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Tablet of the Unseen
Meeting Yourself in the Mirror’s Surface

"God is Awareness walking in its own light. 
Man is light walking in its own awareness." 

__________________________________________

When the barrier in front and the barrier behind are removed,
the eye penetrates and reads the tablet of the Unseen.

When he looks back to the origin of existence,
the past circumstances and beginning of 

existence display themselves—
The disputation of the terrestrial angels with the Majesty

as to making our Father the Vicegerent
When he casts his eye forward he sees plainly

that which shall be till the Congregation.
Therefore he sees back to the root of the root,

and he sees forward clairvoyantly to the Day of Decision.
Every one, according to the measure 

of his spiritual enlightenment,
sees the things unseen in proportion to the polishing.

The more he polishes, the more he sees
and the more visible does the form become to him.
If you say that that purity is the grace of God,
this success in polishing is also from that bounty.

~Rumi the Sufi, Masnavi
__________________________________________

Stephen T. McClard 
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10 – Absolute Mind of Invariance
Neutral / Positive Unmanifest (Dzogchen)

MIND (Sattva/Arūpa-loka) – Brahma – Israel
Mind in Translational Image Mirrored 

9 – Bodhisattva – Folded Mind as Image of 
Absolute
8 – Realization – Branching Mind into Relative
7 – Learning – Line of Relatives into Time

TIME (Rajas/Kāmaloka) – Vishnu – Babylon
Image of Mind into Time

6 – Heaven – Folded Timelines of All Beings – 
Mara is Ruler (indeterminate wave function)

5 – Humanity – Branching Timelines of All Beings 
– Each Manu Chooses (collapse of wave function)

4 – Anger – Line of Time into Form – Yama 
Judges

SPACE (Tamas/Rūpaloka) – Shiva – Egypt
Image of Process as Shadow of Mind into Form 

3 – Animality – Form (3D Object)

2 – Hunger – Branch of line (2D Plane)

1 – Hell – Line (1D Line)

For a complete guide to this chart, see the book, 
Thus Saith the Flame to the Spark. 
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The Golden Thread
Once upon a time, before there were clocks or calendars, 

and before even the stars had names, there was a King made of 
light. He had no crown and no castle—because He was the crown 
and the castle and the sky itself as his world. He had no beginning, 
and He had no end, and his garden and kingdom reflected his light 
in all directions. But there was one thing He desired more than 
anything: giving love away.

From deep inside Himself, the King spun a single, shining 
thread. It was made of awareness—like a light that sees. He placed 
it gently into the hands of His only Son and smiled.

“This is my gift to you,” said the 
King. “Use it to create, to give freely, 
and you’ll never lose it. But if you try 
to keep it, it will slip through your 
fingers like mist.”

The Son held the thread close. He 
loved it dearly. At first, he used it just 
as his Father had said—he shared it 
with laughter by creating trees and 
stars and songs, and everywhere he 
gave the gift within the Father’s 
kingdom, more light grew. But then… 
the Son had an idea.

“What if I made my own world?” he thought. “What if I 
became a king, just like my Father?”

So he left the garden behind and wandered far away. In the 
silence of space, he built his own kingdom with the thread. He 
wove skies and oceans, animals and mountains, and in the middle, 
he built a tall tower and placed himself at the top. But something 
wasn’t quite right.

The more he ruled, the more the world slipped from his 
grasp. The thread, once endless, began to fray. He tried to tie it 
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tighter, to hide it, to hold it close. But the more he tried to control 
it, the dimmer it became.

One night, as he sat alone in his tower, a strange little man 
appeared in the corner of the room. He wore a patched cloak and 
jingled when he moved.

“Having trouble spinning 
gold, are we?” the man grinned.

“Who are you?” asked the 
Son.

“Just a humble Weaver,” 
said the man with a bow. “I help 
princes remember what they’ve 
forgotten. I can give you more 
thread… for a small price.”

