores.  My skin began to grow 
very pale.  The color seemed to be draining away from all my skin.  I looked 
like some sort of ghost or as though I was made from paper.  That was not 
the worst part.  To my horror, round red crusty sores began to break out 
on my body in the midst of my pale skin.  Small ones at first.  Some I 
noticed and some I did not.  Then, some larger ones.  The largest sores 
were on my forearms and on my back. Worry set in and I tried to hide the 
sores.  They itched with pain and some began to fill with liquid that I shall 
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not describe.  My uncle spotted a few of my sores one day and explained 
with kindness and compassion that it was a part of the withdrawal from 
water from Receding and only the water in the Highlands could heal me 
completely.  He told me that for him, it was worse.  He had spent time 
with the Pond Lords.  The more heavily addicted to the water in Receding 
you are the more painful the sores. 
 
As I spent time in the Encampment, my inner life also began to change.  I 
realized that as I listened and talked with the brothers, that a battle was 
going on within me.  My emotions went from bravery to fear to confidence 
to uncertainty.  Brother Pia noticed my face one day and guessed at my 
poor state of mind.  He pulled me aside and said, “You are more blessed 
than you realize!  Your timing in coming to the Encampment is 
remarkable.  Most likely the Host is behind the timing.  For in just a few 
days, the Mercy Tree will bring forth its bloom and we will have its fruit.  
We will in a tangible way remember the power of the Living One.” 
 
“The Living One?” I questioned.  This was not a title or a description I 
had heard before.  I agreed with him about the timing of my arrival, but as 
always, one conversation spawned in me two or more questions. 
 
Brother Pia, smiled and said, “The Living One is the High Host of course.  
Then it dawned on me that he meant the Mercy Tree.  It was the Dying 
Tree that came to life because of the mercy of the Traveler. 
 
I agreed with him, “When it comes time, you are right, I must see the tree.” 
 
“Patience will be rewarded,” Brother Pia said with a smile, “we gather 
tonight.”  Brother Pia then left to prepare for time with the other brothers.  
The rest of the afternoon when on forever.  I tried to busy myself by doing 
various chores, but I just kept staring at the Mercy Tree in the middle of 
the camp.  It looked the same to me, but Brother Pia said it would bloom. 
 
A little while before sunset Brother Pia came for me.  He found me trying 
to repair some flaps on one of the tents.  He told me to put down my tools 
and made a motion with his hand that I was to not speak.  It was time!  
Just then, my uncle walked up and we all three walked to the middle of the 
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camp.  We walked in silence.  No one spoke.  Late on this spring day, the 
whole camp was walking in silence to the tree. 
 
It didn’t seem special to me.  It was a tree.  It had brown bark covered in 
many vines.  It had several branches, green and yellow leaves, and looked 
like… a tree.  It was just a normal living tree.  It did have some buds that 
I had not noticed before, but it all looked mundane.  As I stood there, I 
did think that it was odd to have such an alive tree in the middle of the 
Desert. 
 
Was this really the tree from the story? 
Was this really the tree on which the Traveler was hung? 
How was there life in this tree after all this time? 
Doubt started to creep into my mind as to the origin of this particular tree. 
 
I decided that keeping a tree alive in the Desert was not a miracle, but an 
exercise in farming.  The Monks had water.  They must devote some of it 
to this tree.  Yet, I had never seen anyone water it.  I am sure in all my time 
here I would have had the task of watering the tree as I had done all tasks 
in the Encampment at least once.  I quieted my doubting mind.  I listened. 
 
Once everyone had arrived, my Uncle Kalogeros stood: 
“Brothers we wish to go back to basics and remind our hearts of our 
foundations.  This will be good for us and for our inner life.  This will be 
good for he who is newest among us and searching.”  He nodded to me. 
 
“We have all come from Receding.  That is the place where men gathered 
after the Great Quake.  That is the domain of Prince-Nachash who is Lord 
of Receding.  That is his domain.  His domain is full of water tainted by 
shine root.  Everyone in Receding is a slave to it whether they know it or 
not.  Some sell it and gain power.  Some give it away and gain followers.  
Some use it as medicine and all the while are slaves to it.  All of them are 
led away from the Ancient of Days. 
 
Long ago, One who was called the Traveler entered Receding and left the 
Map.  The Map leads to the Highlands where the people of the Ancient of 
Days live.  It is the place of pure water and the River Perpetual.  All of us 
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believe in the sacrifice the Traveler made for all of us. He could have left 
us all in Receding to die. 
 
He revealed mercy to us. 
He revealed living water to us. 
He revealed mercy to us and water to us and many called Him a liar.” 
 
Uncle Kalo sat and Brother Sofos stood and spoke: 
“The Mercy Tree reveals that He told the Truth.  Today is our yearly 
reminder.  Today the flowers of the tree give off their scent of mercy.  
Today the fruit that falls from the tree gives us a taste of mercy. 
Both remind us that we are loved by the Ancient of Days. 
Both remind us that the Map is the true guide to Living Water. 
Both remind us there is a way through the Valley of Hunger and then the 
Serpent Winds and then the Abode of Vision.” 
 
Brother Sofos sat and Brother Veru stood and spoke: “Yes, He is High 
Host and the Name is in Him.” 
 
All the brothers cried out, “He is!” and Brother Veru sat. 
 
Brother Pia stood and continued: “All of us battle ourselves.  To make it 
to the Highlands, you must battle yourself and win.  Our battle with self 
does go away when we arrive in the Highlands.  We all suffer from guilt or 
addictions or plaguing temptations.  The Host may deliver you 
immediately once in the Highlands, but more often than not, addictive 
behavior and misguided pursuits in our lives must be battled.  For the 
Ancient of Days to truly mold us, the Host must be King.  We must no 
longer think of ourselves as our own.” 
 
I was listening to Brother Pia and appreciated much of what he had to say.  
I had felt myself battling in my emotions and my heart. 
My heart felt wrong. 
I thought of stealing the pie. 
I thought of ogling beautiful girls. 
I thought of inhaling intoxicating drugs. 
I thought of liking gambling. 
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I thought of lying. 
My heart definitely felt wrong. 
 
Part of me was excited and wanted to move ahead to the Highlands.  Part 
of me wanted to go back to Receding.  Brother Pia mentioned, as my mind 
was wandering, that we must surrender our whole selves to the Ancient of 
Days and we cannot go back.  We must move forward towards Him and 
not go back.  The last words he said were “The battle belongs to the 
Ancient of Days.”  He sat. 
 
Uncle Kalo again stood and spoke: 
“We remember His mercy.  The tree is said to have once been the site of 
many deaths which is why it was called the Dying Tree.  That tree was an 
ominous reminder of what was coming to all Receding.  The Traveler was 
charged with lying about water.  Indeed, THIS tree is the place where the 
Traveler was put to death.  He submitted to a sentence of death to offer 
living water to all in Receding… to us.  He died.  Yet, He did not stay dead, 
but came alive again.  He lives.  This tree also still lives.” 
 
Uncle Kalo sat and Brother Pia stood and spoke: 
“The tree is no longer called the Dying Tree for no one else has been killed 
on it since.  It is now called the Mercy Tree because it was at this place that 
mercy was given to us.  To all of us.” 
 
Everyone’s eyes were fixed on the tree.  My eyes were fixed on the tree.  I 
could not take my eyes off of this normal mundane tree.  As these good 
men were speaking, the buds began to move ever so slightly.  Some of the 
buds opened to reveal beautiful purple flowers.  Other buds opened to 
reveal some kind of purple and yellow fruit which dropped to the ground.  
No one moved.  I followed their lead. 
 
Bother Pia noticed the fruit falling and concluded the ceremony: 
“We monks live at the place of mercy.  We were here when the Mercy Tree 
brought forth its first fruit.  The first monks were there to eat from the 
Tree.  The Host established us at the place of mercy where He died. This 
tree is a gift from the Ancient of Days to bring light to how anyone can 
enter the Highlands.” 
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Pia then looked at me and continued: 
“The Mercy Tree is a real promise of living water to all who trust the True 
Vine.  The True Vine is the One in whom the Name dwells.  The Name is 
the presence of the source of living water.” 
 
Brother Pia finished and about an hour passed with all in silent prayer.  As 
we prayed, a new scent filled the air from the flowers on the Tree.  I cannot 
even describe the sweet smell.  It filled my nostrils as I prayed with the 
brothers.  We all opened our eyes to the Mercy Tree in full bloom. 
 
Uncle Kalo stood and motioned with his hand.  All the monks breathed 
deeply and smiled. In unison, they all said, “We will never forget Your 
mercy.”  After that, all of us bent down and picked up the fruit that had 
fallen from the tree.  They began to eat.  I could tell from their faces the 
taste of the fruit matched the sweet smell that was in the air.  I did not 
partake that day, but watched.  Even though I did not partake, I felt a peace 
come over me.  I felt secure in my heart that I would partake one day in 
the Highlands. 
 
That was a great day.  It was a phenomenal day.  I remember leaving the 
gathering knowing that my journey to the Highlands was coming soon. I 
was not sure if I needed anyone’s permission or if I should just announce 
it or if someone would tell me when I was ready.  I would keep my ears 
open and perhaps the answer would present itself. 
 
Another day, I was helping Brother Sef in the galley cook the evening meal.  
I had no formal job as a guest, but I rotated each day and helped a different 
monk with their community chores.  Now that I think about it, I never did 
finish fixing the tent flap.  I was still thinking over what Brother Pia and 
the others had said some days before and realized that perhaps the battle 
would never cease inside me.  I began to think on spiritual preparations as 
I looked towards the east to the Desert.  I asked him, “How do I prepare 
my spirit for the battle that will come?” 
 
He stirred the meal in the large pot and thought for a few minutes.  Brother 
Sef was a very soft-spoken man.  He had told me a little about himself.  
His family was an old one from Receding as mine was.  He said his family 
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built the Amphitheater and still maintained it.  He said he left all the 
influence and wealth behind to find the Ancient of Days.  He said he had 
found true peace and wealth with the Ancient of Days.  The most 
noticeable thing about Brother Sef was the huge tattoo on his neck.  I had 
seen it before.  Pond Lords.  Judging by his size, though I did not ask, I 
figured Brother Sef must have been at one time one of those guards that I 
had seen at the Pond or in North Wellstone Neighborhood. 
 
As he stirred the crock, he looked at me and said, “I think spiritual 
preparation has at its center forgiveness. Many of us get stuck in life with 
the idea that we must forgive ourselves.  If what is usually meant by that 
statement is that we must let go of the wrong we have done and move on, 
fine. However, if you really think you must forgive yourself, I think you 
are missing the point of forgiveness.  The problem with this idea is that it 
is never described by the Ancient of Days or the Host.  At least I can’t find 
a text or a story where He says to forgive self.  It is very true that we must 
repent and put our sinful life behind us.  Self is involved in the repenting, 
but not the forgiving.  Self has no authority to forgive one’s own sin.  Only 
the Name has authority to forgive sin. 
 
I even say that you are not denying self if you try to forgive yourself.  If 
you cannot let go, that is, to let the Host forgive and wash away shame and 
guilt from sinning, then forgiveness will not find its fullness.  You very well 
can miss out on the potential of closer relationship in peace with the Name 
because you are bound in your mind with shame.  Forgiveness means you 
have been unbound.  Your hands and feet are unbound. You are free to 
do as you please.  It is possible however to be unbound knowing the 
restraints have been cut off and you think you are free, but your mind is 
still enslaved to shame.  You must believe you are fully free based solely 
on the forgiveness of the Ancient of Days and not simply in you forgiving 
yourself. Or else, you will remain in mental enslavement. I have personally 
battled this much.” 
 
He continued to stir the dinner in the pot letting me ponder his words as 
he stirred with a rhythm. 
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“Do I need to be spiritually forgiven before I go to the Highlands?” I 
asked.  This was a serious question for the serious topic.  Did I need to get 
my whole life in order before I got there?  Was I supposed to stay in the 
Encampment until I was perfect?  Can I only leave if my insides and 
outsides are approved by someone?  I was trying to probe how I might 
leave for the Highlands without being too obvious. 
 
“No,” he said thoughtfully, “But as you enter the Highlands you will go 
through the Gate of Baptism which is where you must have faith and 
repent of all your old life.  Do you know what plagues you?”  He was not 
asking to be nosy, but to be helpful. 
 
I nodded and said the words slowly one at a time: 
“Theft” 
“Lust” 
“Pleasure” 
“Gambling” 
“Lying” 
 
Brother Sef did not reprimand me or look surprised or give an eye of 
judgement, but continued to try and answer my question: “You must 
believe that the Host will do a work in you and cleanse your heart.  That 
commitment and change must happen for you to be able to enter the 
Highlands.  You do not have to be perfect… that is important to 
understand.  You must accept the Host and what He does inside us.  For 
most, the journey through the Desert prepares them if they are not 
prepared here.” 
 
To be honest, my conversation with Brother Sef gave me quite a bit to 
think about.  Knowing the Ancient of Days meant I had to believe in the 
Host.  It meant I had to repent of my wrongs.  It meant I had to accept 
that the Ancient of Days through the Host would forgive me through the 
Gate of Baptism.  After the Gate, I would begin life anew and discover 
Him.  These are the basics I had learned the past few weeks and months.  
Faith was on me, so it seems, but the rest is done by the Ancient of Days. 
 
Then it happened about two weeks later. 
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“Since the day he arrived with Brother Pede,” Uncle Kalo said with more 
pride than he should have had, “my nephew has prepared himself as much 
as he could physically, emotionally, and spiritually.” 
 
All of us sat at the round table in the middle of the camp. 
 
“We have all helped and talked and prayed for him,” my uncle continued.  
“He and I spoke last evening at length and it is his desire to leave us and 
strike out east into the Desert to find the Highlands.  It is his desire.  He 
chooses.”  At this, the monks stood at the table and rapped their cups on 
the table.  A hoot and cheer went up as I had never heard from these men.  
Brother Pede hopped around as only he could and shook his cane in the 
air. 
 
The men at the table left their places and formed a path of people from 
the table to the exit of the camp.  At the far end of the camp, I could see 
the exit.  It was a gate formed with large white rocks.  Above the gap in 
the wall was an iron frame which bore the words “Exodus Gate” on it. 
This was happening now. My uncle took his place right at the exit.  I stood 
at the table. 
 
“Come forth my nephew!” he said in a loud voice. 
 
I slowly began to walk to him.  As I did, the men on either side of me were 
praying.  They were praying to the Ancient of Days in the Name of the 
Host for me!  I could hear their whispers as I passed. 
 
As I walked, one brother put a tan weathered leather cloak on me. 
The next brother put sand goggles around my neck. 
Brother Veru put a pack on my back. 
Brother Pia put provisions in my pack. 
Another brother slung a large skin of water around my shoulder. 
As I walked, Brother Pede put his copy of the Map in my pack. 
Brother Sef handed me a walking staff. 
Another flipped the hood over my head for protection from the sun. 
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As I walked, Brother Sofos put the stones the Patrol had given me in my 
pack. 
Another brother tightened up my pack. 
 
I arrived at my Uncle Kalogeros at the Exodus Gate.  “You are ready to 
leave us,” Uncle Kalo told me.  He looked at me and placed his hands on 
my shoulders.  “I pray over you a most ancient blessing and one of my 
favorites: 
 
As you leave today, 
may the strength of the Ancient of Days carry you, 
the power of the Ancient of Days hold you, 
the wisdom of the Ancient of Days be in you. 
May the Eye of Ancient of Days look before you, 
the Ear of Ancient of Days hear you, 
the word of Ancient of Days speak to you. 
May the Hand of Ancient of Days cover you, 
the shield of Ancient of Days defend you, 
the Host of Ancient of Days save you. 
May The Host shield you today. 
Amen.” 

 
And with that, I walked through the Exodus Gate and into the Desert. 
 
A little way out I began to pray.  It seemed fitting: 
 
Ancient of Days, 
 
My time with Your people has changed me.  I feel like a large veil has been lifted from 
me.  I see the lie of Receding and the lie of Prince-Nachash for what it is… a debilitating 
lie.  Ancient of Days, You are the Author of Life and the Giver of Water and the 
Sender of the Traveler.  I know that now.  I believe that in my heart. 
 
Thank you for Brother Pede. 
Thank you for Uncle Kalo. 
How can I thank You for putting them in my life?  I was led to them by You. 
Thank you. 
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I am now heading into the Desert.  I suppose You know that already.  I face danger.  I 
face… something.  I have no idea what I actually face.  I know that I will find You 
because I seek You with all my heart and when people seek You, the brothers tell me, 
they find You. 
 
Oh, Ancient of Days please be with my parents and my sister.  Keep them safe until I 
can get back to them.  I want to find the Highlands and you and go back to them.  I 
want them to see what I see.  I want the veil lifted off of them.  Puella will know she is 
loved by You and by me.  Even be with Tarpetto. 
 
Ancient of Days please help me lay down and let the river flow through me.  I know 
those words, but I don’t really know what they mean.  Help me do this.  It is all 
unknown to me and I feel fear’s resistance. 
 
Ancient of Days please guide my path.  Guide every step and every intent of my heart. 
 
Amen. 
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THINGS TO REMEMBER. 
 
“The people that stayed say the Dying Tree came to life.  They say a vine 
came from beneath the tree.  It arose three days after He submitted to the 
sentence of death.  They say the vine from beneath the tree wrapped the 
tree with a Father’s loving embrace the day the Traveler appeared full of 
life.  The tree is no longer called the Dying Tree, but is now called the 
Mercy Tree since at that place mercy was given.” 
 
“The Mercy Tree is a living memorial of the Host who bears the Name.” 
 
“Within the prayers of steadfast saints; Lies a spirit so humble, yet so great; 
The root of hope driving out doubt’s hold…” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



JOURNEY TO THE GLORY: A STORY ABOUT REFLECTING GOD 

105 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



DRUMMOND & BORST 

106 

JOURNAL ENTRY 6. 
 
I would not say that it was fear that gripped me those first few steps from 
the Encampment. It was more petrifying terror mixed with curiosity tinged 
with slight joy. I was full of many conflicting emotions.  Immediately after 
setting out from the Encampment, I was in what was called the Valley of 
Hunger.  The Encampment sat on the western most part of this area of 
the Desert.  The Monks of the Encampment of Mercy told me that the 
Valley of Hunger stretched for three days or more depending on my pace.  
As I walked, the light grew slightly lower (because I was marching closer 
to the cliffs), but the heat began to rise.  I flipped my hood to block out 
the heat on my skin. 
 
As I walked, the heat began to make the sores on my back and forearms 
itch with uncomfortable pain.  I picked a small hill in the horizon east of 
me and kept it in front of me.  I walked in the heat.  I passed some small 
shrubs that dotted the landscape, but other than those small shrubs, I saw 
only brown and tan rock mixed with dull sand.  I walked the whole first 
day at a good pace without incident.  I sang to myself.  I hummed some 
nursery tunes I remember from my youth. 
 
As I walked that first day, I got out the Map Brother Pede had given me 
and read some parts of the Map as I walked.  It gave instructions on how 
to find the Highlands. This particular map also had some of Brother Pede’s 
notes in it.  I appreciated that and felt honored that he had given me his 
copy of the Map.  In the portion of the Map which covered the Valley of 
Hunger, I noted some instructions: 
 
“The Ancient of Days wants to feed humbleness in you, causing you to 
hunger and then feeding you with His spiritual food, which neither you 
nor your fathers have known, to teach you that man does not live on bread 
alone but on every word that comes from the mouth of the Ancient of 
Days.” 
 
I thought a lot about those words as I walked.  It is interesting that at the 
beginning of the Map towards the Highlands it points out the need for 
humbleness.  Why humbleness?  What does humbleness have to do with 
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this journey?  I soon realized as I thought about the words that unless I 
am humble (me… myself… all myself) I will crowd out the Ancient of 
Days with my own will.  I suppose He could force His will upon me, but 
nothing I have been told thus far shows that the Ancient of Days forces 
anything.  Not that He can’t, but He won’t.  Once I empty myself of 
myself, then there is room for all that the Ancient of Days wants to give 
me. 
 
About mid-day I got some provisions out of my pack and kept walking.  I 
did not stop moving.  I had reached the small rise just after mid-day and 
picked another landmark out in the east.  It seemed to be some kind of 
column rising in the distance and the landmark was on the Map.  I just 
kept the column in front of me as I walked.  I reached that column towards 
the end of the day and decided to stop.  The column looked to be man-
made and was some kind of ruin left over from an old building.  It looked 
like the top of some kind of tower.  I saw no other parts of the building 
but this column rising out of the ground. 
 
I noticed that others had also stopped in this place as there was wood for 
a fire and a circle of rocks with which to make a fire.  Where would 
firewood come from in such a place?  There were no trees for miles! 
 
I felt fortunate for the wood and built a fire.  My fire was the only light on 
the landscape that I could see.  Far far in the distance to the west I could 
see the glow of the Encampment and this gave me comfort.  I sat next to 
the fire and pulled out my pack.  I had walked at a good pace my first day 
and worked up quite an appetite.  I rationed out my evening meal and then 
ate it with due haste.  “Haste” is a nice word for how I ate.  I ate like a 
ravenous wolf cub fresh from the den.  After I ate, I looked at the Map lit 
by fire light.  From what I could tell, I indeed had two more days of travel 
through the Valley of Hunger.  The column I was sitting near was on the 
Map.  After I looked over the Map some more, I remember drifting off to 
sleep in the silent air with the crackling fire. 
 
I do not know how long I was asleep, but I awoke to find the fire down to 
smoldering embers.  What awoke me?  I had hunger pangs like I had never 
felt before!  My stomach growled and tossed and turned.  I grabbed my 
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pack and broke out some more provisions.  It tasted so good going 
down… like celebration cake at the inn near my home in Receding.  The 
more I ate the thirstier I got.  I drank much from my water skin.  I ate.  I 
drank.  The hunger pangs died down, but did not go away.  My stomach 
settled and I again drifted to sleep. 
 
I awoke the next morning well rested and ready for my second day in the 
Desert.  There seemed to be a scent like cinnamon in the air.  I saw no 
trees or bushes around which might be the source of this scent.  It just 
kind of drifted on the wind.  I broke out some provisions and ate.  I ate a 
little more than normal in anticipation of having a good pace for the day 
through the Desert.  As I ate, I bet myself that I could make it across the 
Valley of Hunger in two days rather than three.  There was a cave that was 
my destination.  Definitely two days. 
 
I set out and left the column.  The wind picked up and sand began to blow.  
Not too bad, but I did put on my desert goggles given to me by the 
brothers and buttoned my coat all the way up.  I realized soon after I set 
out that I was again getting hungry.  I was tempted to stop and eat.  Should 
I stop?  Should I eat?  My provisions were going fast.  As I was 
contemplating these questions, the wind and sand died down. 
 
I could stop and eat, but I knew that I should keep moving.  I broke out a 
few provisions and kept on walking.  I looked at the Map and noted I was 
heading in the right direction.  I was heading for a cave marked on the 
Map.  A cave would be nice respite from the open sand drenched country 
I was currently walking through.  I kept pulling out provisions from my 
pack.  I was so very hungry. 
 
I arrived at the cave at the end of a long day of walking and eating.  The 
cave was not above ground, but more of a large fissure in the ground.  The 
Map showed that this cave-ish way-station was the place to stop if I were 
not trotting on.  I was not sure what I would find as I walked down into 
the fissure.  It seemed natural at points, but at others like it was man-made.  
As I walked, downward, I kept my hand on the wall of the fissure.  Smooth.  
Completely smooth.  In the fading light as I walked, I could see the wall of 
the fissure getting darker in color from the bland sand above.  I had walked 
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a little when I again stumbled on a circle of rocks and some wood.  I again 
felt grateful. 
 
I started the fire. 
I grabbed my pack. 
No food. 
 
I must have eaten more than I thought.  I was again ravenously hungry.  
The hunger pangs were growing in my belly.  Worse than before.  Anger 
flared in my heart and I began to break sticks and throw them in the fire 
one after another.  The fire grew.  I broke some more sticks in anger.  I 
beat the ground with the sticks.  Threw them in the blaze.  The fire grew.  
As the flame grew, a deliberate carving was lit on the wall of the cave.  I 
squinted.  There were words on the wall! 
 
“I saw a light in my journey shining bright ahead, 
But it has been so dim,  
for so long, 
and intensely dark at times. 
I doubt that I can reach the light. 
 
I see that light faint now 
like evening’s arms reaching out across the sky 
and it’s been so dim for so long.  
My lungs and vision are full of dust. 
I can barely see the hands of light to draw me in 
 
I am just afraid if it grows darker yet 
I will lose sight. 
I will lose sight of light’s reach, 
Never to grasp hold and pull me in.” 
 
As I read, the hunger pangs felt like darkness pulling me in.  Maybe I 
should quit and go back to the Encampment.  Maybe I would die of 
starvation.  Maybe I would get lost in the Desert and the Patrol would find 
my dehydrated remains years from now.  Maybe I would not make it to 
the Highlands.  Doubt married the darkness and honeymooned in my soul. 
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I stared into the fire light. 
I pulled out the Map and consulted it. 
One other part of the Map in the Valley of Hunger had these words: 
“The wanderer’s appetite works for him; his hunger drives him on.” 
 
I looked at the words on the Map.  I looked at the words on the wall lit by 
fire light.  I realized that my hunger had been mastering me and not the 
other way around.  My hunger had driven me to abuse my provisions and 
had not driven me forward.  I stared into the fire light.  Even though I felt 
hunger pangs increasing, I resolved to complete my third day in the Valley 
of Hunger no matter what.  My hunger for the Ancient of Days was more 
than my physical hunger.  I would make it so with each and every step 
forward in this journey. 
 
I did not sleep that night. 
I stared into the fire light. 
I stared into the fire light until it slowed to embers. 
 
Once the coals died to a cool gray, I pulled on my mostly empty pack and 
headed for the surface.  A slight wind was kicking up a little sand.  I 
consulted the Map and noted that further east from the cave was what 
looked like a formation of rocks.  I could not tell how far.  It might take 
me all day to reach them.  I decided I would not quit and set my feet east 
and walked. 
 
As I walked, I decided to make up a story.  It was sort of one I heard about 
one of my great grandparents who helped build some sections of Receding.  
I was thinking about it, changed it a little, and tried to give it some meaning.  
My thought was that making up a story would pass the time and occupy 
my mind.  This story took me all day.  I know a story has to have a point.  
I have written it here as much as I can remember.  I was delirious with 
hunger most of the time: 
 
Once upon a time there was a master stone carver (my great grandfather) who had a 
large seven-foot square piece of stone outside of his shop in East Receding.  It was a 
perfect square block of marble that the stone carver always said would be his master 
work.  He always said that when it was finished, it would represent him totally.  Most 
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days he was busy in town helping build some building or repairing another.  He worked 
on a little each day and mostly found time in the evenings. 
 
He began by etching into the marble scenes from his childhood.  He wanted to preserve 
the memories of his life.  He carved a scene on one side at the top of the bad winter when 
his sister died of starvation and his mother could not stop crying.  He would always 
remember that winter even though he was very young.  He carved on another side at the 
top the time he got a new dog named Prince.  He loved that dog.  He grew up with that 
dog.  There was not a memory from his childhood which did not have that scraggly old 
dog. 
 
One day my grandfather was in town working on the newest addition to the town… a 
building that would be the new courthouse.  The town had asked him to form large 
columns and to make the building an impressive structure for any who walked through 
the doors.  He had meticulously carved each and every column.  He had crafted scenes 
for the top of the building as well.  As he was working, he saw smoke and dust rising 
in the air from down the street. 
 
Soon a town worker came running breathlessly to him.  “Did you see the smoke and 
dust?” the man asked between labored breaths pointing back the way he had come. The 
master stone carver nodded and wondered what the emergency must be.  The man was 
covered in dust and certainly had come to find him.  “The Amphitheater is starting to 
collapse. Your dear friend the foreman sent me to find you!”  With those words, both 
men began to run down the street.  The stone carver outran the town worker all the way 
to the scene of the impending disaster.  The Amphitheater was in peril.  If it fell, it 
would be a disaster.  Many could die.  Many would lose either a home or a business. 
 
The master stone carver arrived to see town workers led by his friend the foreman bracing 
the side of the building with large wood beams.  They were successful, but the engineering 
experience of the stone carver told him that such efforts would not last.  The building 
would topple.  He stood and watched and analyzed what was going on.  The town 
workers saw him and were relieved that he was there. 
 
My grandfather approached the foreman in charge of the workers.  “What is needed is 
a large stone to provide strength to the foundation.”  The foreman agreed and asked 
where they would ever find a large square stone in such a short amount of time.  The two 
friends began to throw around ideas quickly as the building needed immediate foundation 
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help.  Wood beams creaked under the stress of the building.  Just then, the eyes of the 
master stone carver grew large.  He turned and sprinted back to his work area.  “I know 
what to do!” he called out to the foreman as he ran.  The carver got into his wagon and 
drove carelessly to his shop.  He arrived at his shop and there outside his shop was his 
pride and joy.  There stood his in-process 7-foot square masterpiece.  Without thinking, 
he loaded the large block onto his wagon and drove off towards the Amphitheater. 
 
The large marble stone was installed.  It took much effort, blood, a few broken bones, 
digging, and many hours, but the large marble stone was put in place at the foundation 
of the building and the toppling was averted.  The Amphitheater had been saved.  The 
stone carver and the town foreman stood back after the great labor was complete.  The 
two friends basked in their labor and success.  The building was straight and firm in 
the foundation.  All emergency wood beams had been removed.  Each worker came by 
and thanked the stone carver for his quick thinking. 
 
Both men looked at the building and said in unison, “The foundation matters.” 
 
After I fashioned this phenomenal classic work (the ending needs a little 
work I think, but the moral of the story is sound), I arrived at the formation 
of rocks.  The rocks seemed to be naturally placed and man-placed… 
much like the cave the night before.  The rocks formed a protective C with 
one lone rock in the middle.  I pulled out the Map.  On the part of the 
Map with the rock formation it said: 
 
“In their hunger and thirst, You gave them water from the rock; You told 
them to go in and take possession of the land You had sworn with uplifted 
Hand to give them.” 
 
I sat at the base of the rock in the middle of the C formation.  The C 
formation would block the winds and keep me safe for the night, but my 
pack was still empty.  My stomach was empty.  I decided to walk around 
the formation before I lost the last of the light.  I noticed no carvings as in 
the fissure.  I noticed no wood for a fire. 
 
What I did notice was the rock on the center of the formation.  It was a 
strange rock as I would soon discover.  It looked normal except for the 
very top of the rock which was waist high.  It dipped with a depression like 
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a bowl.  Around the top of the rock were indentations that looked like the 
rock had been struck again and again.  I looked at the rock.  My stomach 
growled.  I looked at my walking stick.  I realized that the indentations on 
the rock had been made by a staff similar to mine. 
 
I tapped my walking stick on the top of the rock. 
Nothing happened. 
 
I rapped my walking stick on the top of the rock. 
Nothing happened. 
 
I hit my walking stick on the top of the rock. 
Nothing happened. 
 
I slammed my walking stick on the top of the rock. 
Nothing happ… 
 
… The bowl top of the rock began to bubble and gurgle.  The top of the 
stone filled with water.  I drank.  It was so refreshing and good.  I noticed 
little tubers bobbing in the stone bowl.  Without thinking I grabbed a tuber 
and shoved it in my mouth.  I don’t think I chewed it.  Or the second.  Or 
the third. 
 
I struck the rock and water came forth. 
I struck the rock and food came forth. 
 
After my belly was full and I even felt a little sick from all that I had eaten, 
I got out Brother Pede’s copy of the Map and looked at what was next.  
Next was the part of the Desert called the Sand Pit of Serpent Winds.  It 
looked to me to be about a day’s journey.  That was a short distance 
considering it was three days across the Valley of Hunger.  I noticed on 
the Map that rocks along the way were indicated.  Based on what I was 
told in the Encampment; they were horizon rocks to mark the way.  Follow 
the rocks.  Got it.  When I set out tomorrow, I would need to look for 
them. 
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I read some of the writing on the Map near the part depicting the Serpent 
Winds.  One portion read: 
“The tempest comes out from its chamber, the heat and cold from the 
driving winds.  The breath of Prince-Nachash produces lies and death.  At 
his direction, they swirl around over the face of the whole desert to do 
whatever he commands them.” 
 
Another portion read: 
“Only in this place does he make the winds his messengers of lies and 
death.  He leads us not to Truth, but to lies which lead to death.  Beware 
of the sins that lead to death.” 
 
I noticed in Brother Pede’s hand writing he wrote simply: “From here to 
there do not go there, but stay here.”  Nice and clear.  I drifted off to sleep 
in the protection of the rocks.  I felt protected in this place. 
 
The next day I set out with a water skin full of water from the rock and a 
pack full of the strange tubers.  As I walked east, I noticed the horizon 
stones.  They did in fact mark my path.  I walked all morning up a small 
rise and then down a small rise.  I sipped my water carefully.  I noticed the 
unusual hunger and thirst pangs of the Valley of Hunger were gone.  I was 
thankful for that.  Up a small rise of sand and then down a small rise of 
sand.  The horizon stones kept my direction steady towards the east. 
 
As I walked, the land was full of dull tan sand as far as I could see.  Only 
sand.  No shrubbery.  No rocks.  To the left, sand.  To the right, sand 
dunes reached into the sky.  Ahead of me, sand.  The sand in this part of 
the desert was not normal.  I looked all around me and the whole ground 
seemed to move.  I know logically it was blowing in the wind, but all the 
sand around me was moving as if alive and moved in ‘s’ patterns like snakes 
would.  It was unnerving to walk upon constant slithering moving sand.  I 
found that if I walked and stared at the sand for too long that I became 
dizzy and nauseous because of the movement. 
 
As I walked, I thought back on the conversations I had at the 
Encampment.  I had so many conversations and lectures and question 
sessions with the brothers.  I did also with my Uncle Kalo.  As I was 
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walking, one in particular bubbled to the surface of the pool of my mind.  
I think it came to mind because I was struggling and wresting with staying 
on the path through this Desert.  It was not easy. 
 
He said one day: “Blessings come from the Ancient of Days.  Even when 
we wrestle in this life, we who are believers cling to the blessings that come 
from the Ancient of Days.  He rules.  We believers trust in the Ancient of 
Days.  When testing comes, His blessings seem to disconnect from us.  
They don’t really, but that is what we perceive.  We who believe must keep 
wrestling.  So, come what may, we hold on to the Ancient of Days.  We 
don’t let go!  We trust Him!  We have faith!  He then blesses us who 
humble ourselves before Him.  Our wresting reveals genuine faith by not 
letting go of Him.” 
 
I walked to about mid-day and I caught a scent on the air.  It seemed to be 
blowing from the south where the dunes dotted the horizon.  It smelled 
like water.  It was that strange smell and humid sensation right before rain.  
That is what I smelled. 
 
I was to go east. I thought, this had to be the long way, why does it aways 
have to be the long way?  I wanted to go south.  Just for a stop.   Then I 
would continue.  It couldn’t be too far.  East could wait. The heat was 
unbearable.  Water would be nice. 
 
After I decided to ignore the temptation to go south, the wind picked up.  
The wind gusted from all directions it seemed.  Some of the wind blew 
hot.  Other gusts were ice cold.  There seemed to be no rhyme or reason 
to any of it or any logic to the blowing. My steps were becoming labored.  
The wind was blowing strongly and did so in such a manner that I could 
barely see the horizon stones.  Sand kicked and twisted and twirled in the 
wind.  The wind gusts were pushing me south towards the smell of the 
water. I was glad for the goggles and protection given to me by the 
brothers.  I needed it. 
 
It did look calmer south. Maybe I could walk around the strange storm? 
 



DRUMMOND & BORST 

116 

I remembered the words from the Map that I read the night before.  “The 
breath of Prince-Nachash produces lies and death.”  I also remember 
Brother Pede’s useless comment: “From here to there do not go there, but 
stay here.”  Not so useless after all. 
 
I also remembered another conversation I had with Uncle Kalo: “The 
Host tells us that the Ancient of Days commands all.  The evil things of 
the world including Prince-Nachash tremble before Him.  They don’t 
tremble because He exists.  They tremble because of His power and 
character and essence.  He has all authority.  It was He who created all the 
cosmos and is above all.  They bow to His will.” 
 
Reminded of this I asserted my own will in the midst of the wind that was 
driving my feet.  I shouted at the top of my lungs as I walked in defiance 
of what the winds were trying to push me to do.  This was freeing.  This 
also means I ingested much sand as I went. 
 
“You will not tempt me from the path!” 
“I know you are not the hero, but a liar!” 
“I want to be a servant of the Ancient of Days!” 
“I am guided by the Map and will not stray!” 
“Bring your worst!” 
 
The last yell was probably over the top, but I made it through.  I made it 
through a whole day of moving slithering sand, strong wind, and 
temptations to go another way.  Towards the end of the day as I traveled, 
I noticed the wind was dying down. I relied less on my walking stick to 
trudge forward. 
 
I arrived at my destination in the early evening.  My destination was what 
looked like a huge crater.  It looked as though something large had dropped 
from the sky and cratered out the land.  I marched up the side of the crater 
which was rock mixed with sand and went over the lip.  As soon as I made 
it over the crest of the rise, the wind lost power.  I realized that the wind 
was howling and spinning outside the crater, but did not flow into the 
crater at all.  The crater was a calm place.  At the center of the crater was 
another C rock formation like the previous night.  I would be safe here. 



JOURNEY TO THE GLORY: A STORY ABOUT REFLECTING GOD 

117 

I was thankful for being in a place of calm.  I judged that the wind violently 
wailing above me had turned cold because the temperature dropped 
uncomfortably.  I got out my bed roll in the cleft of the rock.  I got the 
stones the Patrol had given me and slammed them together.  They again 
came to life with warmth.  I sipped from my water skin.  I ate well of 
miracle tubers from the night before. 
 
I got out the Map to preview the next day’s journey.  I was surprised to see 
that my destination was not far.  I knew I was getting close to the way up 
the cliffs for the light grew dimmer each day as I walked to the base of the 
shadow-casting formation.  I had maybe a half-day.  I might have let out a 
celebratory whoop as I looked over the Map. 
 
The Abode of Vision was next.  I remember the trio from the Patrol telling 
me that this third and final part of the Desert offered people their deepest 
desires.  The Abode of Vision was unknown to the people in the Map 
Society.  The Monks at the Encampment did indeed know more, but not 
too much more. 
 
My uncle had me visit all of the monks and write down the advice from 
each of them about the Abode of Vision.  So, I didn’t write them down at 
the time, but here are the things I could remember from what they said: 
“Ask the Ancient of Days to deliver you from the evil one.” 
“You must be watchful so that you do not fall.” 
“The Ancient of Days always provides a way out.” 
“Get up and stand up under it.” 
“Traps are foolish and harmful desires that lead to ruin.” 
“Traps are foolish and harmful desires that lead to destruction.” (Brother 
Sofos changed his a little when I told him what Brother Sef said.) 
 
I don’t recall any more.  I sat there that night half warm and wholly unsure.  
I wished that I could walk back to the Encampment of Mercy and ask 
again about this part of the journey.  I should have paid more attention to 
the instructions my uncle gave me. 
 
The next morning, I marched up the opposite side of the crater to which 
I entered and walked over the crest of the bank.  My eyes set upon my 
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destination which indeed was not far.  I spotted an oasis in the Desert at 
the base of the cliffs.  The oasis was where I would start my ascent up the 
cliffs to the gate and enter the Highlands.  To get there, I would need to 
follow a winding path from the crater to the oasis. 
 
I nodded my head in confidence and put one foot in front of the other and 
set upon the winding path.  Isn’t that the way of all journeys… one foot in 
front of the other?  I had not walked too far when I noticed baca berry 
bushes growing wild along the path.  Their sweet aroma drifted on the 
breeze.  I found a rather large bush and began to pluck the juicy baca 
berries from their home.  So good.  So tasty.  They tasted amazing.  The 
taste reminded me of the Market and a stolen pie. 
 
I stopped eating.  All at once they tasted sour in my mouth. 
A small clear voice came upon the wind, “Not worthy.” 
 
I moved on from the baca berry bushes again tinged with guilt for having 
stolen the pie.  I wound my way on the path to the cliffs.  The path was 
such that there were no shortcuts.  I looked.  I came upon a small rest area 
along the path.  It was just to the side. 
There was a bench. 
There was a statue. 
The statue was a beautiful glass sculpture of a woman.  Her lightly clothed 
curves delighted my eyes.  I looked at the statue in amazement.  How was 
that statue in this place?  How did the artist catch the figure so perfectly?  
I looked and realized that I had seen this figure before, but not in this 
manner.  It was Cleric Koritsi von Sollemne from South Rim 
Neighborhood!  I quickly looked away and remembered my wrong of 
ogling her in her presence. 
 
A small clear voice came upon the wind which was now mixed with sand, 
“Not worthy.” 
 
What was going on in this place? 
Where was that voice coming from? 
Was it in my head? 
Was it real? 
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Was any of this real? 
 
I sat on the bench and put my head in my hands.  I took off my pack and 
set it beside the bench.  I sat there dejected.  Sand seemed to slither into 
the bench area and began to make the ground look like it was moving.  No 
sooner had I sat then small puffs of smoke began to come up from the 
ground all around me in between the mounds of long slithering sand.  First 
it was small puffs.  Then larger ones.  Very quickly the air was filled with 
the smoke and lingered around me.  I inhaled the smoke as I sat for it was 
unavoidable.  Very quickly I started to feel strange, but it was a familiar 
feeling.  I tried to stand, but my legs felt like were made of rubber.  I sat 
roughly back on the bench and it creaked under my weight and the 
suddenness of my return to its wooden planks.  I felt strange, but I liked 
it.  Oh, did I like it!  I looked around me and the world was colored with 
blues and greens and some colors I could not even identify. 
 
No. 
Not again! 
I struggled to rise and made my way struggling to make it down the path. 
 
The cloud of smoke seemed to stay at the rest area.  It was hard to walk as 
the ground was constantly moving.  I dropped to one knee.  I got up and 
struggled.  My head was swimming and the ground made me feel dizzy.  I 
was making my way out of the haze when I began to cough and smoke 
jumped from my mouth into the air from my lungs. 
 
A small clear voice came upon the wind and sand as it began to swirl 
around me, “Not worthy.”   
 
Was I to face all of my wrongs in this place? 
 
I did not want to continue.  My body was fine as were my legs, but my will 
to continue was diminishing rapidly.  I did not want to continue.  My heart 
was wracked with a strong desire to return to the Encampment.  Even 
more than that… I just wanted to go home. 
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What was the point?  As I walked on my environment seemed to come to 
a calm, though my mind did not. 
 
“I am not worthy to go to the Highlands” stayed fresh in my thought. 
 
“I am not worthy to learn anything about the Host” laid sour in my gut. 
 
“I also stole and liked it!” I screamed as I walked along the winding path.   
 
I stood still and wobbled on my feet. 
 
“I have lied!” I screamed as I walked along the winding path. 
 
I stood still and wobbled on my feet. 
 
“In my life, I have been selfish and foolish!” I screamed even louder as I 
walked along the path. 
 
The patrol tried to warn me. They were right!  It is death out here and 
anxiety poured over my mind like rain.  Still, I kept moving forward and 
tried not to think.  Relentless anxiety was like fear set free in my mind.  
Time seemed to pass very slow and I just focused in front of me on 
nothing but my next step. 
 
I do not understand what happened next. 
 
I began I see an oasis before me and with it came hope.  As hope welled 
up, I began to feel pressure on both my left and right.  The more I moved 
in either direction the more I felt the force pressing.  I finally came into a 
walkway of no resistance, a very narrow path.  The oasis visually was in 
front of me like a gateway to bliss.  I continued forward.  I tried not to be 
overcome by how odd the unnatural force felt around me.  I kept forward 
because I could smell the freshness of the oasis pouring through the 
opening and the echo of running water through this invisible hedged path. 
 
Abruptly I could feel a narrowing of the path once more to the point I 
found it very hard to move forward at all.  I inched myself to one side.  I 
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felt pressed in and was pressed down to a slow side shuffle.  All of it 
impossible and I must admit I thought I was losing my mind, but even if I 
was going mad, I was not ready to stop moving forward.  I kept my eyes 
fixed on the oasis. 
 
The sands surrounding me at this point were apparently not under the 
same restriction as my pressed body.  The sands began to rage in a storm.  
The Serpent Winds were gathering at this place and were now pressing me 
backwards.  The slithering sand caught up to me and was enfolding my 
feet.  I could not move.  I looked down and the sand was reflecting the 
light from above and glowed in certain places.  Not only was the sand 
keeping me from moving, but the sand was coalescing in front of me in 
the opening between me and the oasis. 
 
It was forming from the ground into something.  The light reflected off 
the sand into my eyes and I could not quite make out the form.  Something 
large.  Something that looked like the shape of a serpent.  A serpent?  The 
form of a serpent was forming up from the reflecting sands.  As the winds 
blew, the grains of sands slightly shifted randomly.  They began to glow.  
It was all reflecting light somehow.  This serpentine figure gathering before 
me had skin that shined with radiance.  This reminded me of the tales of 
Prince-Nachash and the play I had seen at the Lake Amphitheater. 
 
It was a frighteningly unnatural manipulation of nature and I instantly 
knew I was dealing with real power.  A voice reached to my ear.  The voice 
made me feel apathetic about moving forward.  I felt like a puppet. 
 
I heard the low voice clearly: “Bow!  You are in the presence of divine 
royalty!  Bow!  I am the Lord of Receding.  You may have left my town, 
but you are still in my domain.  Bow!  I own you.”  Each time the voice 
said “Bow!” I felt like I had been stung.  I felt like I had been bitten as the 
voice filled my mind with poison. 
 
I was terrified. 
I was terrified, but I was not about to bow! 
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Lifting myself back up on my feet, I knew this voice was the same voice 
from the Serpent Winds earlier in the Desert.  The voice that I thought 
may have just been in my head was here and it was coming from this 
apparition in the Desert.  From this barrier to the oasis, the voice of a 
serpent, Prince-Nachash, commanded me. 
 
It awaited my response. 
Was this it?  Was this as far as I could go? 
How was I to pass to the oasis? 
 
It continued to speak to me: “You are not worthy to pass into the 
Highlands.  You are of my children.  Receding is in you!  You are a lying 
thief whose heart is not prepared for the Highlands.  You are not worthy.  
You shall not pass.” 
 
It was all too much to hear.  I turned to go.  I wasn’t worthy.  I knew that 
in the core of my being.  I was a liar and a thief and someone whose eyes 
wandered around the curves of women.  I had gambled and smoked and 
liked it.  I was not worthy to pass.  I knew it.  I knew it way down deep in 
my bones.  If there is a place deeper than that, I knew it there as well.  I 
was not worthy to pass. 
 
I took three steps back and the Serpent Winds pressed in surrounding me. 
 
The wind then entered my ear like the breath of a creature.  And it spoke 
again: “You are leaving already?  Will you not even try to buy your way in?  
Perhaps you can give me some kind of gift to show your devotion.  Have 
you anything worthy of me?” 
 
I turned around without moving forward.  “I have nothing to purchase 
passage,” I said honestly.  I had left my pack in the haze of smoke earlier 
and had nothing with me.  I think Prince-Nachash knew this and wanted 
to just grind such truth into me.  I asked a question, “Is there anything that 
can buy my passage?” 
 
“No.  You are not worthy no matter your wealth or trinkets.” 
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The force surrounding me let loose.  His point was clear and he had made 
me feel feeble indeed. 
 
I again I turned to leave.  As soon as I turned my back, the Nachash spoke 
again tauntingly: “If you want to enter the Highlands, why don’t you kneel 
and pledge your heart to me.  Pledge your loyalty to me and I will let you 
pass.  Just bend your knee.” 
 
I looked at the serpent figure. The sand was in his control.  I was in his 
control.  My heart pulled in two ways.  I wanted to move forward into the 
oasis and then to the Highlands.  I did not want to pledge anything to 
Prince-Nachash.  I considered the authority within the sands of 
glimmering light before me and my knees began to bend in my weakness. 
 
Then the voice again came to my ears and said in an accusing tone, “You 
are no more than your great grandfather.”  With that vile dig, I understood 
my great grandfather.  I understood he had tried to journey through the 
Desert.  I understood how he found the hymn fragment in a cave.  It could 
have just been a lie to crush my head.  Lie or not, it was meant to crush 
me.  In an instant, a bond was formed with my ancestor who had tried and 
failed to pass on some kind of awareness of faith to his family.  This vile 
arrow backfired. 
 
I would finish what great grandfather started! 
I would move on from what Receding had to offer! 
I would resist this monster before me no matter what! 
 
I rose in wholehearted resistance whatever the consequence. 
One moment.  Then another.  Then another.  Then nothing. 
Prince-Nachash just went away. 
The sand fell flat. 
The wind died down. 
All within a moment, it was gone. 
He fled. 
 
I felt like I had been given a gift.  Fresh air buffeted my skin. 
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I felt accepted even though I was unacceptable.  I smelled fresh flowers on 
the air.  I walked into the oasis unhindered. 
 
I knew in my heart; I was moving forward. 
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JOURNAL ENTRY 7. 
 
I did not rush right into the Highlands.  Once in the oasis, I fell down in a 
field of tall grass and slept.  My body was exhausted.  My brain hurt.  My 
spirit was stretched.  I slept.  I do not know how long I slept, but when I 
awoke, I was still the only person around and it was still light.  The tall 
grass was blowing gently in the breeze.  Each blade of grass seemed to 
greet me with a wave as I struggled to my feet.  The blades of grassed hurt 
the sores on my arms as I got up. 
 
I walked through the oasis away from the entrance.  In front of me, were 
the cliffs that separated the world that I knew from the Highlands.  They 
stretched into the sky into the clouds.  I could not see the top.  I could not 
imagine the top.  How would I scale them?  How would I reach the top?  
I did not know, but I walked forward believing that the answer would 
present itself. 
 
It did. 
 
Once I got through tall grass, I made my way through some un-manicured 
trees and some of the branches whipped and caught my back and made 
my sores hurt.  I found a path made of triangle stones.  All of the stones 
pointed in one direction so I followed them like arrows.  I followed the 
path to the cliffs.  I walked up to the cliffs and there before me was a 
ladder.  The ladder was made of sturdy rope and wooden slats.  I looked 
up.  The ladder went from the ground all the way up the cliffs.  The ladder 
went into the low hanging clouds.  I could not see the top.  What was the 
ladder affixed to?  I yanked on the ladder and it was quite sturdy. 
 
“How am I supposed to climb when I can’t see where I am going?”  I said 
aloud to no one as I was the only person standing there.  I felt my coat 
pocket.  Brother Pede’s Map had been in my coat and not in my pack.  I 
pulled out the Map and found the oasis on the map.  The oasis was the 
basecamp of getting to the Highlands.   
 
There were many words scrawled all over this part of the Map: 
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“Now faith is being sure of what we hope for and certain of what we do 
not see.  This is what the ancients were commended for.” 
 
Another part of the Map, written in the hand of Brother Pede (I assume) 
said: “The amount of faith need only be small.” 
 
I looked at the Map.  I read those words.  I looked up at this ladder which 
went into the sky to an unknown location.  I knew I would just have to 
believe.  I could not see the destination, but I must still go.  I must trust.  
I must be certain that this was the path the Ancient of Days had set for 
me.  I folded the Map and put it back in my coat as I was sure I would 
need it again.  Probably sooner than later. 
 
I put one hand on the first rung and started up the ladder.  Up and then 
up some more.  I stopped a few times.  I stopped right before the clouds 
as they hung above me like a white fluffy barrier.  I had climbed and 
worked up a bit of a sweat.  The sweat was also hurting my sores as it slid 
down my skin and sort of stung them.  I remembered the words “certain 
of what we do not see.” 
 
“I believe,” I shouted out loud pushing the uncomfortable stinging aside.  
With that, I pulled myself up more rungs and entered the clouds.  It was 
not a long climb through the clouds.  The ladder reached the top and I 
pulled myself onto a landing.  It was a large ledge really.  Sort of like a large 
step on a huge set of stairs.  I had to rub my eyes because I was not sure 
what I was looking at. 
 
Before me were three very large statues.  They were well worn by weather 
and such.  I could tell that they were people.  They were a little taller than 
me and looked quite heavy.  All three of the statues were facing away from 
the rock face out towards the cliff.  I walked around the huge step in the 
rock face.  There did not seem to be any way up.  This was clearly man-
made, but why? 
 
I remembered the map in my pocket.  I unfolded it to the area that showed 
the oasis. I looked up from the base area and more words were written: 
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“Should the Ancient of Days reward you on your terms, when you refuse 
to repent?” 
 
“If you repent, the Ancient of Days will restore you that you may serve 
Him.” 
 
I noticed in the writing of Brother Pede it said, “Repentance is the turning 
from sin towards the Ancient of Days.” 
 
Well, what do I do with any of that?  I am here sitting half-way up the top 
of the world with three huge statues looking out over where I came.  They 
are looking in the direction I came; I want to go the other way. 
 
Wait… I want… to go… the other way. 
Repentance is turning towards the Ancient of Days. 
 
I walked up to the first statue.  I placed my hands on it.  I tried to swivel 
the statue so that it faced the cliff and it did so with ease.  It barely took 
any effort at all.  The statue swiveled and was now facing the cliff face.  I 
walked to the next statue and grabbed it to swivel it.  The statue was not 
as easy to move as the first.  It took only minor effort and then it too was 
facing the cliff.  I walked to the third statue and expected to be able to 
move it.   
 
I could not. 
 
It would not budge.  I pushed and pulled.  It would not budge.  I strained 
and began to sweat, and it would not budge. I knew in my heart of hearts 
that all three statues had to be swiveled towards the cliff face for me to 
advance wherever I was supposed to go.  This last one would not move. 
 
Not. At. All. 
 
I slumped down and sat next to the statue.  I panted.  I was sweating.  I 
steeled my heart and my resolve, and I grabbed the base of the statue and 
heaved with all my might.  It moved ever so slightly.  I strained as hard as 
I could, and it moved some more.  I pressed my legs into the ground, and 
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it moved some more.  I pushed and pushed, and it moved little by little.  
The turning things around so I could move forward sadly became harder 
than I first imagined way back the encampment of mercy.  Still, I pushed 
with all my might, but this time added some prayer. Finally, I heard a click 
sound once the statue aligned facing the cliff. 
 
I heard a sliding and grinding sound as a part of the cliff behind me was 
sliding down.  As the solid piece of rock slid, the ground under my feet 
rumbled slightly.  The opening led to a passageway.  Beyond the wall as it 
was sliding down, I could see stairs.  A staircase was cut into the rock and 
led up.  This was the way I should go.  I knew it.  As I got to the staircase, 
I looked back and saw all three statues facing the direction of the Ancient 
of Days.  I put my foot on the first step and the wall began to rise.  I 
jumped up a few stairs in shock.  As the wall rose and rumbled, the three 
statues shifted back to their original placing. 
 
I began my trek up the stairs.  My way up the stairs was hard.  I climbed 
until I could climb no more.  I slept on a stair.  I woke up some hours later 
(I am not sure how long) and my back ached.  The sores on my legs seemed 
agitated the most and started to swell with fluid.  My legs ached.  My knees 
called out for relief.  Nevertheless, I put one foot in front of another and 
climbed the stairs. 
 
Soon I reached another landing up the cliffs.  I looked out over the edge 
and peered down.  I saw down to the layer of clouds which were well below 
me.  I looked out and thought I could see Receding in the distance, but I 
am pretty sure it was my imagination looking for something familiar.  
Everything here was new.  Nothing was familiar. 
 
I turned around from the edge and looked to the wall of the cliff before 
me.  Before me was a cavern hewn into the rock.  In the cave, I found a 
ledge that held candle after candle.  Just above the candles, carved into the 
wall were the words: “Through the Gifts of the Host is Found Freedom.”  
All the candles were the same off-white color.  None of them were lit 
except for one on the end.  It dripped wax and was burnt down to a third 
the size compared to a fresh candle. 
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I got the sense that there were eyes on me.  That made sense.  How could 
this candle already be lit?  Was there someone here?  I yelled out, “Is 
someone here?”  No answer, but clearly someone had set this up for me.  
If not for me, then for anyone making this journey.   I took that one pre-
lit candle and lit each candle down the row one after another.  I was 
surprised as I lit each candle because each of the flames on each candle 
was slightly different. 
Each candle lit the cave with a different hue. 
Each one was a different color wick. 
Red, Orange, Yellow, Green, Blue, Indigo, and Violet. 
 
This all seemed a bit theatrical, but whoever put this all together gave the 
impression of helping.  It was obvious what I was being directed to do.  I 
did it.  I quickly lit each of the candles.  The carved room was illuminated 
in a cast of the colors of the rainbow. At this point, I noticed that words 
were etched beneath each of the candle holders; all of which were the 
names of sins.  Whoever put this together, knew I wanted to get to the 
Highlands.  They also knew the state-of-mind I needed to be in when I got 
there.  I was being told I needed to deal with all my mistakes and 
shortcomings.  Ever since the Desert I was heavy with a sense of guilt, but 
I tried not to think about it.  Now however, it appeared that someone was 
directing me to do just that. 
 
I looked to each word on the cave wall under the candle holders.  I did not 
want to put a spotlight on my sins.  I agonized there alone for a brief 
moment, but then forced my mind to the task at hand. 
 
What was I to do here? 
 
I got out the Map and looked on the part of the Map where I was.  This 
part of the Map had many lines of words and phrases.  Some of them were 
in Brother Pede’s hand, but some of them seemed to be from others.  I 
found these words: “When anyone is guilty in any wrong doing ways, they 
must confess in what way they have sinned.” 
 
That sentence reminded me of a conversation I had with my dad when I 
was much younger.  I had not thought of it for quite some time.  My dad 
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told me once: “When you pray to the Ancient of Days, never be afraid to 
confess what’s in your heart good or bad.”  I find that memory strange 
since I know that my parents both have left spiritual things behind.  He 
must have picked that up from someone along the way.  Was it even true? 
 
My mind was now full of thoughts and memories.  I walked back and forth 
in front of the ledge of candles.  My eyes passed each of the candles.  
Memories of my misdeeds filled my mind.  Misdeeds.  Errors.  Wrongness.  
Missing the mark.  Sin. 
 
I put the Map away and continued down the line of multi-colored flames.  
I found a place with ink and parchment.  The parchment pieces were small.  
To be honest, as soon as I saw the small pieces of paper, I knew exactly 
what to do. I was to put my thoughts into the flames.  I grabbed the quill 
and ink and wrote in one word each of the misdeeds that burden my soul. 
 
“Theft.”  I then went to the candle with an orange flame on which the 
word “theft” was etched on the wall.  I put the paper in the flame.  The 
paper burned up immediately in a puff of orange smoke. 
 
“Idolatry” was the next word that met my eyes.  I knew I had lived with 
myself in mind most the time and had statues of Sophia all in my home.  I 
wrote “idolatry” and burned it up in the red flame. 
 
Then the word “lust” came to my mind.  I wrote the word.  I put it in the 
flame and it burned.  Violet smoke was all that remained. 
 
“Hate” was next and I burned up in the green flame. 
 
I stepped down the line and went to the dull yellow flamed candle. When 
I saw the word “Covet,” my memory flashed to my time at the Pond.  I 
quickly put the paper to fire. It burned up immediately in a puff of yellow 
smoke. 
 
“Lie.” I had more untruth burdening me than anything else.  The word 
“lie” covered more than my fibs.  I also wrote on the parchment “all of it.”  
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I went to the candle flickering blue and I put it in the flame.  The paper 
burned up immediately in a billow of blue smoke. 
 
Oddly the last word was “Neglect.”  I took that this candle and its flame 
was meant to cover anything I missed or times that I was unaware of doing 
wrong.  Sure, I had neglect in my life.  I simply offered my last piece of 
parchment with the word “yes.”  The indigo smoke went up and vanished 
into the illuminated cavern walls. 
 
All my thoughts were being burned up in a rainbow of color! 
My confessions soaked in guilt were being consumed. 
 
I looked around and nothing immediately happened.  I sat down in the 
middle of this carved room. This didn’t make sense!  Had I done 
something wrong?  Was I so bad that I could not be forgiven?  Was this 
all for others and not for me? 
 
My mind then became faint under the weight of my wrongs.  The words 
on the wall glared out at me in the rainbow light.  My heart felt like it was 
on fire with guilt.  That whole exercise I just performed was a primer for 
what was about to happen.  I felt like I was the one being consumed by 
fire.  Not physically, but in my spirit and emotions. 
 
Then words just started spilling out of me as I sat in that room!  It just all 
poured out!  “Forgive me.”  “Ancient of Days forgive me and show me 
Your way.”  “I believe you are there.” 
 
In a moment, something at my core was transformed.  It was like a new 
thought conceived in my heart.  It was living water to my dry soul.  The 
Ancient of Days engraved Himself on my heart and budded a new spirit 
within me.  I could not neglect to add my voice to what was happening 
under the rainbow of illumination. 
 
I said: “Forgive me, I believe You, You are my God.” 
 
I felt it like I was taking a first breath. I cannot emphasize it enough. 
Something was new within me.  Something new was birthing inside me 
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somewhere between the words.  I said it again, “Forgive me, I believe You, 
You are my God.”  I spent the next few moments guilt free and in 
amazement. 
 
Relief. 
Joy. 
Happiness. 
Fullness. 
 
Lost to what I must do next, I reached again for my trusted Map.  I was 
re-reading the Map in the light of the multi-colored flames and I could see 
new words due to the illumination of the room… or maybe the 
illumination now within me… or both. On the bottom of the Map it read: 
“Follow the water.” 
 
A cool breeze thick with mist blew into the cave from the far side of the 
candle shelf.  I had been over there lighting candles and not seen anything.  
I felt the breeze blow.  I felt the wetness on my skin.  The damp air 
quenched all of the multi-colored flames I had lit and all of them puffed 
out at once.  The colored smoke wafted in the air in front of me to the far 
side of the candle ledge and seemed to be flowing out.  I walked to the 
direction of the breeze and escaping smoke and I noticed a passage that 
led deeper into the cave.  Had that been there the whole time? 
 
Why had I not seen it? 
 
I had not walked for too long up the passage when I heard the sound of 
rushing waters ahead of me.  It roared as if it had a voice and a message.  I 
followed the rushing sound and came to a large opening.  The opening was 
in the side of a sheer cliff.  Flowing in front of the opening was a wall of 
water like I had never seen.  The wall of water was falling down into a vast 
trench below.  That was all I could see… the waterfall and the trench. 
 
How was I to follow the water? 
Was I supposed to jump? 
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“Follow the water.”  Those were all the words I had to go on.  I peered 
over the ledge again and looked all the way down.  I had no idea how far 
it was, but I didn’t think I could survive the jump.  It was straight down!  
There was no path!  It was just me and the water before me.  My eyes 
followed the steam from above falling down into the trench.  I wasn’t 
about to turn back.  The way forward was clear.  I simply took a deep 
breath and leapt. 
 
As I leapt, I noticed that I was not falling as fast as I should.  It was 
amazing.  The mist of the waterfall was supporting my decent.  The mist 
was like divine hands in the sky supporting me down.  The mist guided me 
all the way into the water’s full immersive embrace. 
 
I was all the way under the water and it felt like my dream from so long 
ago in Receding.  My whole body was under and being soaked by the pure 
water.  I swam up to the surface of the water, through the bubbles, and 
took a huge breath.  My lungs felt new!  In front of me, I spotted a raft.  I 
made the short swim to it.  Not well mind you, because no one from 
Receding got to be in this much water… ever.  I climbed aboard the 
wooden raft and saw some writing etched on the wood.  It was etched over 
and over all over the little craft: “Freedom.” 
 
Yes, someone was definitely helping me and leading me along the way.  
The raft was attached to a pulley with a rope.  I took the rope in my hands 
and pulled myself easily straight into the waterfall.  All around me water 
was pouring into the trench.  Once under the waterfall, I found a ladder 
leading up.  This I had seen before. 
 
My heart swelled with joy.  My stomach turned with anticipation.  I 
grabbed the first rung of the ladder and pulled myself from the raft.  As 
soon as I did so, I began to hear some kind of music above me.  Not music.  
Bells.  I heard bells above me with each rung.  Lots and lots of bells.  The 
bells were attached to the ladder somewhere and I rung the bells as I made 
my ascent.  The bells got louder the higher I climbed.  If anyone was up 
there, they knew I was coming!  A little further up I could make out the 
sound of joyful voices. Was this joy on my account?   As I got higher, I 
heard the voices were singing. 
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Bells on my account? 
Joy on my account? 
Singing on my account? 
 
As I climbed, I also felt a tug and I was moving up faster.  They were 
pulling me up!  I had a way still to climb, but I knew I was no longer alone.  
I had the sense I would never be alone again. So, I just held on ascending 
to those voices of grace. 
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JOURNAL ENTRY 8. 
 
I was born in Receding. 
I was born again as I stepped into the Highlands. 
 
My hand reached the top of the cliff and I felt another hand take hold of 
mine.  It was strong and helpful.  The man who grabbed my hand I would 
come to know as Salve.  Salve was the first face I saw in the Highlands.  
His face was kind.  His eyes blue.  His hair almost pure white.  He wore a 
clean white tunic with plants draped about his body.  Some plants were 
also around his neck.  Some vines with leaves wrapped their way around 
his legs.  In a way, he looked like a living vine with leaves. 
 
“Hello,” he said to me in a low voice pregnant with excitement.  “Welcome 
to the Land of the Host in Whom we live.  Welcome to Hashem!”  I looked 
at him.  Then I looked behind him.  Behind him was a semi-circle of people 
all there to welcome me.  They clapped their hands in approval.  A few 
hooped and whooped as I made my way onto solid ground.  All of them 
were dressed as he was.  They all had white tunics with various plant life 
draped around them.  Some of the women had leaves and small yellow 
flowers in their hair. 
 
Each of them said to me in turn, “Welcome in the Name of the Host.” 
 
I could not talk.  I was breathless from the climb, but also from excitement.  
I was here!  I had made it!  I had made it to the Highlands!  Or had I?  
What did the white-haired leafy fellow call this place?  Land of Hashem? 
 
Another person behind him, her name was Sal, said to me with a knowing 
look, “Yes, you heard us say ‘Hashem.’  Those who live apart from this 
place call it the Highlands.  We who live here call it the Land of Hashem.  
Where you stand is the Highlands.  Where you stand is the Land of 
Hashem.”  As she approached me to take my hand (as I was wobbling), 
she plucked some of the leaves from around her neck and placed them on 
my skin. 
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I managed some mumbled words of thanks and looked around.  Where I 
had come up from the trench was the only entrance from the trench into 
this land.  In a semi-circle around this entrance, were open air huts with 
plant-thatched roofs and in each of the huts were people in various stages 
of health.  I saw people tending to one another.  I saw people laying ill.  I 
saw others moving around slowly. 
 
Sal, took me by the hand, and led me to one of the empty huts closest to 
the cliffs.  “Come this way, we need to tend to your sores and get you 
dressed for the Land of Hashem.”  I did not say a word, but followed.  I 
was just taking it all in. 
 
I sat on a cot in the open-air hut and several men closed some side panels 
for some privacy.  Salve introduced me to Assa the Mature Healer.  Assa 
was perhaps the most muscle-bound in-shape man I had ever seen.  His 
features were hard and cut deep into his skin.  His hands were large, strong, 
but also gentle.  He helped me get my cloak off.  As I did so, my muscles 
all screamed with pain.  He also helped me get my shirt off. 
 
I have never felt such pain. 
Not in all my life. 
 
I had not realized it but my shirt had melded into my sores during my 
journey which were all over my back and arms.  As Assa peeled away the 
shirt, pain shot through my arms and chest and back and skin.  Some skin 
stayed with the shirt.  The sores were larger than they had ever been and 
more painful.  The rest of my clothes were the same.  Pain all over my 
body. 
 
Assa the Mature Healer began to pray over me as he helped me wash my 
wounds.  He prayed in song as he applied some type of medicine in the 
form of leaves.  He was plucking them from vines around his waist and 
from leaves in a pouch.  Through the pain I could hear the words he sang 
and they ministered to my heart.  I was in awe of this large strong man 
having the gentle touch of a healer.   
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He sang in a deep low rumbling voice: “Then your light will break forth 
like the dawn, and your healing will quickly appear; then your righteousness 
will go before you, and the glory of the Ancient of Days will be your rear 
guard.  Then you will call, and the Ancient of Days will answer.  You will 
cry for help and He will say: Here am I with healing.  You will cry for help 
and He will say: Your light will rise in the darkness and your night will 
become like the noonday.” 
 
After washing and applying the medicine, my body was worn out.  The 
pain had worn me out.  I did not want to sleep so I asked if Salve or Sal or 
anyone else could come and talk and share about the Highlands with me. 
 
Salve came immediately. 
 
“Assa told me your wounds are deep and hurting,” Salve said as he pulled 
a chair to my side.  “Please be assured that as you spend time here, 
hopefully your wounds will heal.  I brought you something to wear that 
will help you along.” 
 
Salve gave me a long tunic of white linen.  It felt very cool and clean on 
my skin.  He gave me a thin belt made from a vine for my waist with the 
comment, “it will grow with you.”  I am not sure what that meant, but 
figured I would find out eventually.  This was such a nice gift.  The linen 
seemed to help the medicine work.  The breeze flowed into the tunic and 
I felt renewed.  He noticed that even though I was exhausted that I could 
not sleep.  He offered a tour.  I slowly got to my feet and nodded.  I wanted 
to see. 
 
“You will find,” Salve said as we left my open-air hut, “that here we ebb 
and flow with the rituals that bring us life.  We follow the habits that grow 
us closer to the Ancient of Days and give us an abundant way of life.  We 
find that growing closer to the Ancient of Days means we grow as people 
and we take on His characteristics.”  As he talked, he would take leaves 
from himself and place them on me.  The leaves were for my healing so I 
did not protest. 
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As we walked, Salve showed me the small part of the Highlands at the edge 
of the cliffs.  What I saw astounded me to my core.  This entire land was 
nothing like Receding.  It was perhaps the absolute opposite of the land I 
had been born into.  The Highlands, or the Land of Hashem, was marked 
with abundance. 
 
I saw trees full of rich fruits.  Red ones.  Green ones.  Yellow ones. 
I saw trees that reached into the sky and I could not see the tops. 
There were colorful singing animals flying in the air. 
There were furry chattering animals leaping from tree to tree. 
There were slick-scaled looking animals in each pond we passed by. 
 
“Why does everything look so green and big?” I asked with astonishment 
as we made our way down a wide stone path. 
 
Salve laughed a little.  “I had forgotten how different it is for you.  The 
brightness and bigness of food and trees is because of the purity of the 
water that saturates this land.  You are seeing the result of being in a land 
tied to the Royal Waterfall.  We drink and grow in the pure bounty of the 
Ancient of Days.” 
 
“Is everyone located right here?” I asked.  “I thought there would be more 
people here.” 
 
“No,” Salve said as he nodded to other people who passed us, “there are 
tribes of people all over the land of Hashem.  We are all spread out within 
the reach of the River of the Royal Falls.  The River branches out and 
brings living water to the land.  Well, this is what I am told.  Only someone 
who has looked down from the height of the Royal Falls has seen the reach 
of the River that ends where you began at the ‘Gate of Baptism.’  I have 
not been to the top of the Falls myself.  I belong to the People of Grace 
and Mercy.  We are those who share what we know to be true about the 
Ancient of Days. We greet all of those who come through the Gate of 
Baptism.  Grace and Mercy greets everyone through baptism.” 
 
I looked as we walked the wide stone path that encircled the village of the 
People of Grace and Mercy.  I saw that they all had open air huts which 
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were cool in this shaded area.  The land right next to the cliffs was shaded 
by the tallest trees I had ever seen.  Some people even had their huts built 
into the side of the trees.  This was a land of plenty.  This was also a land 
of people who served.  Salve explained that the vines and leaves they wore 
were for giving away.  They wanted to help and heal those who came to 
the Land of Hashem. 
 
We passed by another group of people talking.  One of them looked ill.  
He looked ill like me, but somehow looked even worse.  I looked at Salve 
with a question on my face.  I also must have had concern on my face 
because Salve immediately tried to assure me. 
 
“He came to us some time ago,” he said in a calm voice.  “He is having 
trouble moving on.  He has become a Dweller.  Sometimes people who 
come from… well… who come from where you do… they just stay here 
with us.  They never move on.  They do not all become one of us, but they 
stay around here. We try and help them, but mostly they just dwell here… 
so we call them Dwellers.  It sounds bad, I know.  Sometimes people come 
through the Gate of Baptism and get stuck and never move on.  They just 
dwell.” 
 
Salve looked at me with a stern face: “You will not stay here by the way.  
We will begin you on the process of healing and then you must go into 
Hashem and forge yourself forward on the abundant path of life the 
Ancient of Days has for you.” 
 
“Why can’t I stay here?” I asked with honesty.  I turned around and looked 
back at the ill man.  I then quickly looked back to Salve. 
 
“You cannot stay here because the People of Grace and Mercy are only 
the starting place.  Grace and Mercy start us on our journey with the 
Ancient of Days, but there is so much more.  Much much more.”  We 
walked around and around the area of the People of Grace and Mercy.  If 
they were not tending to someone like me, they were working in the flax 
field.  If they were not working in the flax field, they were working with 
the flax to make the white garments we all wore. 
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“Tell me about the ebb and flow of rituals that bring life,” I said as we 
passed a group finishing off some white tunics. 
 
Salve smiled.  “Praise the Ancient of Days and the Host in Whom we trust!  
The rituals that bring us life, the way we live, are based on the living 
instruction of the Host.  You see, while the Traveler was in Receding, He 
communicated what it means to take part in the Name.  Some of us 
followed Him here where He more fully taught us how to live in the 
Name.” 
 
I nodded; not really understanding. 
 
“I can see you do not really understand,” Salve said with kind eyes, “that 
is okay.  It will all become clearer as you travel Hashem.  You see, we center 
our lives around the Ancient of Days in several important ways.  The first, 
drinking.  The second, serving.” 
 
I looked at him blankly.  I waited for an explanation. 
 
“The Ancient of Days tells us to drink from the water that comes directly 
from Him.  This water is pure and gives us life.  It is very different from 
Lake Receding or the wells.  Here we can actually drink the water without 
the need to purify it.  It is also free forever for those that trust in the 
Ancient of Days and have reliance in Him.” 
 
Some understanding dawned on me. 
 
“The Host, tells us that we should also love those around us.  We should 
serve those around us.  In doing so, we tap into what it means to be like 
the Ancient of Days.  He cares for us so we care for others.  We here 
among the People of Grace and Mercy take this very seriously… 
sometimes more than others.  We definitely believe that by serving others 
we connect ourselves deeply to the Ancient of Days.” 
 
Some insight dawned on me. 
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“So,” I said in trying to summarize Salve’s words with understanding, “you 
drink from the water as one way among many in demonstrating your 
complete trust in the Ancient of Days.  You serve the people who come 
through the Gate of Baptism because that is exactly the kind of thing the 
Ancient of Days would want you to do because it reflects Him.”  I thought 
I was done and then I added, “And you know all of this because the Host 
has told you.” 
 
Salve smiled and nodded.  He patted my back gently with reassurance.  
Soon after that, Salve left me to wander slowly through the village.  It was 
on my second circle around the village that I came across a man.  His hair 
was black and wild with dried up brown leaves in it.  His white tunic was 
tattered in places with remnants of vine on him.  He was peering down a 
ridge of a valley with eagerness in his pacing.  I called out as I became 
closer in a greeting. 
 
“Sir good day to you!” 
 
As soon as I said it, he quickly turned to me.  He rushed to me in a frenzy. 
 
“What happened to you,” I asked.  “Are you a dweller?  Who is helping 
you?” 
 
He grabbed my shoulders once he got to me and yelled out into the air, “I 
have important matters to deal with!  I haven’t the time to always be 
concerned with my garments like most people around here.  It’s easy for 
them!  They don’t deal with despair.  I deal with despair!” 
 
All at once, he turned me by my shoulders and pushed me to the edge.  I 
thought for a moment he was going to toss me over the hill down into the 
valley.  Instead, he squared me up at the edge and pointed his fingers over 
my shoulder. 
 
“Look!  Look!”  As he said those simple words, his arm moved side to side 
indicating the whole valley below.  “I just can’t breathe down there!  Do 
they not understand there’s no real air down there?!  Why don’t they just 
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give me what I need?  They have it!  It’s deeper than my skin you see!  It’s 
deep down, deep within!  You got the sores too, I can see them.” 
 
He started to pace back and forth again like he was when I first saw him.  
He was talking aloud to himself, to me, and to no one in particular all at 
the same time.  All of a sudden, he turned and looked firmly into my eyes 
and said with a low serious voice: “It’s all harder than you think.  I have a 
good heart or I wouldn’t be here at all.”  It is as if he thought I was judging 
his heart or thought he didn’t have a good heart. 
 
As I was listening to his pessimistic words and watching him pace back 
and forth, I could see he was full of the sores like me.  He was right about 
that.  I was listening and became more and more alarmed with what he was 
saying. 
 
I backed away a little. 
“There’s no air down there.” 
 
I backed away a little. 
“I am sick of healing.” 
 
I backed away a little. 
“I am so sick of healing” 
 
I watched him carefully as I backed away a little more and then he sadly 
walked away.  I walked back towards my open-air hut.  I needed more 
medicine.  As I went, I saw two of the villagers rushing towards the man.  
They would help him for sure.  Maybe he was just crazy.  How could life 
become so distressed for a man in a land so full of goodness? 
 
I came back to my open-air hut.  I gingerly walked up the small steps.  I 
eased my hurting body into the cot.  Every muscle in my body seemed to 
want to rest for days.  I still had questions, but instead of answers, I got 
sleep. 
 
As I laid my head down, I prayed. 
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Ancient of Days, 
 
I know and believe that I am now part of You.  I am not sure what that means exactly 
yet, but I know and believe that I am in the right place to fully discover You.  I can’t 
believe I am so sick.  I had no idea that I was ill when I was home in Receding.  No 
one there knows how ill we all really are.  We do not know.  We just drink the water 
from Lake Receding or the wells and we just think that is all there is… but it is not.  
There is so much more. 
 
There is healing in You. 
There is life in You. 
 
I have no idea how long I am supposed to be here.  I suppose I will figure out that over 
time.  I am here among the Peoples of Grace and Mercy.  I must admit that I do not 
understand Grace or Mercy but I have felt it and it is good.  These people don’t have to 
help me or heal me, but they do.  I did not have to make it to the Highlands, but I did. 
 
Those are both extensions of Grace and Mercy.  I get it.  Sort of.  I definitely don’t want 
to take Grace and Mercy for granted.  Grace and Mercy are so powerful.  If a guard 
from the Pond Lords can find You, Ancient of Days, then anyone can find You.  
Anyone.  Anyone who has done anything.  That makes Grace and Mercy so wide that 
I cannot imagine it ending.  That is part of who You are I guess. 
 
You are boundless Grace and Mercy. 
Thank you for your Grace and Mercy. 
 
Amen. 
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JOURNAL ENTRY 9. 
 
I spent months with the People of Grace and Mercy.  Salve, Sal, Assa, and 
a few others that I met and talked deeply with could see that I was anxious 
to explore the Highlands that were stretched out before me. 
 
On the day I was to depart (early in the morning), as I packed up a few 
things in my open-air hut, a man approached.  As he got closer, I realized 
he was not of the Peoples of Grace and Mercy.  He was dressed simply 
with only a white tunic and a vivid green vine belt. The belt had fresh prune 
marks with a few colorful leaves of yellow and yellow-green.  He also had 
a walking stick in hand.  The walking stick was made of some kind of wood 
that looked to be twisted together with a living vine.  The vine embraced 
the walking stick. 
 
“Greetings,” he said when he noticed I saw his approach.  “I am Ducit and 
I am here to walk with you if you want.  I have heard today you venture 
out.” 
 
“I do,” I said agreeing with him.  “I would love that.” 
 
A few minutes later, Salve and Assa saw me to the edge of the village and 
bid me farewell.  The whole time Salve kept offering words of praise to 
the Ancient of Days that I would not be a Dweller.  The smile on his face 
reached from ear to ear. 
 
We had not gotten far from the village on the path, when I started to talk 
to Ducit.  “I noticed you are not from the village.” 
 
“What gave me away?” Ducit asked in good cheer. 
 
“Uh, the lack of vines and leaves all about your person.”  Ducit was 
perhaps the simplest dressed person I had ever seen in Receding or in the 
Highlands.  “Plus,” I added, “no one in the village has a staff that looks 
like… that.”  I indicated his walking stick. 
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“All true,” Ducit confirmed.  “My people are a little different.  I am from 
the People of Ancient’s Rule.  We do not have a village exactly, like all the 
others.”  He looked back to the village which was becoming more distant 
behind us.  “My people travel the Land of Hashem simply helping anyone 
who has need.  I personally find it comforting to help those who are new 
to Hashem.” 
 
“What does that mean… ‘People of Ancient’s Rule’?” 
 
“Well,” Ducit said in a strange tone with a hint of humor, “that is hard to 
explain.  I will do my best for we are a strange people.  We believe with 
our whole hearts that the Ancient of Days is our sovereign source and we 
follow the Host who welcomes us to walk in the mist of Hashem.  There 
are no wells in Hashem, but only the river that flows from the Royal Falls.” 
 
He then looked intently at me as we were trotting along and said, “The 
Name is One.  We of the People of Ancient’s Rule are taught this Truth 
from birth or as soon as we become part of our peoples.  When I say ‘The 
Name,’ I speak of all those I just mentioned because They Who are Three 
are of the same presence.  They are One.  We all serve from Whom the 
water flows.  We accept.  We serve.  He leads.” 
 
He lost me with the “Three are One” talk, but I continued to listen.  I 
wanted to listen more. 
 
I looked around us as we were walking along the path.  Beside the path 
were tall strong trees.  As we passed one of them, the bulging knots of the 
roots were visible from the path.  I pointed at the roots of the trees.  “So, 
you are saying that you believe that the Ancient of Days is the root of 
everything.  All the branches and fruit and leaves and bark and everything 
of the tree flows from the root.” 
 
Ducit nodded, “In a way.  That likeness is not without merit.  Still, the 
truth is much more than that.  The Ancient of Days is the One being to 
whom all authority rests now and forever. We believe with our whole 
hearts that the Ancient of Days is complete in His person and is the 
Creator of all things.  Therefore, His way becomes our way.” 
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I nodded.  I understood where my root analogy had merit and where it fell 
short.  “So, you believe the Ancient of Days has commanded you to be a 
guide for newcomers to Hashem?” 
 
“Yes.” 
 
“So, you do it simply because it is His will?” 
 
“Indeed.  In fact, there is a saying and a song among my people.  The 
saying is: ‘Die to Self to image the Host.’” 
 
“Die to Self to image the Host,” I repeated. 
 
“Yes.  You see the most important thing to my people… the People of 
Ancient’s Rule… is that we put to death whatever we want and bring to 
ourselves only what He wants.  He is the Ancient of Days and therefore 
rules us.  We travel Hashem in His Name and at His command.  In this 
way, we die to self and image Him.”  Ducit then talked about a few other 
things about his people.  He mentioned a walking festival.  He mentioned 
the ceremony when individuals of the People of Ancient’s Rule receive 
their walking sticks. 
 
Ducit seemed to me to be a pure soul.  I liked him instantly.  I felt like I 
could trust him.  As we walked, I felt a kinship and a closeness to him.  I 
felt like we had a relationship of trust and loyalty from the first few 
moments of our time together.  I soon found out my intuition about Ducit 
was common to all that knew him.  Many people we passed on our walk 
called him “friend.”  They would say, “Ducit my friend” or “my friend 
Ducit” or “So good to see you my friend.”  Everyone who greeted him did 
so with big smiles and great appearances of joy.  Ducit’s friendship with 
the people only encouraged my confidence in wanting to trust him. 
 
Ducit and I arrived later that day at another village.  It was similar, but 
different from the one I had already seen.  There were still open-air huts, 
but they were a different shape and had a different type of thatching.  I say 
it was different thatching because unlike the roofs in the other village, this 
village used plants full of color.  Each roof was woven with plants with 
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blue, red, green, lavender, and orange stalks.  It made for a colorful 
horizon.  In addition to colorful thatch, flowers were sprouting from the 
roofs which made them seem more like gardens than roofs of buildings. 
 
“Here are the People of Gentleness and Patience,” Ducit said as we arrived 
at the outskirts of the village.  “They will take care of you.” 
 
I looked at the village and again the multi-colored thatched roofs caught 
my eye against the backdrop of the evergreen trees.  A river was one side 
of the village.  On the other three sides, was a thick forest of evergreen 
trees.  I also noticed that the whole village was set right on the banks of a 
slow-moving river.  The water flowed for I could see it, but it was gently 
flowing with hardly a ripple.  I turned to ask Ducit about the river, but he 
was gone.  Where had he gone?  I stopped.  I called out.  I saw no one.  He 
simply was not there.  I turned back to the village and a few people were 
coming out to meet me. 
 
Two men and two women from the village came out to greet me: 
 
“Greetings,” said the first man, “I am Mitis.  I am one of the Seniors of 
the Peoples of Gentleness and Patience.”  Mitis was a short fat man with 
gray balding hair and reminded me of several of the merchants in 
Receding’s Market. 
 
“Greetings,” said the second man, “I am Clemens.  I am one of the Seniors 
of the Peoples of Gentleness and Patience.”  Clemens was taller than all 
the others, short cropped brown hair, and actually seemed young 
compared to the others. 
 
“Greetings,” said the first woman, “I am Lito.  I am one of the Seniors of 
the Peoples of Gentleness and Patience.”  Lito reminded me of my mother.  
She seemed to have the same eyes and the same care in her voice. 
 
“Greetings,” said the second woman, “I am Longan.  I am one of the 
Seniors of the Peoples of Gentleness and Patience.”  Longan looked very 
similar to Lito and before I knew anything about them, I guessed that they 
were sisters. 
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Mitis, Clemens, Lito, and Longan were the Seniors of the Village and 
would be my guides during my stay.  Each of them was dressed alike, but 
did not dress the same as Ducit or any of the people I had met previously.  
Each of them from the tops of their heads to the bottoms of their feet 
were dressed in colors.  Their heads were adorned with laurels of colorful 
leaves and flowers.  The leaves and flowers were living on them uncut and 
looked to be in perfect bloom.  Each of them, over the white tunic that all 
people in the Highlands seemed to wear, wore sashes and vests made of 
colorful vines.  They looked like a cheery bunch. 
 
I spent the balance of the day just piddling around the village and not really 
doing much.  I wanted to jump in and learn all about these people, but 
they just kind of left me alone.  None of them were unfriendly, but rather 
they let me walk around, explore, and rest. 
 
The next morning, I was met by Mitis outside the open-air hut in which I 
had slept.  “We will start down by the river,” he said to me.  He indicated 
with his hand towards the slow-moving river which bordered the village.  
We made our way to the river.  We did not hurry.  We kept a slow steady 
pace to the river.  Once we got there, I noticed raised natural rocks which 
littered the riverbank.  Each rock was flat and big enough to sit on.  Mitis 
indicated I should choose a rock and sit.  I did so.  I chose a rock closest 
to the river and Mitis sat on a rock near me. 
 
We sat. 
 
It had been a few minutes and I looked over at Mitis.  He had closed his 
eyes and was just sitting there.  He opened one eye and looked at me. 
 
“Should we begin” he asked me. 
 
“Uh… sure,” I said in a very unsure voice. 
 
“Our people,” he said as he closed his eye again, “are those who have 
deeply experienced the Gentleness and Patience of the Ancient of Days.  
We are drawn to this part of Him.  We know there is much to the Ancient 
of Days, but we see His Gentleness and Patience in everything.” 
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“In what way?” I asked.  “I have to tell you that where I am from, there is 
not a whole lot of gentleness or patience.  We don’t see that from anyone.  
Can you give me some kind of example?” 
 
Mitis again opened one eye and looked at me.  He breathed in and out 
slowly.  “Long ago people cast the Ancient of Days aside as they moved 
farther and further from Him.  People cast His way of life aside.  Surely 
you know this for you were born in Receding?” 
 
I nodded. 
 
“You see, for many years and many generations of people, the Ancient of 
Days was gentle and patient with all people.  And then He wasn’t.  He 
allowed the Great Quake.  After the Great Quake, He sent the Host to 
Receding to bring them the Words of Life.  They paid no attention to Him 
and they killed Him.  Yet, the Ancient of Days continued to show patience 
and gentleness by allowing His message to be told.  The Monks are an 
extension of His Gentleness and Patience.  The fact that you are here is a 
testament to His gentleness and patience.” 
 
After he spoke these words, Mitis again closed his eye, but before he did 
so, he pointed at the river and nodded.  I looked at the slow flowing river.  
It wandered past the village in a manner that was mesmerizing.  The 
surface of the river barely moved.  I know it was real water and it moved 
for I could see clearly to the bottom of the river in which large fish were 
swimming.  The fish were as colorful as the man sitting next to me.  The 
fish were striped with many colors.  They too just slowly made their way 
through the river. 
 
I turned to ask a question and Mitis said: “Be still before the Ancient of 
Days and wait patiently for Him.” 
 
I turned back to the river and stared at it.  It had been many moments and 
another question occurred to me.  I turned to ask Mitis the question, 
opened my mouth, but he spoke first: “A patient and gentle man can break 
bones with his words.” 
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Break bones?  There is no way that gentleness can break bones.  Patience 
had never seemed to me to be all that important.  So apparently, I was 
supposed to just sit here and look at the river.  So, I did.  I looked.  I 
noticed that the slow-moving water made its way past the village in a 
natural winding manner.  I could tell that the river had worn away rocks in 
certain parts of the riverbank on either side of the river.  The slow river 
had probably formed into shape the rock I was sitting on.  Time and the 
gentleness of the river indeed had power. 
 
“I can see,” I said to Mitis, “that gentleness does indeed have power.  The 
gentle water has eroded away the soil at some parts of the river.  Would 
you please help me see how gentleness and patience relates to the Ancient 
of Days?” 
 
As I spoke, a grin widened on Mitis’ face.  “Oh, my friend,” he said, 
“Gentleness and patience are essential parts of who the Ancient of Days 
is to us.  His gentleness and patience allows us to even be here.  Think 
about it!  The First Ones moved farther and further away from the Ancient 
of Days both physically and spiritually.  Did He smite them right away?  
No.  Did He remove provision for them as it was happening? No. Did He 
give up on us at any point? No. It was many generations of distance before 
the Great Quake happened.  He sent the Host to Receding that we might 
find Him again.  He allows us to find Him still.” 
 