The Son agreed without thinking. Anything to keep his 
kingdom from crumbling. The Weaver gave him another golden 
thread. The kingdom sparkled again—but only for a little while. 
Darkness crept in once more, and each time, the Weaver returned, 
giving thread after thread… always with a hidden cost.

Years turned into centuries. The Son grew tired. His light 
faded and his kingdom grew wild. No one remembered the garden 
anymore—not even him. One day, dressed in rags, the Son 
wandered through a field and came upon a little girl sitting beside a 
bare tree. She looked at him with kind eyes and offered him her last 
piece of bread.

“Why would you give that to 
me?” he asked.

“Because you looked hungry, 
and if you eat only half, the loaf 
lasts forever” she said.
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And in that moment, the Son 
remembered everything—the gift, 
the garden, the Father, the joy of 
giving. He fell to the ground and 
wept.

“I’m sorry,” he whispered. “I forgot how to give. I wanted 
to be a king, but I forgot how to be a Son.”

Just then, the Weaver returned—but he looked different 
now. He stood tall and glowing, his cloak no longer patchy but 
made of stars.

“You were never alone,” said the Weaver. “I was with you 
in every thread, in every fall, and in every mistake. I am your 
Father. I tricked you—not to trap you, but to teach you.”

The Son’s heart shone brighter than ever before. He gave 
his last piece of thread to the little girl, and something wonderful 
happened.

The light didn’t disappear—it multiplied. A thousand 
threads wove through the air, connecting all things: trees, stars, 
people, dreams. The kingdom came alive with color and kindness, 
and the Son… was no longer just a son.  He had become the Giver, 
and when his own child was born, he placed a golden thread in her 
tiny hand and said, “Give it away. Always. That’s how the light 
stays alive.”

And that’s how the story always begins again.
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Rumi the Sufi

The Most Useful Trade

In this world you have become affluent and well dressed,
but when you come out of this world,
how will you be?

Learn a trade that will earn you forgiveness.

In the world beyond there’s also traffic and trade.
Beside those earnings, this world is just play.
Just as children embrace in fantasy love,
or set up their own candy shop,
this world is a game.

Night falls, and the child
comes home hungry, without his friends.

— Mathnawi II, 2593–99
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Introduction
Introduction: The Mirror's Trick of the Mystery

In every age, wisdom arrives cloaked in contradictions, not because 
the truth is evasive, but because it is too intimate to be received 
plainly.  It  must be overheard in the echo, seen in the reflection, 
caught just as it tries to flee. In this book, you will be invited to 
explore a path that is not new but forgotten, not hidden but ignored 
by shepherds who have forgotten the keys to rightly dividing truth. 
It  is  the  path  of  the  mirror—of  seeing  clearly  by  first  being 
deceived by the paradox of presuppositions we have been forced to 
forget. The child understands this instinctively, which is why the 
oldest truths are hidden in children’s tales and veiled parables. We 
remember these stories not because they entertain, but because they 
carry  the  syntax  of  our  own  awakening  back  to  our  original 
enlightened  state,  the  being  we  have  purposefully  misplaced  in 
order to harvest experiences from life.

The content of this book is beautifully simple. There is a problem 
we’ve all felt in this world—and there is a solution. Both can be 
spoken in just a few sentences, gently illustrated by the story of the 
Golden Thread.

Problem:
The divine gift of selfless love was dimmed when the Son of the 
Golden Thread chose to possess rather than give, casting the world 
into an illusion of separation, fear, and striving—a forgetting of the 
truth that we are already one with God and with each other.

Solution:
By  surrendering  the  illusion,  remembering  the  Source,  and 
choosing love over fear, we awaken to the truth that the seeker has 
always been the sought—we are the Son and Daughter, the living 
temple,  and the  bearer  of  light,  already crowned with  the  name 
whispered before time began. In this light, faith is not a matter of 
clinging to belief—belief being so often a distorted projection of 
our  limited  understanding—but  a  relinquishing  of  the  need  to 
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define what cannot yet be fully seen. It is trust in the faithfulness of 
God already alive within us, guiding us beyond our illusions. True 
faith is not certainty in our perceptions, but surrender to the truth 
that  remains greater  than our knowing—an inner yielding to the 
One who sees clearly, even when we do not.