I looked at the gentle river and then looked back to Mitis.  “So, you are 
saying that the gentleness and patience of the Ancient of Days gives us a 
chance to find Him.  Gentleness and patience from the Ancient of Days is 
an outgrowth of His love?” 
 
“Indeed.” 
 
As I watched the river, I noticed the brightly colored fish meandering their 
way through the current.  Some were going up stream towards the Royal 
Falls (as I would soon discover) and some were going down stream.  I 
suddenly felt the need to join them.  I got off the rock that I was sitting on 
and Mitis made no sound or motion of protest.  I went to the riverbank 
and stood there.  A school of fish went by.  I went into the river and the 
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feeling of the water on my skin was like something from a dream.  The 
water was so pure and clear.  It refreshed every part of my skin.  I went to 
the river and got waist deep and just let my feet go.  I lifted off the bottom 
and the current slowly moved me. 
 
“You will find,” Mitis said without moving a muscle from his rock, “that 
if you let the current guide you with patience that you will end up exactly 
where you need to be.” 
 
I wasn’t sure what he meant.  I then went limp in the water.  I let the slow-
moving current guide me.  Then I had a flash of what all of this meant.  I 
saw my recent past rush into my mind and I saw how the Ancient of Days 
had been gently guiding me the whole time.  From the Market to the Pond 
Lords to exploration of wells to even finding my Uncle Kalo… all of it led 
me to this place where I could find the Ancient of Days.  My life, if I let 
Him direct it, will lead me where I need to go.  I let the slow-moving 
current guide me and it moved me downstream a little to a small dock 
where I got out of the water and walked back to Mitis. 
 
I spent the next few weeks with the People of Gentleness and Patience.  
They asked me to stay that long because they had a festival coming up.  All 
of them were excited for the monthly Pruning Festival.  The day of the 
Pruning Festival everyone was getting ready and I had the morning to 
wander around.  As I wandered around, I made my way along the river 
along the same path as my first walk.  My attention was rapt on the green-
ness of all the trees around the village.  I reached the edge of the valley and 
looked down into the valley.  I noticed some little ways down a home off 
to the side.  I had nothing else to do so I headed off in that direction. 
 
Upon reaching the home, I saw a man working in a garden that was in full 
bloom.  He had a square chin and broad shoulders.  He wore a colorful 
sash that boasted as many colors as I had seen on one person.  He looked 
up. 
 
“Your garden is most beautiful!” I said to him with a wave. 
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The man stopped his digging and wiped his brow with his dirty hands.  
“Oh, thank you,” he said with labored breath, “Thank you so much.  It 
feels good to hear that.  I have to say though; I learned long ago that real 
beauty is from within and is completed by hard work.  It takes time to 
develop such things.  I am working this little garden so I can work up the 
stamina for deeper beauty that comes to us from the Royal Falls at the 
Palace of the Host.  Soon I will do good works stewarding the Emunah 
Valley Farm of Hashem.” 
 
“I heard a man the other day say that it is hard to breathe down there.  Is 
that true?” I asked.  I thought of the Dweller I met some weeks ago who 
was raging about the valley and the inability to breathe there. 
 
“Tis true,” he said as he swung his garden tool back into the soil.  “You 
know what we do with the little we will do with the much.  Knowing that, 
I work my little home garden here with all my soul to develop the lungs to 
be about the good works of the Emunah Valley Farm down there in the 
wet air.” 
 
I responded with a series of questions, “You mean you have to produce 
your own ability to get there?  You can earn it?   You can deserve it?” 
 
He replied without even taking a break from molding the soil to his will, 
“No, you must trust in the Host and His working of His Name in you.  It 
is all about Him.  We must be patient with ourselves as we work ourselves 
to be more like Him because it is because of His faithful nature that we 
can learn to image Him.  In this way, when we are ready, we can go and 
breathe down there.”  He struck the ground again with his tool and 
unearthed a rock. 
 
“If it is so hard to breathe down there, why do you want to go?” 
 
The square jawed man looked at me with compassion.  He stuck his tool 
in the ground and came over to where I was standing.  He motioned for 
me to sit on a nearby barrel and he did the same.  He grabbed a flask of 
water and took a long large gulp.  “Well, you heard we cannot naturally 
breathe down in the Emunah Valley.  The air is thick with the mist from 
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the Royal Falls and extremely wet.  All of us long to go there in the 
presence of the mist.  Being there in the mist means we will be among the 
abundant life there and share in the stewardship of the land.  I call it 
gardening!  We don’t do this in our own strength, but in the strength of 
the Host.  He provides for us as we trust in Him.” 
 
“If it is hard to breathe, has anyone ever died?” 
 
“Good question,” he said as he took a last drink from his flask.  “No one 
has ever died in the Emunah Valley, but many have left the Valley ill 
because of distrust.  They say only loyalty to the Name can bring maturity 
to endure in the Emunah Valley Farm, in the deep parts of Hashem.  It is 
there where the water is purest.” 
 
The man put his hands on his knees to get up and I put my hand on his.  
“Can I ask just one more question, and then I will let you get back to 
work?” 
 
“Sure!” 
 
“You keep calling the valley ‘Emunah.’” 
 
“I do.” 
 
“What does that mean?” 
 
“That word is a treasured word,” the man said with a large smile that 
stretched from ear to ear.  He got up and went over to his garden tool. He 
yanked it from the ground and gripped it with both hands.  “’Emunah’ is 
a word from the First Ones that means ‘faithfulness or more simply put… 
trust.’ It means to choose faith ourselves rather than just having it handed 
to us.  It means it is my own conviction, it has been tested, and I chose to 
trust. It means to have faith ‘in’ rather than just faith ‘that.’” 
 
Then quickly, gathering his thoughts the man went on, “I think of Emunah 
in gardening terms.  It is like a seed that naturally has what it takes to root 
down to form a tree. Still, the seed must be in the earth and more 
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importantly have continual light and water and then growth will come. In 
the same way, when we place our belief in the land of Hashem, the Ancient 
of Days provides of Himself in the Living Water and we grow from the 
inside out.”  With that, the man went back to tending his garden. 
 
I sat there for a little while trying to understand the difference between 
having faith ‘in’ and having faith ‘that.’  It hit me as I was getting up to 
leave the hard-working gardener.  True faith in the Ancient of Days must 
move past just that He is, but rather a belief in His ways and in His 
faithfulness and in Him as a Person who loves me.  I moved from just faith 
‘that He is’ to faith ‘in’ Him the moment I left the Encampment because I 
believed in His path.  I nodded to myself in understanding as I walked back 
to the village. 
 
I got back to the village just as the Pruning Festival was beginning.  
Villagers were in pairs or threes all over the village.  Some were sitting on 
small stools.  Some were standing.  All of them had small cutters in their 
hands and were looking to the four Seniors of the Peoples of Gentleness 
and Patience who were on a raised platform in the middle of them all. 
 
Lito spoke first.  “It was said of our people long ago, ‘Follow the mist in 
the wind till you reach the Banks of Solitude.  There you will find the 
Gentle Ones wearing colorful leaf crowns.  They live among the scent that 
brings rest to the soul.’” 
 
Longan spoke next.  “We live in harmony here with the mist.  We abide 
patiently and gently in it.  Thus, our vines and flowers grow much and we 
must trim them often.  We do that this day!” 
 
All the people cheered. 
 
They began to trim the laurels on their heads and the vests and sashes 
around them.  As they did so, a sweet fragrance filled the air.  Every time 
one of them snipped or clipped a flower or vine, the scent filled the air.  
They loved to help one another to keep their garments lively and growing.  
The people began to sing songs to the Ancient of Days. 
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Just then, Ducit came up behind me and patted me on the shoulder.  “Well 
I left you for a while… are you ready to head out to another village?” 
 
“I am.” 
 
We walked for a while as I talked all about the people I had met and my 
time in the river.  Ducit just listened and asked questions.  He was 
supportive and helped me think through my conversation with the man 
with the garden whose goal was the Emunah Valley. 
 
After a little while, my new friend, my genuine new friend, pointed out 
some landmarks along our way so I would know where I was and where 
we were going.  He said that I might want to come this way again and I 
should know my way around.  It was his focus and his goal to lead me 
around Hashem and he was doing an excellent job. 
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JOURNAL ENTRY 10. 
 
Ducit and I walked along the edge of the river and followed it.  I lost track 
of time because I was sharing more with him all about my journey to the 
Highlands and how the Ancient of Days had drawn me with His gentleness 
and patience.  I could see it so clearly after spending time with Ducit.  He 
asked me good thoughtful questions that made me dig even deeper into 
my faith. 
 
At some point in the day, we came upon another village on the banks of 
the river.  It was nothing like I had ever imagined.  The trees in this part 
of the Highlands were different from the evergreens I had encountered 
thus far.  Scattered about this village were large magnolia trees with 
blossoms as white as I had ever seen.  The trees looked old and large and 
their blossoms filled my vision.  Then my attention was drawn to the 
village.  It was a whole village that was covered in light.  Every few steps 
in the village was either a long pillar with a huge lit fire atop or a short pillar 
with a pulsing glow.  It was so bright.  The amount of light was almost 
blinding compared to what I lived with in Receding.  I don’t think there 
was a shadow in the whole place. 
 
“Welcome to the Village of the Light-bearers,” Ducit said.  And then he 
was gone back down the path whence we came. 
 
I walked small steps forward as I took everything in.  There were people 
everywhere singing and cooking and tending to the many lit fires.  As I was 
taking it all in, a short squat of a man approached with his arms 
outstretched.  “Greetings,” he said, “I am Ignis.  Welcome to the Village 
of the Light-bearers.” 
 
“Thank you,” I said in a stuttering voice as I looked about me taking in all 
the light.  Eventually, my eyes settled on Ignis in front of me.  He wore the 
normal white cloak of the people of the Highlands, but over that he wore 
a vest made of white starflowers.  The oval leaves of that same tree hung 
about his wrists and ankles.  The most notable thing about Ignis was that 
he wore no shoes.  In fact, no one in the whole village wore shoes of any 
kind. 
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As Ignis walked me into the village, I suddenly began to feel sick to my 
stomach.  It was not painful, but more of a sourness that started in my 
stomach and was making its way through my whole body.  The color must 
have drained from my face as we walked because Ignis immediately 
motioned and two other villagers brought me a chair to sit in.  I sank into 
the chair and the sourness travelled all over my body. 
 
“What you are feeling is normal,” Ignis said with a kind voice.  He knelt 
beside me in the chair and had a great look of compassion on his face.  
“You see, we are the Village of Light-bearers and we reflect the purity of 
the Ancient of Days.  Even the very ground you walk on is dedicated to 
Him.  You must remove your shoes.” 
 
I was listening to the little short squat man as he was talking to me.  What 
he was saying didn’t make any sense.  Basically, he was saying that because 
I was wearing shoes, I was feeling sick.  I found that preposterous. 
 
“So, I just take off my shoes and all the nauseous feelings just vanish?  
Sounds silly to me.”  I said this with as much respect as I could muster.  I 
was a little ashamed of myself at the ring of disrespect I had spoken. 
 
“Well young man,” Ignis said with a disappointing tone, “it is less about 
the actual removal of the shoes and more about the attitude with which 
you do it.  You see the light casts out the darkness.  That is the way of 
things.  And when light totally casts out the darkness, we enter a state of 
holiness.  Our land is holy.” 
 
Ignis got up from his kneeled position.  “You will feel nausea as long as 
you hold onto yourself and the darkness attached to you.” 
 
He walked away and joined a small group of villagers nearby who were 
tending a short pillar with its glowing fire.  He joined in their song which 
caught my ears as I sat and small amounts of sickness washed over me: 
 
“Let him who walks in the dark, who has no light, trust in the name of the 
Ancient of Days and rely on the Name. 
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Chase it away, chase it away, chase away the darkness. 
Chase it away, chase it away, chase away the darkness with your deeds. 
The light shines in the darkness, but the darkness has not understood it 
for believers live in the light and walk in the light and the rest do not. 
Chase it away, chase it away, chase away the darkness. 
Chase it away, chase it away, chase away the darkness by His love. 
The True Light that gives light to every man has come into the world and 
led us to this great and holy land. 
Chase it away, chase it away, chase away the darkness with your deeds. 
Chase it away, chase it away, chase away the darkness by His love.” 
 
As they were singing, I thought about what Ignis said and about this place 
in which I was sitting.  This place did have a different feel.  It did feel set 
apart.  The light made it feel set apart.  The constant singing made it feel 
set apart.  The barefooted-ness of all the inhabitants made it stand apart.  
I felt set apart from all of it.  I can’t quite put my feelings into words, but 
I felt very odd and out of place in that village. 
 
Why? 
 
As I sat there, I realized that my life was still very much my own.  These 
people were dedicated and set apart for the Ancient of Days.  Not just part 
of them, but all of them.  All of them was dedicated to the Ancient of 
Days… even their land.  That is why they wore no shoes or sandals or 
anything on their feet.  They were dedicated to Him from the tops of their 
heads to the bottoms of their feet.  That is what it meant to be holy and a 
Lightbearer.  I looked down at my feet. 
 
Did I want to be totally dedicated to the Ancient of Days? 
Could I be dedicated from the top of my dead to the bottoms of my feet? 
I did. 
I could. 
 
Sitting on the chair, surrounded by beaming light and people singing, I 
placed my hands on my shoes and began to take them off.  I had walked 
many miles in these shoes.  They had brought me from Receding to the 
Encampment of Mercy and through everything I had seen and done.  I 
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pulled my left shoe off and my arches throbbed with pain.  I placed my 
foot on the ground and the throbbing ceased.  I pulled my right shoe off 
and my toes felt like they had been smashed in the shoe forever.  Sand 
came out with my foot.  I placed my foot on the ground and the 
uncomfortableness went away. 
 
I stood.  I stood with my bare feet on the solid holy ground and I felt the 
inner recesses of my heart light up.  It was as if touching the ground was 
making me feel even more new than coming through the Gate of Baptism.  
Yes… I was fully dedicated to the Ancient of Days. 
 
“Wonderful!” Ignis shouted out.  He raised his hands in triumphant 
shaking. 
 
As soon as he walked toward me, I felt a hand on my shoulder.  It was an 
older woman who was dressed just like Ducit, but it was not Ducit.  She 
also had a staff, but it was different than Ducit’s.  Hers was made of a dark 
straight wood and the top of her staff was a round circular bulge of smooth 
wood. 
 
“You needn’t stay here any longer,” she said to me in a calm voice.  “Once 
you are holy, then you are holy.  Once the light penetrates the whole of 
your being, it is quite an ordeal to remove it.  Darkness has been chased 
away from you.” 
 
“Are you from Ducit’s people?” I asked. 
 
“Yes, I am Ducit.  I will take you on to the next village.”  The older woman 
with long silvery hair nodded with affirmation. 
 
Ignis laughed and laughed as he approached me and overheard her words.  
“All of them are named Ducit!” he said with a knowing smile.  “They dress 
the same.  Their names are the same.  The only different between them is 
their walking sticks.” 
 
Ducit rapped her staff on the ground in affirmation. 
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“It is a little confusing,” Ignis said, “but you get used to it.” 
 
I walked out of the Village of the Light-bearers having been there scarcely 
an hour.  We walked from the village and left the light and singing and 
barefooted people behind.  Except now I was also barefoot.  I was now 
also dedicated to the Ancient of Days from the top of my head to the 
bottom of my foot. 
 
“I honestly have no idea what just happened to me,” I said to Ducit (this 
new one I just met!). 
 
“I am honestly surprised,” said Ducit.  She pointed her staff at me, “Most 
people sit in the chair for days with sickness washing over them.  You must 
have come through the Desert on your own.” 
 
I nodded.  I limped a little because I had no shoes. 
 
“I have found that to be true.  Those that have had intense experiences in 
the Desert and are faced with their sinfulness are more accepting of the 
requirements of holiness.  They are more thankful for it.  They have been 
forgiven much and so are thankful for holiness.”  Ducit looked at me and 
looked at my bare feet. 
 
She looked at me with a knowing smile.  “The holiness of the Ancient of 
Days changes us on the inside.  To be honest, we cannot achieve holiness 
on our own, but it is a gift from the Ancient of Days to us.  The Light-
bearers sing and teach us all about accepting the gift of holiness in our 
lives.  Not everything you will experience in these days will make sense to 
you right away.” 
 
We walked along for quite some time and my feet were feeling quite 
uncomfortable as we walked.  Every so often I would step on a stone and 
I would feel sharp pain.  I had left my shoes behind in the Village of the 
Light-bearers.  As I was beginning to stumble along, I was beginning to 
regret my decision. 
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My stomach growled as I had not eaten since early morning.  We passed 
through an area with some large vines with bunches of red and blue berries.  
I reached out and grabbed some of the berries and popped them in my 
mouth. 
 
No sooner than I had popped the berries into my mouth, Ducit turned 
back and with a look of horror and concern and alarm and urgency and 
yelled, “No!” 
 
I dropped the bunch of berries as I swallowed. 
 
I swallowed.  I stumbled.  My head felt a little hazy.  Ducit rushed to me 
and laid me down beside the path.  She quickly grabbed some bright yellow 
leaves from the vines around her neck and forced them into my mouth.  I 
tried to ask questions, but she just kept stuffing yellow leaves into my 
mouth. 
 
Soon I began to sweat.  The beads of sweat poured down my face and into 
my eyes.  My stomach turned and out came yellow leaves with the berries 
I had eaten.  Ducit rubbed my back and prayed for me while the contents 
of my queasy stomach emptied beside the path. 
 
“Next time I will ask my guide,” I said with a groan, “if the berries are okay 
to eat.” 
 
I noticed that a few tears fell from her face.  She was in pain because I was 
ill and was in pain.  I just met this woman earlier in the day!  How could 
she have such an emotional attachment to me?  I thought this must be 
serious.  What had I just eaten?  I asked her in between labored breaths if 
I was going to die. 
 
Ducit replied, “They are poisonous, but we acted quickly and I will care 
for you.  Take heart.  I know you feel bad and it will get worst, but take 
heart, I am here.” 
 
My body went limp and all my strength fled.  All day I laid there in the 
same spot fading in and out of consciousness.  I heard Duict praying over 
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me and singing songs of praise.  She sang to serve me.  I awoke and the 
sickness was overwhelming.  I longed for death at one point, but her songs 
and prayers eased and guided my mind back to sleep. 
 
This went on for two days.  I think.  Time was not something I was paying 
attention to.  Whenever I opened my eyes, Ducit was there.  She was always 
there.  I heard her, she prayed: “Father, restore this one you have put in 
my care.  I love him and want the best for him.  I see his promise and long 
for his growing in Hashem.  Help us, Father.  Thank you.” 
 
I was astounded.  She said she loved me.  In that moment, I felt that love.  
I was literally being loved by this dear woman and it was not just words, 
but an action.  Not once did she turn away from me.  She continued to 
encourage me and pray over me.  Both of these dear people named Ducit 
that I had met were quite a witness to me.  I opened my heart.  I trusted.  
Once I got to feeling better, I asked the question that had been pressing 
on my heart since I foolishly ate berries.  “Why do you love me?” 
 
Without hesitation, she said, “I love you because the Ancient of Days 
through the Host first loved me.  My love for you is mine, but is an 
extension of the Spirit of the Host in me.  You are deeply loved.  I am 
sorry I did not properly warn you and you ate the berries.  I am not sorry 
that now in a real way you know you are loved.” 
 
She then got me on my feet and gave me some fruit and water saying, “Eat 
and walk.”  We went slow at first, but soon my strength returned and we 
were back on pace like we had been before.  However, as just before my 
illness, I again began to regret my decision to leave my shoes with the 
Light-bearers as my feet hurt. 
 
Ducit looked at me with a quizzical look as I continued to walk even 
thought it was hurting me, “Where are your shoes?  I noticed you don’t 
have any.” 
 
“Seriously?” I asked with some frustration, “I gave them up in the Village 
of the Light-bearers.” 
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“Really,” Ducit said with a mocking tone.  “You need shoes for walking.  
For example, I just picked up this set of shoes recently.  They will serve 
me well.” 
 
I looked down and noticed Ducit was wearing my shoes!  As soon as the 
realization struck, I stopped walking.  I pointed.  She laughed almost 
doubling over.  In the midst of trying to get her breath from laughing she 
said, “You need shoes for walking.” 
 
I stared. 
 
She then took my shoes off her feet and tossed them at my sore feet.  She 
took her own shoes out of her pack and put them on.  As she calmed her 
laughter, her tone turned serious, “Please remember, these shoes are no 
longer yours, but rather are now dedicated to the Ancient of Days.  Use 
them for His purposes.  Use them to walk His paths.  Use them to do His 
will.” 
 
This Ducit… the second Ducit I met… walked and talked all about the 
Ancient of Days and His perfect and ever accomplishing will.  She told me 
a story about a farmer and seeds.  She shared with me another story about 
a fisherman.  It was in the middle of the story about the fisherman that we 
founded a bend of the river (for we were following the river again) and we 
came upon a huge lake.  The river emptied into a large lake.  It was so far 
across that I could not see the other side. 
 
“That,” she said, stopping her story, “is Lake Transcendent.  The People 
of Fairness live all around the edge of the lake.  They are fisherfolk by trade 
and they do much to feed the rest of us in Hashem.”  With that, she pushed 
me in my back gently and indicated that I should continue forward.  “I will 
see you after a while.” 
 
I turned back from looking at her and walked down the path towards the 
edge of the lake and the fishing village that presented itself before me.  All 
of the round huts were built half on land and half out into the lake.  Each 
hut had a small dock that stretched out into the water which looked to be 
able to have several boats attached to each one.  The village was definitely 
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a busy place.  People were going here and there and everywhere.  There 
were merchants selling fish and carts leaving the village loaded with fish 
for other parts of the Highlands. 
 
As I looked over the village, my eyes noticed how the People of Fairness 
were dressed.  They had the same basic tunic as all the other tribes in the 
Highlands, but these folks each sported a large thick vine belt around their 
waist.  Both men and women.  Little ones and older ones.  Every single 
person had a large belt.  Slung from that belt, even for the little ones, was 
a short fisherman’s blade.  As I walked into the village, the smell of raw 
fish and cooked fish and fish oils assaulted my senses.  I should not use 
that word, “assaulted,” but the fish smell was indeed strong and seemed to 
cover everything.  Every person.  Every building.  Even every plant. 
I got to the center of the village and saw that the center of the Village of 
Fairness was a market.  The entrance to the market had a huge sign hung 
high above on an iron trellis: “Marketplace of the Righteous One.”  The 
white sign caught the light from the lake often and shined painfully into 
my eyes.  This market looked much like the Market in Receding, but each 
of the vendors seemed to be selling fish.  Each vendor sold some different 
type of fish.  Some sold yellow fish.  Some sold blue fish.  Some sold green 
fish.  Some sold red fish. 
 
I must have had a strange look on my face because one of the vendors 
called me over.  His stall was selling green fish with yellow tails.  “Hey 
there,” he said in a very friendly voice, “come here.”  He motioned me 
over with his hand quickly.  He, like all the other folks, was dressed in a 
white tunic with a large vine belt.  A fisherman’s blade hung at his side.  
His brown straight hair was balding.  “You look confused.  Can I help 
you?” 
 
“I have seen a market before, but not a market that only sold one thing,” 
I responded with a little more disbelief than I would have liked. 
 
“Well,” the vendor said with good humor, “you won’t find anyone here 
complaining.  We feed all of Hashem with what we pull from Lake 
Transcendent.  We find the fish, we clean them, sell them, and transport 
them to everyone in Hashem.” 
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“Sounds like a way to control a whole lot of people,” I said without 
thinking. 
 
“Indeed,” the man said to my surprise without offense.  “We are the sole 
food source for many people in Hashem.  For others, we are food for them 
when their crops are not in yet.  That gives us much power.  It also gives 
us great responsibility.  We know that the Ancient of Days is always 
watching and He wants us to reflect His Name.  We are His reflections to 
everyone around us.  That means in all sales and dealings with others we 
must be fair.” 
 
“I guess in the end I do not understand,” I said as I looked over the market.  
No one was arguing over price.  No stall even had prices marked.  None 
of the customers seemed to be unhappy.  What was going on in this place? 
 
“Perhaps,” the vendor said with a suggesting tone, “you should go out in 
a boat and perhaps you will understand a little more.” 
 
I nodded and headed for Lake Transcendent.  I arrived at one of the large 
docks just as a medium sized boat was going to head out.  I soon found 
myself the help-mate-for-the-day for a seasoned fisherman named Natans.  
He was a tan-skinned fellow with a mustache that curled up on each end 
in perfect balance.  The boat caught wind after we left the dock and we 
were soon out in the middle of Lake Transcendent.  I looked all around 
and could not see the shore in any direction. 
 
“I didn’t mention it before,” Natans said, “but we of the People of Fairness 
are traditional fisherfolk and you will need to take off your cloak.  With 
that, Natans unbuckled his large belt and pulled off his tunic, though oddly, 
he put his belt back on.  He had just a small wrap around him.  I wasn’t 
quite sure what to make of him or the fact that I had to disrobe to fish 
with him.  I took off my tunic even though I was not sure why. 
 
Natans cast a huge net off of one side of the boat and gave me a long spear 
for the other side of the boat.  The spear was very long and had five long 
flexible points on the end.  He told me to go to the edge of the boat and 
spear any fish that came to the surface.  I told him I had never done 
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anything like that before.  He laughed and said that everyone has to start 
somewhere. 
 
I got to the edge of the boat and raised the spear.  I looked. 
 
No fish. 
 
As I was peering out over the side of the boat, I noticed that the water of 
Lake Transcendent was very clear.  I could see many fish of various sizes 
and colors below the boat.  I could see a small current sweeping them 
along.  What I had not expected to see was myself in the water.  Receding 
was a dim place and the water was very much different.  No person has 
ever seen their reflection in Lake Receding, a well, or any other watery 
surface.  It just doesn’t happen. 
 
I saw myself. 
I saw healing sores on my body. 
I saw my arm raised with a long spear. 
Just then a blue fish broke the surface and I thrust my spear into the water. 
 
No fish. 
 
“You know,” Natans said after a little while, “we in the People of Fairness 
are all about reflections.  I could not help notice you looking at yourself in 
the water.  We do that often.  We see ourselves in the light from the 
Ancient of Days reflecting off of Lake Transcendent.  We are thinkers.  
Now we are not as deep thinkers as the Scholars of Deep Thought, but we 
are thinkers never-the-less.” 
 
I then noticed that as Natans was waiting for the net to fill with his fishy 
quarry, he looked out from the boat at Lake Transcendent and did seem 
deep in thought.  I then understood the difference between the Market in 
Receding and the market at the center of the Village of Fairness.  In 
Receding, the vendors and merchants were all after profit and were seeking 
to outdo the person in the stall next to theirs.  They sought to better 
themselves only.  They sought to sell the cheapest product at the highest 
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price to the most people.  Profit guided them.  The People of Fairness had 
a different guide.  Their guide was to reflect the Ancient of Days. 
 
“Have your people always been this way?  Have they always been 
fisherfolk?” I asked. 
 
“Since after the Great Quake… yes!” he said with excitement.  “We count 
it a dear privilege to feed all of Hashem.  Yet, we have to constantly look 
at our reflections in Lake Transcendent and we always want to like what 
we see.” 
 
I thought for a moment.  “Is that why you all have committed yourself to 
fairness?  Is that why no one was arguing in the market?” 
 
Natans nodded his head affirmatively and looked out over the lake.  I spent 
the next hour staring down at the water and attempted to spear another 
blue fish, three sleek red ones, and a hard-shelled terrapin.  The spear just 
bounced off the shell of the terrapin and it swam away most likely annoyed 
with me that I had tried to spear it.  Over that hour, I saw myself in the 
reflection of Lake Transcendent. 
 
I saw myself. 
 
I noticed my physical self and committed to healing my wounds. 
 
I resolved to treat others with kindness because I know I am imperfect on 
the inside. 
 
I understood that I was to forgive others as I had been forgiven by the 
Ancient of Days. 
 
I understood that in all things I was to reflect the Ancient of Days. 
 
I was lost in thought and lost the opportunity to spear a few more fish 
when Natans shouted, “It is time my friend!”  I turned and Natans was 
hauling in his net.  I quickly dropped my spear and went to his side of the 
boat.  He motioned and I began to pull in the net with him.  As we pulled, 
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I felt the tug of fish under the water.  I could feel the ebb and flow of the 
many fish in the net.  As we hauled the net, the surface of the water began 
to beat with the tails and bodies of many colored fish.  We finally got the 
net into the boat and the whole vessel was sitting very low in the water 
because of all the fish.  Natans hooted very loudly. 
 
“Praise the Ancient of Days from Whom all blessings flow!” 
 
Natans dropped the sail again and we caught wind back towards land.  The 
boat seemed to be drifting exactly where Natans needed it to go.  He began 
to grab fish and clean them.  He took his blade and started from the tail of 
the fish all the way to the gills.  He slit the fish with one movement and 
pushed the guts out with his thumb.  He then tossed the insides of the fish 
overboard. 
 
“Why are you starting to do that here?” I asked as I handed him a fish.  
Just then, a large fin appeared next to the boat and breath and water was 
expelled from a huge water beast.  Then another surfaced.  “I feed them,” 
Natans said with a joyfulness and tossed more fish insides over the boat.  
Natans showed me how to clean the fish and he and I cleaned fish and fed 
the gigantic finned creatures until we were almost back to the village.  The 
large creatures just surrounded our boat and fed all the way back until they 
turned and went back to where Lake Transcendent was deeper. 
 
We returned to Natan’s house and dock where the rest of his family was 
ready to unload the boat.  He had three sons.  He told me that one of them 
usually accompanied him, but I took his place that day.  One of them 
picked up the spear, now bent, and gave me and amused look.  All four 
seasoned fishermen laughed at my inexperience, but not in a hurtful way. 
 
I walked to the edge of the dock.  As I walked to the edge, I put on my 
white tunic.  I looked over the edge of the dock at my reflection.  I saw 
myself.  Me.  I saw in my face how much I had grown since leaving dark 
Receding.  My life had changed so much since the Market.  My life had 
meaning.  My life had been found in the Ancient of Days. 
 
I saw a person forgiven. 
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I saw a person healing. 
I saw a person open to the Ancient of Days. 
I liked what I saw. 
 
Just then, another face appeared next to mine in the water.  It was Ducit.  
She looked on me with kindness.  “Did you have a great day fishing?” she 
asked. 
 
“I did,” I told her.  I certainly had.  We walked from the edge of the dock 
back into town.  “Is there any way I can choose where we go next?” 
 
“Sure,” she said. 
 
“Natans mentioned the Scholars of Deep Thought.  Can we go see them?” 
 
Ducit got a great big smile on her face.  “I have not been to see them in 
ages,” she said.  “It would be an honor and a well needed stop for me.  Are 
you ready?” 
 
I looked back over the Village of Fairness.  By now, the fish that Natans 
and I had cleaned was making its way to a vendor who would sell the meat 
with honesty and fairness to people who needed it.  I nodded. 
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JOURNAL ENTRY 11. 
 
On our way to the tower of the Scholars of Deep Thought, Ducit told me 
all about them.  She could not stop talking, but told me about the building 
of the tower, the collection of books, and the practices of these particular 
people.  She explained that unlike some of the other tribes in Hashem, the 
Scholars of Deep Thought come from all over the Land of Hashem and 
join the Scholars. 
 
We arrived at the lofty tower of the Scholars of Deep Thought and it was 
more than what Ducit had described.  The tower was made of glass.  I had 
not seen anything in the Highlands yet made in such a way and so many 
stories high.  It was perfectly square.  It looked like one cube on top of 
another all the way into the clouds.  The sides of the tower were open in 
places as it went up showing vast rooms full of books and tables.  People 
were milling about the books.  Some reading.  Some collecting them.  Some 
returning them to the shelves. 
 
My mouth was gaping open. 
 
“I told you it was amazing,” Ducit said.  She walked me up to the entrance 
of the tower all the while showing me the artistry of the place.  On the 
walls of glass that were not open to the air were reliefs carved beautifully 
reflecting all sorts of water scenes.  There were drops of water and lakes 
and fountains and waterfalls.  The whole place was filled with books about 
the Ancient of Days! 
 
There was another feature of the tower that I could not quite understand, 
yet I knew to be true.  The tower, because of the way it was constructed, 
seemed to reflect the light that came from the Royal Falls.  The light 
penetrated the tower and lit the inside, but the light also reflected off the 
surface of the walls and made the whole area outside glow.  Not only that, 
various water scenes on the outside surface were outlined by light.  The 
whole tower was a glowing monument to the Ancient of Days which lit 
the whole area with knowledge and light. 
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We got to the entrance and a man named Chartus met us.  Chartus was 
dressed head to toe in colors like the Peoples of Gentleness and Patience, 
but had a bronze-colored sash about him with the words “Chartus” 
stitched on it.  “Greetings, I am Chartus one of the bibliothecarians here 
at the tower.  I would love to show you around.”  Chartus nodded 
respectfully towards Ducit and said, “Ducit you may take your leave.” 
 
Ducit nodded and she headed away from the tower. 
 
I watched her go and then turned back to take in the tower of the Scholars 
of Deep Thought with all of its volumes and manuals and art.  “May I ask 
a question as we begin?” I said to Chartus as we walked into the tower. 
 
“Certainly.” 
 
“I am exploring the Highlands and I have just come from the fisherfolk in 
the Village of Fairness.  A good man, his name is Natans, showed me all 
about reflecting and thinking.  What is it that you all do here that is 
different?  He said it was different.  How is it different?” 
 
“My dear friend,” Chartus said as we sat in a small area with chairs and 
tables, “they are similar and different at the same time.  The People of 
Fairness are masters at looking into the light reflected from Lake 
Transcendent and seeing themselves clearly.  Seeing themselves clearly 
pushes them to act fairly in the sight of the Ancient of Days in all that they 
do.  We, here in this place, reflect more on the Ancient of Days than we 
do ourselves.  We in this place give more time focused on the Ancient of 
Days and His nature rather than our own.  Our focus is on the light 
Himself.” 
 
He went on to describe how the Scholars of Deep Thought understand 
the nature of the world all around them and attempt to steward knowledge 
and the physical world because the life the Ancient of Days gives is beyond 
what we can see.  “We seek to understand our outsides and our insides 
because it leads us closer to the Truth of the Ancient of Days,” Chartus 
said as he finally dumbed down what he was trying to explain. 
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“What should I do?  How should I start?” I asked with such energy because 
I wanted to know everything that Chartus knew. 
 
Chartus handed me a yellow card about the size of my hand.  “Take this 
and explore the tower.  You may go in any room.  You may attend any 
lecture.  You may engage any bibliothecarian in conversation.  You may 
find Diurna in some of the upper levels and Urbana will be in the lower 
levels.  All bibliothecarians have sashes like I have.  We can help you find 
books or help you interpret what you are reading.  May I suggest that you 
start on level three and work your way up.  Oh!  Also, there is a talk in the 
main hall today that you might find interesting called ‘Let’s Talk Names.’” 
 
I nodded and headed to the main Hall thinking that the books would still 
be there after the talk.  The last talk I attended, in the Market, was a life 
changing experience.  I looked forward to that again. 
 
I entered the hall and the only seat left was a seat in the very front of the 
hall in the first row in the middle.  I had flashbacks of my young days in 
school.  I did not care.  I was ready.  I sat and the lights dimmed only a 
little and the speaker came to the front of the hall.  He was a man who 
looked about my Uncle Kalo’s age and had dirty blond hair.  It was long 
and was tied in a knot in the back.  His eyes looked like one who had 
learned deep things and was excited to share.  He wore a bronze-colored 
sash like the other bibliothecarians and had the name “Urbana” stitched 
on it. 
 
He stretched his hands out in a greeting of some kind and then jumped 
into his lecture. 
 
“Let’s talk about the Names!” 
 
He spoke about "Ancient of Days” in a defining manner.  He described 
how that Name shares with us that He is the Divine Head that transcends 
all of His creation.  His character and qualities are seen in all of creation.  
One of the greatest qualities that is seen is His love for us. 
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At some kind of cue that was unseen by me, he finished the first part of 
the talk and everyone in the hall said softly, “So His mercy reveals.” 
 
Next, Urbana the bibliothecarian brought up “The Host.”  I remember 
him saying, “Let’s be clear here, He is the human image of the Invisible.  
He is the unique Son.  By Him we are in relationship to the Ancient of 
Days.  It is so important that we understand He is of the Ancient of Days 
and His Spirit is of the Ancient of Days.” 
 
At some kind of cue that was unseen by me, he finished the second part 
of the talk and everyone in the hall said softly, “So His mercy reveals.” 
 
The third part of his talk was about “The Name.”  He said that the Ancient 
of Days is the Name.  He said the Host is the Name.  He said the Spirit in 
the Mist is the Name.  The existence of the Name is three.  He also said 
(and this was helpful), that is why we call His land Hashem (which means 
the Name) because it is His domain were the Name dwells.  The Land of 
Hashem is full of His Presence.  He is the True Vine and from His all ours 
grow. 
 
At some kind of cue that was unseen by me, he finished the third part of 
the talk and everyone in the hall said softly, “So His mercy reveals.”  I 
never did figure out the cue. 
 
Urbana asked, “Any questions?” 
 
I of course had one.  I had a million.  I raised my hand and asked, “Why 
do you… why do we… say ‘the Name?’” 
 
He answered straightaway, “The Name is sacred.  To be honest, I am not 
sure anyone really knows how to say His Name.  Anyway, I will not dare 
speak the four letters here.  They are for prayer and sacred text alone.  Even 
in those times it is said for special reasons.  Just know this, the three are 
the same in nature and are ‘The Name.’” 
 
This left me hungry for more about the Name. 
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I left the main hall when the talk was over and followed the signs to level 
three.  I found a section in the tower marked “For the Beginners of the 
Quest.”  I sure felt like a beginner in this place and so I started there.  I 
walked into the section and the shelves were six high and stretched as far 
as I could see.  Book after book lined the shelves.  I ran my hands along 
the spines of the books as I walked.  My hand came to a book that had 
blue binding and it had the title of the book in gold lettering.  The book 
was called “Omni.”  Actually, there were ten copies of this same book 
altogether. 
 
Just then a woman walked by and saw my hand hovering over the “Omni” 
book on the shelf.  She said, “Ooooh… good one!” and then went on 
about her business.  I pulled it from the shelf and found an open-air 
balcony.  I sat down at the table and opened the book.  I began to read and 
I was glued to each and every page.  The book was dedicated to the 
ultimate attributes of the Ancient of Days.  It was a book of collected 
articles and poems and stories which were in several sections.  Each 
section, however, ended in a story illustrated by water to underscore all the 
preceding information. 
 
I found a poem about the ultimate presence of the Ancient of Days.  I 
have written it here: 
“Where can I go from your presence O Ancient of Days? 
If I fly like a bird up to the skies, You are there.  If I swim to the bottom 
of the depths, You are there.  If I walk into the wastes of the desert, You 
are there.  If I wade into the stiffness of the marsh, You are there.  In the 
fire and wind and rain and heat, You are there.  In the good and bad and 
light and dark, You are there.  You are there in my suffering.  You are there 
in my joy. 
Where can I go from your presence O Ancient of Days?” 
 
The ending of this section about “omnipresence” (as the book called it in 
technical terms) was a story about being a fish: 
“Once upon a time there was a man who was changed from a man to a 
fish.  His life moved from the land to always being in the water.  Water 
was his whole existence.  As a fish, water was all around.  The water was 
the life of the fish.  The fish breathed in water.  The whole life of the fish 
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was contained in the water.  The truth is: The Ancient of Days is like the 
water which surrounds us and we can go no place in our existence where 
we are apart from the Ancient of Days.” 
 
I then moved into a section of the book that talked about the breadth of 
knowledge of the Ancient of Days.  It seems, according to the rather 
lengthy scholarly sounding articles in the book with larger words than I 
have ever seen, that the Ancient of Days is the source of all knowledge for 
people and He knows all.  There is nothing outside of His knowledge.  He 
knows all things.  He sees the beginning and ending of all things. 
 
The book also mentioned that because of the all-knowing nature of the 
Ancient of Days that His will, or the way He wants things to be, is perfect.  
He knows what is best.  He knows what paths in life are the best.  He 
knows how all things work out and He makes the paths of life work out in 
His knowledge. 
 
The ending of this section about “omniscience” (as the book called it in 
technical terms) was a story about a road builder: 
“Once upon a time there was a road builder who was charged with building 
roads through a land filled with rivers and lakes and marshes and ponds.  
The whole region was a land of water with very little dry land.  The road 
builder sent out workers to different parts of the land often giving out the 
most basic instructions.  Some were not told why they were doing what 
they were doing.  Yet, the builder could see the master plan and new each 
place the water existed and how best to fashion a constructed pathway 
through all the water.  Sometimes what the builders made fell and crashed 
into the water, but in so doing, created foundations for later supports for 
the road.  The workers could not see the master plan of the builder.  The 
truth is: The Ancient of Days is like the builder of water through the land 
of water because the Ancient of Days is the master planner who can see 
all.” 
 
The next section in the book focused on the fact that the Ancient of Days 
is the only eternal being that has ever existed.  He is outside of time.  He 
has no beginning.  He has no end.  He has no time where He has not been.  
As I was reading this section, question after question just came up in my 
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mind and based on what I was reading, I was able to answer them as I sat 
and just thought.  I questioned.  I pondered the answers. 
 
Does that mean there was a time that the Name existed alone? 
Apparently. 
 
Does that mean all beings that came after the Ancient of Days are lesser? 
Yes. 
 
Does that mean that the Ancient of Days can see the beginning of time 
and the end of time? 
Yes. 
 
Does that mean that the Ancient of Days can be destroyed or will die? 
No. 
 
Does that mean that all I heard in the Amphitheater from “Return to the 
Source” are false? 
Yes. 
 
Does that mean that the Ancient of Days is the originator of all that exists? 
Yes. 
 
The ending of this section about “omnific” (as the book called it in 
technical terms) was an acrostic poem about the Ancient of Days: 
Ever existing in all places and at all times 
Timeless and formless, but never purposeless 
Embodiment of simply Is 
Righteous One who made all after and supersedes all 
No ending, no beginning, no way to really understand 
Ageless when terms of age are given 
Limitless when terms of limits are given 
 
The next to last section of the book was about the all-powerful nature of 
the Ancient of Days. 
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The ending of this section about “omnipotence” (as the book called it in 
technical terms) was a story about a river: 
“Once upon a time there was a river that flowed into a new land.  The land 
was filled with high mountains of the strongest stone.  The land was filled 
with large trees with trunks as wide as a mile. The river began to flow into 
the new land and the power of the water changed the land.  The mountains 
of the strongest stone worn down over time and wasted away.  The trees 
with trunks as wide as a mile toppled over and were consumed by the earth 
and water.  Soon, the land was flat and only water could be seen because 
of the force of the water’s flow.  The truth is: The Ancient of Days is like 
the water which is all powerful and nothing can stand in the way.” 
 
I could not put the book down.  The last part of the book was all about 
the ultimate nature of the Ancient of Days which is rooted in goodness.  
Never does evil or a hint of anything unfavorable come from the Ancient 
of Days.  Never does the Ancient of Days cause illness or evil or require 
created beings to do bad things or have evil thoughts. 
 
As I was reading this section of the book, there was a listing of sayings, 
much like some of the sayings I heard from the Monks: 
 
“Surely the goodness of the Ancient of Days will follow me all the days of 
my life, and I will dwell in the house of the Ancient of Days forever.” 
 
“Be confident in this: We see the goodness of the Ancient of Days daily.” 
 
“The goodness of the Ancient of Days is stored up for those who fear 
Him.” 
 
“The goodness of the Ancient of Days is given to those who take refuge 
in Him.” 
 
“The goodness of the Ancient of Days is seen in His forgiveness and 
mercy.” 
 
The ending of this section about “omnibenevolence” (as the book called 
it in technical terms) was a story about huge lake: 
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“Once upon a time there was a huge lake that occupied a land.  The lake 
was always of benefit.  The lake evaporated into the sky and produced rain 
for the land that watered crops.  The lake teemed with life for fishing for 
people.  The bottom of the lake contained plants for all the wildlife to eat.  
No storm ever wrecked any boat.  The currents of the lake were such that 
no person ever drown, but were pushed to the shore by current and always 
saved.  The lake was freshwater in parts for drinking and saltwater in parts 
for animals.  Only all good things came from the lake all the time.  The 
truth is: The Ancient of Days is like the goodness of the lake which never 
runs out and does not change.” 
 
I was deep in reading this book, perhaps for the second time, when Chartus 
walked up to where I was sitting and sat down beside me.  He waited for 
me to notice him.  I honestly have no idea how long he sat there with 
patience.  I was deep in these words. 
 
“The Ancient of Days is broader and deeper than anything or anyone that 
I could ever imagine,” I said to him as I looked up from the pages.  He 
nodded and began to pray to the Ancient of Days right in my presence.  
He prayed that the knowledge and curiosity about the Ancient of Days 
would have roots in my heart that would grow.  As Chartus finished, a 
looked up and there stood a man very simply dressed with a walking stick 
curved at the end in a hook. 
 
“Let me guess,” I said as I closed the book carefully, “Ducit?” 
 
The man with the hooked walking stick nodded and indicated that he was 
to be my guide on the next part of my journey.  He affirmed that he was 
part of the People of Ancient’s Rule and he also was named Ducit.  Up 
until meeting this third person named Ducit, I had assumed what I was 
told about these people and their names was a jest of some kind and at 
some point, Brother Pede would pop out and laugh deeply over the joke. 
 
We left the gleaming glowing tower and Chartus behind.  Now that I knew 
where the tower was located, I was free to return at any time and study and 
talk and reflect on the Ancient of Days.  I found myself hungering and 
thirsting for righteousness. I shared with my newest Ducit companion that 
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I now understood that he and I shared little with the Ancient of Days in 
terms of our nature.  He was so far above us.  We are only a small fraction 
of what He is. 
 
Ducit listened as we walked and shared with me his recollections of his 
first time with the Scholars of Deep Thought.  He also mentioned one 
person he brought there lost a book.  I cannot imagine what losing a book 
felt like.  Each one was so precious and contained reflections about the 
Ancient of Days. 
 
As we walked, the reflection from the tower grew fainter.  As we walked, 
it occurred to me that I had no idea where we were going.  I had shared 
with Ducit.  He had shared with me.  I was just kind of following along. 
 
“We are headed to the People of Inspiration.  They are a unique people as 
all are in the Land of Hashem.  It is hard to explain unless you see them.  
You will hear them before you see them.”  He said this as we walked along.  
It did not take long until I heard a sound wafting on the small breeze.  It 
was the sound of several instruments.  It sounded like stringed instruments 
and breath-blown instruments and even a few drums. 
 
I arrived to find that the People of Inspiration were an entire tribe of 
people dedicated to expressing all of the Ancient of Days through art.  
Ducit walked with me and let me look.  On the outskirts of the village was 
the area for the craftsman in stone and wood.  There was a dozen or so 
men and women working on projects in various stages.  One that I saw, a 
stone piece, looked about completed.  The figure was human shaped, but 
had six wings on its back.  The figure looked like it was in a run and had 
hands outstretched to the sky with a large trumpet in one hand and bells 
of some kind in another.  The mouth was open as if shouting.  Ducit 
interrupted the artist’s work and asked the name. 
 
“Praise…” she said.  I immediately understood that praise from me to the 
Ancient of Days is an action that takes all of my being. 
 
We continued on further into the village to a section where people were 
painting on large canvasses.  I saw scenes of water.  I saw scenes of light.  
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I saw one scene that took my breath away.  The canvas was of a person 
underwater.  They looked like they were walking around on the bottom of 
a vast ocean with water swirling around them.  It was my dream!  It was 
my dream from so long ago!  I rushed up to the artist and the canvas and 
just stared.  Ducit ran to catch up to me. 
 
“What is it?” he asked.  By then, the artist had turned around.  The artist 
was a young woman, about my age, with bright blonde hair.  Her face was 
smudged with various colors of blue.  There were several half-painted 
canvases all around her. 
 
“This,” I said stammering, “I have seen this in a dream.” 
 
The artist’s head cocked to the side and looked on me with curiosity.  She 
put down her brushes and came over to me.  “I could not help but hear 
what you said.  You had a dream of this scene… this one that I am 
painting?”  She pointed with her blue stained hand at the canvass. 
 
I nodded with tears in my eyes.  I could not believe it.  It was my dream.  
In color.  In this place, so far from home.  My dream. 
 
“I am so glad you have come!” she said and hugged me with much 
excitement.  “I was praying the other day, not too long ago, and I felt like 
the Ancient of Days wanted me to paint something that expressed the 
vastness and power of Living Water.  The Ancient of Days is Living Water.  
A relationship with Him is all encompassing.  I was praying and this strange 
scene of someone walking on the bottom of an ocean of living water came 
to me.  I did not know why.  I tried to paint something else, but this picture 
was in my heart.”  As she talked, I could see the half-painted canvases 
around her. 
 
“Does the Ancient of Days bring people together like that?” I asked 
honestly. 
 
Ducit placed his hand on my shoulder, “Indeed He does.” 
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The young blonde artist hugged me again.  “If Ducit is with you, then you 
are journeying through Hashem.  When you are done, please come back 
and this painting is yours.  Please come get it as a gift from the Ancient of 
Days who is the giver of all good gifts.” 
 
I nodded in agreement and in amazement. 
 
As we moved closer to the village center, I noticed craftsman of all kinds 
making knick-knacks and bracelets and necklaces.  Each one seemed to 
express something about the Ancient of Days in a creative way.  One of 
the most striking and memorable pieces I saw was a long, very long, beaded 
necklace made from the brightest of red beads.  Several villagers were 
wearing them and they wrapped around the person several times.  I found 
the artisan and stopped to talk to her.  She was a woman a little younger 
than my mother.  She explained, looking up from her work, that the beaded 
necklace was overly-long because it was meant to be wrapped several times 
around a person.  They were love beads.  The necklace was meant to 
remind the wearer that the love of the Ancient of Days is all around us, all 
consuming, and covers all the spaces in our lives.  His love wraps us and 
wraps us.  Ducit liked it so much that he bought one. 
 
We moved on and came to another skillful artist.  He did not work with 
paints, but charcoal and other materials I could not readily identify.  We 
saw a colorful sketch in charcoal with many shades of blue of the waters 
of the Royal Falls.  It was beautiful of course just like everything my eye 
encountered among the Peoples of Inspiration.  Though what drew my 
attention was the words creatively drawn right within the waters of the 
falls.  I remember those words: 
Ancient of Days 
Your Goodness is creation’s song 
Transcendence discovered in down flowing graces, 
Your justice acknowledged in our gathering places. 
Eternal Your way thus joy has its throne 
All power, all knowledge, all present we sing 
In the mist, we feel your reign. 
Immanent, Immutable, life is your home. 
In your light, we drink of your enduring love. 
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I understood that the artist was saying with charcoal and colors that He 
pours out all of Himself towards us.  After I pondered the drawing a few 
moments, Ducit tapped my elbow and we moved towards the middle of 
the village. 
 
The center of the village was for musicians and dancers.  The center of the 
village was where the music came from that I heard on the outskirts.  It 
looked like one of the musicians was getting ready for something as many 
were gathering around the center of town.  Most were sitting.  Some 
standing.  Everyone had a look of expectation about them. 
 
Ducit indicated some seats and we sat to wait.  It did not take long.  The 
singer rose.  He was a young man about my age.  He had sandy brown hair 
and was about as tall as me.  It could have been me.  We looked very 
similar.  He rose and faced toward the center of the village among the 
musicians and dancers in the middle of town.  The everyone grew hushed.  
The young man began his song with a strong voice: 
 
“Ascribe to the Ancient of Days, O mighty ones, ascribe to the Ancient of 
Days glory and strength.  Ascribe to the Ancient of Days the glory due his 
name; worship the LORD in the splendor of His holiness. 
His holiness.  His holiness.  His holiness. 
The voice of the Ancient of Days is over the waters; His glory thunders 
over all the mighty waters.  The voice of the Ancient of Days is powerful 
and majestic and shows His Holiness. 
His holiness.  His holiness.  His holiness. 
The power of the Ancient of Days breaks down all cedars and strikes with 
flashes of lightning in solitary places.  The voice of the Ancient of Days 
shakes the sands desert.  He does all this that we might see His power and 
holiness. 
His holiness.  His holiness.  His holiness. 
The Ancient of Days sits enthroned over the flood; the Ancient of Days is 
enthroned as Sovereign forever over the river.  The Ancient of Days gives 
strength to His people; the Ancient of Days blesses His people with peace.  
His peace shows His holiness. 
His holiness.  His holiness.  His holiness.” 
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The young man finished and bowed slightly to let us know he had finished.  
We all clapped.  I got the sense, as we all clapped, that none of us were 
clapping for the young man that had just sung, but rather, we were all 
clapping in praise to the Ancient of Days for His holiness which was 
remarkable.  This was definitely different from the performance in the 
Amphitheater in Receding.  There it was all for performance and agenda 
and self. 
 
Ducit touched my elbow and we got up from our seats.  This whole village 
seemed like one attraction after another.  All the groups of artisans were 
expressing themselves artistically with music and dance and paint and 
wood and it all was meant to reflect the Ancient of Days whom we all 
worshipped. 
 
I mentioned to Ducit that I would like to spend time with the People of 
Inspiration.  A way was made and I was able to stay with them for some 
time.  I was given guest quarters near to the center of town; it was a place 
that allowed me to experiment with art. 
 
On the porch, I was able to work with malleable clay.  I have no skill with 
it, but I created a pot which looked like a heart.  In my mind, I created a 
piece that reflected the boundless love and heart of the Ancient of Days.  
The pot was massive, but on the bottom (once I had baked it too long), I 
drilled holes.  Yes, I know, my big pot will hold nothing.  That was kind 
of the point.  The Ancient of Days does not keep love, but it spills out and 
it flows to everyone. 
 
I also spent time painting.  I sat and sat one day with a canvas in front of 
me.  Then it hit me.  I painted a rudimentary picture using only two colors.  
The top of the canvas was all yellow with a sun and many lights shining 
down.  The bottom of the canvas was all in green showing various green 
plants growing skyward towards the light.  As I sat there painting my best 
in yellow and green, the word “life” just kept rolling around in my head.  
The Ancient of Days offers and gives life abundantly.  Life apart from the 
Ancient of Days is not a good life, but surviving or hungrily existing, but 
it is not life abundant. 
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One day I was on the back porch trying to figure out how to use the large 
loom that was there when I heard a whole lot of commotion coming from 
the village center.  Grateful for the distraction (as I was making no progress 
with the loom) I went around the house to the village center. 
 
The village center was filled with tables and chairs and the sounds of good-
hearted revelry was everywhere.  People from all over the village were 
arriving at tables set up all around the village center.  People were not 
arriving empty handed, but brought art or cloth or something they had 
made with their hands.  I quickly ran back to my guest quarters and 
grabbed my painting.  I arrived back at the square and it seemed that the 
whole town had come. 
 
The call went out for everyone to take a seat.  A kindly gentleman told me 
that it mattered not which seat I took as all the seats were equal at the table 
of the Ancient of Days.  I sat at a table with five other people. Two were 
carvers. One was a singer.  One a painter.  One was a maker of jewelry. 
 
A trumpet sound went out from somewhere in the tables and someone 
from the crowd said, “It is time to give in thanks and share like the mercy 
of the Ancient of Days.” 
 
I could not help but ask aloud, “Share like the mercy of the Ancient of 
Days?” 
 
The jewelry maker smiled and said simply, “Give freely.” 
 
With that, the jewelry maker unfolded a cloth she had bought and showed 
us a dazzling necklace she had made by weaving together two different 
kinds of metal and medium sized red beads. I had never seen anything 
quite like it. She handed it to one of the carvers. 
 
The carver in turn brought forth a carved bird and said it was her finest 
work ever.  It was made completely of glass.  She gave it freely to the 
jeweler and asked her to touch it.  When the jeweler touched the glass bird, 
it began to glow yellow and chirped a beautiful sound.  I could not believe 
that she had just given that away!  Both of them! 
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The other carver and the singer exchanged their works.  The carver placed 
his vase on the table. He had made it of some kind of stone that he had 
polished to perfect reflection.  The singer gave him what I judged to be a 
song sheet about the Emunah Valley. Both pieces were more than 
exquisite.  I could not believe that they had just given those things away! 
Both of them! 
 
It was my turn and the painter’s turn. 
 
“I am new at this.  I don’t want to give my painting away.  I poured my 
heart and soul into this painting and it is my first attempt at anything like 
this.  This is mine. I don’t want to give it away.”  I spoke those words from 
my heart not knowing how the words would be received. 
 
The painter looked at me with understanding in his eyes and voice.   “That 
my friend,” he said as he set his painting on the table, “Is the entire point. 
You see when we ‘share like the mercy of the Ancient of Days,’ we not 
only give freely, but we give what has cost us our hard work, our emotions, 
and our creative energy.  It should cost us.  The mercy of the Ancient of 
Days is both free and costly.” 
 
The jeweler added, “Mercy cost the Host His life.” 
 
I set there a little shocked.  I placed my painting on the table as well and 
the painter (the real one and not just a dabbler like me) and I exchanged 
paintings.  I could not help but saying, “Yours is so much better than mine.  
All of your works are.” 
 
One of the carvers spoke up, “That doesn’t matter.  Mercy is mercy and 
fairness has nothing to do with it.” 
 
After we sat for a little while and chatted about the meaning behind our 
gifts, another trumpet sound came from among the crowds.  Someone 
from the crowd said, “It is time to give thanks and remember the mercy 
of the Ancient of Days.”  The painter got up from our table. One person 
got up from the other tables.  He came back with a tray filled with one loaf 
of bread and a large pitcher of some kind of drink. 
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One at our table said, “We will never forget Your Mercy.” 
 
At some point, every one of the loaves at each of the tables was broken in 
half after a prayer.  The pitchers were emptied into our glasses.  The smell 
that came into my nostrils was absolutely familiar.  I was taken immediately 
back to the Encampment and the day the Mercy Tree bloomed. The smell 
then and the smell now was exactly the same. 
 
I partook of the bread and it tasted so very plentiful. 
 
I drank from my cup and it tasted like nothing my imagination could think 
of. 
 
I said, “The Host is the source of Living Water.” 
 
Everyone at the table nodded in agreement and spent the rest of the meal 
in relative silence.  We looked at our gifts.  We prayed.  We ate.  I remember 
most of all the feeling that I had when I left the table. 
I felt refreshed in my spirit. 
I felt thankful for the mercy of the Ancient of Days. 
I felt encouraged to make something great for the next feast. 
I felt that I had a small understanding of mercy. 
 
I spent more time there and experienced one more feast before Ducit came 
and spirited me away on the next steps of my journey. 
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JOURNAL ENTRY 12. 

 
Ducit led me along the river, but as we marched along, I noticed that we 
were now closer to the Royal Falls than we had ever been.  Our path was 
one that was ever steeper and ever heading up.  I could feel a slight burn 
in my calves and legs as we walked up the hills.  The mist of the falls wafted 
across the air often in this place. 
 
“Who lives,” I asked as my breathing got a little heavy and chopped up my 
words, “up in this part of the Highlands?”  We were walking up and the 
terrain around us grew steeper and steeper. 
 
“I am taking you to see the Overseers and if it is in the providence of the 
Ancient of Days, you might even get an inclusive audience with the Mature 
Ones,” Ducit answered without any labored breathing. 
 
I noticed he was breathing deeply and regularly.  I tried to match his 
breathing as we walked and I found that as I breathed deeper that the 
burning in my legs and the labor of my lungs lessened.  The air in this place 
was a little different closer to the Royal Falls as the mist was heavy. 
 
As we were walking along the cliff, I half listened to Ducit explain about 
the Overseers.  My eyes and attention were actually on the Royal Falls in 
the distance.  I was not watching where I was going. 
 
In a moment… 
… I slipped off the side of the cliff 
… I yelled out 
… Ducit quickly extended his stick to me 
 
I know this sounds impossible, but the vine on his stick wrapped around 
my wrist and kept me from falling.  Maybe I just got tangled.  It all 
happened so quickly and Ducit pulled me back onto the path.  We sat 
down to rest awhile and for me to recover from my fright.  I think Ducit 
needed to recover from his fright a little as well! 
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As we sat, I again thought in wonderment about the people I had met 
named Ducit.  The People of Ancient’s Rule give of themselves in the 
Highlands.  I would have never made it this far without the Peoples of 
Ancient’s Rule.  I realized that it was through the Ducits and my 
relationship with them that I better knew the Host.  In my time in the 
Hashem, I had grown close to the Ancient of Days because of the Ducits.  
Loyalty.  Love.  Protection.  They were all a wonderful gift from the Host.  
Walking with them revealed the nature of The Name.  They did so with a 
loyal heart towards me.  I knew the love of the Name mostly because of 
Ducits.  And here they brought me safely to the Royal Falls. 
 
I recovered.  He recovered.  We again marched our way forward. 
 
“What is the difference between the Overseer and the Mature Ones?” I 
asked as we rounded the path into an orchard of bright green and red fruit.  
The fruit of both colors grew in plenty in all the branches of all the trees.  
As we walked through the orchard, Ducit plucked two green fruits from a 
branch and ate.  I noted these were safe to eat! 
 
“All of the Overseers nearest to the Royal Falls are Mature Ones.  Those 
who have journeyed deep and close to the Name are Mature ones.  All 
Overseers are Mature Ones, but not all Mature Ones are Overseers.”  As 
Ducit explained, he bit into the green fruit and made a strange face.  The 
sourness of the fruit was evident.  It was also evident that he loved the 
sourness of each bite.  As we walked, I grabbed two of the red fruits off 
of the trees and took bites myself.  These fruits were not sour, but sweet.  
They were the sweetest fruit that I have ever eaten.  Both sour and sweet 
fruit grew on the same tree.  I imagined that they were meant to be eaten 
together. 
 
As we were walking and talking, we came to a cliff that led down to a valley.  
I looked at Ducit and asked him, “Now, what is this?”  He told me that 
the valley we were looking at was the Emnuah Valley.  I remembered the 
Emunah Valley when I was with the People of Grace and Mercy. 
 
“How big is that valley?!” I asked with shock and surprise. 
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“The Emunah Valley,” he said with a teaching tone, “reaches around and 
though the land, but the deepest part of the Valley reaches here before the 
Overseers.” 
 
We walked on from there and we came to a large bridge that reached across 
the valley and into what I could only assume was the area of the Overseers. 
It was a bit cloudy with mist, however, and just how far and to where it 
reaches, I could not see. 
 
All of a sudden Ducit shouted at the top of his lungs, “I just love it!” 
 
We arrived at the base of the Royal Falls and found the Overseers.  I 
noticed that the Overseers seemed to be dressed with an element of all the 
tribes of the people of the Highlands.  They were not dressed simply, but 
full of full bloomed vines and various leaves that looked to be quite a 
burdensome load. I wondered how some of them moved around, but they 
seemed used to it, even happy from what I could tell. 
 
“What makes these people special?” I asked Ducit quietly as we were 
walking up to a group of Overseers. 
 
“Well,” Ducit said in an equally quiet voice, “These are those who have 
been in the Land of Hashem the longest and reflect the most about the 
character of the Ancient of Days.  They are our guides and our beacons of 
hope.  The Overseers are worthy of honor and the Mature Ones are worthy 
of double honor.  The Overseers of Hashem are blameless in character.  
They are not overbearing, not quick-tempered, not given to drunkenness, 
not violent, not pursuing dishonest gain.  Most are hospitable and all of 
them love what is good.  They exude self-control.  They are upright, holy 
and disciplined.” 
 
“Wow,” I said, “That is quite a tongue-full of words.” 
 
Ducit led me to a sitting area where four Overseers were sitting and talking.  
“Greetings Overseers,” Ducit said. 
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All of the Overseers greeted Ducit warmly and rose and embraced him.  
They welcomed him like they were welcoming an old friend.  All of them 
greeted me just as warmly and asked me to sit down.  One of them sitting 
nearest to me asked me to recount my journey thus far.  I did so.  I started 
with my family in Receding and ended with my newest experience with the 
People of Inspiration. 
 
“May I ask you a question young man?” one of the Overseers asked 
politely. 
 
I nodded. 
 
“Why after all this time here do you still call it the Highlands?  As you 
recounted your journey here, you mentioned ‘The Highlands’ often.  We 
call this the Land of Hashem.  Why after all this time here do you still call 
it the Highlands?” 
 
I looked at the Overseers with shock.  I had not noticed.  Ducit looked at 
me with a knowing glance showing that their observation about my 
wording was true.  I was silent for a few moments. 
 
The Overseers who asked the question saw my discomfort and quickly 
came to my aid for his aim was not to make me uncomfortable, but to 
guide me.  “I have noticed over the years that those who say the Highlands 
either don’t trust the Ancient of Days or say the Highlands in an effort to 
not confuse those who do not truly understand.  We here understand fully 
so it is not the latter and I pray and hope for you that it is not the former.” 
 
“The naming of something,” one of the other Overseers started to say to 
no one in particular, “is often an important step in knowledge and 
understanding.”  He then turned to me and addressed me.  “The place you 
come from is low and dying.  This place is high and full of life.  Yes, it is 
the Highlands, but it is much more than that.  Yet, if you continue to use 
the term ‘Highlands’ it shows a lack of faith about the place in which you 
now stand.”  The man indicated to all the men sitting before me, “We 
welcome you in the Name to the Land of Hashem.” 
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I nodded. 
 
Another Overseer addressed me with kindness in his voice: “You are in 
the Land of Hashem.  This is the land filled with the hope of the Ancient 
of Days.  Our fondest hope and prayer for you is that you will be filled 
with the knowledge of the Name. This whole place is filled with the 
essence of the Ancient of Days and here satisfaction is found.” 
 
A young man arrived among the Overseers and did as the Overseers 
instructed.  They all rose and took me from the care of Ducit.  “Come let 
us serve you and care for you.  We want to fully heal your past in Receding 
with the help of the Ancient of Days and we have such high hopes for 
you.” 
 
One said, “Be full of expectation” 
 
Another said, “Live with the hope of glory.” 
 
Still another said, “There is something deep in this place high up.” 
 
I looked up in the direction this last Overseer pointed.  I looked and made 
a decision that when it was time, I would go higher up and see what was 
there.  I had a sense that everything would be made clear once I was there. 
 
I arrived at a small hut and was ushered into a large bath.  The water was 
hot.  The steam and mist filled the hut.  Drops of water came off of the 
ceiling because everything was so damp.  A few of the young men, servants 
of the Mature Ones, helped me into the bath.  I didn’t even take off my 
clothes.  Once in the bath, the servants poured some kind of oil in the bath 
and the pure water became murky. 
 
They left. 
 
Soon, Overseer after Overseer came into the hut and the whole damp 
misty hut was filled with people.  They all began to pray.  Some of them 
sang.  Some of them read from poems and lyrics.  As they did so, I felt a 
tingling all over my body.  It started on the bottoms of my feet and the 
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tingling was soon all over my body.  The tingling hurt and times on my 
back and arms… the places where the sores were the worst. 
 
They prayed. 
I prayed. 
 
After some time, the tingling went away.  I moved my arm out of the water 
and the sore was gone.  I moved my other arm out of the water and the 
sores on that arm were gone as well.  I felt around to my back and the skin 
felt smooth.  I touched my face.  I whooped with joy.  The people around 
me whooped and yelled out praises to the Ancient of Days. 
 
One of the Mature Ones came and took me by the hand.  He said, “When 
the Ancient of Days heals, He heals completely.”  Then he added, “Here 
with us this is what you will learn.  Now have something to eat.” 
 
I ate a wonderful meal with the whole group.  The meal was bread and fish 
and fruit of all kinds.  There were some roots and vegetables that I had 
never seen before.  I can only assume they came from the Valley of 
Emunah.  I noticed, as we ate, children of all ages serving us, eating with 
us, and playing all around us.  All the children looked to have some type 
disability. 
 
I reached out and touched a young one on the shoulder and asked him 
where all the children had come from.  There were so many!  He answered 
me without hesitation, “We are the Weak Ones.” 
 
“The Weak Ones?” I asked. 
 
He continued, “Yes, we live here with the Mature Ones.” 
 
“All of you?” 
 
“Yes,” the child replied.  “All of us children along with some widows, 
widowers, lame, deaf, and blind.” 
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I thought back to a few buildings in the South Rim Neighborhood in 
Receding I had seen.  I asked to confirm, “You mean this is an orphanage 
and a poorhouse?” 
 
The kid looked at me with a mix of offense and questioning, “Well, in a 
way I guess, but we don’t call it that.  The Overseers have adopted us as 
family.  What we call ourselves is ‘family.’  The Overseers teach us to help 
people grow.  That starts on the inside.  We grow from the inside to the 
outside so we can all be complete like the Host.  They say we are gifted for 
the task and are highly esteemed by the Ancient of Days. The Overseers 
call us ‘good soil.’” 
I had it all wrong.  I went around talking with many others.  I spent time 
with the people there and they were a very fruitful group.  They served one 
another constantly.  They also seemed to have a knack for repairing things.  
I guess it was the job of the widows and widowers to teach the children.  
Everyone there learned how to fix and lovingly mend all that is broken.  I 
was told several times that the most important part is to serve in love. 
 
Everyone there was productive and fruitful and I could see why the 
Overseers and Mature Ones called them “good soil.”  The Overseers and 
Mature Ones had nurtured all these people and instilled in each and every 
child to embrace their weaknesses as the best means of reflecting the 
essence of the Ancient of Days.  It took me a little while to figure that out 
and I am still not sure I have it all down completely. 
 
The “good soil” were the most selfless people I have ever encountered.  I 
met them.  I got to know some of them a little and I came away nourished.  
I was inspired to seek the Name.  I became better aware of the Name. 
 
This whole situation was hard to accept.  I thought I was going to 
encounter some great chieftains with boundless wisdom.  I did meet 
wonderfully wise people, but there was so much more to behold below the 
Royal Falls. 
 
Hashem was full of the strong due to the richness of the land. 
Hashem was full of the weak due to their impairments. 
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I wondered why the Host left them in such a state. 
Why not heal them? 
Why allow bad things to happen? 
Why allow suffering? 
Why allow weakness? 
 
I soon realized that if I had eyes to see (not physical eyes, but spiritual eyes) 
I would see great purpose in the Land of Hashem.  Physical wellness was 
abundant here because of the pure water, but physical wellness was not the 
goal.  I understood, sitting there, watching people come and go around the 
Royal Falls, that many had deeper aspirations than physical strength. 
Weakness aided the process.  The children called themselves the “Weak 
Ones,” but this was their strength.  No one reflected the Ancient of Days 
more in Hashem than these children.  Their nature was gentle.  They had 
a purposeful calling about each of them.  They had a gift of inner courage.  
They manifested true meekness.  They were deliberate in their hospitality 
towards strangers (I had experienced that).  Many I had met in Hashem 
had inner courage and strength, but it was nothing like these children.  In 
the end as I watched and listened, I finally understood that these children 
were true mirrors of the Host.  They were true mirrors of the Host because 
they blamelessly lived for Him.  Yes, they were indeed “good soil.”  I felt 
like I grew as a person just being in their presence.  I also realized how 
much of Receding was still in my mind and in my ways. 
 
I longed to be like them. 
 
After a while of breathing in all their attention, I asked a little one sitting 
next to me, “So how is it all the Mature Ones have such thick vines hanging 
around their garments?  How do you even become an Overseer?”  I said 
this in a low voice because I certainly didn’t want to offend anyone with 
my questions. 
 
A Mature One sort of near me must have had the ears of a child himself 
because he turned his head my direction and said, “Emunah, down in the 
Emunah Valley.” 
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The young one with me, who was well on his way to having a garment like 
the Mature Ones himself said in a cryptic manner, “It comes with effort, 
but not work.  Growth comes from submission, but not force. The 
Emunah Valley is where everything and everyone grows in the Names’ 
submissive order.” 
 
I heard every word the child said.  It sounded more like a riddle than an 
answer.  It would be one of those answers I would have to ponder for a 
while and then all of a sudden, I would be blessed with the answer.  I went 
on to my second question that I had asked.  “Do the people in different 
villages and areas vote the Overseers to their rank?  How does that work?” 
 
The young one giggled.  And he giggled.  I thought for a moment maybe 
he thought I had said a funny riddle.  Then he replied, “What good would 
voting do?  They are Overseers because they follow the Name.  The more 
you follow the Name the more you lead.  It is all in how you follow the 
Name.  They follow so thereby they lead.”  He nodded no longer giggling.  
“Yes, things in Hashem work that way.” 
 
The rest of the night was me just taking it all in.  The next morning, after 
I awoke, I stepped out of my temporary hut and an Overseer was there 
waiting for me.  He greeted me warmly and offered a praise when he 
noticed my still-healed skin. 
 
“Are you ready to go?” He asked. 
 
“Go?” I questioned lowly. 
 
“Yes, to the Emunah Valley!” He exclaimed.  “Let’s go!” 
 
We immediately headed down to the ridge of the Valley.  We came to the 
bridge we first crossed coming to the Overseers.  I had not noticed it 
before, but there was a dirt path that led under the bridge and down into 
the Emunah Valley.  It was very steep and we were going down fast.  On 
either side of me were the roots of the trees that stretched into the sky. 
The valley was full of green. I have never seen so much green. Everything 
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was green or attached to something green. Leaves.  Moss.  Flowers.  Bugs.  
Birds. 
 
I asked the Mature One who was leading me (I figured he was because of 
the thick vines around his waist), “By the way, I am sorry, but I never 
caught your name?  Do you have a name?  Do I just call you Mature One?”  
I was beginning to breathe heavy and I was hoping conversation would 
slow him down. 
 
“My name is Ducit.” 
 
“What?!” I said in exclamation.  I stopped walking and so did he in 
response to my lack of steps.  “You are Ducit?  Where is your walking 
stick?!” 
 
He laughed with a gleam in his eye.  “I retired my stick years ago.  It is 
‘Master Ducit’ now.”  He then looked me straight in the eye and put his 
hand on my shoulder, “Come on my boy!  The best fruit in Hashem is 
down in the Valley!” 
 
Then a remarkable thing happened!  This man of great age took off 
running like a grade school child headed for the playground.  Master Ducit 
was fast and I could not keep up with him.  Not even a little.  He needed 
no stick.  I wish I had one as I fell many times trying to keep up with him 
downhill.  I followed.  He ran.  I followed. 
 
Finally, Master Ducit slowed and came to a stop and waited for me to catch 
up.  When I got to him, he said with joy on his face, “There are few joys 
like running in the Mist of Hashem.” 
 
After we walked a few minutes, we could see the farm and I could smell 
the fresh growth in the air.  It looked more like a garden the size of a town, 
but they called it the Farm.  We arrived at the edge of the Farm and a tall 
man came out to meet us.  He had thick crown of vines draped down his 
shoulders and a very thick vine belt.  The vines had several large colorful 
leaves. 
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“Deep greetings my friends!  Have you come to abide for the day here at 
the farm?”  I would soon discover that the tall vine-dressed man meant ‘do 
good works’ when he used the word ‘abide.’ 
 
Master Ducit answered before me before I could even react.  “I brought 
him down.” 
 
“Wonderful,” the man said.  He tossed Master Ducit a large berry of some 
kind and he took a large bite.  He tossed one out me as well.  I figured that 
the offering of fruit was a kind of welcome on the Farm. 
 
I knew of course that I would have been welcomed regardless, but this is 
how they shared with one another.  This was how to serve those who came 
into the Valley.  I can imagine that time was short for most in the Valley 
and so they wanted to make the most of time with visitors.  Those in the 
Valley and those at the Farm are faultlessly hospitable. 
 
“Where is that Lilly of yours?” Master Ducit asked between bites.  He 
wiped juice from the berry in his mouth onto his sleeve and where he did 
so a small leaf toke on a deep shine, and I swear I saw the leaf sprout a bit.  
“Lilly,” he said to me in explanation, “is his wife.” 
 
From around one side of the man, she came into view from the main 
farmhouse.  She was a woman with long auburn hair pinned up.  She was 
a woman with soil-stained hands and slight beads of sweat on her brow.  
She had been working.  Her hair shined due to the misty atmosphere and 
she was covered in vines, like the man, but her vines were full of white 
lilies.  She looked at me and smiled.  I knew instantly she was of the Peoples 
of Patience and Gentleness.  Kindness poured from her forest green eyes 
like a spring breeze.  She was precious to the soul and so lovely to behold 
that it stunned me.  I realized I was holding my breath. 
 
I did not know what to say.  Out of my mouth came, “I always wanted to 
meet a Lilly.” 
 
She giggled and said, “That is just a nickname these fellows tease me with.  
I have been here so long among the lilies people say I am becoming one!  
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They call me Lilly for fun.  I don’t mind.   It is their way of saying ‘you are 
beautiful’ in a respectful tone.  It is true I am comfortable here in the Valley 
just like the lilies, but you must understand, I was born here.  My parents 
are of the Peoples of Gentleness and Patience and matured to serve at the 
farm years ago.  During that time, I was born.  I wasn’t given a name at 
first.  Everyone started calling me ‘Faith’ because I was born here in the 
Emunah Valley.  My parents fell in love with the name.  My name is Faith.” 
 
She talked and all three of us listened to her words dripping with meaning.  
As she spoke, it was as if time stood still.  “And look at me rattling off my 
family history without even a thought!”   
 
I didn’t mind.   I could listen to her forever.  She, like the gentle and patient 
ones I had met before, loved and were literally in harmony with nature.  
Her garments were thick with vines like everyone else in the Valley through 
she had a reborn innocence that stood out.  Her words seeming to resonate 
peace like wind over a river current into my heart.  I could indeed remain 
in her stunning presence without end. 
Her husband spoke up as he put his arm around her, “True beauty grows 
by faith with meekness immersed in living water. I am glad her name is 
Faith.  It really does remind her and I how we should live our lives.” 
 
“People are what they reflect,” Master Ducit chimed in.  “Here in the mist 
of the Emunah Valley we are rooted in the Host.  The Host is the True 
Vine that all goodness grows out from.” 
 
“Your vines are thick,” I commented to both of them.  “The lilies are 
fragrant.  Your leaves are quite colorful.  Why is that?” 
 
Faith-Lilly responded, “Our garments are full of thick vines because we 
are a reflection of the True Vine.” 
 
As I listened, I could feel my lungs struggling to breathe in the thick air of 
the Valley.  The Mist was thick here in this place.  I figured that it must 
take weeks or months of suffering to adjust to the thick mist.  It must take 
great long suffering. 
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All three of them noticed my breathing and Master Ducit said to me, “The 
air here is pure, but it is overwhelming to breathe at first as you have 
noticed.  It does take a while.” 
 
At this point, Master Ducit (in compassion for me) snapped a few thick 
vines off his garment and wound them around my neck.  I could instantly 
breathe better.  I figured that the vine must help absorb the damp misty 
air. 
 
Master Ducit indicated that it was time for us to leave.  I did not want to 
go.  I told him so.  I looked at the man and his wife and wished I could 
stay with them.  “We do have to go,” he said kindly.  I am fairly strong, 
but I cannot carry you up the ridge.  You must learn to carry your own 
load.” 
 
This puzzled me. 
 
He was quick to notice my ignorance and said, “Come now, I’ll explain 
more on the way.”  We waved at the tenants of the Farm in the Emunah 
Valley.  I promised myself that I would make it back there one day.  We 
walked back up the side of the valley that we had run down.  I was glad we 
were not running up the valley! 
 
On the way back up, Mater Ducit explained his earlier comment about 
carrying my load: “We watch over you.  We love you!  Keep that vine 
around your neck because we want you to know you are supported with 
all the True Vine grows in the peoples of Hashem.  We support you.  
Nevertheless, understand that when I say you must carry your own load, I 
am speaking of your own learning to reflect the Host.  We cannot do that 
for you.  A person should not live off the character of others nor should 
your life be a reflection in itself of what others wear.” 
 
This puzzled me. 
 
“Please understand that what I wear is not really mine, but comes from the 
Host.  He is from whom all branches grow.  I am just reflecting Him.  Now 
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you must grow your own garments.  Grow your vines and manifest who 
you are in Hashem.” 
 
That gave me much to think about.  I understood.  I could not take from 
others in Hashem and truly grow myself.  I had to reflect the Ancient of 
Days myself and my own vines would reflect that effort.  I pondered this 
and prayed on it as we trekked up the side of the Valley. 
 
I knew in my heart that Master Ducit cared for me.  I thought it was time 
for me, as we trekked up the Valley, for me to settle a question.  I asked 
with all sincerity, “What does Ducit mean?  I mean, what does it mean and 
why do all your people have the same name?  For the life of me I cannot 
figure it out!” 
 
Master Ducit had a knowing smile and explained, “The People of Ancient’s 
Rule deny self and do not seek to make a name for themselves, but to 
image the Name.  To image the Name is great honor, and knowing this we 
seek to do so even in the most basic manner of our identity.” 
 
I nodded.  Understanding it was one more way to point to the Ancient of 
Days.  “Yes,” I replied, “but what does ‘Ducit’ mean?  Was it the name 
given by the Ancient of Days?  Was he or she the first one from your 
tribe?” 
 
He smiled and said simply, “He Leads.” 
 
Again, I found myself reflecting on what the Ducits had let me to know.  I 
had relief wash over me as we reached the top of the Valley.  I was relieved 
that they had revealed how to have a personal bond with the Name.  
Through their good behavior in submission to the Host I was awakened 
to the very deep personal nature of the Host. 
 
His Loyal Faithfulness. 
His Unselfish Love. 
The Nearness of the Ancient of Days. 
Security and Safety in Relationship. 
Fatherly Guidance. 
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Spiritual Trust. 
 
I learned of the ways of the Ancient of Days in the Land of Hashem, but 
each Ducit made it personal to me by revealing the relational nature of 
knowing the Ancient of Days.  Each of them was Him in action.  The 
Ducits revealed what it means to walk with the Ancient of Days and more 
importantly image Him. 
 
Master Ducit watched me grow before him and looked at me with a 
father’s pride in his eyes. 
 
The next morning, as the previous morning, I stepped out of my 
temporary hut and an Overseer was there waiting for me.  I wondered for 
a moment if I was having a dream about the day before.  He greeted me 
warmly and offered a praise when he noticed my still-healed skin.  He also 
offered a praise for the thick vine around my neck knowing that I had 
visited the Emunah Valley. 
 
“I would like to take you to the Ridge of the Overseers if you are up to it?” 
he said with a kind offer in the form of a question. 
 
“I am.” 
 
The two of us moved east up and up the side of the Royal Falls.  The water 
was constantly rushing down beside us and I was amazed at the amount of 
water flowing past every moment.  The water moved.  The water fell.  The 
mist sprayed from the Falls and filled the air.  The higher we went the more 
the mist filled the air. 
 
Step after step.  The path was not one with stairs, but rather a well-worn 
winding path up the cliffs beside the Royal Falls.  My calves burned after 
some time.  My feet hurt.  My breath was indeed labored.  I was soon 
walking up the path with my hands on my knees forcing my legs to move.  
I was just about to give up. 
 
“We are here,” the Overseer called out in a victorious sentence. 
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I came around the bend following him and stood on the Ridge of the 
Overseers with the Royal Falls cascading behind the cliff where we stood 
that ledged out to a view of Hashem.   
 
From the Ridge of the Overseers, I could see all of the Highlands.   
From the Ridge of the Overseers, I could see all of the Land of Hashem.   
I could see nothing further than the Trench.  Yet, I knew Receding lay 
there beyond the desert.  Hashem was consuming my passion and all my 
thought.  Nothing of Receding remained in view. There was nothing left, 
but my memories rising now forever.  I saw the bottom of the falls and the 
large pond which gathered the water.  From there, the pond emptied into 
the river which had one main tributary, but branching off from the river 
was many other small streams all over Hashem.  Far far to the edge of the 
streams I saw the line of trees and the trench where the river reaches out 
west to the Gate of Baptism. 
 
I could see the path I traveled along the river from the People of Grace 
and Mercy.  I saw the huge Valley of Emunah.  I saw Lake Transcendent 
which was larger than I even imagined.  I even could see the tower of the 
Scholars of Deep Thought shining brightly. 
 
I could see nothing behind me.  Behind the Royal Falls was a thick wall of 
mist.  It did not move, but looked to be a constant barrier.  I could see 
nothing past the veil, but light was coming from it.  I looked at the mist 
barrier and then looked back over the cliff to the Land of Hashem that 
was spread out before me. 
 
The Overseer let me take it in for quite some time.  He finally commented, 
“Here in this place is the best view of Hashem.  The better view is from 
atop the Falls beyond the Royal Veil.”  Then he instructed, “Notice how 
the river, grace incarnate from the Ancient of Days, branches out in a spirit 
of love all over the land.  It, through patience, brings life to everyone all at 
once.  Mercy and Grace are extended to everyone.  Power is seen.  Light 
and Life are given without expectation of return.  Provision is given to 
everyone living in the land.  Every single person who lives in Hashem 
derives their life from the living water of the river.” 
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“How do you all know all this about the Ancient of Days?” I asked.  “How 
do we in Hashem know about goodness, mercy, grace, power, sovereignty, 
or anything about the Ancient of Days?” 
 
“We know,” the Overseer said with pure confidence in his eyes and voice, 
“Because the Host, the Son of the Ancient of Days, showed us exactly who 
He is.  The Son through His patience brought us mercy. When we humbly 
asked the Son for love, He gave it freely.” 
 
This Overseer spoke differently than anyone else I had ever met.  He called 
the Host in whom is the Name of Ancient of Days, the Son. 
 
He continued to speak about the Ancient of Days: 
“The Ancient of Days is… 
… All powerful and supreme among all spiritual beings 
… Benevolent and defines what love actually is. 
… Creator of all things and is without equal. 
… Consuming fire and absolute light. 
… Definer of good and evil. 
… Existent in the eternal. 
… Father of all days. 
… Forgiving and forgetful of our sins. 
… Good. 
… Holy and just in His judgements. 
… Known completely by His Son. 
… Love transcendent. 
… Living water. 
… Promise keeper. 
… Provider of all good gifts and needed discipline. 
… Redeemer.” 
 
I think he would have kept talking if I had not indicated I wished him to 
stop.  I held up my hand in an overwhelmed gesture, “Thank you for your 
wisdom.”  I just sat for a moment and was soaking in all that had happened 
to me and everything I was being told. 
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Just as I was pondering all of this and we were sitting quietly, I heard 
rustling and footsteps behind me.  There was someone coming from the 
wall of mist!  I looked and an Overseer I had not yet met came from 
beyond the veil.  His smile was large and reached from ear to ear with a 
unique glow of radiance on his face.  His pace slow.  His arms opened wide 
to us in greeting as he cleared the wall of mist. 
 
“Greetings!” they said loudly to one another. 
 
The newest arrival greeted me warmly as well and joined us standing on 
the cliff overlooking the Land of Hashem.  After a few moments, I was 
bold and asked the question that was burning through my mind ever since 
he stepped from beyond the wall of mist.  “What is it like there?” 
 
The Overseer looked and questioned, “You mean behind the veil?”  He 
motioned with his hand behind us. 
 
I nodded. 
 
The Overseer replied in a soft tone as his gaze seemed to take him to 
another place.  His voice was low, but grew louder as he poetically spoke.  
His eyes began to burn with joy: 
“Up there. 
Up there beyond the sky’s light, Where Creation has no sight, 
Where the Essence glows, Where there need be no air 
Where Wisdom dwells, Beyond what our souls can grasp. 
Where Creation dares not stare. Up there. 
Where echoes drown the voice of light, 
Meant for willing hearts to reflect bringing all to be bright...” 
 
Then he paused with a deep silence.  After a few moments, he looked right 
at me saying: 
“Up there is where the Son came forth.” 
 
Then the two Overseers moved along leaving me to ponder.  And I did. 
There near the thundering waters that humbled my soul.  I must admit I 
was overwhelmed. Yet, there at the thundering waters was a peace that 
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drew my heart.  I began to pray to the Ancient of Days that He would 
order my thoughts and help me make sense of all this.  I prayed for wisdom 
and insight.  I prayed that I would change to be like Him.  I prayed that 
Receding would leave my thoughts and my heart. 
 
Who are You? 
What does Who You are mean for me? 
 
I stood there praying with the veil of mist behind me and the whole Land 
of Hashem before me.  I  focused my thoughts on the Ancient of Days. I 
thought, of what was even beyond the Royal Falls.  Do I dare go beyond 
the veil?  All I had been told and experienced up to this point directed me 
to say “yes” to the notion.  No one named Ducit was here to guide me.  
The Overseers had left. 
 
I kicked off my shoes.` 
I entered into a surprisingly thick roaring watery darkness. 
The water both pressed me and drew me forward. 
I chose to step forward 
I passed through the veil. 
 
Immediately, light began overwhelming me.  It drained my soul as I moved 
forward.  The light was more than I could bear.  The atmosphere was 
mighty.  I became weak… too weak to take steps.  I paused my forward 
motion.  I sat down.  I prayed for help in moving forward.  The light was 
so very bright.  I rested my eyelids.  I open my eyes to realize that time 
seemed to have passed.  The mighty light had eased like the flurry of a 
short-lived storm.  I stood up and felt embraced by the light.  It was healthy 
and surreal. 
 
I saw a natural formation like a staircase leading up and spiraling upward.  
It was completely bathed in light.  The stairs and the light summoned me 
to look up as I walked.  I followed the rising light as I moved up the 
staircase.  As I stared, my eyes began to burn.  The light hurt them a little.  
Even when I closed my eyes tight the light seemed to pierce my eyes. 
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As I wound my way up the staircase, I began to feel a Wind.  It swirled 
around me like a whirlwind.  The higher I walked the stronger the Wind.  
It felt like the Wind desired to carry me up the stairs.  As I finally reached 
the top of the stairs, the Wind turned me around. Though I entered from 
the East I found myself positioned facing west and quickly it dawned on 
me, just as in Receding, the light rested in the west. The light mirrored 
itself though here at this Most High Place... the light fully reigned. 
 