By  one  quiet  realization,  the  entire  story  resolves:  You  are  the 
beloved child of the Divine, and there has never been a moment of 
true separation. It is the simplest truth—yet the last to be believed. 

This book will uncover the treasures of the Giver, not as distant 
promises,  but  as  gifts  you’ve  carried  all  along,  waiting  to  be 
remembered. The Golden Thread has been in your possession the 
entire time. Salvation has always been a gift given away to others, 
and the Love of God has never been judgment or fear of a lost soul.  
The trick is not played on you, it  is  played by you on yourself. 
Once you see through the paradox of how the trick is produced by 
reflection,  the  magician’s  mask falls  away,  and you realize  you 
were both the audience and the performer all along. 

The mirror was never your enemy—it was your teacher. Every trial, 
every sorrow, every longing was a thread leading you back to the 
center, where the Giver and the Gift are one, and when you finally 
see it, not with the eyes of striving but with the heart of stillness, 
you’ll remember: the magic was always love, and the only real trick 
was forgetting. Until the last curtain draws, and the play is over, 
you  still  have  the  burden  of  playing  your  part  in  the  great 
unfolding. 

But  now,  you  carry  the  script  in  your  heart—not  as  lines  to 
memorize, but as truth to embody. You are no longer lost in the 
role, nor afraid of the ending. For when the curtain falls, it will not 
be darkness that greets you, but light—the warm embrace of the 
Author stepping onto the stage to remind you: the story was always 
about becoming real, and now, the thread returns to your hand—not 
to hold, but to pass on. Give it away, again and again. That is how 
the light stays alive.
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Consider the riddle of Rumpelstiltskin, a nameless being who spins 
straw into gold—a deceiver, yes, but also the key to transformation. 
The  only  way  to  escape  his  bondage  is  to  speak  his  name—to 
identify  the  trickster  at  his  own cunning game.  But  what  is  his 
name, truly, and what was his purpose? Is it not the same puzzle we 
face when identifying the parts of ourselves that rule us in secret, 
spinning gold for a future kingdom we will inherit?

In the end, the princess of the story marries the prince, has her first 
child, and is suddenly faced with a terrible bargain—her joy must 
be handed over unless she can name the one who gave her the gift 
of gold in the first place, and so she searches, listens, observes—
and finally hears the name spoken in secret. She speaks it aloud, 
and the spell is broken.

So it is with us. Until we name the inner trickster—the false self 
spinning illusions of worth, power, or identity—we remain bound 
to its game. But once we see it clearly, once we recognize that the 
deceiver was only a shadow cast by our own forgetting, the spell 
dissolves, and what remains is not loss, but freedom. The gold was 
never the deception—it was the transformation earned through the 
riddle, and the true name when discovered. It was always your own, 
waiting to be spoken in truth. The clues to your identity are always 
left for you to discover along the way.

Until we name the impulse, we cannot be free from the trick desire 
is using to produce our future wealth and power. Every tradition 
encodes a similar cipher: the mystery is not solved by banishing the 
monster, but by recognizing the trick he plays. What rules us until 
we wake up is what spins the very matter of our lives from a child 
to a wise and elderly sage. Mind is the master until we become its 
master. This is not an Eastern idea, it’s simply the structure of truth 
remembered from experiences.