Before me, was streaming light brighter than I have ever experienced.  
Light was not just before me, but all around me.  It felt like being 
swallowed in light.  It felt like a river of light washing over me and through 
me.  I felt the current of the light.  My heart felt warm. My breath felt 
illuminated.  I felt a vibration of peace through me like music. 
 
There was only light. 
Bright light. 
Lively light. 
 
My heart cried out for peace and serenity as I gazed into this fountain of 
light.  As I looked, I noticed that at a distance from me the light had grew 
brighter.  This brightness was not only light, but also alive with the 
presence of wind swirling about hovering among what appeared to be 
beings of flame and beings of light.  Above them was a Radiance that came 
forth from the Abundant light.  The Hovering light revealed a distinction 
to me in the form of a Man. The Radiance was brighter than all the other 
lower lights that surrounded it.  At this point, I got the sense that my 
presence was being recognized. 
 
“Is someone there?”  I did not know what else to ask.  I did not know if I 
should speak at all. 
 
After I spoke, the brightness that was before me became a little clearer.  
Perhaps it became clearer or my eyes were beginning to adjust to the sheer 
light I was experiencing.  I do not know.  I now noticed that the brightness 
was not one light, but rather three distinct lights The Abundant light itself, 
the Radiance that came forth and the Hovering light all merged as one 
light. I saw an exchange of energy between the lights like illumination. 
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I cannot explain it, but when I saw the exchange happen, I also felt 
something in my heart and down to my very bones.  I felt love. This was 
love purer than I am able to put into words but then again it reminded of 
when I was with the people of Grace and Mercy, yet purer and more.  
Which shared the witness I first came to know in the cave that was before 
the Gate of Baptism. 
 
Then the Radiance light came forth from the Abundant light towards me.  
The Man of Radiance came from the brightness bathed in the light of this 
most holy place straight towards me.  He walked toward me clothed in 
garments of white.  They were not plain white, but bore artistic symbols 
vines, flowers, and shrubs of all kinds.  I also noticed that His clothes were 
those of servants from Receding: the poor, the shamed, the enslaved. 
Those people in Receding usually had this type of garment, but it was dingy 
and brown and even when washed looked quite stained. His, on the other 
hand, was full of light and white beyond measure. 
 
As He approached, I became very unsure of myself.  Not knowing what 
to do, I bowed.  I bowed with my face to the ground.  I was in complete 
awe.  The Radiance about me brought me to my knees.  My forehead 
touched the ground. 
 
I, though unsure, felt very welcome in this place 
I had peace beyond my understanding. 
The Man of Radiance before me was the Host.  I knew this to be true. 
 
I slowly looked up to The Man of Radiance. His appearance was still in 
garments of white (like the servants), but they had altered, or I had not 
seen them clearly the first time.  The garments were still perfectly clean, 
without any speck of dirt, but the symbols of vines and flowers were gone.  
His garments were not full of any type of artistic symbol, but rather His 
garments were ripped and torn.  He looked as though He had been 
extremely mistreated. I recalled what the Monks and others told me about 
the mistreatment of the Traveler. He still bore the marks of His 
mistreatment.  I bowed my head again. 
 
 



DRUMMOND & BORST 

214 

The Man of Radiance was an overwhelming presence to witness. 
He was refreshing. 
He was inspiring. 
He still bore the marks of how much He loved me. 
 
I kept my head bowed before Him.  As I kept my head bowed, I noticed 
all the rips and tears of the garment.  I understood, in that moment, that 
those tears and rips and snags were very much a symbol of the goodness 
of Hashem and a memorial of what He did in Receding. 
 
I heard words come from Him: “It is good to see your bare feet.  My light 
is kind to the thirsty soul, but consumes the unwilling.” 
 
My heart opened to drink in the glory that was surrounding me.  His 
presence was indeed pure light and pure glory. 
 
I asked, "Please show me Your glory?  May I see Your eyes?  I want to 
embrace the light completely.  I feel your kindness.  I want to see it too.  I 
dare not look into Your face on my own."  Again, I asked in the humblest 
tone I could muster, "May I please see your eyes?" 
 
"Yes, he replied without hesitation, but not yet.  It is better for you to 
behold My glory as I lead." 
 
Then I heard Him say, "Turn around." 
 
I turned and saw the path leading back out from the overflow of light and 
to the Falls.  The path of light guided my eyes to a view of the Highlands 
from the sacred place where I stood in His presence.  I, from above, 
watched the water flow down into Hashem.  I saw the river following from 
the Royal Falls all the way to the Great Trench.  The streams I noticed 
branched down to the peoples like a tree planted in the sky.  The water 
provided what the people needed at their true point of thirst in equal 
measure.  Grace, mercy, patience, guidance, insight, vision, light of 
holiness, hope, fairness; all the goodness to nurture maturity. The love to 
live.  The streams were of the River and had them the fullness of the River.  
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The NAME was providing of Himself through the Living Water when 
received through submitted hearts. 
 
Seeing this all from above, I turned in awe to the Presence Eternal who 
was clearly One.  I fell to my knees.  I kissed His feet.  I took my given 
place in the Living Water with the current freely flowing. 
He was Love. 
He was Light. 
He was Life. 
 
I felt His love and was bathed in His light and knew Him and it was Life 
eternal. 
 
The Host of Life then said, “return to the peoples and know your prayer 
is welcome here where I remain until I come with the flood of light to 
surround My peoples with the living water once again.  I will come to you 
all who continue seeking Me.  I will bring forth in you the glory you see in 
Me.” 
 
I believed Him and with that word of promise. I was all over again filled 
with the hope of glory. And not looking back I started the decent from 
glory to glory… 
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THINGS TO REMEMBER. 
 
“The Ancient of Days is majestic.  We do not use that word lightly.” 
 
“When we deny self we invite the Holy to be part of us and to make us 
like Him.” 
 
“As we hunger and thirst for righteousness, we find it and grow in 
righteousness and away from the things that cause us guilt.” 
 
“All of us have natural needs, like food and water, but there are deeper 
needs as well.  It matters where you go looking for meaning.  Not all paths 
lead to the Ancient of Days.” 
 
“In the very beginning, the Ancient of Days, who is all-powerful and all-
knowing, created all life with His thought and word.  He created all things 
by Himself and for His good pleasure.” 
 
“It seems to be in our nature… to drift from Truth.” 
 
“We all suffer from guilt or addictions or plaguing temptations.  The Host 
may deliver you immediately once in the Highlands, but more often than 
not, addictive behavior and misguided pursuits in our lives must be battled.  
For the Ancient of Days to truly mold us, the Host must be King.  We 
must no longer think of ourselves as our own.” 
 
“The tree is no longer called the Dying Tree for no one else has been killed 
on it since.  It is now called the Mercy Tree because it was at this place that 
mercy was given to us.  To all of us.” 
 
“Many of us get stuck in life with the idea that we must forgive ourselves.  
If what is usually meant by that statement is that we must let go of the 
wrong we have done and move on, fine.  However, if you really think you 
must forgive yourself, I think you are missing the point of forgiveness.” 
 
“Forgiveness means you have been unbound.” 
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“You must believe you are fully free based solely on the forgiveness of the 
Ancient of Days and not you forgiving yourself or else you will remain in 
mental enslavement.” 
 
“Even when we wrestle in this life we who are believers cling to the 
blessings that come from the Ancient of Days.  He rules.” 
“Evil things don’t tremble because He exists.  They tremble because of His 
power and character and essence.  He has all authority.  It was He who 
created all the cosmos and is above all.  They bow to His will.” 
 
“Forgive me. 
Ancient of Days forgive me and show me Your way. 
I believe you are there.” 
 
“I was born in Receding. 
I was born again as I stepped into the Highlands.” 
 
“We find that growing closer to the Ancient of Days means we grow as 
people and we take on His characteristics.” 
 
“Grace and Mercy greets everyone through baptism.” 
 
“Sometimes people come through the Gate of Baptism and get stuck and 
never move on.  They just dwell.” 
 
“The Ancient of Days is the One being to whom all authority rests now 
and forever. We believe with our whole hearts that the Ancient of Days is 
complete in His person and is the Creator of all things.  Therefore, His 
way becomes our way.” 
 
“The gentleness and patience of the Ancient of Days gives us a chance to 
find Him.” 
 
“We must be patient with ourselves as we work ourselves to be more like 
Him because it is because of His faithful nature that we can learn to image 
Him.” 
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“True faith in the Ancient of Days must move past just that He is, but 
rather a belief in His ways and in His faithfulness and in Him as a Person 
who loves me.” 
 
“When light totally casts out the darkness, we enter a state of holiness.” 
 
“We cannot achieve holiness on our own, but it is a gift from the Ancient 
of Days to us.” 
 
“Because of the all-knowing nature of the Ancient of Days, His will, or the 
way He wants things to be, is perfect.  He knows what is best.  He knows 
what paths in life are the best.  He knows how all things work out and He 
makes the paths of life work out in His knowledge.” 
 
“He is outside of time.  He has no beginning.  He has no end.  He has no 
time where He has not been.” 
 
“Praise from me to the Ancient of Days is an action that takes all of my 
being.” 
 
“The Ancient of Days does not keep love, but it spills out and it flows to 
everyone.” 
 
“Life apart from the Ancient of Days is not a good life, but surviving or 
hungrily existing, but it is not life abundant.” 
 
“The mercy of the Ancient of Days is both free and costly.” 
 
“Growth comes from submission, but not force.” 
 
“What good would voting do?  They are Overseers because they follow 
the Name.  The more you follow the Name the more you lead.  It is all in 
how you follow the Name.  They follow so thereby they lead.” 
 
“The Man of Radiance was an overwhelming presence to witness. 
He was refreshing. 
He was inspiring. 
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He still bore the marks of how much He loved me.” 
 
“It is better for you to behold My glory as I lead.”
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JOURNAL ENTRY 13: SENT TO ABIDE. 
 
As I approached the back side of the Waterfall, I felt a strength lift from 
me. I became very weak as before when I first passed through the Waterfall 
that veiled the Beyond.  I stopped to balance my body and my emotions 
seemed to dim.  Then everything got dim. 
 
The next thing I knew, Master Ducit woke me holding me amidst the 
downpour of the Royal Falls.  He whispered, “All is good.” 
 
“Indeed,” I replied in a strained voice, “very good.” 
 
“We will camp here for the night,” said Master Ducit.  “You must gather 
your thoughts in the current of the waters and find your place in Hashem.”  
The next morning, after a night of deep sleep near the Falls, I awoke early 
full of strength and ready to go. 
 
We shared a small meal after waking.  As I ate, Master Ducit looked at me 
and asked, “So now what?” 
 
“Isn’t that why you are here… to tell me?” 
 
Master Ducit swallowed his first-meal and said, “I am here to help you, 
but not to choose your course in Hashem.  What did the Host say?  You 
should follow His words!  You did speak to Him, right?”  His words rang 
wise to me.  Just then the words of the Host came to my mind. 
 
“He said to me, ‘Follow me as I lead you. Return to the Peoples and I will 
reveal Myself to you.” 
 
Master Ducit, then proclaimed, “I only know one way to help you do that 
and I know just the place to start!  Follow me.”  He jumped up and 
marched away.  In my trust of him, I followed along.  As we started 
downhill Master Ducit commented, “You will be blessed with all things if 
you are truly serious about continuing this path.” 
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“Funny you say that now,” I replied, “I have been journeying on this path 
for some time.” 
 
“No,” Master Ducit firmly exclaimed, “This path. The one we are literally 
on right now.”  He pointed down to the ground with a wide smile. I then 
realized that I just set the course of my life in a profound way and he 
thought I had chosen wisely.  This warmed my heart because Master Ducit 
was a wise man.  I respected his opinion. 
 
I asked him after a few minutes, “Where does this path lead?” 
 
“To the main outpost of the Ducits, the Peoples of Ancient’s Rule.  A 
place we Ducits call the Forest of Green Rock.”  As he spoke, Master 
Ducit had knowing pride in his eyes. 
 
In curiosity, I asked, “What is ‘green rock’?” 
 
He looked back at me with light in his eyes and quickly responded, “Rock 
where comes forth wisdom in the continuance of life.” 
 
I thought back to my time at the top of the Royal Falls.  I remember many 
features of Hashem.  “I saw nothing like that from above the Royal Falls.” 
 
Master Ducit continued talking after my questioning remark, “It is both 
beneath the treetops of the forest and deep in the heart of Hashem.  You 
must go there to see and understand.  It cannot be viewed from a distance 
which is why you didn’t see it from the top of the Royal Falls.” 
 
We walked for a little bit.  I was lost in thought.  Master Ducit was 
humming a tune to himself.  He marched ahead of me at a good pace.  As 
we went on our way, I asked Master Ducit a question that had puzzled me 
for some time.  It was about him so I was not sure how to ask. 
 
“Master Ducit?” I began with a little hesitation. 
 
“Yes, my boy?” he replied, still humming a little. 
 



JOURNEY TO THE GLORY: A STORY ABOUT REFLECTING GOD 

223 

“Why do you have thick vines, yet no other Ducit I have seen appears in 
that way?  Why is your garment flourishing in leaves and every other Ducit 
I know is simply dressed?”  I noticed that about him the first time we met.  
I remember two things that were different about him.  The vines were one.  
The absence of his staff was the other. 
 
“Well,” Master Ducit began as he slowed his pace a little, “if you recall, I 
told you I retired my stick years ago.  When I did, I let my vines reach out 
and grow.” 
 
“I don’t understand.  You let your vines reach out?” 
 
“Yes,” said Master Ducit. “It is not as if we of the Peoples of Ancient’s 
Rule cannot grow vines like everyone else here in Hashem.  It is not as 
though we cannot dress like everyone else in Hashem.  It is a personal 
choice as we travel.  You will soon see the color within many a loyal Ducit.” 
 
My pace must have slowed a little with my lack of understanding evident 
because he put his hand on my shoulder and continued to explain as we 
walked. 
 
“My boy, the People of Ancient’s Rule are set apart to walk in the Mist and 
help lead.  The word we use for ‘set apart’ is ‘sanctified.’  Ducits lean only 
on the vine around their walking sticks.  We take a vow when we receive 
our walking sticks to rely on the Name alone.  We vow to die to self and 
we keep our vines cut.  We journey.  We sacrifice for others.  We lead.  
When that season of travel is over after many years, we become mentors 
for others.  Some of us become heads at the many outposts in the Land of 
Hashem of which I am Chief.” 
 
As we walked, some understanding dawned on me.  “So, a Ducit’s focus 
is not so much on their own growth, but the growth of others.” 
 
“Yes!” he exclaimed with a slap on my back.  “We of the People of 
Ancient’s Rule embrace a saying passed down from the Host: ‘Don’t let 
the left hand know what the right hand is doing.’  It sounds strange at first, 
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but in this way, a Ducit knows they are building trust in the Name and 
keeping their focus off their first-self.” 
 
I agreed.  It was a strange saying.  “What if you do know what your right 
hand is doing?  What is your first-self?” I asked. 
 
Master Ducit answered, “If you focus on yourself, you will, of course, 
pollute your service to the Host with egotism.  Then our service will be an 
area of pride.  That is why we say, ‘don’t let the left hand know what the 
right hand is doing.’  Our ‘first-self’ is us without loyalty to the Lord of 
Hosts.  The Host is our King.  When we live for ‘self,’ we live for our own 
will as our own king.  In the Land of Hashem, the Ancient of Days’ will is 
primary and everyone seeks to conform to imaging that will.  The Ancient 
of Days’ Son, our King, Alone lives in such a way.  That is why we seek 
Him and help others to know Him.  This is what makes Him our Host, 
our King, and our Everything. 
 
We find our true-self in His Name.  Our ‘first-self’ lives for self alone both 
in mind and body. True self-lives with a mind submitted to the Name and 
is learning to live both in mind and body as does the Host our King, our 
supreme authority because we are absolutely-sure He loves us.” 
 
I thought about what he had to say and was reminded of how new all of 
this was to me.  The Land of Hashem and its Peoples were vast and deep.  
I had so much to learn.  All I could whisper out was, “Please keep going.” 
 
Master Ducit continued, “The ‘first-self’ lives without the Son and the 
‘true-self’ lives with the Son. The first-self seems to have a will of its own 
within our body, but we stay in the light that comes from beyond the Royal 
Falls.  We soak in the Living Water through the foundation of the Rock in 
gracious patience in the atmosphere of Hashem where we learn to 
conform to what we believe.” 
 
As we walked, I could tell Master Ducit felt and believed all this to his core.  
“We do the good works of the Host and simply trust He loves us.  We lean 
on the True Vine from which we grow.  We have a saying that we share, 
‘He who began a good work in you will bring it to completion.’  I have 
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always been fond of that adage.  We seek to live that way and so, we carry 
our walking sticks as a help and continual reminder that we can falter.  Any 
of us can trip up or lose our balance in steep places.  If we trust our legs 
rather than the Power in the Vine to bring us to the completion of our 
journeys, we will not make it.” 
 
Then Master Ducit pointed to the path we were walking, “We walk on a 
strong foundation.  The path in Hashem runs over rock but the rock is not 
always visible, but here in this region around the outpost of Ancient’s Rule, 
the rock is more visible.  Much of the path is bare to the rock because this 
place is close to the Royal Veil. So, even though there is more rock than 
dirt here, life grows due to the Living Water because all is upon the firm 
foundation of the rock.  Soon you will see.” 
 
We walked and talked like this for some time until Master Ducit exclaimed, 
“Welcome to the Outpost of Ancient’s Rule!”  I looked before us to a 
forest full of trees and foliage.  The trees looked as if they forced their 
growth with great might right out of the rock.  The foundation rock ran a 
third of the way up the trunk of the trees.  These were the strongest looking 
trees I had ever seen!  They brought great wonder to mind… how could 
such powerfully beautiful life emerge from rock?  It was one thing to see 
a beautiful tree in the Emunah Valley, where there is much water and soil, 
but a forest that sprang from rock… that for me gave new meaning to the 
force of life!  This appeared to be a place without limits where life would 
grow no matter what.  As I thought back on my most recent conversation 
with Master Ducit, I figured what limited me was what remained of my 
‘first-self.’ 
 
He saw me staring at the trees and Master Ducit commented that they 
called them Foundation Trees because their roots were so deep in the 
foundation of the Land of Hashem.  The leaves were as colorful and rich 
in beauty as the lilies in the Emunah Valley.  All of it brought joy to the 
eye of my heart.  A silvery-grey-green moss grew about everywhere absent 
of bare rock and leaves.  The trees and grassy-moss put off a fresh and 
minty scent that seemed to free the mind.  Rays of light cut through the 
trees coming from beyond the Falls behind us.  The Royal Falls were now 
high and distant to the eyes, yet still within sight. 
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This place was simply stunning.  Very green.  Deep green. As we walked 
into the forest a little more, I saw people, all named Ducit I imagine, all 
around hustling and bustling.  Master Ducit was right, many were full of 
color and full of vines.  Their garments were of a balance in various 
colorful leaves.  Each seemed to be a new color I had not seen in any of 
the villages I had visited.  Blue.  A Hazy purple.  Reddish brown.  Yellow 
mixed with orange.  The forest and its colors branched out from every 
visible stone path that ran through the outpost and then in many directions 
back out into the Land of Hashem. 
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JOURNAL ENTRY 14: FRIENDS. 
 
I followed Master Ducit’s lead as we entered the outpost. We walked up 
to an open-aired tent where there where two young people.  Four cots sat 
about 6 inches off the ground.  They smiled seeing Master Ducit as if 
anticipating his arrival. He greeted one of the two, a young girl, “Hello, my 
dear, good to see you.”  Then turning to me he said, “This is Amica.” 
 
She was a short skinny girl with thoughtful eyes and the wonder of youth 
about her.  She wore the cloak (as did we all) and her vine belt. The vine 
had grown up the spine of her back around the top of her head and split 
into smaller vines that ran down the locks of her hair.  The vines flowered 
little green-yellow leaves with red highlights. I was all but certain she had 
been born in Hashem and well nurtured by her people.  Master Ducit 
spoke about Amica has having a gift for language and a love for studying 
sacred words. 
 
“She will be joining you as you stay in the outpost.  Like you,” he said as 
he sat on one of the cots, “It will be her first time to the Walls of Wisdom.  
She may read you a few verses while there.” 
 
“Wow,” I said looking at Amica. 
 
“I dabble,” she quietly and humbly replied, looking at the ground.  She 
must have more than dabbled and that was impressive since she must have 
only been 14 or 15 years old. 
 
“Good to see you, my boy,” Master Ducit greeted, turning to the young 
man beside her. 
 
He replied, “You too sir.” 
 
Then, to me, Master Ducit said, “This is Filos.”  Filos looked to be about 
2 years older than Amica. 
 
We both nodded to each other in a warm greeting.  Then Master Ducit 
introduced me further and said, “Filos will also be joining you in your time 
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here and maybe longer if it is the Ancient of Days’ will.”  Master Ducit 
then spelled out some of the young man’s history.  “Filos came across the 
Desert with his family at a young age from Receding and has been with the 
People of Genuineness which is a small village in the region of the peoples 
of Grace and Mercy.” 
 
I thought to myself, ‘I don’t remember such a village,’ and then I said so 
aloud to Master Ducit with great curiosity.  He clarified to me that there 
are many smaller villages in the Land of Hashem.  It was a land full of 
many people who reflected the Ancient of Days.  I would see them all if it 
was the will of the Ancient of Days. 
 
Filos stood up.  He was a tall young man with broad shoulders.  His vine 
belt was a deep green that climbed up his torso and draped over his 
shoulders.  Yes, a deep dark green and very firm in appearance.  Master 
Ducit spoke up about him saying, “Filos loves his family and would rather 
be with them, but he understands duty and refuses to be false.” 
 
As Master Ducit spoke my eyes were on Filos, who by his body language, 
seemed humbled by Master Ducit’s words.  It was obvious Master Ducit 
was encouraging a friendship between us.  I didn’t see any arrogance in 
him and I trusted Master Ducit’s judgment.  Filos did seem to be an upright 
young man who would make a good friend. 
 
A little hound wandered into the tent area going straight to Amica and sat 
down. He seemed to know her.  Master Ducit watched her rub the dog’s 
ears for a moment and then told me, “This is Fidus.  He is the pet of the 
Sages.  The Sages call him Fidus, but we Ducits just call him Fido.”  Fido 
was a bright-eyed little hound and looked a bit waterlogged.  He’d 
obviously been near the Falls.  He was clearly well-nourished and loved 
which bore out in his shiny coat.  Master Ducit explained with a smile, 
“Fido is always around longing for a walk and so urging us forward to the 
Caverns.”  He continued, “he is the perfect pet for poetic thinkers and the 
Sages named him well.  He is a loyal trusty little dog.” 
 
“Fido, here boy!”  We all could hear someone shouting from a distance.  
“Fido, here boy!”  Fido took off like a bolt.  I watched as he ran across the 
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outpost.  Again, I began to take in the scenery and atmosphere.  I wanted 
to be a part of what was happening in this outpost with all my heart.  To 
see a people of such good-hearted nature open and expressing their vines 
and colors as a community, was very enticing.  I wanted to jump right in 
and be a part of things.  I looked to Master Ducit who also was enjoying 
the view and cheerful mood in the air. 
 
“When will I be ready?  How long does it take?”  I had a million questions.  
He knew that. 
 
Laughing he said, “Slow down!  We have just arrived!”  He quickly added, 
“Till the vine reaches the top of your walking stick. So, it all depends on 
you and the timing of the Host who knows best.”  I, however, didn’t yet 
even have a walking stick.  I then looked at my lack of vines in comparison 
to Master Ducit. 
 
“Has anyone started and not shared in the leading walk of the Ducits?” 
 
“Yes,” he answered, with a small tinge of disappointment.  Upon hearing 
‘yes,’ my mind began to entertain a doubt that I could be a part of this 
cheerful colorful community.  Master Ducit continued answering me, “I 
must be forthright with you, my boy, many do not continue in the ways of 
the People of Ancient’s Rule.  One’s first-self has a way of holding one 
back.” 
 
“What happens to such folks?” 
 
Master Ducit looked out from the open-air tent, as if recalling a memory. 
“They remain in service in other ways and continue to move forward, yet 
slowly, to the Host calling for them.”   He paused.  With a sigh he finished 
his thought, “Or they just dwell.” 
 
“They become Dwellers!”  I said this as my mind was taken aback. I shot 
up from the cot I was sitting on.  The shock went from my brain to my 
heart to my feet. 
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Master Ducit replied as he gestured calmly for me to sit once more, “Yes, 
some fall into that state of mind, or worse.” 
 
“Worse?” I questioned. 
 
Nodding, Master Ducit answered, “Worse. They go back to Receding.” 
 
I had never heard of anyone going from Receding to the Highlands and 
then back to Receding again.  Actually, I don’t recall anyone except the 
Monks of the Encampment telling tales of the Land of Hashem. 
 
“How can that be?” I questioned. 
 
Master Ducit looked me in the eyes replied, “It is rare, but can happen.  
Some do return to Receding.  Even rarer than that is someone who returns 
to Receding and then comes back to the Land of Hashem.  Those that 
return always say, ‘All things are possible with the Ancient of Days.’  
Now,” he said with a pat on my shoulder, “get some rest my boy.” 
 
I laid back on the cot I was sitting on.  Amica and Filos went about their 
business.  I had just closed my eyes when Master Ducit said some parting 
words, “A Sage once told me a saying and I have never forgotten! 
 
Tomorrow we go to the walls, 
to the light, 
to the words, 
to the bright. 
 
Tomorrow we go deep into the Mountain, 
where the mind is fed, 
where the soul finds bread, 
where our vines find meat, 
soil for our feet. 
 
Tomorrow we go see the treasured fruit of the walls, 
words from the Name. 
If we eat our soul full, we will sing; 
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Then growing leaves like wings, 
Shall ever flee ignorance to a sky’s lofty view 
In the rest of our King.” 
 
My eyes were closed.  I was concentrating, but I really had no 
understanding what he just said, “What?” was all that came out of my 
mouth.  I opened my eyes and looked at him for an answer. 
 
He smiled, seeming a little disappointed, and said, “Tomorrow we go to 
the Caverns, to the Chambers of Light.” 
 
I sat up on my elbows a little, “To the Walls of Wisdom?!” 
 
“Enough for now,” he added, “time for sleep.” 
I laid down my head again.  I laid there, but I could not sleep.  I laid there 
with my mind running.  I laid there waiting for night to come, thinking 
darkness would help slow my mind.  As I laid there, I realized dark was 
not coming to the outpost, just a dimmer light.  I could not settle my mind 
and got up to walk the outpost.  Soon, I met a fellow and questioned him 
about the lack of night. 
 
He responded, “Lack? Not much ‘lack’ in these parts.  We would never 
call the abundance of light a lack of darkness.  You seem to be a bit 
backward in your frame of mind.  Please don’t take offense.  I am just a 
man of guidance pointing to the light.” 
 
He looked at me with a bit of wonder and continued, “I am surprised you 
don’t understand this by now… it is never completely dark in the Land of 
Hashem.  It is particularly never dark or dim here at the Outpost of 
Ancient’s Rule.  Here it is even brighter due to the bare rock of the 
Mountain.  This land is the lowermost to the Royal Falls where what is 
from beyond comes forth from the Ancient of Days. There is natural 
daylight and there is light from beyond.  Living Water from above pours 
down over the rock of the Mountain with great power.  In like manner, 
there is little to shroud the brilliance of the light from the Walls of Wisdom 
deeper in the rock of the Mountain.  Light, like the Living Water, comes 
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from beyond.  That is a long explanation to say we have much light here… 
even below the trees of the forest.” 
 
As the man was talking, meaning suddenly dawned on me.  I had come to 
know the Host, but now in knowing Him I felt I was coming to know 
myself, my true self I guess.  That term, “true self,” began to take on 
relevance. I realized, as the man just told me, my thinking was a bit 
backward.  What the Ducits were saying about denying self was beginning 
to take on reality.  This dawning realization made me a little disappointed 
in myself.  I departed the company of the man who found it his place to 
point to light. 
 
On my way back I walked with my face into the soft breeze and I was 
cheered up as my mind began to dwell on how here, with the Ducits in 
Hashem, I was in a real way beginning to know who I could be.  It seemed 
I just needed to know the Host first and now I can fully focus on what 
living is about. The hope of His glory was all around me.  I needed to focus 
on it and not myself.  Or as the man put it, “stop thinking backward.”  I 
soon reached the open-air tent and went to sleep. 
 
Filos woke me the next day and we were all quick to the path toward the 
Walls of Wisdom.  We talked and got to know one another along the way.  
We also were in awe of the landscape.  The rock there had an even grander 
luminous quality, much like water reflecting light.  The deeper into the 
cliffs we went the more luminous the landscape.  It was the same with the 
foliage. 
 
I was wondering how long we would be hiking until Fido perked up and 
began circling Amica.  Soon after, we all caught a scent in the air like minty-
soil.  There before us, just up the path, was a meadow of leafy tall grass 
into which Fido ran.  He rolled a bit and jumped back up coming to us 
with the same scent from his coat that was in the air, through much 
stronger.  Again Fido circled Amica in excitement. 
 
“What’s going on?” I asked, staring at the hyper dog. 
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Master Ducit then declared, “We are there!  The caverns are just beyond 
that hedge.”  He pointed to a hedge that lead into a bend in the path.  At 
this point, Fido dashed off down the path and around the bend.  Amica 
sprinted after Fido knowing we were at the cavern.  I took off after them 
in a rush even though Master Ducit and Filos kept to the same pace behind 
us.  I rounded the bend, seeing Amica catch up with Fido, who had met a 
man and was happy to see him.  Fido jumped and circled him quickly with 
excitement. 
 
The man calmly commanded, “Settle down Fidus, settle down.” When I 
heard him say Fidus, I knew he was likely a Sage.  Master Ducit and Filos 
approached after a moment. As they did, I saw others coming to us from 
a cave at the foot of the Mountain.  Each appeared to have  vivid 
unblemished skin with green leaves about them that gave off a sweet-
smelling scent.  Their eyes glowed like little lanterns of joy and a greyish-
silver moss highlighted their hair and beards.  These were Sages all.  They 
were the People of Ancient’s Rule who live at the Walls of Wisdom. 
 
Master Ducit, clarified as I looked at these Sages, “What looks like grayish-
silvery moss on their hair and beards grows naturally in reaction to the light 
of the caverns.  The moss grows because they abide long periods of time 
in the chambers.  They show themselves to be truly respectful of the 
Ancient of Days.  Only the reverent can live in the light of the Mountain.  
All others are driven out due to their lack of reverence.  Not rebellion mind 
you, but their level of trust is low.  Many experience the words in the light 
and it shows moral weakness, which brings discomfort.  In the caverns, 
the light consumes and the mites feast.” 
 
He continued to explain as the Sages greeted Fidus, Amica, Filos, Master 
Ducit, and myself.  He was preparing me and I was thankful.  He 
continued, “The Sages have fully submitted to the process of the light.  The 
mites in the cavern have eaten away almost all their first-self.  Only at the 
depths of the caverns and at the Walls of Wisdom can one be so 
enlightened.  It feels unnatural and uncomfortable in the caves to be eaten 
by light mites while you think and reason about the words on the Walls.  
Our bodies are never fully healed when we first enter the caverns.  Deep 
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in us remains the consequence of sores from life in Receding.  Some when 
they enter still have sores on the outside still in need of healing. 
 
The light mites, since they consume anything not of the living light, are 
like fire to anything dead.  You feel their presence!  It makes it so very hard 
to focus on the words of wisdom.  After a long time, after a great amount 
of time in the caverns of the Mountain, in the slow cold burn of denying 
self, the light mites do their work.  You do have a choice… either leave 
the light or go to a more comfortable region where the light is dimmer.  
You should understand that deep wisdom only comes to those in the light 
at the Walls of Wisdom.  Just as it has been echoed down to us all from 
many Sages, ‘what we do now has lasting results in the present and 
forever.’” 
 
One of the Sages overheard Master Ducit and continued my education in 
a kindly tone, “Before the Host returns in fullness, we are limited, but when 
the light rolls down and the living water surrounds us completely, then the 
first self of all will be consumed and there will be continual abundance for 
those who are in the light.” 
 
We moved from where these Sages greeted us to a small alcove where we 
were given refreshments and the opportunity to rest after our hike.  Amica, 
Filos, and I learned more about the Vivid Men (that is not what they're 
called, but how I think of them).  I was told they are like the Scholars of 
Deep Thought in that they are from all parts of Hashem.  They have 
committed themselves to the study of life in the depths of the Mountain.  
They are mindful of wise songs and psalms, sayings and stories, all of 
which come from the Walls of Wisdom.  Each of these songs or sayings 
are written on the walls and are told through many voices over time as 
people discover them. 
 
After a while, another of the Sages… one of the Vivid Men… arrived at 
the alcove and greeted us.  He was a short thin man with a bald head and 
a long beard full of the greyish-silver moss that was in all the Vivid Men’s 
hair.  His bald head was full of some kind of script I could not read.  It 
looked like a whole book all over his head.  His colors gleamed like leaves 
under morning daylight.  He said, “Ducit call me Lepus.”  He smiled at 
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Master Ducit for a reason mysterious to me at that moment, but I soon 
caught on that Master Ducit must have coined that name. 
 
“Why do they call you Lepus?”  I asked because I had not heard a name 
like that before. 
 
He just kept smiling at Master Ducit.  Master Ducit spoke up in response 
to the smile, “His name is not really Lepus.  That is a nickname.  The name 
means ‘rabbit.’  This man before you is quick of mind, still in the face of 
danger, and occupies most his time in the foliage and holes of the 
Mountain.” 
 
Master Ducit leaned over and whispered a question to me, “Remember 
our talk about ‘not letting the left hand know what the right hand is 
doing’?” 
 
I nodded. 
 
Master Ducit continued in his quiet voice, “This man is a fine example of 
that.  Notice how he dared not speak about himself, but rather points to 
what others have tested and judged right to say about him.” 
 
Lepus seemed to be fully aware of Master Ducit’s whispers.  He smiled 
and humbly began to tell me about the surroundings.  Master Ducit 
pointed out this man’s focused nature saying, “Just like Lepus… hopping 
right to it!”  And with that Master Ducit stood and stated, “I must get back 
to the children, but you and Amica and Filos are now in good hands!” 
 
Then, as other times, my guide walked away.  I knew in my heart it was 
time to submit and start anew my life among the People of Ancient’s Rule.  
Lepus began to explain that there are many caves and chambers in the 
caverns of the Mountain, but three hallowed chambers would be where we 
would visit.  Each had sacred Words.  One of sacred wisdom.  One of 
many stories.  One of many psalms.  Each would communicate wisdom 
that reaches out to us from deep in the heart of the rock from beyond the 
Mountain. 
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Lepus got up from the alcove and began walking.  He gestured sweepingly 
towards the rock face and said, “There are no words here, but walk with 
me and I’ll put some in your ears to think on until your eyes reach the 
Walls. 
 
He spoke. 
I listened. 
 
“Trust not in your own understanding and honor the Ancient of Days.” 
 
As I thought about the words he was sharing, I realized that this place 
seemed to be about both learning and unlearning.  I always think then trust, 
but trust comes first with the Ancient of Days.  I had to unlearn ‘think 
then trust’ and learn ‘trust and then think.’  I brought up a question to 
Lepus, hoping it would help me and also the others, “Did you mean to 
trust the Ancient of Days more than self-wit?” 
 
Lepus replied, “It works that way as we grow in trust.  Light is slow burning 
and reveals intellectual effort and discovery.” 
 
“I know,” I said, “It’s what’s in the heart that matters.”  I looked at my 
vines that were puny with very few leaves.  I pointed my thumbs at myself, 
“My vines are weak and puny.  Does this not show my heart to be self-
absorbed?” 
 
Lepus commented with love and honesty, “There may be truth in that 
statement.  Time will tell, but you have only begun and what’s in your heart 
has just now sprouted toward glory.  Your vines will grow, but only as far 
as you go in Hashem.  You can only take others to where you have been 
or are going yourself.  Besides, how did you get here?  It took time.  It took 
some kind of journey.  It takes time, but take courage, my young friend, in 
the patience of the Ancient of Days.” 
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JOURNAL ENTRY 15: WALLS OF WISDOM. 
 
Soon we reached the cavern door.  Lepus looked at us and said, “Here is 
where you find out where your trust lies.”  I was amazed to be able to see 
within the cavern as we entered.  The light really was coming from the 
rock!  I looked for candles, like at the cave before Gate of Baptism, but no 
candles were present and no means of reflecting daylight into the cavern 
was there either.  This was light from the Host!  I knew this light for I had 
witnessed the light of glory at the Royal Falls of Hashem.  This light was 
not as bright though.  I guess it had been veiled by the rock, but there was 
indeed light in the rock. 
 
Suddenly, walking toward us from within the cavern, a Sage greeted us 
saying, “Brother Lepus, have you brought me, new friends?” 
 
Lepus replied warmly, “Indeed!” Then turning to us the Sage informed us, 
“They called me Brother Lector.”  He quickly guided us forward explaining 
all we saw on the interior walls.  The walls were full of drawings, sayings, 
proverbs, poems, songs, and stories.  He explained, “What you see is from 
many Peoples.  They speak of their lives and what they have learned from 
the Ancient of Days.” 
 
Reading was all but impossible since most of what was on the walls was in 
the language of the First Ones.  I found the drawings and symbols 
interesting.  Amica did as well.   There were pictures of streams, serpents, 
fire, farmers, dancers, and people in worship.  What did they mean?   I 
have no idea, but because they were there shining on the walls I knew in 
time they would serve me in understanding the ways of the Ancient of 
Days. 
 
As we continued into the cavern, I could feel the brightness of the rock.  
Yes, with each step I physically felt the light.  A cool burning sensation 
passed right through my skin and felt as if I had hot insects buzzing 
through my soul.  This buzzing pressed right into the deep marrow of my 
bones. I must admit my first instinct was to get out of the light of the 
chamber.  I felt as if my heart was transparent.  My past failures seemed to 
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run to the front of my mind and I realized the light mites were beginning 
to feast.  I did not like it.  Unnatural.  Uncomfortable. 
 
Brother Lector brought us to an inside entryway and said, “This is the 
Chamber of Sacred Wisdom.”   Amica, Filos, and I followed him in to see 
walls filled with words in the language of the First Ones. The rock walls 
glistened as if the words were written in silver.  Also on the walls was much 
of the greyish-silver moss. 
 
Brother Lector spoke loudly and deeply in a majestic commanding voice, 
“Listen to the Word of the Ancient of Days: 
‘My son, do not forget my teachings, but let your heart keep my commandments, For 
length of days and years of life and peace they will add to you. Let not steadfast love and 
faithfulness forsake you: bind them around your neck: Write them on the table of your 
heart. So, you will find favor and good success in the sight of the Ancient of Days and 
in other people. Trust in the Existing One with all your heart, and do not lean on your 
own understanding. In all your ways acknowledge Him, and He will make straight your 
paths. Be not wise in your own eyes: fear the Ancient of Days and turn away from evil. 
It will be healing to your flesh and refreshment to your bones.’” 
 
He went on, but it was becoming hard for me to focus.  The sights were 
beautiful.  The words were eternally important.  I could not focus because 
the light mites had me worried.  I was starting to panic a little that I would 
be overwhelmed by the light and by the mites. 
 
Brother Lepus, who up to this point seemed to be aware of every thought 
that ran through my mind, said directly to me as he looked into my eyes: 
“We who come and live in the bright light live under the majesty of grace.  
You are more than safe here.  Leave self behind.  Give the King your 
mind.” 
 
Then with a confident prophetic tone which I will never forget, Brother 
Lepus said with increasing glow in his eyes, “You will not be a Dweller.” 
 
This was the second time someone had said those words to me.  I didn’t 
think of it as prophetic the first time, but Brother Lepus was as prophetic 
as anyone I had ever met.  I figured in my limited experience that his words 
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were most likely a prophetic word for me.  I didn’t realize just how much 
I was encouraged the first time I heard those words.  I was only a 
newcomer to the Land of Hashem.  Now in this place, I was again on a 
new journey and felt strengthened again to remain in the light. 
Nevertheless, I could still feel the mites. 
 
Once more Brother Lepus, like a mind-reader, said, “Let them do their 
work.” 
 
My trust in the Ancient of Days was being tested. 
 
He said it again softer, “Let them do their work.” 
 
I tried to still myself.  I tried to still my heart.  I asked, “You are so vivid… 
so full of light… how did that happen?” 
 
He replied, “Spend enough time in the rock and what comes from there 
will come from you.” 
 
“Like your silver moss?” I asked. 
 
“Yes,” he responded, “What grows from the rock will grow on you.” 
 
“How long does that take?” I asked with curiosity. 
 
Lepus just smiled and said, “Eat the words on the walls.” 
 
“How do you eat words?” I questioned to myself. 
 
Brother Lepus continued, “Meditate on them until their nutrients give 
expression.  Until your leaves grow.  Until your face glows.  Brother Lector 
read the answer to your question earlier.  Remember?  He said: ‘It will be 
healing to your flesh and refreshment to your bones.” 
 
Soon we left that chamber and continued further into the cavern.  It was a 
steady pace.  Well, all except for Amica who was falling behind because 
she had pulled a notebook from her pack as soon as we entered the cave.  
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She was writing down the words that shined from the rock.  Filos kept 
telling her to keep up, but she was lost in the words. 
 
Finally, Brother Lepus said, “Fidus watch.”  Then he said to Filos, “Son, 
she’ll be fine.  Fidus will keep her company.  Let her learn in her own way.” 
 
Brother Lector, who had rejoined us silently a few minutes before, spoke 
up after we got a little further into the cave.  He motioned to a side 
chamber and said, “Follow me.”  I did. 
 
We walked into a chamber that was spacious, high, and very wide.  The 
walls were full of words on its luminescent walls.  “All stories,” Brother 
Lector indicated after we crossed passed the entry. “This,” he said with a 
small pause in reverence, “is the Chamber of Stories.”  We walked to the 
center of the chamber.  “Sit down.” 
 
We sat. 
 
Brother Lector continued once we were all comfortable on the stone floor 
of the cavern, “I like to read this one to newcomers.” He pointed to a 
portion of the script running over the arch the chamber entryway.  He 
walked around to a carved stairway in the wall of the cavern that circled 
atop the entryway.  He placed himself before the words and began to read 
and translate to us at the same time. 
 
He realized his thinking was taking away from the story. I assumed, 
because it was and because he stopped and said: “I sense you will be better 
served with a paraphrase… 
 
The story here is about a man who hated wickedness.  There were other 
people in the story that mistreated everyone and even his own family and 
relatives.  The other people skinned enemies alive, crushed their babies, 
and dehumanized women. They stole from everyone.  They lived in total 
selfishness with no regard for human life.  This evilness did not escape the 
attention of the Ancient of Days.  One day, the Ancient of Days came to 
this man and told him to tell the wicked people to turn from their wicked 
behavior.  Turn or He would destroy them and their large city. 
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When the man heard this, he was furious. The idea of giving this wicked 
people a chance for redemption was more than his heart could take.  He 
was grieved and angered by the wicked people and their actions toward his 
own people.  They merited only death in his mind.  So, he ran from the 
Ancient of Days.  So, he ran away from the command of the Ancient of 
Days so that the people would be destroyed.  He went on a ship and sailed 
away from his duty to call the wicked people to turn from wickedness and 
live.” 
 
As he spoke, my mind wandered to Puella and to those that took advantage 
of her sadness.  How they victimized many in Receding!  How they 
deserved punishment for their behavior!  How they embraced the 
mistreatment of people for the own self-gain!  I sympathized with the man 
in the story.  I liked him.  I liked the man who hated those wicked people 
that hurt his people and longed to see their destruction. 
 
Yet the Ancient of Days, in the story, longed to free the people from 
destruction.  I must admit I identified more with the man who hated the 
wickedness than the Ancient of Days because of the ruin that was coming 
to Puella’s life and to the people of Receding under the oppression of the 
Pond Lords and their host Prince-Nachash. 
 
Brother Lector kept paraphrasing, looking to the words on the wall from 
time to time: 
“On the ship, a storm began to rage at sea.  The man who hated the wicked 
people knew why the storm was raging.  It was him.  He was to blame.  So, 
he tells the men sailing the ship to throw him overboard.  He said, ‘My 
God has brought this storm and we will all die if you don’t put me 
overboard.’  They fought the storm but to no avail.  Finally, they put the 
man overboard. 
 
Once in the water, he was swallowed by a great fish and in the belly of the 
fish for three days.  He was in the belly of the fish until he told the Ancient 
of Days he would proclaim His offer of forgiveness.  The fish vomited 
him ashore and he spoke the offer of forgiveness to the wicked people. 
The people turned from their wickedness!   This infuriated the man again 
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and he prayed to the Ancient of Days, ‘I knew you would forgive them 
and now I want to die.  Kill me.  I would rather die than live.’ 
 
The man then went to a cliff that looked over the city.  He built a shelter 
to have cover from the hot sun.  He wanted to see what would happen to 
the wicked people.  At the shelter, the Ancient of Days made a little plant 
grow to shade the man in his hot misery.  The man was very happy to have 
the plant and loved it, but the next morning the Ancient of Days sent a 
worm to attack the little plant and it died.  The hot sun beat down on the 
man and upset about the loss of the little plant, he cried out to the Ancient 
of Days again, ‘I want to die.’ 
 
“Dramatic,” Filos said disapprovingly. 
 
Brother Lector continued and indicated the part of the wall he was 
paraphrasing: 
“The Ancient of Days asked, ‘Are you so mad you would rather die than 
live?’  The man said ‘yes.’  The Ancient of Days then instructed the man, 
‘You are so angry about the loss of the plant that you did nothing to 
produce.  It grew up and was lost in a day.  Should I not care for a massive 
people that know not right from wrong?’” 
 
I took the story to heart and again saw how much of my first-self needed 
the aid of the light mites. I could feel them feast on me as the story was 
told.  In my heart, I desired the destruction of the wicked people.  In the 
luminescence of the rock, I could indeed see better the mercy of the 
Ancient of Days and how my heart needed to conform.  Brother Lector 
finished the story.  It was an abrupt ending.  The story seemed unfinished, 
but the point was well made. 
 
Leaving the Chamber of Stories, my mind was rich with thought, but my 
body was tired. I was glad to hear Brother Lector say, “We shall rest here.”  
He pointed to a tree… a tree… in the caverns!  The tree was surrounded 
by a smooth grass garden bathed in the glim of the rock.  Yes, I said a tree 
and a garden!  I might have rubbed my eyes a few times to make sure I was 
not seeing some kind of vision or coming down with an illness. 
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Brother Lepus spoke up saying, “This is what we Sages call the Tree of 
Grace.  We call it that because it is a gift to us as we live here in the rock.  
Everywhere you see the soft grass is a place of rest.” 
 
My body embraced the covering of the tree.  I dropped my body on the 
grass and laid my head close to the trunk of the tree.  The tree-shaded my 
body a little from the luminescence of the rock and seemed to ease the 
intensity of the light mites.  The tree and the grass felt native to my body, 
but the luminescence was more than I could bare in my own strength.  The 
tree was indeed a gift!  The grass joy to my weary body! 
 
Under the comfort of the tree, my mind focused on the meaning of the 
story.  Until I heard the story, destruction seemed to be the only means to 
overcome truly dark wickedness. However, it turns out the destruction of 
humans in the Ancient of Days’ judgment is a part of His continual life-
giving nature.  The destruction of the wicked can be achieved through 
kindness from a heart never harboring hatred for them.  The Ancient of 
Days is never overlooking immoral behavior, but is always overcoming it 
through the relational giving of life. 
 
Brother Lepus again spoke up, as if I had been thinking aloud, which I had 
not.  He said, “He really does love us you know.  We, like the people in 
that story, come into the world and do not know right from wrong.  We 
all do wrong things and become enemies of the Ancient of Days.  He 
always offers life, but He never forces life.  Tomorrow you will hear much 
from sacred words that speak of His great love and righteous.” 
 
On one hand, all of this sounded very nice.  On the other hand, it was all 
quickly becoming more than just a little hard to live up to.  I covered my 
eyes with my arm because it was so light.  Again, there was a lack of night.  
I found it difficult to sleep in abundant light.  I sought sleep. 
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JOURNAL ENTRY 16: MORE WORDS. 
 
I woke up to a scratching sound. It was Amica who appeared to be reading 
and taking notes. I went to her with a groggy good spirit and asked, “Up 
early I see?” 
 
“No sleep for me,” she said.  She didn’t sound groggy.  “I am not wasting 
a moment here at the Walls.” 
 
“So what do you have there?  May I see?” 
 
“Sure,” she said in a confident tone. “I have some of what we have seen 
on the Walls. I wrote the wisdom down and now I am going to sort it out.” 
 
“Wow,” I said in surprise, “You read this language?!” 
 
“Yes, a little,” she replied humbly.  She had copied down pages and pages 
of the words.  It was more than a little.  Many of the pages had numbers 
above the pages and some numbers over a few of the lines.  She continued 
as she pointed at one of the pages in my hand, “I think I can read parts of 
this one.”  She turned the page in my hand to words that had the number 
28.  “This word means, ‘Lord’ and this one, ‘my rock,’ and this one, ‘I cry 
out,’ and this one, ‘heard,’ and then it says something about, ‘for mercy,’ 
and then, ‘go down the pit.’  This next to the last word is ‘help.’  And then 
there is something about, ‘hand toward most holy.’” 
 
“Wow, very good,” I said. 
 
“Yes,” she giggled, “I am working on it. Someday I’ll read full sentences.”  
She had others she shared with me in the same way ordered and numbered 
to help her study. 51, 27, and 23 were on the page she had opened in her 
notebook.  She said many in her village new 23 by heart. 
 
“Where did this come from?” I asked. 
 
Tilting her head backward, she looked behind us and pointed, “In there.”  
Looking myself over her shoulder, I saw another chamber. Amica grabbed 
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her notebook from my hand and said, “Come on I’ll show you.  It’s 
beautiful in there.”  There was the intensity of light and a presence of 
authority.  This was a sacred chamber.  Once in the chamber, I could see 
why Amica sacrificed her sleep.  Brother Lector and others walked in. 
 
Brother Lector looked to me and declared, “This is the Chamber of 
Psalms.” 
 
Brother Lector began to read one psalm after another and as he did, the 
words came into my mind like pleasant music.  This chamber was different 
from the last chamber. In the Chamber of Psalms, there was a constant 
calming effect on my whole being.  I remember well many of the lines 
from the psalms as Brother Lector worked his eyes through the entire 
chamber. 
 
Here are some lines I remember: 
“He heals the broken heart and bandages their wounds” 
and 
“He sends His command through the earth: swiftly His order reaches its destination, 
He sends the snow that is white like wool: He spreads the frost that is white like ashes. 
He throws His hailstones like crumbs. Who can withstand the cold wind He sends? He 
orders it all to melt: He breathes on it, and the water flows.” 
and 
“Sprinkle me with water and I will be pure wash me and I will be whiter than snow.” 
 
They are of course better when you hear them in their entirety, but these 
lines fixed in my mind.  Some of them were even sang by Brother Lector.  
Brother Lector would feed us a line with a simple tune and we would repeat 
in song.  It was a good time for all!  We spent a whole day in the chamber 
and then again rested under the Tree of Grace. 
 
While we were resting under the tree, Filos (who hadn’t said much all day) 
asked Brother Lepus, “With so many words and so much on the walls to 
ponder and think on, what is Wisdom really?” 
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The Sage respond quickly, “That which is pure, peace-loving, gentle, 
accommodating, full of mercy, good fruit, unwavering, and without 
hypocrisy.” 
 
Filos had a strange unhappy look on his face.  “Those are helpful and 
beautiful words,” he said trying to swallow his disappointment, “But it just 
sounded like the words from the walls.”  He was seeking an even more 
plain explanation. 
 
Brother Lepus replied, “Well, at least you know the words when you hear 
them. Indeed, what I said came from the wisdom on the walls and I choose 
them for a reason.  They are plainly spoken, but I understand your thirst 
and your disappointment.” 
 
He then called for the focused attention of all three of us.  With a great 
emphasis in his body language, he proclaimed: “There are no shortcuts to 
the treasure of the Ancient of Days!  I can tell you this… and let it be a 
compass to your soul. 
He is Wisdom, the Host Himself; the Son of the Ancient of Days. 
Blessed is the one who finds wisdom. 
It and He are more profitable than silver and better than gold. 
Nothing in His creation can compare to Him. 
In Him there is a path of peace; the nature that leads to the tree of life. 
True wisdom on our part then is to abide in His faithfulness.” 
 
No one uttered a word. 
No one asked a question. 
All was quiet. 
 
Brother Lepus broke the silence after some time and told us where we 
were going next.  He said, “Within a chamber, rich in light were we Sages 
like to go to pray, is a spring that has brought forth a pool full of fish.  
Those who enter it can see their reflection clearly as the words on its walls 
help them see their self-inflicted barriers to royal conformity.”  We all 
drifted to sleep under the Tree of Grace. 
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The next day, we were back walking deeper into the Mountain until we 
reached the chamber where the Sages go to pray.  I must admit, I was 
fearful as we entered because I could feel the light mites like smoldering 
fire in my bones.  Being this deep in the Mountain was like being eaten 
alive.  I was dying in this place as much as I was learning to live.  Still, I 
longed for it and with that longing came peace beyond understanding.  
That understanding rested at my core. 
 
I went into the chamber as did Brother Lepus.  The chamber was smaller 
than the others we had visited.  It too was full of words and within the 
chamber was a little pond.  The pond was a pool of water so clear you 
could see to the bottom even though the little pond was not all that deep.  
And just as Brother Lepus had told me, it was full of colorful fish.  Seeing 
the appetizing fish, I realized I had not eaten for two days or more! 
 
Brother Lepus again, read me like a book and observed, “Hungry I see.” 
 
“Yes,” I replied. 
 
Then Lepus added, “If you can catch a fish, they are good.  They are the 
tastiest fish in Hashem.” 
 
I reached out immediately thinking I could get lucky and grab fish by the 
hand, but they were too quick for me.  Then my eye focused on the water 
in some sort of waking vision.  I saw myself shiny in the reflection of the 
water.  I had never seen myself shiny before or thought of myself as one 
who could so brightly reflect light.  This is me embraced by the light of the 
Ancient of Days.  There in the Chamber of Prayer, I was given a precious 
gift. 
 
Brother Lepus spoke up, “Believe in what comes from the Walls of 
Wisdom.” 
 
I still thought that it was all more than I had the strength to live up to.  I 
sat back looking at the walls and noticed purposefully placed words 
seeming to hover above the water from my vantage point.  I pointed and 
asked brother Lepus, “What do they say?” 
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“They are about the Name,” he answered reverently, “They say: ‘Be still 
and know that I AM.’”  A few moments later he said, “’We don’t live by 
food alone.’” 
 
I placed my hand in the water as still as I could be.  The fish swam across 
my hand like air through the branches of a tree.  A few moments later, I 
prayed as a school of blue-hued fish came over my hand.  Then, I raised 
my hand from the water with fingers uplifted with one blue fish flapping 
in my grip.  I did not fight for the fish or hunt it.  I received the fish, you 
might say.  I took it more than luck under the circumstances.  There at the 
chamber, set apart for prayer, it was wisdom that fed me. 
 
“Allow me,” Brother Lepus spoke up with a blade in his hand.  I handed 
the fish to him and he began to clean the fish. As he did so, I laid by the 
still waters and they strengthened my soul.  There at the little pond, I was 
free of the bite of the light mites.  It seemed their work was done for the 
time being. 
 
Brother Lepus soon came to my side and said, “Here.  Eat.  The King 
provides.”  He had prepared the fish for me.  I ate.  We returned to the 
others where the Sages informed us our time in the Walls of Wisdom had 
come to an end. 
 
After three days in the caverns, we were covered with the caverns’ earthy-
mint scent which filled the air as we came from the light of the chambers.  
We all emerged from the cave with portions of wisdom written on the rock 
forever written on our hearts.  We began our return back to the outpost of 
Ancient’s Rule. 
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JOURNAL ENTRY 17: PREPARATIONS. 
 
On the way back, we were taken to a special place in the Forest of Green 
Rock.  One of the Sages said, “Today you get the wood to express your 
heart’s conviction.” So, we went to a chosen place to find the wood for 
our walking sticks.  Once there, we found a garden of trees all of the same 
type…Green Rockwood.  These were like the big trees, just smaller. 
 
Brother Lepus said, “Go from where the rock stops and the wood begins 
and make sure you have enough wood for what you have in mind for the 
stick.” 
 
I stood at a tree for a few moments just staring at it.  Before I got the 
wood, I thought of the several Ducits that had guided me to the Host.  I 
thought of their selfless actions.  I thought of all the Peoples of Hashem 
and even back to my family in Receding.  It didn’t take me long.  It was 
clear to me what my walk as a People of Ancient’s Rule was to reflect.  I 
was to be overflowing in the ways of the Ancient of Days… His Nature 
poured out to others just as the waters from the Royal Falls. 
 
I found my wood easy enough and the Sages gave us some carving knives.  
I then carved a bowl like the one when I made with the Peoples of 
Inspiration.  It was a bowl full of holes.  The bowl of holes was to 
symbolize the loving action I hoped would pour out of my life into others.  
I want to be continually filled and continually poured out just like the 
Living Water pours into the Land of Hashem. 
 
Filos too had carved a handle. It was the shape of a bull split right down 
the middle. He told me it was a symbol of a fulfilled promise between his 
family and the Ancient of Days.  Brother Lepus and Brother Lector told 
us that they would deliver our sticks to the Finishers who were the skilled 
craftsmen of the People of Ancient’s Rule. 
 
Amica did not carve a stick.  She had other hopes about how she would 
serve the Host our King.  She would serve Him through her gift for words 
and study.  At this point, Brother Lepus sent us back down the path to the 
Outpost.  He embraced each of us warmly.  Fidus circled us all and said 
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goodbye as dogs do. After warmly saying goodbye, we went to the 
Outpost. 
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JOURNAL ENTRY 18: CEREMONY AT THE ROCK. 
 
It did not take us long to reach the Outpost.  We found Master Ducit at 
his open-air tent.  He greeted each of us warmly as we approached.  “I see 
from the light in your eyes that the Wisdom from the Walls found its way 
to your heart.”  With great joy, he said, “I am so pleased and proud of you 
three.”  He glanced at Filos and I and acknowledged, “It seems we have a 
ceremony to prepare for.” 
 
“Yes,” Filos said with respect, “Master Ducit we have submitted our 
walking sticks to the Finishers.” 
 
“Well then,” he said taking his place between us with one arm around each 
of us, “I shall show you where the ceremony will take place.”  We followed 
Master Ducit just south of the Outpost to a fairly open area in the Forest.  
Amica followed.  At the center of the open area, was a large rock with one 
side sloping down into the ground like a natural staircase.  He pointed and 
instructed us, “Here is where we will all meet at brightest light tomorrow.” 
 
Amica spoke up, “I can come too, right?” 
 
“Of course!  Anyone, especially friends, are welcome!” 
 
We took in the scenery for a bit and we went back to our tent. 
 
The next day was spent at the Rock. The whole Outpost and all the Sages 
were present.  Every Ducit was present as were Finishers and all sorts of 
people I had not met yet.  And just as Master Ducit told us, at brightest 
light, he called for Filos and I.  We walked atop the Rock as everyone in 
the Outpost encircled us.  Those that had walking staffs held them up 
around the Rock in honor and praise to the Ancient of Days. 
 
Master Ducit began the ordination. 
 
Filos went first. 
I went second. 
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Master Ducit looked to me, “Do you take the Vow?” 
 
I replied with the promise, “I deny self.” 
 
At this, a cutting blade was placed in my hand and all the Peoples of 
Ancient’s Rule together said, “We rejoice in our weakness.” 
 
Master Ducit looked at my vines and I knew what this meant.  I was cut to 
the heart since my vines had quite the growth spurt recently and I was just 
beginning to feel a sense of achievement.  Nevertheless, I clipped them 
from my belt from which they had grown. 
 
Master Ducit then proclaimed in a loud deep voice, “The power of the 
Name is made complete in weakness.” 
 
I replied (as we practiced), “I rejoice.” 
Then I took a short vine cut from my belt and planted it around my staff. 
Filos did the same. 
 
“Take up your walking staff and may this stick ever remind you to lean on 
the Ancient of Days and abide in the True Vine.  Now walk His path for 
you are of the People of Ancient’s Rule.  You have no name other than 
‘Ducit.’” 
 
To which all the Ducits exclaimed, “He Leads.” 
 
And all aloud, all the Peoples of Ancient’s Rule began to pray for me and 
for Filos.  I heard some words amidst the many voices: 
“Be manifest in Your servant guide to Your Peoples.” 
“Water Your fields, until the day of light and harvest.” 
“Fill them with Your nature.” 
 
I added, my own voice to the People, “Fill me with Your nature and pour 
me out like the Royal Falls.” 
 
“Amen,” Master Ducit stated, “Good words!” 
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With that, the People of Ancient’s Rule roared in praise to the Ancient of 
Days. 
The day then spent in thankful celebration. 
 
The next morning, I and… Well, that’s a story for another day. A story of 
virtue and growth. 
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JOURNAL ENTRY 19: VIRTUOUS GROWTH. 

 
In addition to the Ancient Story being true, I now knew that life in the land 
of Living Water was more than my eyes could see.  My way forward would 
require focused faith in the Ancient of Days.  I was optimistic though since 
I had further support and friendship. Filos and I had walking sticks and 
had united with the People of Ancient’s Rule.  Yes, indeed, our carefully 
crafted wooden sticks were reminders for us to not trust in our own 
understanding, but to lean on the True Vine.

 
 
The Finishers made our reminder very appealing.  The morning after our 
stick ceremony and vows, Filos and I were admiring the finished work 
done to our walking staffs.  We both knew we could never have done such 
a quality job.  We were amateurs at best; these Finishers were gifted!  The 
wood had a thick polish that made the green Rockwood glisten much like 
the rock in the Chambers of Light.  It glistened especially at the foot of the 
stick which had a rock glazed base applied through their skill.  It was a 
marvel! 
 
We decided at that moment that we must go to the Finishers and 
personally thank them for taking such care with our walking sticks.  As we 
set out, we realized in humorous embarrassment we had no idea where in 
the Outpost the Finishers camped. 
 
Master Ducit, of course, had our answer.  “Walk toward the north fork of 
the waterfall where it flows into the river.  You can’t miss it.  The 
Craftsmen are the only ones up there.  They all live and work right at the 
pool at the foot of the waterfall.”  We started to walk away and he quickly 
added, “You should serve the Craftsmen in any good way they have need. 
They do much for all the People of Hashem.  Under their guidance, both 
of you can learn much about responsible love.” 
 
We nodded to this wise man and mentor and followed his directions.  Sure 
enough, we found our way without much trouble.  The Craftsman greeted 
us with cheer and we were quick to thank them.  We found the Finishers 
who had worked on our staffs and we praised them for their artistry.  They 
were a plain-dressed bunch with simple hair and beards.  They were all 
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bare of vines and leaves except for their vine belt.  One of them explained 
that they use their vines and leaves in all of the items they craft.  
Apparently, they put all they have into their craft. 
One of the Craftsman, perhaps one of the seniors of the group, named 
Diligo came up to us with purpose in his steps and opportunity in his eyes.  
“It is time to go down the river to supply those in need.  I would like for 
you two to take the provisions and go.” 
 
I questioned Diligo lightly since in all my travels in Hashem, I had not met 
many who needed much.  Dwellers and Newcomers certainly were in need, 
but that was it.  Diligo nodded with understanding and answered, “Love is 
no respecter of persons.  Sometimes you need support and sometimes you 
do not.  Sometimes others need support and sometimes they do not.  We 
give and receive because that’s how love works. You love people. You let 
people love you. That is interdependence and is the way of life in Hashem.  
Now is the time to go support and share in love. We have heard of needs 
down river and have crafted to supply those needs.” 
 
Another craftsman, perhaps older than even Brother Pede from the 
Encampment of Mercy, spoke after overhearing my question and Diligo’s 
answer, “That right!  Listen to Diligo young’ins.  You go.”  He pointed a 
walking stick he was fashioning down river. 
 
We remembered Master Ducit’s words about serving them as they had any 
need.  Filos nodded and agreed, “We’re your men!  We are here with the 
blessing of Master Ducit and will serve.” 
 
Diligo laughed deeply, “Old Master Ducit would have us teach you a thing 
or two I am sure.”  He paused a moment and then said, “Going down the 
river will be a great teacher.”  Diligo started to walk away towards an outlet 
of the pool under the waterfall. 
 
“Follow him!” the older craftsman motioned.  He pointed the walking stick 
he was crafting at Diligo. 
 
We walked a little further to the outlet.  There in the water was a raft.  It 
was a big raft full of leaves, branches, some flowers of the region, and an 
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empty space clearly prepared for more items.  The raft itself curled up a 
bit on all the edges and had netted walls that went entirely around the craft.  
A small sail was fixed on a beam in the middle.  Attached to the beam was 
a wood-crafted stool and near to the stool was a long scope of some sort. 
“We Craftsman build and send a raft down the river every few months 
when we hear of needs,” Diligo explained again.  “The leaves you see here 
are a donation of the Sages who grow and harvest them for the healing of 
the Peoples.  Most the leaves are to go the Peoples of Grace and Mercy 
where I grew up.  I know firsthand the pain and suffering of people as they 
arrive from Receding.  I do not live in that place anymore, but my heart is 
still there.  We, Craftsman, see to it that those who love mercy have what 
they need.  The rest is given out in portions as needed along the river 
docks.  Other goods are also received along the river and taken 
downstream to the Peoples.”  Even as he was explaining, other Craftsmen 
were filling the raft with created goods and filling up the raft. 
 
Then looking to us Diligo declared, “Time to put some virtue behind what 
you’ve been given.” 
 
As we boarded the raft, Diligo explained that there are five hamlet river-
ports to stop at on this trip down river.  He gave us a small manifest with 
a map with each of the stops clearly marked.  “Look for these symbols on 
the docks,” he said as he pointed out the marked stops, “You will receive 
items at a few docks, but at all the ports you will give.” 
 
Hamlet of Holy Knowledge 
Hamlet of Self-Control 
Hamlet of Steady Stream 
Hamlet of Godliness 
Hamlet of Brotherly Kindness 
 
I had indeed been given much in Hashem and there was still so much more 
yet to learn.  I longed to add to the goodness with which I had been entrusted. 
So Filos and I set off downriver with a good attitude.  I was filled with 
wonder.  He was filled with anticipation of what was to come. 
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Neither of us had been on the river before.  Neither of us were sure how 
to fill the time.  First, we tried singing a few songs we both knew and then 
talked about why we liked them.  That didn’t last very long as we soon 
were just looking at the beauty of the land.  Awe of from our view of the 
river drafted through our minds and we barely noticed each other. 
 
My thoughts flashed back to how I imaged this place when I was in 
Receding.  I remember thinking on the ancient story and my longing for 
what was called Living Water.  Now I was here!  Filos and I were in the 
water of the Royal Falls with tall forest all around us.  The smell of fresh 
Living Water blanketed us as we headed down river with goods for the 
Ancient of Days’ Peoples.  I was no longer imagining my longings, rather, 
I was living them!  I was living a giving lifestyle.  Life here was going on all 
the while those in Receding suffered day after day.  When I passed through 
the Desert, there was no water at all.  Here there was more than enough 
water.  Not just water… but enough “Living Water” for everyone in 
Receding and the whole of the Desert.  It was all rushing beneath our feet. 
 
The life abiding in the True Vine, our Host, had not escaped my attention.  
Nevertheless, there were boundaries between Receding and Hashem for a 
reason and I knew the Ancient of Days wouldn’t force anything on those 
in Receding. The offer of the refreshing cup of faith weighed heavy on my 
heart. 
 
“A dock!” shouted Filos. I quickly came out of my thinking stupor.  I 
jumped to my feet and went to the scope.  Sure enough, it was the first 
symbol on the manifest: 
 
 
 
 
 
Filos turned the sail a bit so we could reach the dock port.  The port was 
a perfect fit for the raft.   A short stocky man at the dock helped us secure 
the raft.  He tied off the last rope and waved to us with a loud “Hi!”  We 
both waved back. 
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“Welcome! I am dockmaster Gnosa.  I am of the Hamlet of Holy 
Knowledge.  We care for the river-port here for the Scholars of Deep 
Thought.”  He pointed to some crates on the dock, “I have a donation 
from the Scholars of Deep Thought.  It is a gift of books.”  He then took 
a big whiff of the leaves on the raft.  His face was bright with pleasure.  
His smile told of his joy to receive some of the leaves the Sages love to 
share. 
 
Filos then responded, “That’s why we are here!  Where do you want us to 
put your items?”  Gnosa pointed to a small shelter just off the riverbank.  
It didn’t take long to unload.  It took even less time to load the crates of 
books. 
 
As we loaded the last crate, I asked Gnosa, “Have you read any of these 
books?” 
 
“Yes,” he replied with affirmation, “I have read them all.” 
 
That amazed me.  I didn’t know how long it would take to read so many 
books.  I remembered my time with the Scholars of Deep Thought and 
how long it took to read just one book.  I measured myself as a slow reader.  
Gnosa tossed Filo and I some fruit as we sat on the edge of the dock for 
a break.  The breeze off the river felt good on our skin.  The ebb and flow 
of the breeze eased our bodies and minds. 
 
After a few minutes, Gnosa spoke up saying, “I have learned much from 
reading, but I have grown richer more observing the river.  Let me share 
some of those lessons with you two that it may help you increase in 
measure as you abide in Hashem.” 
 
He thought deep for a moment and had a serious thoughtful look on his 
face. 
 
“Brothers,” Gnosa began even as he took a bite of his fruit, “everything 
comes from Beyond from the abundance of the Ancient of Days’ 
character. Some grow attached to the plenty you see on land, but here at 
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the river, if you looked closely you are drawn to the One that transcends.  
You are drawn to The Name.” 
 
Filos looked at him with an immediate question, “I can imagine that being 
a problem in Receding, since everything is devoted to Prince-Nachash.  
But not here?” 
 
Gnosa nodded as he took another large bite of his fruit, “We live in Him 
here.  That is why the First Ones named the land “Hashem.”  The glory 
He sends to us through the True Vine our King is how abundant life is 
lived.  We must drink from what He provides for life.  Like my father 
would say on occasion, ‘It is the heart behind a thing that gives life 
meaning.’” 
 
Gnosa nodded his head and concluded, “Brothers, it is submission to the 
nature of our King that we must affix our minds.” 
 
“You learned that all from just sitting on the dock and watching?” I 
enquired. 
 
“Yes,” Gnosa said manner-less with a mouthful of fruit, “You could put it 
that way.” 
 
All three of us chatted for hours, until Filos noticed the light of day had 
become a bit dimmer.  We decided to get some sleep before starting again.  
We both slept well.  Gnosa sent us off the next day shouting after us, 
“Keep in mind what I taught you!  Much trouble will flee your souls!” 
 
“Sure thing!” Filos said as he waved back. 
 
I was already pulling out the manifest to see where we would go next.  We 
were heading to the Hamlet of Self-Control on our down-the-river 
mission: 
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Gnosa had told us the next dock was about a full day or more downriver.  
He mentioned that with a good breeze on our sail we should reach the next 
dock by day’s end in the dim light.  We knew we had time on our hands so 
we decided to do some fishing off of the raft.  I had learned a thing or two 
about fishing in my time at Lake Transcendent.  That was a lake.  This was 
a river.  I figured the same principles applied.  We took some of the good-
sized net walled along the outer portion of the raft and affixed it to the raft 
in such a way to catch fish as we went downstream. 
 
After going downriver about three hours, we notice the raft began to 
slightly slow.  We pulled the net aboard and the first thing I did was whoop 
in excitement and rub my hungry stomach with pleasure.  The first thing 
Filos said was, “I don’t know how to clean fish.” 
 
“I have seen it done,” I replied, “I will teach you.”  We cleaned fish for a 
good hour and still had many left.  We cooked them and ate more than our 
fill.  We packed the rest of the cleaned fish away in an extra crate and sat 
on the raft with bellies full of food and pride. 
 
Filos confessed, “A full belly always makes me sleepy.” 
 
“Well,” I said as I satisfyingly rubbed my stomach, “nothing is going on.  I 
see no reason why you can’t take a nap.” 
 
“You don’t mind?!” he said with a lightness to his voice. 
 
“No,” I replied.  “You sleep and if we reach the dock before you wake, I’ll 
let you know.”  Filos was asleep within a few minutes and it wasn’t long 
before I to grew tired myself.  My eyes grew heavy. 
 
I awoke with a jolt. 
 
I was jarred awake as the raft hit a rock and we were tossed about. 
 
Water rushed into the raft. 
 
I shouted for Filos. 
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Some of the crates jerked loose and spilled into the river. 
 
The raft shook and continued downriver. 
 
I looked around as the water rushed in.  Guilt also rushed into my heart 
due to my irresponsible behavior.  I had fallen asleep and fallen short!  
Filos’ disappointed face matched the feeling in my heart.  Filos was a young 
man with integrity and self-control, but I feared I may have lost his trust. 
 
Water continued to rush into the raft. 
 
My brain was swimming and churning as we both realized we needed to 
get to the riverbank.  I worked on the sail and Filos grabbed the rudder 
and moved us ever closer to the bank.  We raked the side of the raft along 
the bank until we came to a stop. 
 
“This was on my watch,” I said under my breath as I jumped off the raft 
to tie it to a tree.  On my watch, the raft was wrecked.  What’s more, we 
surely had missed the dock because it was morning bright and well past 
dimmer light.  Wrecked and missed a stop!  We were so full of life and 
satisfied before we shut our eyes.  Now I got us wrecked and if we couldn’t 
fix the raft, we would be unable to carry out our responsibilities of 
delivering goods. 
 
After a few minutes of inspecting the raft, we each decided the raft could 
be repaired.  In my gut I knew we shouldn’t have to fix the raft at all, but 
we did.  I held back my anger toward myself, but my anger was ready to 
flow like the river we had been on.  Filos was quick to get to work.  I could 
see him trying to figure out how to fix the raft and move forward 
downriver. I pushed my despair away and got to work beside him. 
We worked in silence until I spoke up.  “I don’t know where you get your 
self-control Filos, but I admire that in you.”  I knew he was upset with me, 
yet he did not speak harshly towards me.  Not even a little. 
 
“I get it from my father,” he said quietly. 
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In the end, the raft wasn’t so bad.  Our friendship had acquired more 
damage than the raft.  Along the bank were plentiful thick vines which we 
used to rebind the wood.  After a few hours’ work, we were ready to get 
back on course. 
 
Most of our chatter was task-oriented.  Filos was distressed with me and 
likely at himself for over indulging.  I didn’t blame him for being 
disappointed with me.  I was troubled myself.  Had I been on watch no 
wreck would have occurred.  I closed my eyes with a full belly and the 
measure of my growth in Hashem was thwarted by a big river rock.  We 
were not tricked by lie or overpowered by an oppressor… I simply fell 
asleep when I should have been on watch because my mind was more in 
tune with my full belly than my duty.  I could would have kept us on course 
in the river’s current. 
 
We pushed off from the riverbank where we had stopped.  We pushed off 
from the rocky foundation of Hashem and the irony was not lost on us.  
Both of us were less confident in our own strength as we head 
downstream.  All eyes open.  Duty bound. 
 
Our eyes were fixed downstream for hour after hour as we looked for 
landmarks on the river chart to locate our next dock.  I sat close to the 
looking scope.  We would not miss another dock!  With such intensity, we 
were both growing tired, but neither of us dared go back to sleep.  I felt 
bad. Filos didn’t trust me at the moment and would not sleep.  I wanted 
to win back his trust so I wouldn’t sleep either. 
 
There was tension in our friendship. 
 
I figured it was my place to begin to repair the strain between us so I spoke 
up, “Let’s take a vow.  May we each vow that we will not sleep until we 
reach the next dock.  We will keep one another awake.”  Filos nodded and 
was all for it. 
 
“Yes,” he said in agreement, “I would rather keep you strong than find 
rest… my friend.”  I don’t know if he actually paused before saying ‘my 
friend,’ but I appreciated the words and the emphasis nevertheless.  Our 
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friendship was repairing and we would take right action to get to our next 
stop. 
 
Something clicked in my mind from when we were repairing the raft.  “You 
mentioned your father before, when we were repairing the raft, tell me 
about him.  What lessons did he teach you?  How are you like him?” 
 
Filos looked downriver thoughtfully and began: “My father, Gravitas, 
came to Hashem from Receding when he was very very old.  I am not sure 
how he made it through the Desert, but he did.  When I say old… I mean 
old old falling apart old.  He was a carver, builder, and craftsman in 
Receding.  Once in the Land of Hashem, the Overseers saw to it that he 
would be a servant who would help keep the Gate of Baptism in good 
repair.  That was no easy task.” 
 
I recalled, as he spoke, about the climb I took to get to Hashem from the 
Oasis.  I remembered stairs and statues and candles and all the parts of the 
journey to the glory of Hashem. 
 
Filos continued: “The labor keeping the Gate of Baptism in good repair 
was time consuming and laborious.  At one point, he had to re-carve some 
statues.  He did them three times until they were the right shape and the 
right weight.  That means he carved nine statues when he only needed 
three.  By the time he finished, I was old enough to remember.  I watched 
him on the morning he finished the ninth and final statue.  I asked him 
how he kept control through it all and did not quit or take a heavy hammer 
to all the statues in frustration.  Do you know what he said?” 
 
I shook my head no. 
 
“He said, ‘Acknowledge the Ancient of Days in all you do, and He will 
provide the patience and self-control to serve Him and the perseverance 
to continue in Him.’” 
 
“He said, ‘Self-control fueled by the Ancient of Days is His-control and 
we must allow Him to fill us up with his power.’”  Filos nodded as the 
memory played out in his mind’s eye.  “I have always tried since that day 
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to follow that example. To acknowledge the Ancient of Days in my actions 
that His-control would fill me.” 
 
I took Filos words to heart pausing to reflect on them. I also noticed this 
part of the river seemed to move quickly and a tad bit wild, which may 
have played a part in our collision with the rock.  The water moved swiftly 
most the day and then slowed.  I looked to the bank and the landscape was 
flat; there was little breeze to move our sail.  The water moved us forward, 
but just slowly.  We each gave each other space throughout the day to cool 
off.  I busied myself at the raft’s scope looking downriver and across the 
riverbank. 
 
My mind wandered as I scanned the bank.  I was reminded of how my 
condition had changed since joining myself to through the True Vine my 
Host.  I felt welcomed here in Hashem in a way that Receding seemed 
unable to offer.  This made me feel thankful on one hand, but sorrowful 
on the other for my lack of self-control.  I thought about such things for 
some time. 
 
I was peering into the scope when a rush of wind passed over my head.  I 
looked up from the scope, but saw nothing around me.  I looked to Filos 
and his eyes were large.  He pointed behind me.  I looked behind at the 
river and saw nothing.  I looked above the river and I saw them. 
 
They were birds. 
 
It was a whole banditry of Desert Thrashers.  Every so often the Desert 
Winds would blow them into Receding and they would tear everything 
apart.  I had not imagined they would be in Hashem.  Desert Thrashers 
only flew in large groups.  They were pale gray with spots.  Each one had 
a huge curved beak and bright orange-red eyes.  Such scary eyes. 
 
They were birds.  And those birds were coming back around to us! 
 
The banditry of birds was upon us before I realized and began pecking at 
me and Filos.  A few of them flew through the sail and tore it in places.  
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Vines were torn.  They attacked for a few moments and then were off 
again swirling around us. 
 
“Why are they here?” I questioned. 
 
Filos was at a small locker on one side of the raft.  He was looking inside 
the locker for something feverishly.  “They blow in sometimes from the 
Desert side of the trench.  They die off quickly because the Land of 
Hashem is no place for them.  But,” he said as he closed the locker in 
frustration, “until they die they wreak havoc!” 
 
The birds were again on us and began to try and peck through the few 
crates we had left.  I now understood why the crates were so sturdy.  The 
Craftsmen must have prepared the raft for such a strange occasion.  The 
birds pecked the crates.  The birds pecked the vines and a few snapped 
loose. 
 
“What do we need?” I yelled to Filos. 
 
“An avem horn!” he yelled back as he was batting some birds away from 
the crates. 
 
My eyes darted all over the boat as I searched for a horn.  I looked at the 
crates.  I looked at the scope.  I looked at the chair.  The chair.  The chair 
had something under it.  I dashed to the chair and fell to my hands and 
knees.  A few Desert Thrashers pecked at my hands.  I looked under the 
chair and I saw a small glint of silver.  I reached in and a Thrasher landed 
on my head and pecked at my ear. 
 
And for no reason, the banditry of birds was off and was again circling the 
raft.  Filos had been pecked more than I, but relief washed over him as he 
saw what was in my hand.  “Blow it!” he yelled out as he pointed to the 
banditry again heading our way. 
 
I closed my eyes and blew as hard as I could on the silver avem horn.  I 
could hear no sound.  I blew and blew and blew.  No sound came out. 
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Filos raised his hands in victory, but I did not understand.  I blew the horn 
and the birds crashed into each other and the banditry was dispersing.  
Birds were falling into the river.  I could not hear the sound, but the horn 
was definitely hurting the Desert Thrashers.  With one more blow, the 
flock of attacking birds was gone. 
 
We both sat on the deck of the raft in relief. 
 
I saw a dock and its symbol in the distance: 
 
 
 
 
 
Filos and I reached the dock with no one to welcome us.  The dock was 
without a dockmaster which we both found odd.  Had the Desert 
Thrashers been here?  Had the horn done something to the people in the 
hamlet?  We did notice a hamlet inland about a good long stone’s throw.  
After tying off the raft, we went into the little village looking for people. 
 
I began grumbling under my breath as we walked.  First, I lost most the 
goods.  Then Desert Thrashers attacked.  Now, no one is here to greet us.  
What’s next?   We headed to the first lodging we could see as we entered 
the village.  A large round hut made of clay and stone was put together 
with great craftsmanship. 
 
As we approached, we heard a confident warm feminine voice call out to 
us, “Why the long faces boys, are we not in Hashem?”  An older woman 
with gray streaked hair came from around one side of the hut to greet us. 
 
I answered, “We are indeed and we are blessed, but we have not kept our 
keep.  Our first self has won the day and we come to you with less than 
we should.  We come in despair and shame without goods.” 
 
“I see,” she stated, looking over my shoulder towards the dock.  “We’ll 
have to remedy that.”  Her tone was warm and positive and I firmly 
believed that she would aid us on this day.  I had no doubts.  She finally 
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reached us, bowed slightly, and formally greeted, “I am Constantia.  
Welcome to the Hamlet of the Steady Stream.” 
 
She indicated with her hands for us to follow her further into the village.  
We did so.  She gave us an approving look and advised, “Press forward 
boys.  Sometimes we must go ahead on a journey on trust.  We all have 
missteps at times due to our moral weaknesses.  You both are learning that 
as you travel on the raft.  Right now, you are not leaning on your sticks in 
a walking journey as normal, but must flow closer the current of life’s 
stream in the denying of self.” 
 
We entered a round public area in the center of the village.  There was a 
seating area flanked on all sides with large orange flowers with a very sour 
smell to them.  My nose crinkled a little as I smelled the flora. 
 
Constania continued as we sat together, “When you do not function as 
your true self, you can do nothing.  At times, you may not have your hand 
on your walking stick.  It matters not.  Never take the mind off the Vine.  
We must control the first self in keeping our mind ever on the True Vine.  
We must do so even more when we are not walking on the land in 
unfamiliar territory.  Even on the water we remain standing high and 
confident, lest we sink.” 
 
She paused and took one of the large orange blossoms in her hand and 
took in a deep breath.  “This takes time and patience,” she continued, “But 
you’ve come to the right place for we greatly esteem such character here 
at the Steady Stream.” 
 
She paused again and took another of the large orange blossoms in her 
hand and took in a deep breath.  “Perseverance can be sour,” she said with 
a slight spike of humor.  “Now,” she said standing, “Come let me show 
you around our humble hamlet if you are not in a hurry to run off.” 
Filos and I were not about to dismiss such hospitality after coming with 
nothing but bad news and self-loathing.  “Yes, we would love to,” we said 
in unison. 
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Constantia lead us out of the seating area at the center of the village and 
showed us the other dwellings all lined up in a straight row going away 
from the river.  The whole little village was like that… all in order.  There 
were folks moving about in a causal manner and all of them seemed to be 
a lofty bunch.  They were all doing something, but no one was in a hurry 
and no one was at their task alone.  It made me wonder how anything got 
done because the pace was so calm.  Everything seemed to be in its place 
and everyone seemed to be content in their attitude.  It was a simple 
thoughtful atmosphere where time seemed to be in the control of the 
people. 
 
Constantia told us that the people of Steady Stream knew one thing very 
well.  We realized as she spoke that these people had something special.  
She explained to us that the Ancient of Days can be fully trusted.  She went 
on, “We here move forward not fast or slow, not rushed or delayed, but 
trusting all things work together when trusting in the Ancient of Days.” 
 
I told her, “That is amazing considering Filos and I arrived without all the 
Ancient of Days sent us to bring you.” 
 
Constania laughed a little.  Not a condescending laugh, mind you, just a 
knowing laugh as she had felt the same thing before.  She answered me, 
“Yet, there will be gain for us even when you leave because we now know 
you.  Our beginning friendship, even though you came with little, returns 
with us as gain.  In our loving you, we all together persevere in conforming 
to the likeness of Him.” 
 
Filos understood and continued her thought, “So your lives come from 
trusting in the Ancient of Days and His provision.  You have completeness 
here because you have trust in the community.  All this we see comes from 
hard work and planning, yes, but it also comes from the core of your hearts 
in peaceful unity to the Ancient of Days.” 
 
She nodded and continued, “To say we understand trust, is to say we value 
relationship. You boys had a wreck.  Don’t let that break your trust.  Trust 
us when we say persevering brings unity and all things work together for 
good to those that love to live in the Name.” 
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At this I looked at Filos saying with all my heart, “I am sorry for breaking 
your trust.” 
 
He immediately replied, “I know you meant no harm.  We both made the 
same mistake.” 
 
To which Constantia affirmed, “What a wonderful friendship the Ancient 
of Days has granted you boys.”  Then she added, “Time is in His hands.  
He heals all wounds of those who trust Him and so shares His glory. Hold 
firm to the hope of glory boys.” 
 
We spent the remainder of the day with the people of that little village 
helping with their tasks and shared in their relationships.  We helped align 
a new set of huts.  We helped some craftsman make some new crates.  We 
even took the place of a governess for a few hours and watched twenty 
active children so she could have a break.  That was an experience!  All of 
them in Steady Stream were a stable people that worked much harder than 
it first appeared to us.  Their unity and persevering way made it look easy.  
Easy is the wrong word… their perseverance in fact made their burden 
light.  Their close relationships made all they did together a great joy. 
 
The troubles in our minds had for the most part been remedied with the 
help and love of Contantia and the others of the hamlet.  When we left the 
little village to go downstream, I knew better what it meant to grow in 
Hashem and what it meant for all things to work together for good.  Filos 
and I were in no rush to leave these people. Their way of living had really 
quickly rubbed off on us. With our renewed sense of perseverance, we said 
our good byes and went downriver. 
 
It did not take long for us to reach the Hamlet of Godliness which near as 
I could figure on the manifest with the map was very near the People of 
Holiness.  As we approached the hamlet from the river, we noticed their 
dock sign: 
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I checked it with the manifest and we knew we were in the right place.  I 
knew we were in the right place, but I could not see the village.  We saw 
movement in the flora and fauna, but couldn’t make out what was moving.  
It was not until we got very close to the dock that I realized the village 
blended perfectly with the land because every hut and building and bench 
close to the dock was covered in a deep green moss.  We also noticed 
several crates already on the dock.  As Filos tied off the raft, I jumped onto 
the dock.  It was many of our crates we had lost in the wreck! 
 
As we both stared at our lost-cargo-found, joyous greetings came from 
behind us.  A very short man and a very tall woman were approaching us.  
It looked like they had green hair because some type of green glistening 
plant was growing on them in their hair and on their skin. They were green 
and naturally glistening like the land.  I tried to look, but not stare.  I did 
not think people came into the world with green skin, so I failed at not 
staring. 
 
The whole place seemed different and these green people were even more 
particular than most in the land. As I was trying to take everything around 
me, I began to feel a bit ill, but I kept my composure as the green people 
were coming to greet us. 
 
“I am dockmaster Bepos and this is my wife Genuine.  Welcome to the 
Hamlet of Godliness.” 
 
I shook their hands and Filos was still staring at our lost-cargo-found.  
Bepos went up to Filos and patted him on the shoulder, “Nothing is ever 
truly lost in the Land of Hashem.  Nothing is lost if you are willing to 
humble yourself.  The Host our King has a way of bringing things back to 
those who seek His holy nature.” 
 
With that, Filos turned to respond to Bepos and he was met with green 
skin and green hair.  He did not conceal his shock as well as I had.  Genuine 
smiled a beautiful smile and ran her hands along her green arm.  “Don’t 
be shocked.  Our homes in the Hamlet of Godliness are made of sturdy 
planks covered in green moss.  It rubs off on us.  We let the land color us 
as He sees fit.” 
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Bepos began to load up the raft, “We are a quiet hamlet which we believe 
reflects the Ancient of Days.  He is order and peace you know.” 
 
Filos was helping Bepos load the raft and asked honestly, “Do you ever 
wash off the moss from your skin and hair?  Is that possible?” 
 
Genuine and I joined them in loading the raft and she answered his 
question, “Oh yes, our green skin and mossy hair can be cleaned and we 
would look like you.  We find it a mystery that the moss colors us.  So, we 
let it happen.  We find godliness, reflecting the Ancient of Days, has value 
for all things, holding promise for both the present life and the life to 
come.” 
 
Filos and Bepos loaded a very heavy crate together and he continued, “We 
have found that in humbly reflecting the Ancient of Days, we gain much.  
Not financial gain, mind you, but righteousness, godliness, faith, love, 
endurance and gentleness.  It rubs off of Him onto us.” 
 
I commented in understanding, “So you see the green moss as a symbol 
of the Ancient of Days’ character and you want to be colored by Him.” 
 
“Yep!” Bepos yelled out as he stacked the last of the crates.  “The Ancient 
of Days’ glory and goodness infects us and we reflect Him.” 
 
Genuine pointed to one of the crates we had brought with us on the raft.  
“Is that crate full of fish?” 
 