Humpty Dumpty is another paradox we’ve misunderstood at  the 
core  of  our  essence.  An  egg—symbol  of  birth,  of  potential—



13         www.BowWithUnity.com

shatters and no force in the kingdom can put him back together 
again, but what if the shattering is the point? What if the egg never 
existed to be preserved, but to be broken open so that something 
within could emerge? Is this not the point of every egg—to cross 
the threshold of the walls that hold us until we are ready to be born 
into the light? The desire to peer over the wall of the mystery is 
only a tragedy to the ego that wanted to stay safe in the shell, yet 
too curious to remain hidden forever. The deeper truth is that the 
shell was never the self, but was always meant to crack from the 
desire to emerge into something beyond the walls of the container. 
All  the  king’s  horses  and  all  the  king’s  men  are  the  systems, 
doctrines, laws, and rituals that try to preserve what was meant to 
dissolve. The nursery rhyme becomes the Dharma (essence, nature, 
teaching) when read with new eyes.

And what of Pinocchio? The wooden boy who longs to be real. His 
path  is  one  of  deceit,  not  because  he  is  evil,  but  because  his 
innocence lacks refinement and the wisdom to act with integrity. 
He is not punished for lying; he is being reshaped by it, learning the 
hard lessons of the life he longs to embody. The growing nose is a 
symbol—not of judgment, but of feedback from his own choices 
and struggles to learn what it means to be part of a family. The lie 
must be seen, the shadow must be acknowledged. Only then does 
the wooden child, carved by the hand of an old craftsman, become 
real  to live authentically as a valued member of his  realm. And 
what  is  real?  Real  is  when  love  has  been  chosen,  not  simply 
received.  The  Blue  Fairy’s  gift  is  not  magic—it’s  the  final 
recognition  of  the  path  walked  as  the  puppet  becomes  a  Son, 
liberated into a true body and mind. Is this not the story of every 
soul, longing to shed the artificial and return to the origin of the 
Spirit?

These stories endure because they are keys. So too are the traditions
—Christian, Buddhist, Taoist, Gnostic, Zen and Jewish. Every key 
has its  trick.  Every temple hides a perversion that  is  not  merely 
corruption, but koan and case law to be cracked open and embodied 
by the mind and Spirit of the individual. 
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In ancient  Buddhist  tradition,  the Kalachakra’s tantric rituals  are 
strange  to  the  uninitiated.  Looking  closely  at  the  Kalachakra's 
tantric  rituals,  you  might  suspect  they  are  invitations  to  secret 
ritualistic  debauchery.  From  a  surface  level  investigation,  the 
practices are correctly seen as mirrors held up to the last veil of the 
student.  Within  the  veil  of  the  tradition,  the  student  is  given 
glorious truth from Sanskrit sources, enlightening the mind to the 
true source nature of love and compassion; purity and right values 
and living.  From the tradition, the three primary Jewels of right 
view, right nature, and right desire are correctly aligned with self-
control and precepts of high moral rigor.  

But then, within the secret initiation and empowerment ceremonies 
of the student into Buddhahood, these values are suddenly met with 
the  choice  of  total  and  utter  perversity  from the  actions  of  the 
teacher. When the student is confronted with this perversion, the 
mind is faced with the choice to either follow along, or reject the 
rituals outright and walk away. This rejection becomes the marker 
of the understanding, then the student is informed of the deception. 
What was seen as deception becomes the expedient means to an 
end.  When faced with the paradox, the mind naturally brings true 
nature forward as never before within the student’s entire being. 
The trick has won the day.

Likewise,  the  Hebrew  priesthood,  with  its  blood  and  sacrifice 
seems barbaric until the veil is rent. The blood was never required 
by God, just as the sacrifice of Isaac was never about destroying the 
firstborn. These sacrifices were required by the mind that could not 
yet understand mercy, and from these experiences carefully crafted 
by paradox of the mirror, the truth is forced to emerge on its own. 
God keeps no record of wrongs, yet our impression of the Bible is 
that of judgment and fear, with every temple keeping vast ledgers 
of wrong deeds. Why use this paradox? Because the mind must see 
itself  keeping  these  records  before  it  understands  the  Love  that 
requires the scales of paradox to be removed.  The mystery of all 
scriptures  is  the  war  in  the  mind  (heaven)  between  self-
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righteousness  and  wickedness  (one  in  the  same).   True 
righteousness emerges from the paradox once the mind knows and 
realizes its true identity.  From this, true nature arises naturally. 