“Yes!” Filos said as he grabbed it and opened it.  Once he opened the crate, 
the smell of the many days old fish was overwhelming.  I wanted to jump 
into the river to escape.  Filos immediately shut the lid of the crate and 
apologized over and over. 
 
“Praise!” Genuine exclaimed.  “We have a new hut further inland that 
needs moss grown around it and nothing grows moss better that old fish.  
May we have the crate and any others you might have?” 
 



DRUMMOND & BORST 

278 

Folis handed it over in amazement and some relief. 
 
Bepos said, “Moss growing happens naturally sometimes over time, but 
most of the time it is intentional on our part.  If we want to fully reflect 
the Ancient of Days, we have to let Him work, but we have to do our part 
as well.” 
 
We boarded the raft and both Bepos and Genuine untied the raft for us 
and we began to slowly move back into the current of the river.  Filos and 
I looked at amazement at the Hamlet of Godliness.  We could see the 
village now whereas when we arrived we could not see it.  We saw that the 
movement in the flora and fauna we had seen earlier were the people 
moving, living, and working in the village.  Their skin colored by the moss 
of the land blended them in and we could not see them clearly before.  
Now we saw them all and it was beautiful. 
 
We turned our attention downriver towards the last of our stops.  I looked 
at the manifest and through the scope.  Filos manned the rudder.  We had 
not put up the sail for the river after the Hamlet of Godliness was moving 
swiftly.  Not too swift that we were in danger, but swift enough that we 
made good time and had to be vigilant in managing the raft. 
 
We came to one part of the river where both sides of the riverbank were 
full of people on bended knee.  They had their hands raised to the air.  All 
of them, a hundred people at least, were bowed in prayer to the Ancient 
of Days.  It was a sight to see as all of them sought the favor of the Ancient 
of Days and praised Him.  Some did so out loud.  Some did so silently. 
 
It was not long after the folks in prayer that I spotted something strange 
in the river through the scope in the river ahead of us.  Filos noticed the 
strange look on my face and inquired.  I had him look through the scope.  
His face matched what I imagined mine looking like for we were both 
puzzled.  At the same moment, it dawned on he and I what we were seeing 
and we ran to the edge of the raft and we both jumped in. 
 
It was the top of someone’s head. 
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We swam as fast as we could.  I moved my arms and legs as fast as I 
possibly could in the water.  We had to reach the person.  How long had 
he or she been in the water?  Were they okay?  How would we save them?  
What would we do with them if they were not okay?  My mind raced as 
fast as my arms and legs.  Filos and I both reached the person at the same 
time.  He yelled to try and rouse the person as my hands reached around 
them.  I cannot describe to you the next moments exactly, but I was 
overcome with so much laughter that I almost drowned myself.  It was not 
a person, but a river tortoise’s discarded shell. 
 
We were both treading water as the raft went past us. 
 
“Oh no!” Filos cried out.  With fury and strength, he and I swam as fast as 
we could after the raft.  Neither of us had thought about anything other 
than saving the drowning person.  It had not been a drowning person, but 
now we were in a bit of trouble.  Filos must have been blessed at that 
moment because he swam faster than I and with a providential grab, 
happened to take hold of part of the rudder.  He hauled himself onto the 
boat and slowed it so that I could catch up. 
 
He and I looked at each other and shook our heads.  I tossed the tortoise 
shell at him and said, “Well at least we were willing to lay down our lives 
and our mission for someone.  Even if it ended up not being a ‘someone.’” 
 
Filos spent the next hour or so doing something with the shell.  After and 
hour or so, he proudly and victoriously put the shell on his head.  He had 
fashioned it into quite a useful hat.  It was wide enough to keep the sun 
off his neck and out of his eyes.  It would be sturdy.  It also came with 
quite a story.  I nodded approvingly 
 
The last stop coming up was the Hamlet of Brotherly-Kindness.  I could 
tell that we had traveled far in the Land of Hashem and that we were very 
close to the Peoples of Grace and Mercy.  I looked at the map and 
confirmed we were in the right place: 
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The dockmaster at the Hamlet of Brotherly-Kindness was a good-natured 
fellow with wavy brown hair that stuck out in all directions.  His name was 
Pietas.  He greeted us by saying, “Welcome new friends on the horizon!”  
He then directed some young men standing nearby to unload the raft. 
 
He motioned for us to join him up the path as he walked into the village. 
 
“Come have a meal and stay with us in the Hamlet of Brotherly-Kindness 
until morning becomes bright again.”  He did not seem to want to take no 
for an answer.  It was understood that we’d eat and enjoy the town’s 
hospitality.  Pietas led the way till we came to seven wooded lodgings.  Two 
were large with porches, benches, and chimney stacks and five were small 
simple buildings. 
 
As we came up the path some of the people saw us and greeted out to us, 
“New friends may be on the horizon!”  Many people dropped what they 
were doing to see us.  Others commented on Filos’ tortoise shell hat.  Some 
came from the smaller wood lodgings with great interest in their eyes.  
They genuinely wanted to meet us.  Pietas told them we had come 
downriver with a delivery of goods.  Some of the younger children pointed 
towards the dock and ran to see. Still others thanked us. 
 
We sat down on the porch of one of the large buildings and those that 
gathered around asked us to tell our story of our trip downriver.  I told 
some of it.  Filos told some of it.  Pietas and others asked questions.  When 
it came to our raft wreck, there were gasps.  When it came to us telling 
how we ended up finding the goods stacked on a dock waiting for us, those 
same gasps were praises to the Ancient of Days.  The children especially 
enjoyed hearing about Filos’ tortoise hat. 
 
I expected an evil eye or two, but none were found.  I was delighted to 
find nothing but kindness pouring from the people both young and old.  
It was a kindness akin to the kindness I received when I first arrived in 
Hashem from the Peoples of Grace and Mercy.  I don’t know what to call 
it other than kindness.  This kindness has power in it.  Maybe I’d call it 
“mature kindness?” 
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A few of them offered short stories of times they had made mistakes and 
grew from their ordeals.  Even in their empathy they were kind.  I 
remember understanding (and I told Filos this later), that I suddenly 
understood that the kindness we were receiving was genuine and from the 
heart.  It was not just kind actions, but a kind heart behind the actions.  I 
understood what set the kindness of these folks apart from others certainly 
in Receding, but also even in Hashem.  There was just a quality about these 
folks that was impactful.  They each wanted to know us and knew we could 
grow and with kindness grafted us into the spirit of that region. 
 
I say “that region” because I could smell flax fields on the cool breeze 
coming from the Peoples of Grace and Mercy.  That also meant we were 
near Mitis, Clemens, Lito, and Longan with the Peoples of Gentleness and 
Patience.  I mentioned to Pietas and Filos that I would not mind stopping 
to see Salve or the big muscled Mature Healer Assa.  They helped me 
through the most pain I have ever felt. 
 
Pietas exclaimed, “Yes, we must!”  I guess based on his answer and his 
enthusiasm that he was coming along.  We rested the rest of the evening 
and slept soundly that night.  The next day we awoke and went to the 
village center at Pietas’ insistence.  The whole Hamlet of Brotherly-
Kindness was there with tables full of food, drink, and various hand-
crafted gifts. 
 
“You mustn’t leave on an overly full belly,” I heard from at least ten 
people. 
 
While we ate as guests, wagons were packed and loaded.  We packed a few 
items for ourselves and we headed out with the wagons.  We were fed, but 
not overfed.  We were packed, but not over packed.  The one wagon was 
full of the Sage’s leaves.  Another was full of tools to harvest flax.  The 
third wagon was filled with large jugs that looked like ointments or some 
kind of drink.  The three wagons and all of us went on our way.  People 
waved.  Shouts of “Come back new friends on the horizon!” 
 
As we walked along the wagons, Pietas who seemed to be a storyteller at 
heart, began to share with us about his childhood in Receding.  He 
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mentioned how he grew up in East Receding.  I found that comforting as 
that was where my family was from.  I immediately related to his story.  
“My father encouraged us to steal.  Not actually mind you, but he never 
said it was wrong or punished us if we did it.  He would always tell us that 
if we stole or cheated or tricked folks in anyway, that we should do it well 
and not get caught.  ‘Its only wrong if you get caught’ he would say.” 
 
Filos reflected on this a little and asked him more questions and he asked 
about school and things like that.  I began to daydream.  All of a sudden, 
Pietas said, “Yes, my father Tarpetto was a nice man most of the time.”  
As soon as he said the name, my attention snapped back to Pietas. 
 
“Your father’s name was Tarpetto?” I asked. 
 
“Yes,” he said with a shake of his head. 
 
“I think I might know at least one of your family,” I said.  “I went to school 
with a boy named Tarpetto from East Receding.  He and I stole pie one 
day from the Market.  It didn’t seem to bother him, but it sure weighed 
heavily on me.” 
 
“Oh,” he said with a distant sadness, “I am so sorry.  Yes, it probably is 
come relation of mine.  Tarpetto and Tarpetta is a common name in my 
family.  My family takes no care to lie or steal.  So far, I am the only one 
of my family to make it to Hashem.  I pray for them daily.  My only sadness 
with your words is that my family has not changed in the time I have been 
gone.” 
 
Pietas walked beside me as one devoted to kindness and giving.  What a 
change had been wrought in Pieta’s life!  He was a deeply loving and giving 
man.  I could not imagine him adrift in lying, stealing, or anything like that.  
To think of him treating others with disrespect, was hard to believe. If it 
were not Pietas himself telling us how he used to be in Receding, I might 
not have believed it. 
 
We came to the Village of the Peoples of Grace and Mercy.  As we entered 
the area, many children took notice of Pietas and came running right into 
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his arms.  They loved him.  His arms were not wide enough to hug them 
all at once, but he tried. 
 
Salve came up to us and I greeted him warmly.  It was good to see him.  
We spent time greeting one another and when Salve came to greet Pietas 
he said, “Just in time Pietas!  We have been looking forward to hearing 
how you will bring us to remember.” 
 
Filos and I looked to Pietas not understanding the phrase “bring us to 
remember.” 
 
Pietas explained right away amidst the hugs of the children, “It is my turn 
to share in the time of remembrance of the Ancient of Days’ mercy.  It is 
one of the reasons I came along with you two. I didn’t mention anything 
before because I wanted to save what I have to say for the right time.” 
 
Salve spoke again, “Well evening is upon us!  Let’s get those supplies in 
order!” 
 
Immediately people came from everywhere to empty the wagons and cart 
the items to their proper places in the village.  It was not long before 
everyone had begun to return.  There was a large tree stump not far from 
where we entered the village.  People seemed to be gathering there.  Filos 
pointed in that direction and we noticed Pietas was there as well.  We 
walked over.  I was interested to hear this “time of remembering.” 
 
We got there and sat down.  It seemed like the whole village had gathered.  
I looked around.  Healers.  Friends.  Behind some Dwellers walked around 
the edge of the gathering.  They were ready to listen, but not ready to sit. 
Pietas stood on the stump and said aloud to everyone: “He was one of 
us… this is the Travelers Tale.”  I was surprised.  I had not heard the Host 
called the Traveler in some time.  Filos just nodded. 
 
Pietas continued, “He came into the world through His mother.  He was 
flesh and blood same as you and I.  He came for those who were dying so 
that they may have life, but He first grew up in the same manner as we 
do.” 
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Pietas spoke as his arms waved around illustrating his words: “He grew to 
learn of virtue and to be good just as most do.  Though sin He never knew 
so He was unlike any other person.  He grew in relationship with the 
Ancient of Days.  ‘Father,’ He would call the Ancient of Days, as no other 
person dare do.” 
 
“In His grand knowledge, He revealed self-control in moral fullness that 
caused those weak to humble or rebel.  But even to the rebellious His hand 
would remain calm.  He would point out moral weakness and offer His 
strength.  He showed no anger toward them.  He was full of warning and 
yet was meek.  In perseverance, His goodness did not fail.  They called 
Him liar and worse.  He revealed all holiness.” 
 
I could not take my eyes off of Pietas.  My ears were open.  My heart 
swelled as I heard the story. 
 
“Yes, He persevered and was holy before everyone.  Those around Him 
were profane.  Most did not dare to be in His presence.  He was set apart 
from their ways.  He continued until they delivered Him to the final day 
for which He traveled.  On that day, He offered us Himself in brotherly-
kindness.  He imparted love from the Ancient of Days.  He was willing to 
become like one of us so that He could offer to us to partake in the very 
nature of the Ancient of Days.  Now we know what it is for Him to be like 
us and now we can be like Him. 
 
Salve joined Pietas on the stump, looked to the sky, and said aloud: 
“Our King’s cares are achieved in His Name. 
It is better to give than receive. 
Better to serve than be served. 
Better to share in love than never return love. 
For our King serves us all. 
His burden in that way is light. 
Abide in His land 
Do justly, love mercy, and walk humbly in Hashem.” 
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JOURNAL ENTRY 20: REFLECTING CHARITY. 
 
I awoke after the Day of Remembrance full of optimism, but saddened a 
little, to find a note from Filos saying he had left early that morning to join 
Pietas on his return home.  My heart was glad nevertheless to be back in 
the Village of Grace and Mercy. Where my journey in Hashem had started 
after all! 
 
My only waking desire was to be present with the Peoples that day.  I got 
up and rushed out to the village to ask what was on the agenda for the day.  
I found Salve among the community already talking with people.  He 
looked as if he had been up for hours. He smiled, as always, when he saw 
me. 
 
“Well rested, I see… good!” His smile was wide and genuine.  “We have 
much to do,” he continued as he walked with me, “We must make good 
use of the Living Light for all that comes from the Living Water today.” 
 
“What?” I quickly replied, wanting an explanation. 
 
Salve explained: “The Ancient of Days gives life from Living Water and 
Living Light and brings forth His will.  We must steward them well each 
day!”  He could see that I still did not fully understand his statement. He 
became quiet anticipating my next question. I mentioned that I knew of 
Living Water, but with the ‘Living Light’ part, I was unsure. 
 
He told me to walk with him down to the boundary of Hashem, where he 
could better explain.  I heard the ringing of bells some distance away.  I 
told him to lead on! 
 
We headed towards the Great Trench which separated Hashem from the 
Desert and the lands beyond leading to Receding. I was well aware of what 
happens at the Great Trench for I went through it myself.  People come 
through the water at the Gate of Baptism to escape oppressive life in the 
Town of Receding. They judge their way of life in that place as wrong, and 
they journey through the areas of the Desert and come to Hashem. They 
leave their past way of life behind.  Just as I left my past life behind. We 
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arrive in the Land we call Hashem freed from Receding's oppression to 
learn a higher way of life… a life of love. 
 
As I pondered on these things. I remembered my journey from Receding 
to the Encampment of Mercy, through the Desert, to Hashem, and then 
to the Royal Falls. The meaning of what Salve had said about ‘Living Light’ 
dawned on me. I realized I had transitioned into a more responsible role. 
No longer could I receive as those who at first come up from out of the 
Great Trench.  I had time in the life found in Hashem.  I had received 
Love's Light given to me free from the Ancient of Days. I figured love 
grows from love, and this is why the people called it “Living Light.” I 
knew, of course, the Ancient of Days intended me to be a good steward 
of what He had given. To responsibly give as was given to me. 
 
When we did reach the Trench, Salve turned to me. “You already know 
what I have to say, don't you?” he questioned approvingly. 
 
I nodded my head and shrugged my shoulders, with a “positive maybe.” 
 
“This is a place of action, not merely words,” he said assuredly, spreading 
his arms and hands wide, “By our efforts here in this place, we can 
internalize deeply what has already been made known to us. The Ancient 
of Days reveals His heart to His friends and to His people He gives 
foreknowledge.  In this way, He gives us rest in His abundant character.”  
Salve then gave me his serious look saying, “We know Him by His love.  
So, we embrace loving one another through relationships formed here in 
Hashem. Where we see by Living Light and drink from the River of the 
Royal Falls alive with charity's full embrace.” 
 
His words soaked deep into my heart. As we rounded a row of well-tended 
bushes with bright yellow flowers, familiar scenery, my mind again rushed 
back to my first memories of putting my feet down in Hashem.  I had in a 
way come full circle.  I intuitively knew then that a new beginning for me 
had emerged.  Since that time, I had deepened in my responsibility and in 
my understanding of what had happened to me.  I was now prepared to 
give to those open to receive.  I was here again at the Gate of Baptism 
where the waters gather for the Great Day to Come. 
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I noticed a group of people reaching the top of the cliff emerging from the 
clouds below.  It happened to them like it happened to me.  They felt 
helping hands take hold of theirs.  “Welcome to the Land of the Host in 
Whom we live.  Welcome to Hashem!” was the warm greeting each person 
received as they gained their footing.  Once the group had all arrived on 
solid ground, a semi-circle of the People of Grace and Mercy clapped their 
hands and some hooped and whooped in approval.  All of them in their 
white tunics the very testimony of living in Hashem.  They draped in leaves 
coming from their vine belts.  Each ready with faces of hospitality. One 
stepped forward and said, “Welcome to Hashem.” 
 
I looked intently at the people who had arrived for I could see them well 
from where Salve and I stood.  They were like myself when I first arrived 
in Hashem.  They were sun-marked by the hard travel through the Desert.  
Pain showed as their skin was spotted with open sores from the shine root 
from the wells of Receding.  I could see the happiness on the faces of some 
who were now free from Receding's oppressive demand.  Others were just 
overwhelmed and a little afraid. 
 
My heart overflowed with compassion for the people.  I wanted to run to 
their aid but wasn’t sure if that was best. Thankfully, Salve started down 
the path towards the new arrivals. I followed Salve to help, knowing full 
well, he had healing hands!  At first, I was not given a task, I just observed 
for I was not sure what to do. 
Salve was quick to know how to care for those just arriving in the Land of 
Hashem: 
 
To all, he gave a prayer of encouragement and strength. 
 
To others, he applied fresh leaves of the land to the sores on their skin 
(from the offering Filos and I brought down the river on the raft). 
 
To others, with skill and wisdom, he picked from his own vine on his white 
tunic and bandaged deeper wounds. 
 
Such behavior wasn’t unique to Salve. Every single one of the Peoples of 
Grace and Mercy was willing to give from their stewardship in Hashem.  
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They carried on like that for long hours.  They cared for every person that 
rose from the Great Trench. 
 
Then came the exclamations of, “He Lives!  He Lives!” 
 
I wasn’t sure what they were saying, but I quickly realized they were giving 
praise to our Host the True Vine.  Yes, indeed, there was much happening 
that was worthy of praise.  I saw Salve cure a lad named Efflo, barely 
breathing, by opening his mouth and putting a bug of some sort down his 
throat.  Soon after the boy vomited poisonous sand from the Desert. He 
then proceeded to eat a meal seeming half his weight.  He continued to eat 
and eat. The boy was so hungry. 
 
I also saw an entire family feeling weak and defeated. With prayer and 
encouraging words, Salve directed them all to stand and embrace one 
another as if they had been apart a lifetime.  I heard the young boy of the 
family say, “Daddy, you’re smiling!”  From the look on the boy’s face and 
the surprised tone, he had never before seen his father smile. 
 
I saw Salve cut and brace knees and hips with his vines and the vines of 
others.  Those folks stood and walked on sure feet.  Some of them looked 
like they were learning to walk for the first time.  Life in Hashem was new 
life. 
 
Such activity went on for days. 
The Peoples of Grace and Mercy were amazing as they encouraged, healed, 
prayed, sang, and helped those new to the land.  These souls were genuine 
branches of the True Vine as they expressed selflessness through their 
actions to those who were in pain. 
 
One day began as any other as I helped alongside Salve, but quickly became 
more intense.  We were applying leaves to the healing sores of a new arrival 
when suddenly I heard bells ringing like crazy. 
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I then heard loud words, half-spoken and half-sung, from a person beyond 
my view: 
"Though your soul is fresh from sorrow, 
The Most High is near to care. 
Nothing to buy nor need to borrow 
Rest sure He will see you clear. 
For Grace trains in the way of "The Name," 
Keep your trust firm in His claim. 
Rest, rest, rest; 
assured He is near today and every tomorrow! 
Rest, He is faithful to see you through. 
Rest, His mercy and promises are True, 
Rest, now always, that He loves you! 
 
Welcome to Hashem!” 
 
“Come!” I heard someone shout in our general direction. 
 
“Help us direct those new to Hashem with what they need!” another said 
to me as they thrust a bell into my hand. A voice, a little distance away, 
kept repeating over and over a welcome to everyone to Hashem. I followed 
the others out close to the Trench.  I knew that a bell was to welcome new 
people to Hashem and that they thought I was doing a good job helping 
Salve.  I must admit, with that bell in my hand, I wanted to do more.  I 
quickly realized I had something to learn from all of this. 
 
I observed smiles on the faces of the Peoples of Grace and Mercy and 
none of the smiles ever dimmed.  They greeted everyone who came out of 
the Trench with genuine enthusiasm. I could see their bodies grew tired, 
but their spirits never seemed over-weary.  Their love never grew cold. 
They were amazing.  I saw this hour after hour and day after day as I spent 
time among the Peoples of Grace and Mercy.  They nursed every soul as 
if it were their own.  They had done this for me.  They loved people with 
all their heart. 
 
A few days into this repetitive action, I again stood watching and ringing 
my bell.  I was singing the words I heard others sing for I had learned the 
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songs quickly.  My heart was submitting.  I noticed in myself, as I stood in 
solidarity with the Peoples of Grace and Mercy ringing my bell, that I felt 
filled with energy.  I grew in their company.  I became more in harmony 
with their caring nature.  This was happening even in a little thing like 
shaking a bell because under their influence, I started applying my heart 
more than my muscles as I rang the bell. 
 
I was now learning better to give as I grew into the melody with those of 
Grace and Mercy, Peoples so full of sincerity. 
 
I learned first-hand why the unity at the Gate of Baptism felt nearly 
irresistible.  There is such incredible unity energized by hands of mercy.  
Mercy leads to selflessness, which spends much time in the care for the 
needs of others. 
I learned first-hand that the feeling of a family can be extended to people 
you just met.  They can be embraced like a brother or sister and included 
right away.  The Peoples of Grace and Mercy treated the new arrivals like 
family.  They had treated me that way as well. 
 
I learned first-hand about love.  They intended that all who came up from 
the Trench understood they were loved.  They spoke clearly about love.  
They acted clearly in love.  Some welcomed by singing and celebrating.  
Some helped the sick right away and nursed painful shine root sores.  Still, 
others brought food and new white garments made from the flax fields.  
Some like me rang bells.  All of it a unified love in action. 
 
I also learned this first-hand one day by taking part in caring for a young 
girl.  Salve had come to me grim-faced saying, “Come, I think you should 
be near.”  I followed Salve immediately and noticed we were headed 
towards a lit torch on the edge of the Trench. 
 
We went down from the ridge of the Great Trench where the waters swung 
inland to Hashem.  The Living Water around the Gate of Baptism flowed 
in one direction and created a sort of shoreline on Hashem's side of the 
Trench.  We met up with a man named Custos near the lit torch.  Custos 
had a smooth short black beard and shoulder-length hair tied in a tail in 
the back, but no hair on top.  He had striking blue eyes that blazed out 
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from his tanned-brown face.  Salve told me he was the Chief of the Trench 
Watchmen.  “It is he and his kin who keep aware of all who enter 
Hashem,” Salve said as we approached in a hurry and Custos waved us on. 
 
When we approached Custos, he shouted with worried breath, "A girl has 
washed up here.  She is fragile and near death.  Salve we need your hands."  
I could see how she had come through the Gate of Baptism and somehow 
lost herself in the ascent to Hashem.  The Living Water caught her so that 
the current brought her here.  It must happen every so often for there were 
places for torches all along the shoreline. 
 
Salve looked at me and said squarely to me with his hand on my shoulder, 
“I know your prayer has been appointed for this time of duty.” 
 
The words said to me by the True Vine, our Host rose in my mind: "Your 
prayer is welcome here."  Those words from when I crossed beyond the 
Royal Veil at the Great Waterfall came and buried themselves in my heart.  
I had thought of that invitation as personally for my own concerns. I then 
realized with this hurting and dying girl in front of me, that I was foolish 
and self-centered.  I was immediately humbled. 
 
I began to pray. 
I confessed my self-absorbed attitude. 
I began to pray. 
 
Custos’ kin had set up a tent with a cot right behind us.  The torch was a 
beacon for the Watchmen and for the healers.  We carefully carried the 
young girl to the tent.  She was dirty from head to toe except for where 
her face was streaked from tears.  Her hair was long and in knots full of 
sandy muck from the embankment.  Her skin bore the tattoos and marks 
of the Pond Lords, but oddly she had few sores. 
 
Salve started with wiping her face clean and asked her name.  I thought 
she was asleep or worse, but Salve knew better.  She was only weak. 
 
“My name is Luna,” she replied. 
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“How old are you?” Salve continued lightly questioned as he continued to 
clean her face. 
 
She replied, in a whispered voice, "I am 12.”  Her eyes wandered around a 
bit.  She fell asleep. 
 
Once she was asleep, Custos explained that her father had come up from 
the Trench frantic.  He told some of the healers there that he and his 
daughter had been separated.  The healers messaged the Watchmen who 
had already spotted her floating on the current.  Custos said, “I tracked her 
down the shoreline until I found her. She washed up motionless onshore.” 
Looking up, Salve asked, “Where is her father now?  I don’t want to move 
her just yet.” 
 
“Back with the Peoples,” he said. “He has sores to be tended to, but he 
should be here soon.  I sent a messenger with the location of the torch. 
Soon he will come.” 
 
Indeed, it wasn't long before her father came to the tent. He must have 
run the whole way from the village. Since he and the accompanying 
messenger were out of breath. Through his worried panting breaths, he 
exclaimed, “Will she live?  She must live!  It can’t be that we made it, but 
she died all the same!  I can't hear that she died!  Don't you say it!”  
Apparently, he hadn't been informed of her condition and took her 
motionlessness as a bad sign. 
 
Salve calmed him with soft kind words, "She lives and will be okay."  Salve 
was beginning to untangle her hair and looked at the father, “Tell me what 
she has been through, so I can better serve you both." 
 
He took a big breath to try and calm his lungs and himself.  He remained 
quiet for a few minutes as if gathering memories from the deepest part of 
his mind.  His breathing again became labored as the memories were told 
to us.  He let it all out and was dry heaving between sentences. 
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“I owed them. They demanded her.  They demanded her life for mine in 
exchange.  I protested but wasn't given a choice.  You know.  Everyone 
knows.  The Pond Lords don't honor freewill except to entrap you.” 
 
He paused to try and gather himself but was unsuccessful. 
 
“Anyway,” he continued through laborious breaths, “they took her. After 
that, I figured I had nothing to lose.  I found her.  Then, a short time after 
the opportunity presented itself, I grabbed my little Luna and ran straight 
for the Desert.” 
 
The father put his hand on her head.  Then he stretched his arms out 
referring to everything around him, “This place...  was just… a myth to me 
back there.  But the Highlands presented more hope that Receding offered.  
I just wasn't letting them own my little girl.  She just wouldn't be given to 
their evil desires.  Never!  She was the only light I saw in that dark place.  
She is all I live for!  Even the wrong I did was to feed my little girl.  I 
messed up.  I know it.  I messed up, but it will not ruin her.  I won't let it.  
She may think I don’t care.  You may think I don't care for her, but I do 
care.  I care.  It is just so hard.  Why so hard?  Why does it all have to be 
so hard., just impossible?” 
 
The poor man was exhausted and fainted, where he knelt next to her cot.  
Custos raised a hand, and another cot was brought so we could tend to 
both of them at the same time.  He went on like that for some time in his 
weakened state.  I listened.  I prayed for every need I heard him raise. 
 
Salve was listening as well and reached up into a large pot hanging in the 
tent.  He pulled out some leaves.  Custos handed him a cup of… 
something… steaming from the top.  Salve put the leaves into the cup and 
let them soak. 
 
He held the cup to the girl's lips and said softly but firmly, “Drink dear, 
just a little will do.”  She sipped.  He said this a few more times until she 
sipped the whole cup.  She then drifted off again with exhaustion.  Salve 
did the same for the father, but he was able to stay awake. 
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Custos spoke up to the girl’s father, “She is a fighter.” 
 
“I see her living deep in Hashem someday,” Salve also added, “now let us 
get her started on her new life.” 
 
Her father began to tear up.  They had assured him that she would be okay. 
They had assured him that she would have a good future.  That gave him 
hope. 
 
Salve then spoke up again to the father, but with more of an instructive 
tone, “We are about stewarding life here, not surviving death.  Come you 
both need to embrace life now.”  He gently picked up the girl and put her 
in the father's arms.  He motioned for them to follow him. 
 
Luna, her father, and Salve headed back to the village where he could better 
help them long-term. I, however, stayed behind with Custos.  Salve 
encouraged me to stay and encouraged me to reflect on what we had just 
done.  It was a calm place, so I took the advice to rest and reflect.  Custos 
had the cots removed but left the tent.  After sleeping a bit in the shade, I 
woke to a calm environment.  This was a far cry from the surge of people 
at the Gate of Baptism.  I took in the calm as did Custos. 
I could hear singing gliding softly through the air. 
 
“Who is singing?” I asked Custos. 
 
He cocked his head to one side and listened. He replied to my question, 
“Sounds like the Unrooted.” 
 
“Who?” I inquired, “are the Unrooted?” 
 
Custos got up and motioned me to follow him.  We walked along the shore 
of the Trench until we came to an encampment of sorts.  I say “of sorts” 
because it was just one large shelter with a very beautifully manicured 
landscape around about it.  The crafted scene was full of bushes and trees 
of what grew natural to the shoreline, but these were well-tended.  We 
passed the encampment area and kept walking the shoreline toward the 
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singing.  As we grew closer, the chorus of voices increased in volume and 
clarity. 
 
We were noticed and greeted immediately. 
 
“Hello,” he said powerfully, “I am Bellator. I see we have drawn your 
attention.”  The man's appearance startled me at first because of 
disfigurement. I became a bit unsettled even though he spoke with a poise 
that mystified me.  His self-assurance did not fit what is typical of folks 
disfigured. I found this refreshing. He seemed a very open-hearted type of 
person. He alone came to greet us. 
 
As he spoke, I was not sure where to look or if I should look or if I should 
look away.  He had many scars on his face and neck.  He lacked an arm.  
On the one arm that he did have, two fingers were missing from his hand. 
 
“Come to join in,” he said, welcoming us with warm hospitality. 
 
Custos and I both joined.  I looked around at all the faces who were there 
singing, humming, and listening.  One face I noticed in particular with 
surprise… the Dweller I first encountered when I first got to Hashem.  I 
realized immediately that this was an encampment were the Dwellers felt 
comfortable to gather and take part in Hashem by at least singing. 
 
Custos noticing me in deep thought.  He said quietly as the singing 
continued, “The Living Water cleanses us, but it is in the land that one 
takes root.  Most of those here struggle to move deeper into Hashem.  This 
is where they like to be.  The older ones of the group don't often sing 
because the worship is mostly of words that only heal skin deep.  They 
have learned this and know it well. They are still here because all of them, 
for whatever reason, struggle to take root deep in Hashem.” 
 
I nodded, already relating to the struggle of a Dweller. 
 
He looked at me and also at them. Then said with care, “One must plow 
and plant their feet in Hashem. In this way, the True Vine's love can 
nurture, grow, and bring forth good works through us all." 
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I nodded again and quietly affirmed, “Yes, so I am learning.” 
 
Custos and I moved away from the structure and so apart from the singing.  
As we walked, I could tell the Chief of the Trench Watchmen had more to 
say.  He seemed wise and yet probably spent most of his time on patrol 
and watching for people like Luna.  I was glad to listen and allowed him to 
share some of his wisdom. 
 
Custos pointed at the encampment, “Yes, most folks within this 
encampment are Unrooted.  They are not rooted with any depth in 
Hashem.  They are of a group unto themselves.  They are in Hashem 
though not very active in the land where the True Vine can grow His 
goods.  To be Unrooted, is to be afraid.  Due to fear such folks do not 
venture deep into the land.  Love is not being perfected much in them.  
They do belong to the land, mind you,” he said with a corrective pointing 
finger, “but they have stayed willingly though only at the place of the 
Peoples of Grace and Mercy.  They are fearful of moving by faith forward 
or back yet mindful enough to not totally give up. 
 
I looked around again at this little place set on the embankment.  I noticed 
the only tended plant life was that which surrounded the large shelter.  
Everything else was mild, but wildly growing in the area. 
 
Custos continued as he sat on a rock, “They are close to the Living Water 
that springs with life… which is good… but still, it is in the land we must 
take root.”  He shook his head with regret and continued, “even if it is only 
here in the land of Grace and Mercy. Nevertheless, we must remember our 
place in the land is not our own choice since we belong to our Host, the 
True Vine.” 
 
He then took a big breath and added, “We all spend time dwelling at the 
place Grace and Mercy, but to dwell here too long means to fall short of 
the call deeper into the land.  To remain unrooted is worse yet because 
such a state of being can lure us away in many ways from the purpose grace 
and mercy affords us. 
 
I chimed in, “The grander summons into Hashem.” 
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“Seems you do understand,” Custos stated in agreement adding, “We must 
take root by the True Vine, our Host if we are to ever become more than 
only receivers of His mercy.  We must rise to be givers of His love.  You 
are right, we all dwell a little, but some have a hard time taking root because 
of their story, past regrets, lies they may still believe, pain from the sores, 
and so forth.  Fears are still within us sometimes.  For the Unrooted, love 
has not yet been embraced in trust at the core of their hearts in the way 
that will perfect them from fear. So, they remain close to the water of the 
shore where they feel safe.” 
 
I understood and added to his thought, “Dwelling alone only touches the 
surface of one’s heart, and though that is wonderful, I have found there is 
a danger.  At least there was for me.  Since one's mind can be eased from 
taking root in Hashem, only deep in the land, where the fuller good of 
Hashem is manifest, can love perfect us.” 
 
“Well said,” Custos responded. 
 
“What can be done?” I asked. 
 
Custos looked at me with determined blue eyes adorned with a knowing 
smile on his tanned-brown face. Stating simply, “Love is patient.  Love is 
kind.  Love never dishonors and always preserves.” 
‘ 
Custos and I walked back to the structure with the singing.  I noticed 
everyone was dressed quite simply.  It seemed what they received right 
after the Gate of Baptism was all they had attained in the land.  They only 
wore simple white tunics, and some of those tunics even formed the shade 
of the structure.  This would have been a paradise for those in Receding, 
but here in Hashem, they were missing out on so much.  Away from the 
shoreline was a vast land full of deep good which they were unaware. 
 
Hearing them sing, I would have never thought they struggled to move 
forward in faith.  They sang of mercy that never ends.  Grace that covers 
their souls and washes their pains away was also a constant subject.  There 
were spoken words of the poetry of love they can't live without and a wind 
that fills their lungs.  There was a solo about a smile brought to their souls 
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by the joy of knowing the Name that saves.  As I sat again among them, I 
noticed deep suffering in many of their eyes.  Their eyes cried out for more 
deliverance.  Seeing their eyes changed the meaning to the words I heard 
them sing.  They claimed to believe, and they did at least to the point of 
standing in praise just beyond the Gate of Baptism, but their faith did not 
lead them to walk into Hashem… not yet anyway.  I remembered Custos’ 
words: “Love is patient.  Love is kind.  Love never dishonors and always 
preserves.” 
 
In Hashem, we are named by what we do.  In Hashem, we are what we 
reflect from the True Vine.  This is why leaves and petals grow on us and 
make some even glimmer a little.  We reap what we sow.  If we've sown 
nothing, then nothing grows. 
 
I looked around and saw little growth on those singing.  I then pledged in 
my heart to always be stepping forward in faith.  I decided to hold more 
firmly to faith, hope, and love by giving from the True Vine's love of which 
I had received. 
 
Bellator approached us again when the singing concluded.  His eyes were 
full of anticipation as if he knew something wonderful.  I could tell he was 
a person of high spirits: kind, very patient, and sincere with everyone to 
whom he interacted.  He seemed to know everyone well and had a strong 
bond with the Dwellers like one would their immediate family. Everyone 
there seemed to embrace his presence and very much admired him. 
 
“Hello friend!” he shouted for all to hear and then reached out to give me 
a loving embrace with his one arm.  This man had been through something 
extreme. The Dwellers in particular seemed to be empowered by his 
presence.  I assumed they were all well acquainted with his story.  I, on the 
other hand, was not.  His appearance again unsettled me. I still was not 
sure where to look or if I should look or if I should look away. 
 
I asked about his name. “Bellator, I have never heard that name before.  Is 
that that your given name, does it mean anything?” He answer1ed quickly, 
stating that many of the group had called him “mighty warrior.”  The 
mighty being added by them.  But yes, Bellator was his given name. 
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“Why ‘mighty?’” I wondered aloud. 
 
He told me that so many things in the Land of Hashem are upside down 
and that by the mercy of the Ancient of Days, he became mighty.  He went 
on telling me a bit more about himself: “I was born in Hashem among the 
Peoples of Grace and Mercy. I know every part of the Village of Grace 
and Mercy. Though I have never been to the surrounding regions. Where 
in the Land I have dwelt, I left.  I just recently returned to Hashem.” 
 
“Returned?  Left?” I questioned him gently.  I didn’t want to pry, but I was 
curious. 
 
“Oh,” he said knowingly, “you have not heard.  I am one of a rare few 
who departed Hashem in rejection of the life sought here.  I wanted to go 
my own way.  I thought I knew better.  I went in the wrong direction to 
look for more.” 
 
“I see,” I said simply, not knowing really what to say or how to react. 
 
“I went through a lot in the foolish path I chose,” he said, lifting his stump 
slightly, “I lost much as you can clearly see.”  He leaned his head towards 
his lost arm. And said sadly, "I lost, even more, you can't see."  He stopped 
a moment, looked me in the eyes, and continued, “We all dwell for various 
reasons.  Some struggle and quit Him refusing to let the Spirit of the True 
Vine grow them.  I almost quit. I wandered from Hashem through the 
Desert and journeyed to Receding.  There I did as I pleased.” 
 
“Why?” I asked in surprise.  “Why would you take that long hard journey 
down there?” 
 
He smiled and said, “No, no, understand the journey from here is all 
downhill.  It’s not so hard.  Anyway, what you may imagine happened in 
Receding probably did to some extent.  Nevertheless, the True Vine led 
me back home with a high cost, but my soul intact.  I know this: To truly 
endure isn't just to survive, but rather to continue to love.” 
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Everyone began to gather for a meal.  Bellator looked at me and said, 
“come, I have more to say, but I want all to hear.” He then took charge of 
the group stating aloud as many ate, “I want to speak my heart the only 
way I know how.” 
 
He said: 
“I am from here. 
I left the boundaries of Grace and Mercy, but went the wrong way. 
I lived in Receding. 
Most of you are from there; I am not. 
There I learned the heart desperately longs. 
There I sought praise making the sacrifice at the altar of my stomach. 
There I’d do anything to have praise that came from my belly enthroned. 
I heard no filling voice. 
I was but a gatekeeper to silence; 
A throne guardian to my own selfish eye; 
A soul yearning in void. 
 
The stunning handy work of men drew my attention,  
Only to prolong my sickening emptiness. 
 
Their ideas ran through my mind like smolder, 
burning up like a fading fire; 
Warm and pleasant but never lasting. 
I spent my days in toil for all the Lords offered; 
I cared for what they grew and brought forth their harvest. 
I fed gods all day long to an ever-growing appetite. 
I was willing to work, but it never ended. 
I foresaw my path leading where I did not want to go. 
Surely, I would have withered. 
 
So, I have learned what my heart desires is beyond what man can touch. 
All the gods praised themselves and left me hungry. 
There I was working the ground of my own grave. 
There I was living for praise that never arrived. 
To that, I rebelled, and I shut the door to created gods. 
I fell before Him who overcomes my heart jealously. 
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The True Vine is the One Who has overcome. 
He created my heart and fashioned its throne. 
What can surpass His nature to grow enthroned within me? 
I shall let His presence be my only desire. 
I shall bow to the Name… my heart fixed to the truth of His glory. 
My body will carry out His ways in this Land; partaking of Him with His 
people. 
 
Among His people, He has resurrected my heart.” 
 
And with that last line, he said, “Let us pray.” 
 
He prayed: 
 
“Ancient of Days, 
you brought me home where mercy reigns. 
 
I departed. 
I was stained. 
Still, you cleanse me with your flame. 
I was a fool 
but now perceive. 
Life dwells in you to be received. 
 
Thought I was a man, 
a hollow claim. 
I was humbled, 
not seeking your Name. 
Reached for the knowledge, 
it brought strain. 
As all became a loss, 
I sought to be gain. 
 
I felt your fire, it burnt my hands, 
yet, cleared my soul of selfish plans. 
You spared not the rod in your care. 
To share your heart, cleanse my despair. 
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You cared so much to let me grow. 
Made me rich with tears that know. 
To turn my mind with the hope of you. 
Free my spirit that boiled and brew. 
To quench the fire of that fools’ pain. 
So, I could stand within your claim. 
 
Composed a way to let me know. 
You never what to let me go. 
Now I see in you, one can truly attain 
The garden home, where mercy reigns.” 
 
And with the words, “mercy reigns,” he finished praying. 
 
I sat stunned.  
 
I looked at the faces around me. Others were stunned as well. Some were 
silent.  Others seemed to relate and nodded approvingly.  Still more 
seemed sad or cried and could not continue eating.  Whether those who 
cried did so with broken hearts or joy, I am not sure. I approached him 
and thanked him for sharing and pointing us to a place of proper focus. 
 
“Yes,” he said, “I learned the hard way and want to encourage others not 
to take my path.”  He paused for a moment and then asked, “Say, have 
you been to the Heights of Grace and Mercy?” 
 
“I don’t think so,” I replied. 
 
“Come then,” he said, “I feel lead to show you a special place to me.”   
 
I left Custos’ side and the Unrooted and followed Bellator.  He took me 
up a hill to the Heights of Grace and Mercy.  There is a view of the flax 
fields and everything down to the Trench on one side.  There is a view of 
the landscape of the Bright Forest that leads up deeper into Hashem.  I 
looked to the fields noticing not only flax, but a lamb among crops of fruits 
and vegetables.  The beauty of the Bright Forest from the Heights of Grace 
and Mercy was astounding.   
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Bellator described all that surrounded us. Then added, “I used to assume 
that what was beyond the region of Grace and Mercy was more of the 
same. I was ignorant but now understand there is an ever life-enriching 
experience in Hashem.” 
 
We walked down from the high point and meandered in the flax fields.  
There were different types of flax crops and we were in an area dedicated 
to flax used to make the garments everyone is first given when entering 
Hashem.  A small army is needed to harvest the bounty.  Bellator said that 
Harvest Day was not too far away and preparations were in full swing. 
 
In the field, as I moved my hands across the green covered seeds of the 
flax plants, we ‘conversated’ about many things.  I am not sure that is a 
word, but that is what Bellator called it!  We spoke about why it was good 
yet wasn't best for those dwelling with fear of growing to remain only 
among the Peoples of Grace and Mercy.  His story had held my curiosity.  
I had already understood why it wasn't best, though, in fact, it was better 
than following Bellator’s path. Then again, Bellator was ready to move 
beyond the region of Grace and Mercy. He even told me so as we spoke 
stating he planned after the Harvest to live in the village of Gentleness and 
Patience.  
 
He also said to me, “I learned what it means to be patient through 
suffering, gentle through what is hard, and now I will love others to walk 
deeper into Hashem.”  Bellator taught me we naturally seek good over bad, 
but don’t know what is right in ourselves and only by the love of the 
Ancient of Days can we move beyond our comfortable dwelling places 
towards what is best.  What is best… is reflecting love. 
 
I also talked to a few people tending to the fields.  “I was called to this 
region,” one of the ladies said.  She added, “There must be a call to stay 
here.”  She then quickly glanced at my walking stick, stating, “You have 
the look of a Ducit?” 
 
“I am,” I said. 
 



JOURNEY TO THE GLORY: A STORY ABOUT REFLECTING GOD 

305 

“We gladly remain where we are called,” she said as she got back to work.  
“You are Ducit, so you will move on to be a guiding vessel throughout 
Hashem.” 
 
I heard more talk about Harvest Day in the flax fields when Bellator and I 
joined in on a few chores.  There was an anticipation in the air because the 
coming Harvest Day.  It would bring help from all Hashem, grand 
fellowship, a bountiful harvest, and praise to the Ancient of Days for His 
provision.  I looked forward to enjoyable fellowship of talking about the 
Ancient of Days and His abundant love and provision.  We did work, I 
promise, but it felt more like fellowship.  We filled carts with plants and 
our hearts with friendship.  We then took our harvested bundles to the 
Flax Makers Camp. 
 
On the way, Bellator asked if I had been to the Vine Orchard.  I had missed 
that part of the village when I arrived in Hashem.  I told him so.  He quickly 
shifted the cart and insisted, “We’ll take a long way then.”  I wondered 
about pushing a cart with Bellator’s physical issues, but we soldiered on, 
and he had not a word of complaint. 
 
We cut across the field, not without some strain I might add, until we 
reached a wagon-wide path alongside a stream.  We followed it for a good 
half-hour.  Along the way, I saw the other flax fields of flowers, leaves, 
grains, and all the beauty which grew among the crops. 
 
“Here we are at the Orchard of the Vines of Mercy," Bellator said with a 
sense of accomplishment.  “This is where vine belts are crafted, and mercy 
wine is pressed.” 
 
A man approached. “Hello, Bellator what brings you to the Orchard?” 
Bellator leaned against the cart out of breath and told him, “My friend here 
has never seen the vine orchard.” 
 
“Well, I am Vinitor.” The man replied to me with hospitality, “Come 
brothers, all are welcome.  Just let me know if there is anything I can do.” 
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Always full of questions I asked, “Has the orchard always been here in 
Hashem?” 
 
“In a way it has, but in a way it has not,” he said cryptically.  “The fact is 
the vine has always been here as you can find it anywhere in Hashem.  The 
orchard, however, was started by those already established by the Ancient 
of Days before the Host went to Receding.  The orchard was expanded 
after our Host, the True Vine, returned from traveling to Receding back 
to the place of Glory beyond the Great Falls.  The vine has grown here 
cultivated ever since.  Vine-belts are given to all who spring up in Hashem 
and grow with faithful stewardship or wither away around their waist.  We 
make belts and press wine until the Trench is filled on the Great Day.” 
 
Bellator looked around my waist, “Yours vine belt seems to be growing 
well.”  Vinitor nodded in agreement. 
 
“Actually,” Vinitor continued, “There is more to the Orchard of the Vines 
of Mercy than I have words, but most of all, it reminds us and draws us 
together to bring harmony to Hashem.  That can best be perceived, we 
believe, when giving back from what the vine provides.  You must receive, 
but the abundance of Living Light and Living Water in Hashem is too 
much to retain all to ourselves.  The fact is if you don't give in Hashem the 
abundance will overwhelm you.  It could even destroy you.” 
 
Bellator injected after having caught his breath fully, “When the vine is 
cultivated, beautiful growth appears that is in harmony with the Ancient 
of Days due to the True Vine's mercy.  The vinedressers love Him for that 
and remain in the orchard here in Hashem mainly intending to please the 
Ancient of Days.” 
 
“This is a unique place where the vine is cut to be dressed anywhere in 
Hashem with unlimited variants of potential,” Vinitor concluded. 
 
I liked that response. 
 
Vinitor then looked at our cart.  “Do you think you could take some 
needed vine to the Makers?” 
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“Whatever will fit on the wagon,” I replied.  Bellator nodded in agreement 
and moved towards some stacked bundles of the vine. We added vines to 
our already loaded wagon.  We fit all we could on the wagon and waved 
thankfully to Vinitor.  We went onto to the Makers which wasn’t too 
awfully far and once there… we unloaded and observed their silent work. 
 
The Makers produced all kinds of items from the flax plant.  I walked 
about the work yard to see clothes, big-brimmed hats, sheets, rope, 
bandages, roles of paper, and baskets.  I watched as they stripped the plants 
for food and medicine alike.  One Maker broke her silence and mentioned 
the teas and oils of the plant could be made into all kinds of ointments to 
nurture of the people of Hashem.  She asked if I needed anything and then 
returned to her work.  When I saw first-hand the extreme effort required 
and the time-consuming skill necessary to provide what covered and 
support my body, I was ashamed I did not more appreciate what I had 
received in Hashem.  I was in awe. 
 
I realized more than ever that from the first day I entered Hashem that the 
Peoples wrapped me in the love of the Ancient of Days.  The garment I 
wore, at that moment, became more than clothes.  My clothing became a 
special symbol from the True Vine.  It was His loving embrace through 
His Makers serving as hands to His heart.  My clothes were real love that 
dressed my body.  In the flax fields of Hashem and now among the quiet 
Makers, I learned to love through making things that unite with what the 
True Vine provides. 
 
The full-day ended. 
I got some much-needed sleep. 
 
The next morning, I awoke to an excited Bellator, saying, “Let’s go out to 
the fields.” 
 
Salve stood by with a grin on his face.  “Come,” Salve said as I readied 
myself, “There is something you should witness.”  On our way toward the 
fields, I heard the bells.  These were bells similar to those that welcome 
people to Hashem, but their tone was different, and there were definitely 
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more!  Salve excitedly explained as we arrived, “The Festival of Giving on 
Harvest Day!” 
 
Bellator pointed to the fields at the horizon. Looking, I saw a great 
multitude of people were arriving on the outskirts of the fields.  They were 
grabbing baskets and sacks and heading into the fields to harvest.  “Let's 
join them,” Bellator exclaimed! 
 
I was excited as well and grabbed a basket.  As I was walking toward the 
field full of people, I noticed the harvesters had vines about them that were 
in the full bloom.  Each different because they were all from the many 
villages all over Hashem.  I had been to some.  Others I did not recognize.  
Everyone’s leaves, vines, and colors reflected brightly in the light of 
Hashem. 
 
Salve, always having his eye on me, said, “Yes, they are ready to give.  
Ready to serve.” 
 
I fully realized what the special harvest day was all about. The Peoples 
brought the best fruits of their regions with themselves.  They came from 
all over to harvest the fields.  They came to give of themselves.  They came 
to give as the True Vine had for them. 
 
We all went straight into the fields and wasted no time.  The flax fields 
were harvested within about three hours because there was so many of to 
serve.  I was told more would be coming by evening.  We all loaded carts 
and a line of carts headed to the Makers and their storehouses.  Some 
others were searching through the harvest, picking the best for harvest 
meal.  Bellator nodded and pointed me towards a shade tree. Others were 
gathering under the branches resting, fellowshipping, storytelling, and 
waiting for mealtime. 
 
I looked at the nearly bare field. I told Bellator how amazing it was to see 
the landscape change in just a matter of hours.  It looked like a different 
place.  I kept going on about things like that for some time until I noticed 
he could not sustain his full attention. He was preoccupied with eyes fixed 
on the horizon. He was waiting for something or someone. 
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I looked as well.  With an eagle eye, he saw someone come over the 
horizon.  He stood.  He smiled. He raised both hands, waving for attention.  
He shouted poetically as loud as he could to the person who was walking 
towards us.  It was a woman approaching, and though at a distance. I could 
tell she had a smile. Bellator's gaze was fixed to her. 
 
His words were full of emotion: 
"Elect Lady, 
On days of grey, when things bright felt far away, 
The memory of your eyes came to sway. 
With the thought of your voice, what was grey rolled away." 
She responded from across the harvested field, 
I love you.” 
 
His words embraced hers: 
"Wind to my heart is the compassion you impart." 
 
Again, I heard her voice gliding on the breeze: 
“I will always love you." 
 
Without pause, he continued but began walking to her: 
“As the brightness of noon, 
you brought my thoughts to rise from gloom. 
Like new day's glorious blue, 
you lit my soul to bloom. 
Like wings of a swan, 
you lifted my thoughts to skies beyond. 
Though far away, 
I felt your praying sway, 
Home to Hashem. 
Where lost love this day, 
Is resurrected before you to stay." 
 
They met. I think both actually glowed once hand in hand in tears as they 
reunited.  After they stilled their feelings, she and Bellator came to where 
I was under the shade tree.  They told me their story. 
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When Bellator left Hashem, he wanted Lady (that was her name) to join 
him, but she was unwilling to follow after his selfish desire.  She moved 
deep into Hashem to the Emunah Valley after his departure.  Her love for 
him never died.  Her heart had been broken, but her prayers continued.  It 
was true love she explained; it was Bellator or no one else. 
 
“You might be wondering how I could freely trust and embrace what was 
once shattered?” she said with a knowing smile, “It takes time, but to be 
true one must offer forgiveness.  Love rejoices with the truth when the 
offer based on what is right.  Love rejoices when forgiveness is accepted.  
Love rejoices with the truth. What's more… love holds no record of 
wrongs.” 
 
I responded understanding what she was explaining, “The Ancient of Days 
can redeem and heal all things.  His ways sustain life, and when you know 
the truth, you can freely practice trust.” 
 
Bellator as if sharing her voice agreed and added, “Embracing self brings 
the gray fog of the soul which makes it impossible to keep one's direction.  
Love has a way of speaking into the gray fog of the soul when it comes to 
rest in your heart.  Then one turns to the right direction.  Love allows us 
to find what was forsaken.  This is what we partake of in Hashem.  This is 
the way of the True Vine.” 
 
They both looked at me, saying in unison: "Love rejoices with the truth." 
 
A horn blew, and we knew that it was time to eat and time for the Harvest 
Day meal. 
 
We went to the meal held outside in the fields.  All kinds of foods were 
spread out on huge round tree stumps which had been rolled out into the 
area to serve as tables.  Each stump had its own type of food.  The whole 
gathering was an incredible sight. I had never seen so many people at one 
meal before, but of course, this was a special event.  Yes, there were whole 
families there and representatives from all regions of Hashem. 
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Soon I saw men climb atop the stumps each taking hold of the substance 
it held.  Now on the three biggest stumps in the middle, there was bread, 
fresh cut vine from the orchard, and one was hollowed out full of wine.  
Overseers stood at each huge stump. 
 
First, the vine was passed out to us all. The Overseer took the vine and 
spoke: “Let us remember.” 
 
He bit into the vine, and we followed his example. 
 
I bit into my vine.  It was so very bitter.  It was nasty awful.  My initial 
reaction was to spit it out.  I was about to do so when Bellator noticing 
advised me to chew and swallow.  So I kept chewing rather than spiting 
the vine out.  Barely.  As I chewed, I looked at the faces of others. They 
all scowled and looked sick; all their faces were full of disgust. 
 
Everyone’s eyes focused on the Overseer at the vine stump.  He 
straightened his shoulders and his face turned from disgust to joy with a 
most genuine smile.  His whole body appeared filled with relief.  The 
Overseer spoke: “Let us remember the True Vine Who tasted death for 
us.”  A few seconds later, we all had sweet flavor burst on our tongues as 
the vine changed from utter bitterness to surprising sweetness.  I was 
finally able to swallow filling my soul with joyful relief. 
 
The eyes of everyone gathered fell to the second Overseer at the bread 
stump.  He stood and broke the bread.  The third Overseer at the carved 
stump full of the wine dipped a cup into the stump and held up his cup.  
We were all given bread and wine.  Once everyone had their bread and 
wine; we ate and drank it together, remembering Who provided our 
fellowship and the life we all shared in Hashem. 
 
I noticed a woman near me. She had a sad look on her face and seemed 
full of fear.  The bread and wine were before her untouched.  Uneaten.  
Undrunk.  She cried softly. As I looked closer, I noticed the vine seemed 
to have been chewed, but spit out.  I felt for her but knew not how to help.  
I was distressed at her helplessness. 
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Soon, we all began to walk back to the village, but the young woman who 
had cried softly during the ceremony continued to draw my attention.  She 
stood apart from the others and still seemed to be upset. 
 
I could just walk away, but that would not be loving. 
I could dismiss my notice of her sadness, but that would not be kind. 
I could leave her to someone with more experience helping those fearing 
growth, but that would be lazy. 
I could assume she would be fine on her own, but that is not empathetic 
or sympathetic. 
 
What would I want someone to do in this situation for me? 
I would want them to love me. 
 
I waved goodbye to Salve, Custos, and Bellator as they walked back to the 
village.  They saw my aim and Salve gave me a good-hearted nod.  He knew 
I wished to help the young woman. She looked to be overwhelmed. My 
heart went out to her. 
 
I greeted her softly, "I noticed you cried while others smiled. Would you 
like to talk?" 
 
She sat on the table-sized stump and nodded.  I sat with her.  We sat for a 
few minutes without either of us saying a word.  I was praying for the 
Ancient of Days to give me wisdom.  I asked that He would help me to 
know what to say.  I asked that He would help me to understand what not 
to say. 
 
She spoke up, "My name is Adfiga." She started to cry right after she told 
me her name. "I am weak. I just can't seem to move on." 
 
"Do you know what is stopping you?" 
 
She nodded, "I was born and lived in North Wellstone Neighborhood in 
Receding.  My family owned a Shine Root Tavern near the Market.  It was 
small, but okay.  I got into drinking Shine Root Spirits.  I became heavily 
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addicted.  Very addicted.  Very addicted.  Very addicted."  She kept saying 
that phrase over and over. 
 
I just sat and listened. 
 
Adfiga continued, "When I got here to the Highlands, I was very ill.  Master 
Healer Assa said I was the illest person he had ever seen.  I spent many 
days, weeks, and months, trying to get well. I have a sickness in me that 
will not go away.  I am not sure the Highlands are the place for me.  I also 
don't want to go back to Receding."  She described her time in Hashem to 
me, and I got an idea. 
 
"Would you take a walk with me?" I asked. 
 
She nodded. 
 
We walked through the harvested flax fields of the Peoples of Grace and 
Mercy.  I led her to the Heights of Grace and Mercy, where Bellator had 
earlier brought me.  I wanted her to see where she had been in Hashem 
and how much more of Hashem she had yet to experience.  I walked her 
down right to the edge of the forest outside the fields of Grace and Mercy.  
The whole place was reflecting the color green in the bright Living Light 
overflowing from Hashem. 
I took Adfiga by the hand and had her look over the edge.  The words just 
started flowing from my heart, "When you came across the Trench 
through the Gate of Baptism, you ceased to be your own. You voluntarily 
transferred from Receding into the Land of Hashem. You entered the 
Dominion of the Ancient of Days because He drew you by His voice. He 
drew you through the story of the Traveler.  I can only assume the telling 
of the Traveler’s Story and the witness of the Monks of the Encampment 
of Mercy was helpful and good." 
 
She nodded as she stared over the edge of Hashem. 
 
"Everything in Receding is tainted.  There is no pure water anywhere. 
Everyone in Receding has the tainted waters of the wells and the tainted 
addicting waters of the lake to drink." 
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I then gently turned her from the edge and had her look to the bounty of 
Hashem. 
 
I continued, "To be here in the Land of Hashem, is to be under the grace 
of our Host, the True Vine. He who is the One Who Prevails. He is the 
Healer. He is the grace we need. You are here in the land by the will of the 
Ancient of Days. Do you believe that?" 
 
She nodded as she stared into the Forest of Hashem and said, "Yes, I 
believe." 
 
I moved us one step forward into Hashem's abundant blessings and said, 
"We learn from the True Vine our King." 
 
I moved us one more step forward into Hashem and said, "We are grafted 
into this place for a reason." 
 
"That being what?" she asked… still staring into the Land of Hashem. 
 
I moved us two more steps deeper into Hashem and answered, "The 
burden we carry in Hashem is to share all we receive or risk weighing down 
our own hearts. For when one’s fears or selfishness overrides the way of 
reflective submission, the soul can drown in abundance.  That is why it is 
better to give than receive. The reason we are grafted into Hashem is to be 
loved, but better yet, to love." 
 
Adfiga knelt where we had stepped away from the edge. As she did so, the 
Living Light of Hashem touched her face as the wind blew through her 
hair.  I saw a sparkle of life in her eye.  Then I knew it wouldn't be long 
until the vine-belt browning around her waist would begin to shine greener 
in color.  Adfiga was finding her faith more fully. 
 
She was praying. 
I was praying. 
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While we were praying, we could hear others singing with all their voices 
together, giving a mighty sound of praise to the Ancient of Days. We 
finished our prayers. 
 
“Do you hear them,” I asked. 
“Yes,” she replied. 
 
“My new friend,” I said confidently with faith and assurance, “Always 
remember you never live alone nor need to walk alone in Hashem.” 
 
Bellator and Lady waited for us as we neared the village. Bellator greeted 
us, asking, “How are you, Adfiga?” 
 
“Better now,” she told him through tear-stained eyes now dried with faith. 
 
“Really! Well,” he said, looking at Lady next to him, “Lady and I would 
like to invite you to come to stay with us among the Peoples of Gentleness 
and Patience.” 
 
Adfiga agreed. 
 
Master Ducit’s voice then came to my ear. I knew what that meant. My 
time among the people of Grace and Mercy for a time had come to an end. 
It was time to follow to voice that leads and love as I could. 
I said my good-bye as the three walked off together.  I watched them go. 
 
I thought:  “Today, I understand more than when I first began, it is indeed 
better to give than to receive. I have learned from the Peoples who abide 
by giving from what is received within the boundaries of Hashem.  I have 
learned from the Peoples who are well rooted in the character that honors 
the True Vine our Perfector. 
 
In Hashem, we need not give priority to surviving death.  Instead, we can 
conform to enduring in love.  Life is found in the Name, in the presence 
of the glory.” 
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THINGS TO REMEMBER. 
 
“When we live for ‘self,’ we live for our own will as our own king.” 
 
“Many experience the words in the light and it shows moral weakness, 
which brings discomfort.” 
 
“I liked him.  I liked the man who hated those wicked people that hurt his 
people and longed to see their destruction.  Yet the Ancient of Days, in 
the story, longed to free the people from destruction.  I must admit I 
identified more with the man who hated the wickedness than the Ancient 
of Days.” 
 
“The Ancient of Days is never overlooking immoral behavior, but is always 
overcoming it through the relational giving of life.” 
 
“Love is no respecter of persons.  Sometimes you need support and 
sometimes you do not.  Sometimes others need support and sometimes 
they do not.  We give and receive because that’s how love works. You love 
people. You let people love you.” 
 
“It is the heart behind a thing that gives life meaning.” 
 
“It is submission to the nature of our King that we must affix our minds.” 
 
“Acknowledge the Ancient of Days in all you do, and He will provide the 
patience and self-control to serve Him and the perseverance to continue 
in Him.” 
 
“Self-control fueled by the Ancient of Days is His-control and we must 
allow Him to fill us up with His power.” 
 
“Sometimes we must go ahead on a journey on trust.  We all have missteps 
at times due to our moral weaknesses.” 
 
“We must control the first self in keeping our mind ever on the True Vine.” 
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“Perseverance can be sour.” 
 
“Completeness comes because you have trust in the community.” 
 
“Nothing is lost if you are willing to humble yourself.” 
 
“The Host our King has a way of bringing things back to those who seek 
His holy nature.” 
“If we want to fully reflect the Ancient of Days, we have to let Him work, 
but we have to do our part as well.” 
“Kindness has power in it.” 
 
“Behind some Dwellers walked around the edge of the gathering.  They 
were ready to listen, but not ready to sit.” 
 
“He gives us rest in His abundant character.” 
 
“These souls were genuine branches of the True Vine as they expressed 
selflessness through their actions to those who were in pain.” 
 
“For Grace trains in the way of ‘The Name,’ 
Keep your trust firm in His claim.” 
 
“There is such incredible unity energized by hands of mercy.  Mercy leads 
to selflessness, which spends much time in the care for the needs of 
others.” 
 
“We must rise to be givers of His love.” 
 
“We all dwell a little, but some have a hard time taking root because of 
their story, past regrets, lies they may still believe, pain from the sores, and 
so forth.  Fears are still within us sometimes.” 
 
“To truly endure isn't just to survive, but rather to continue to love.” 
 
“I fell before Him who overcomes my heart jealously.” 
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“You might be wondering how I could freely trust and embrace what was 
once shattered?  It takes time, but to be true one must offer forgiveness.” 
 
“Love rejoices when forgiveness is accepted.” 
 
“The Ancient of Days can redeem and heal all things.  His ways sustain 
life, and when you know the truth, you can freely practice trust.” 
 
“Love allows us to find what was forsaken.” 
“The reason we are grafted into Hashem is to be loved, but better yet, to 
love.” 
 
“Life is found in the Name, in the presence of the glory.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

END OF THE JOURNAL. 
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THE QUESTION: Why Was This Story Written? 
THE ANSWER: The Good News 
 
In the beginning, before the foundation of world, Jesus was foreknown to 
bring forth the Father’s love and life into the world (see 1 Peter 1:20). This 
was and still is His will for humankind. 
 
We are to rule in the image of God in Jesus. 
We also find in the Bible that God said, “Let us create man in our image, 
after our likeness and let them rule” (see Genesis 1:26). 
 
What is God’s image and what is it to image God?   
This is an important question for those who have accepted the status of 
representing God and seek to reflect Him.  It means for humans to have 
dominion on earth, (see again Genesis 1:26) to have a status of God’s 
earthly representative. All humans have this status regardless of their skills 
set or abilities. The important part in imaging God is that we follow Him 
as He clarifies and directs within relationship, with Him and one another. 
There are no self-taught imagers in the Kingdom of God. 
 
What does it mean to rule?   
If we are to rule like God, we are to reflect His nature on earth. To steward 
the Earth after the nature of God. So, for us to rule at its core is to love as 
God loves us.  Perhaps this is obvious, but perhaps not.  We read in 
Genesis with Adam and Eve that they were in a garden and were told to 
tend that garden.  They were to rule over it.  Adam named the animals for 
he had dominion on the Earth.  From that point on, they (Adam and Eve 
and all their descendants) were to care for God’s Creation.  He 
commanded them to be fruitful and to subdue the entire Earth.  In this 
process of subduing they in innocence were to continually mature by 
trusting God’s Word alone.  By trusting in God’s Word alone, they would 
bring forth His glory and will.  History tells us however humanity has never 
followed this order of rule. 
 
Headship is important in imaging God.   
It is a well-known example from the Bible that God’s call on human beings 
to image Him is developed through family.  A family produces a spirit of 
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relationship with one with another and sets a pattern of what they will 
image with their lives (1 Corinthians 11:3, 11-12; Ephesians 5:21-30; 
Colossians 3:17-21). 
 
Headship. 
Headship has to do with the flow of glory manifesting through love.  It is 
not about who is in charge, but rather who is in submission to the 
Sovereign.  We see this worked out in Genesis as well. 
 
God created His son Adam in His image. 
From Adam, God made Eve. 
 
Thereafter, all human life came through woman leaving man and woman 
equal in status as image bearers of God the Father. We should notice that 
men hold the position of headship in the family unit.  Life comes through 
women as a shadow of all life coming through Christ.  The seed of that life 
(coming from man) is a reflection of God the Father commanding the 
creative process to begin. 
 
Through the Scriptures we see (the flow of glory): 
God the Father 
Jesus the Son 
Man 
Woman 
 
God the Father and God the Son are equal in status as God.  So also, men 
and woman are equal in status as human. Moreover, just as the Father God 
is head over the Son God so man is head over woman and all are to be in 
submission to God.  God the Father alone is Sovereign over all. 
 
All are in submission to God in their roles with the order He created that 
they might love as God Himself loves and has commanded.  God the 
Father is reflected in Jesus the Son (John 4:34, 8:28, 10:30, 14:7-9).  Human 
beings who have accepted Jesus as Lord and Savior (meaning they live and 
are learning to live as He lives) are reflections of Jesus Christ (Romans 
13:14; 1 Corinthians 11:1; Colossians 3:12; 1 Peter 2:21).  This means 
headship is about the flow of glory from God to us in a divine ordained 
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order. To truly be Human is to be the reflection of God on Earth and will 
always remain the standard thanks to the witness of Jesus Christ. 
The enemy undermines the means by which God desires to mature His 
imagers.  It is in thinking about headship in the family that we, especially 
in our modern and postmodern culture, come upon a sharp disagreement 
about the topic of headship. This is due to the current emphasis of equality 
without the headship of Christ in mind.  There was and is a great disruption 
in the flow of glory which is called sin and is reflected in culture that rebels 
from God’s good order. 
 
The Great Disruption: Fallen Man Without God 
For many generations, God let human beings live in their fallen state (with 
a disruption in the flow of glory).  However, a Promise existed for future 
redemption of a renewed human state for those that believe in God’s 
sovereignty.  Even though that Promise existed, humanity didn’t put trust 
in God, but trust in their own understanding (not living by faith).  They 
were self-focused lusting after selfish desires, imaging created things and 
or persons rather than imaging God (see Romans 1:25). 
 
Two great examples of this sin disruption (since we have been thinking 
much about Genesis) in the Bible are: The flood and the tower. 
 
The need for the flood (see Genesis 6-9) God floods the world for His 
name sake to save humanity from extinction as His imagers. Human 
corruption as God foretold indeed lead to death for all save Noah’s family. 
 
The Tower of Babel (see Genesis 11) At the tower story we see again 
Humanity proclaim they will use their status as one created in the image of 
God to make a name for themselves. Rather than reflect God on earth. At 
this point in history, God exiles Humanity from personal relationship with 
Him as their God. He then establishes the nations turning those nations 
over to other powers for parentage under his sovereign rule, save one 
nation whom He establishes in the call of a man named Abram, who the 
Bibles says believed God. (Deuteronomy 4:19-20, 32:8-9, Acts 17:26-27) 
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The Great Plan of God to Restore the Reflecting Flow of Glory 
After this point in human history, God birthed His own nation through 
whom He intended to draw humanity fully back into imaging Him as the 
rulers on Earth (Genesis 12:3; Leviticus 26:12; Jeremiah 7:23; Ezekiel 
36:28; Zechariah 2:11).  The Apostle Paul also states in the New Testament 
that men and women find God through submitting to God’s sovereignty 
expressed by the Jews (Romans 1:17, 2:9-10).  Salvation is through the 
Jewish people because God (YHWH) was their Personal God. 
 
God the Father makes covenants with men (in the line of Jesus of 
Nazareth) and gave the Law to His own nation Israel.  These are His 
people.  These are the people of the Messiah.  These are the people 
through whom God would allow humanity to survive.  At the center of 
those people and their existence is trust in God.  God brought into the 
world through His own nation (the Jews) and life (Christ) the rule of the 
Age to Come.  Because of this, all peoples have the opportunity to be as 
God intended.  His intention is for them to image Him on earth and in 
this way rule. 
 
Now in order to image God properly, you have to know who He is, 
right? 
God gives Israel the Law and only Israel because it was through this 
particular nation that He would send His Son, “the image of the invisible 
God” (Colossians 1:15).  Now the Israelites were under the task master of 
the Law (Galatians 3:23-26) in order that they might remain the chosen 
people that would bring forth the promise made to Abraham and His seed 
the Messiah.  Under the Messiah (Jesus the Son), they would find 
redemption. 
 
This would create them as a new creation the image of God under the 
Messiah’s rule.  The Gospel is about bringing forth the glory and will of 
God the Father from heaven to Earth.  The Gospel is about so much more 
than simply saving humanity from doom.  The Gospel is about so much 
more than simply saving us from Hell.  God’s will for humanity is seen in 
the Person of Jesus Christ and only those who image Him rule.   
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The Gospel is all about God and we share of His eternal life when 
we image Him.    
This is done in Messiah Jesus alone. 
 
Now in order to image God properly, you have to know who He is, 
right? 
Hence the heavy emphasis in Christianity on knowing Jesus relationally.  
This is why people say Christianity is not a ritual, but a relationship.  Jesus 
Christ was The Man in whom the fullness of God dwelt.  He was the pure 
image of His Father. 
 
A proper place of imaging God 
To rule in the Messiah’s Kingdom is not to rule by worldly force.  To rule 
in the Messiah’s Kingdom means to serve others.  This means whatever 
we do in Christ reflects God’s nature on Earth. 
 
We are to turn from sin and image God.  We are made for just that 
purpose.  In knowing God, we will learn better and better how to more 
abundantly image Him.  This brings true meaning to our life and the lives 
we relate to by His Grace. 
 
We must not submit simply to get saved, but rather submit to the 
Will of God within His submissive order.   
In His order, there is rest in the salvation of imaging God made possible 
through the purification found in Christ's Death and Resurrection.  God 
being God accomplishes this. Jesus being Jesus accomplishes this because 
He faithfully images God the Father. 
 
Undeniably, we see this fully revealed in a human at the crucifixion of Jesus 
Christ.  On the cross, the Messiah images God His father.  Jesus overcame 
sin and death at the place of mercy offering His forgiving nature.  We 
received purification, meant for all with contrite hearts who place their 
faith in His person.  Jesus, the God-Man, was faithful to God’s covenant 
promise to Abraham and Jesus Himself was loyal to God His Father.  He 
now offers life continual in the age to come for those willing to follow 
Him in manifesting God’s will on Earth. 
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John 17:20-23 says, "My prayer is not for them alone. I pray also for 
those who will believe in me through their message, that all of them 
may be one, Father, just as you are in me and I am in you. May they 
also be in us so that the world may believe that you have sent me.  I 
have given them the glory that you gave me, that they may be one as 
we are one: I in them and you in me. May they be brought to 
complete unity to let the world know that you sent me and have loved 
them even as you have loved me.” 
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GLOSSARY & HINTS FROM ‘JOURNEY TO GLORY’ 
For those who want to get further into the story and metaphor. 
 
Abode of Vision: The deepest part of the Desert where visions offer great 
desires.  The voice of Prince-Nachash comes to seekers to dissuade them 
from traveling any further to the Highlands. 
 
Acater: Old English word for a purveyor of foodstuffs. 
 
Actuary: A business person. 
 
Amphitheater A large facility for outdoor events, concerts, and plays.  
The business community in Receding is used to further a hidden agenda 
of Prince-Nachash. The business community uses the venue to encourage 
people to buy their goods from the Market and to distract them with 
material things.  Prince-Nachash wishes to root people in a lie and distract 
the people from the Truth with an alternative origin story. 
 
Ancient of Days: In the story, this is the first Person of the triune-
Godhead.  YHWH, Creator of Heaven and Earth, God Almighty. (God 
Himself) 
 
Baca: Latin word for “berry.”  This is the type of pie our main character 
steals. 
 
Black Market: A place or certain vendors that sell items against the law 
or in unlawful ways. 
 
Boat Maker: The forerunner of the Traveler who pointed the people to 
seek fresh living water outside of Receding.  Think of the Boat Maker as a 
combination of the Biblical characters Noah and John the Baptist. 
 
Cleric: Another name for a priest or clergy. 
 
Desert: The vast area of lifeless sand between Receding and the Oasis 
which leads to the Highlands.  The Desert has several areas which have 
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unique temptations and traps.  It is a deadly place where many do not 
survive.  It is always a purifying test for those who seek the Highlands. 
 
Ducit:  A member of the Peoples of Ancient’s Rule who guide new 
residents of the Highlands/Land of Hashem.  Each of them have the same 
name, but carry unique staffs which show their personality.  They do have 
distinct community but not a specific village in Hashem, but travel 
constantly.  They do maintain Outposts throughout Hashem. 
 
Dweller: A person who arrives in the Highlands/Land of Hashem who 
struggles to progress in faith. 
 
Dying Tree: A tree in the Desert that is the place of extreme capital 
punishment.  It is the tree on which the people of Receding killed the 
Traveler.  The blood of the Traveler transformed it into the Mercy Tree.  
It is proper to think of the Dying Tree as a metaphor for the Cross of 
Christ. 
 
Ebrius: the Latin word for “drunk” and it means to “full up.” 
 
Emunah: This is an actual Hebrew word which means faithfulness and 
steadfast living to the inborn conviction that transcends without dismissing 
reason. 
 
Emunah Valley: The deep valley that runs the length of the Land of 
Hashem.  In the valley, the mist is the thickest from the Living Water and 
is the purest.  Everything grows thicker, bigger, and faster.  Those who live 
in the valley do so to serve others and have developed in character.  It is 
also possible for those new to Hashem to visit in the valley or serve for 
short period if led by a person of character. 
 
Emunah Valley Farm: A specific farm in the valley visited by our main 
character in which he discovered much about faith.  It is proper to think 
of the farm as allegory for where moral character grows abundantly. 
 
Encampment of Mercy: The camp of the Monks a few days east of 
Receding where people prepare for the journey to the Highlands.  The 
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Encampment is built around the Mercy Tree.  It is proper to think of the 
Encampment as a metaphor for a place of mercy through which salvation 
is offered. 
 
Face of the Source: In the gnostic-alternative story “Return to the 
Source,” this is the character that helps Sophia free humanity from the 
tyranny of the Maker of Days. 
 
Faith-Lilly: An allegorical character expressing the growth and beauty that 
comes forth by faith in God/Christ.  Such faith changes a person from 
within to manifest beauty in the open air, externally.  Note to reader: Faith-
Lilly’s husband and primarily Faith-Lilly is a collective allusion to the many 
biblical examples of redeemed humanity through faith, such as the bride 
of Christ (the Church) and the potential beauty that comes through loyalty 
to Christ. 
 
Gate of Baptism:  Only by passing through this area between the Desert 
and the Highlands can a person reach the Land of Hashem.  It is proper 
to understand the Gate of Baptism with Christian Baptism which marks a 
person as belonging to Jesus Christ. 
 
Geitonas: Greek word for “neighbor.” 
 
Highlands (aka Land of Hashem): The place where the peoples of God 
dwell.  The whole land is a metaphor for life in Christ where people learn 
and reflect the attributes of God.  The vines and plant life are extensions 
of the metaphor showing growth and life in Christ. 
 
Host (aka The Traveler): The One in whom and in who’s land the 
peoples of Ancient of Days live. In story, this characterizes the Second 
Person of the Triune-Godhead of Christians which is Jesus Christ the Son 
of God.  He is also YHWH, Creator of Heaven and Earth, (God Himself).  
Important Note: There is word play at work with this title (the Host) 
because its meaning mingles divine power, organic relationship, and 
hospitality. 
 



JOURNEY TO THE GLORY: A STORY ABOUT REFLECTING GOD 

329 

Kalogeros: From the Greek word for “good on the inside and out,” Monk 
in the Encampment of Mercy and our main character’s uncle. 
 
Koritsi: Greek word for “girl” 
 
Koufos: the Greek word for “deaf” 
 
Lake Receding: The body of water around which the town of Receding 
sits and takes its name. The lake is slowly shrinking in size.  It symbolizes 
the world outside of God’s will.  The water of the lake must be treated 
with Shine Root for it to be usable in any way. 
 
Lake Transcendent: The huge deep and wide body of water in Hashem 
which receives water from the Royal Falls and has tributaries all over the 
land watering it with Living Water.  Some of the water makes it to the edge 
of Hashem and flows to the Gate of Baptism. 
 
Land of Hashem (aka The Highlands): The place in the story where 
the peoples of the Host live. It is proper to think of Hashem (the Name) 
as metaphor for living in Christ. 
 
Lecturer of the Map Society: The main spokesperson for the Map 
Society. 
 
Living Water: This water has its source from the Ancient of Days.  This 
water is life and promotes growth and healing.  This water is different from 
water in Lake Receding which must be treated with Shine Root to produce 
any benefit. 
 
Maker of Days: In the gnostic-type story “Return to the Source,” this is 
the character that is created by Sophia who made humanity and the world 
they live in.  He has a good side (shown to humanity) and bad side (hidden 
from humanity). The hidden side is knowledge covered in a lie that he is 
only good. 
 
Man of Radiance: This is another name for Host/traveler in the story 
who represents the second person of the triune-God of Christians. 
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Map: The information on how to get to the Highlands/Land of Hashem 
given by the Traveler.  It is proper to think of the Map as a metaphor for 
the Bible.  As a side note, all maps in Receding claim to lead to a good 
source of water. 
 
Map Society: The elite organization in Receding dedicated to the study of 
the Map.  They know much about the Map, its history, and the History of 
Receding.  However, as an organization they never go to the Highlands, 
through some members do put faith in the Traveler’s Map.  It is a necessary 
institution in Receding toward historical and social preservation of the 
Map and the story of the Traveler. 
 
Market: The center of commerce in Receding. 
 
Market Managers: Those in the Market in Receding who oversee all 
transactions. 
 
Mature Ones: Those in the Highlands/Land Hashem that have matured 
in the attributes of the Host.  They fully identify with Him and exhibit as 
many of His attributes as possible.  It is proper to think of these characters 
as metaphors for seasoned believers in Jesus Christ. 
 
Mercy Tree: (aka The Dying Tree) The tree at the center of the 
Encampment of Mercy brought to life by the blood of the Traveler/Host.  
The fruit of the tree blooms once a year as a reminder of the sacrifice of 
the Traveler.  It is proper to think of the blooming of the tree as a memorial 
and reminder much like communion. 
 
Mist: Serves in the story as a metaphor for the Holy Spirit, which is the 
third person of the Triune-Godhead, YHWH, Creator of Heaven and 
Earth. (God Himself). 
 
Monks of the Encampment: Those who have been to the Highlands and 
have returned to share their faith with others.  It is proper to think of the 
Monks as a metaphor for believers in Jesus Christ. 
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Monk’s Star: The light in the sky which when followed from Receding 
will lead a person to the Encampment of Mercy. 
 
Name (The Name): Another way of speaking of the tetragrammaton, 
‘YHWH’ without vowels.  In the Bible this Name is denoted when ‘Lord’ 
is used in small caps – LORD. 
 
North Wellstone Neighborhood: The part of Receding where the Seven 
Pond Lords live and have their warehouses of legal and illegal goods.  It is 
also the site of the well dedicated to Prince-Nachash. 
 
Oasis: The last part of the journey in the Desert before reaching the 
Highlands.  It is proper to think of the Oasis as a metaphor for the drawing 
of the Holy Spirit and Grace to God. 
 
Ossis: Latin for “bone” 
 
Overseers:  Mature Ones of the peoples that take a leadership role.  They 
lead by example. They live in the highest point of the Land of Hashem and 
thereby closest to the sacred space.  They live to serve and live where they 
can best be of guidance to the peoples. 
 
Patrol (aka “Search and Rescue Fraternity of Greater Receding”): 
Search and rescuers who patrol parts of the Desert on horseback looking 
for people wandering in the Desert.  They search for people who do not 
go by the Map.  The city of Receding allows it because it highlights the 
failure of the search for the Highlands. 
 
Pecora: Latin word for “deer” 
 
Pede: from the Greek word meaning “foot” or “guide,” Monk in the 
Encampment of Mercy. 
 
Peoples of Ancient’s Rule (aka The Ducits): The people who travel 
around Hashem as guides for those who come through the Gate of 
Baptism.  They believe that the Ancient of Days is Sovereign over 
everything and all people and so His way becomes their way.  They wish 
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to show this way to anyone they meet which is why they are the guides for 
Hashem. 
 
Peoples of Deep Thought (aka Scholars of Deep Thought): These 
people occupy towers in Hashem made of glass which reflect the light 
coming from the top of the Royal Falls.  Inside the tower, people are 
dedicated to writing and studying.  Faith, life, and study occupies their time. 
 
Peoples of Fairness: The fisherfolk who live around Lake Transcendent 
who supply food for all of Hashem from the Lake.  These people seek to 
reflect the Ancient of Days and exhibit His characteristic of fairness and 
justice and do so most prominently in the “Marketplace of the Righteous 
One.” 
 
Peoples of Grace and Mercy: Those who live at the edge of Hashem 
right at the Gate of Baptism. They welcome newcomers and heal their 
wounds.  The names of the people (Sal, Salve, Assa) all have a root in 
“healing.”  They are also committed to planting and harvesting the flax 
that makes the white tunic (a symbol of purity) which is the base of all 
clothes in Hashem. 
 
Peoples of Gentleness and Patience:  These people live to reflect the 
characteristics of the Ancient of Days that they feel is the most important.  
They believe that Gentleness and Patience are at the core of how the 
Ancient of Days deals with people.  The names of the people (Mitis, 
Clemens, Lito, and Longan) all have a root from Latin in either 
“gentleness” or “patience.”  The gentleness and patience visually works 
itself out with colorful vines and flowers on the peoples’ clothing which 
they trim off to share with others. 
 
Peoples of Inspiration: These people express the Ancient of Days 
through art of all kind.  The creativity and life given by Him is reflected in 
all these people.  Songs, art, poetry, and sculptures can all express different 
aspects of the Ancient of Days and His will.  One of the aspects they see 
clearly about the Ancient of Days is His propensity to give freely in mercy. 
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Peoples of Light-bearers (aka Village of Light-bearers): These people 
exude holiness which is one of the defining characteristics of the Ancient 
of Days.  This is shown by the all-white flowers they wear as well as not 
wearing shoes.  Their perspective is that even the land is Holy.  Holiness 
only comes by submitting oneself to the Ancient of Days and humbling 
oneself (taking off shoes). 
 
Pia: From the Latin word for “loving,” Monk in the Encampment of 
Mercy 
 
Pond: A source of dirty water north of Receding which is controlled by 
the Pond Lords.  It is treated with so much Shine Root that one drink can 
be addictive. 
 
Pond Lords: The “mafia-type” leaders who have cornered the market 
around the Shine Root Rich Pond.  There are seven which are stylized after 
the “Seven Deadly Sins.”  They all live in mansions in North Wellstone 
Neighborhood which is also the site of the well dedicated to Prince-
Nachash. 
> Lord Acedia has a large tent where one can while away the hours doing 
nothing. (sloth) 
> Lord Avarita buys and sells anything for profit. (greed) 
> Lord Gula: has tents that offer food and drink non-stop. (gluttony) 
> Lord Ira sells murder for hire. (wrath) 
> Lord Luxuria has a tent full of men and women who sell their bodies 
for pleasure. (lust) 
> Lord Superbia cuts people’s flesh and arts tattoos to make them more 
beautiful. (pride) 
> Lord Tristia has tents where people go to die because of sorrow. 
(sorrow) 
 
Prince-Nachash (aka Lord of Receding): The Master of Evil which has 
duped the people of Receding into rejecting the Ancient of Days.  He has 
done this through lies and false religion.  He wishes to be the hero of 
humanity and puts forth himself as the “Truth-teller” to humanity.  It is 
proper to think of this character as a metaphor for Satan. 
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Puella: Latin word for “young girl” 
 
Quake (the Great): A seismic event which split the world into Receding, 
the Desert, and the Highlands. This Quake changed the way water is 
received.  It is an event that was historical in nature, but most people are 
unsure as to why it happened. 
 
Receding: The largest population of people in the world surround this 
city which has built itself around a lake that is constantly shrinking in size.  
Receding is divided into neighborhoods which differ in architecture.  It is 
a city of low light as it sits in the shadow of massive cliffs.  No one knows 
what is west of Receding, perhaps more desert.  The Desert lies to the east. 
 
Return to the Source: A play performed yearly in Receding which 
highlights Prince-Nachash as the hero of Receding and refashions the 
history of Receding to exclude the Ancient of Days.  Most people in the 
town of Receding believe the story presented in the play rather than actual 
history. 
 
River of the Royal Falls: The Royal Falls flow into Lake Transcendant 
and branches out all over the Land of Hashem watering it with Living 
Water. 
 
Royal Falls (aka The Royal Veil): The great waterfall of Living Water 
that comes forth from the place that is beyond the Highlands/Land of 
Hashem.  It is also called the Royal Veil because it serves as a veil to the 
most sacred space where the Ancient of Days dwells. 
 
Rurigena: Latin word for “villager” 
 
Sand Pit of Serpent Winds: The second section of the Desert 
encountered by travelers in which the wind bears the scent of water to false 
oasis where people can get lost and die. 
 
Sef: From the Greek word for “wise,” Monk in the Encampment of Mercy 
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Shine Root: The most widely grown plant in Receding which is used to 
make water drinkable and usable because all water in Receding is unclean.  
It is also used for medicines and other products.  It needs much light to 
grow which is why it is grown on the west side of Receding where light is 
more present.  The Shine Root is the cause of the physical sores which 
afflict new residents of the Highlands/Land of Hashem. 
 
Sofos: From the Greek word for “wise,” Monk in the Encampment of 
Mercy 
 
Sophia: In the gnostic-alternative story “Return to the Source,” this is the 
feminine deity who forms the Maker of Days in her desire to be like the 
Source whom she loves and from whom is a fragment. Many people in 
Receding believe the alternative origin story and worship Sophia. 
 
South Rim Neighborhood:  Another area of Receding.  It happens to be 
where many of the Map Society live. 
 
Tarpatto: Greek word for “trouble” 
 
Traveler (aka the Host of the Ancient of Days): The prophet and 
witness who came to Receding to show the way to the Highlands.  The 
Traveler was killed and from His death the Mercy Tree was sprung.  It is 
proper to think of the Traveler as Jesus Christ. 
 
True Vine: Another way of talking about the Host/Traveler.  He is the 
source of life.  The people of Hashem wear vines and flowers as an 
extension of Him. Their vines come from His vine, they are part of Him. 
 
Valley of Hunger: The first section of the Desert encountered where 
travelers are tempted to eat all their provisions.  Many do so and die of 
starvation in the Desert. 
Veru: From the Greek word for “to cook,” Monk in the Encampment of 
Mercy 
 
Vines: People of Hashem wear vines or flowering vines as part of their 
clothing to signify that they are branches of the True Vine.  Their garments 
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are an extended metaphor that they are growing in the nature of the True 
Vine (God).  The same is true for the vines and other plant life described 
as making up their homes and huts. 
 
Water: The physical representation of the presence of the Ancient of 
Days.  In the Land of Hashem, the water is Living Water.  In Receding, it 
is non-life-giving water. 
 
Weak Ones: Innocent and or disabled children in the Land if Hashem 
who embody the humble nurturing gracious way of God. 
 
Wells: These sources of water in Receding are advertised as pure living 
water, but are not.  The wells are full of water treated with Shine Root and 
are not as advertised.  It is proper to think of the wells as metaphors for 
different religions and philosophies which are substitutes for the Truth 
found in God and Christ. 
Well 1: Presents some ideas of New Age Philosophy. 
Well 2: Presents some ideas of Islam. 
Well 3: Presents some ideas of Hinduism and Buddhism. 
Well 4: Presents some ideas of the Mormons. 
Well 5: Presents some ideas of Satanism. 
 
White Linen: The basic garment that is given to all when they enter the 
Highlands/Land of Hashem that represents purity (being washed clean of 
sin). 
 
Zitano: Comes from the Greek word “zitanos” which means “beggar” 
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