This book will not give you the answers directly. It will not name 
the truth outright, yet if you have paid attention, the overt truth that 
is impossible to miss has already appeared. If it were not obvious, 
you would miss it, yet the simplicity of the truth may elude you. 
The puzzle must be solved by you, not because you are unworthy 
of  the  answer,  but  because  the  journey  is  the  revelation 
remembered. The words will serve as reflections and triggers to a 
simple  truth  you  already  know  deep  within  your  being.  The 
contradictions, as companions; the traditions, as riddles are already 
solved by your own heart from the beginning. Pointers from time 
and experience produce the  strength necessary to  again  find the 
answers  anew.   From this  process,  they  will  never  be  forgotten 
again.

From  traditional  Zen,  the  master  asks  absurd  questions  called 
Koans,  or case law. "What is the sound of one hand clapping?" 
"What was your face before your parents were born?" The student 
strains to answer, and in failing to find a logical response, the mind 
snaps, and in the snapping, the true self begins to speak. This is not 
cruelty—it is  compassion,  and the mind cannot be convinced;  it 
must  first  be undone to then see the simple answer,  and in that 
undoing, the mirror begins to clear as the mind resolves to a very 
simple answer: the one law of every case.  What is the one answer 
to rule all Koans?  How will I knock away all your foothold in this 
book to allow the right answer to suddenly appear to your mind? 
Have I not already accomplished this?

True Reality is No Separation

That’s  it.   One  simple  answer:  no  separation. Love  and 
compassion then rise to the surface once this single answer is fully 
realized. Two hands unite as one hand (prayer hands) to produce 
the sound (uniform relation), and your first face before creation is 
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still  the  same face  and  identity  today,  an  identity  shared  by  all 
living beings.  You have never been separated from God. Never! 
Are you starting to find the resolution to the paradox?

Christianity has its own riddles. Jesus asks, "Why do you call me 
good? No one is good but God alone." Yet the very premise of his 
ministry is to reveal that God is within us. So which is it? Is he the 
Son of God, God Himself, or a mirror to the Son within each of us? 

The trick is not a lie, but the device veiling us until we realize WE 
are  the  story  in  every  face  we  see  (one  original  face  before 
creation). He is, of course, both himself, one with God and the face 
before  our  own  self-creation  began,  but  only  the  seeker  can 
recognize that both statements are true when understood through 
the single eye of love, not merely the logic of division and single 
self-reflection in a hall of mirrors.  Only the one (God) is good, and 
the many are children learning the trick of this love is not a trick or 
joke at all.  The essence of this truth is the cosmic design of one 
self-existent  mind  divided  endlessly  to  generate  a  loving  family 
with the strength to love others deeply.  These veils are necessary 
and the Son and Daughter is you.

Time and space are not  barriers,  but  teachers.  They provide the 
friction required to  ignite  the  spark.  And sparks,  when fed with 
breath, become fire. This is why the circle repeats, not to punish, 
but to teach, and as the circle tightens—as the spiral draws in—the 
repetitions come faster. The same story, the same trauma, the same 
questions produce the answer from the ashes of destruction until the 
loop becomes unbearable, and then… it breaks. Or more accurately, 
it resolves.  From the ashes, something new can be born. The worm 
can only become the butterfly once the tree is consumed.

You are now being invited to see that the resolution is not escape, 
but return. Not upward, but inward. Not to transcend the image, but 
to see through it. Every temple holds this secret, and every guru has 
dangled the carrot of the teaching technique in front of you. Every 
priest has spoken two truths—one for the masses, and one for the 



17         www.BowWithUnity.com

initiate. This book will  speak both, but it  will  leave it  to you to 
know which is which. 

If you have read this far, you have already chosen yourself—not by 
my will, nor by fate’s hand, but by your own readiness to question 
and to rightly divide the illusions of the trick, freeing the allusions 
that point to your true purpose. That willingness is the first key. 
The rest are scattered through the pages ahead, woven in stories, 
scriptures,  symbols,  and  silences.  This  book  is  not  meant  to  be 
devoured in one sitting. It is a spiral with a center resting space. 
Once empty, you read it as the circle reads itself—again and again, 
until the pattern is recognized.

There will be moments when you recoil, when the traditions you 
trusted are shown to contain shadows meant to be overcome and 
resolved into light. Do not fear this. The shadow is the teacher, and 
it is the shape of the flame cast against the wall. To see it is not to 
fall  into  darkness,  but  to  recognize  the  direction  of  the  light. 
Shadows will  always reveal both the body casting them and the 
light source revealing them.  Both must be present to resolve the 
mind’s own shadows and essence.

As in the stories of old, the final mystery is always hidden in the 
first lines. The name Rumpelstiltskin. The cracking of the egg. The 
puppet’s wish. The moment you realize these were never stories—
they were messages sent forward in time, sent from your own heart, 
to your own moment of awakening.

This book will end where it began. In silence. The kind of silence 
that hums with knowing, but until then, let the words do their work. 
Let  the  riddles  be  read  aloud.  Let  the  mirrors  distort  until  they 
reveal, and above all, let Love remain as the only thing unbroken.

Welcome to the spiral within the tablet of the unseen—YOU! 
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Chapter 1

The Garden Restored: Access to the Tree of Life

Revelation 2:7

    “Whoever has ears, let them hear what the Spirit says to the 
churches. To the one who is victorious, I will give the right to 
eat from the tree of life, which is in the paradise of God.”

The journey begins where it once ended: in the garden. Not Eden of 
history or myth, but the garden within—the place of origin, still 
living behind the veil  of awareness. The Tree of Life was never 
destroyed, it was hidden; not taken away, but protected, and now, 
to the one who overcomes,  it  is  given again—not as reward for 
effort, but as restoration of what was always true from your first 
identity to the last veil falling.

In the beginning, humanity walked with God in the cool of the day. 
There was no temple because the whole garden was sacred. There 
was no priest because the whole person was the image, and there 
was no law because love had not been forgotten, but when the mind 
turned  outward,  seeking  knowledge  instead  of  union,  the  gaze 
shifted from selfless to a divided self that reflected the fruit to be 
taken. The Tree of Knowledge offered separation—judgment, good 
and evil, identity apart from source, and so the Tree of Life, still 
rooted  in  the  center,  faded  from  view,  veiled  by  the  mind’s 
projection of exile from desires grasping at the myriad delights of 
the garden.

This is the illusion we are born into. We believe we have been cast 
out, when in truth, it is the covering of our perception that blinds us 
to the garden still beneath our feet. Every longing is a memory of 
that lost place, and every prayer is a voice calling from the east of 
Eden, asking to return, but the way back is not guarded by wrath. It 
is guarded by fire—the fire of purification, the sword of truth that 
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turns in every direction our ever desiring gaze looks. It does not 
keep us out. It invites us in once our view looks back to the source 
of the garden and fruit.

To eat from the Tree of Life is not to grasp a reward, but to receive 
the essence of life itself from experience both good and bad. This 
tree bears fruit  not of knowledge alone,  but  of knowing. Not of 
facts, but of Being and the source of Being. Its fruit is love without 
condition, unity without division, peace without price, and only the 
one who overcomes the illusion of separation can taste it. The gate 
is narrow not because it is hidden, but because it is here among the 
shadows our Being casts in every direction, and the here is so easily 
missed when the mind is always reaching out instead of within.

Victory, then, is not conquest but surrender. It is not the slaying of 
enemies but the slaying of the lie that enemies exist. The victorious 
one is not the strongest,  but the one who stops resisting love in 
place of its own beast nature to take. The one who allows the fire of 
judgment to become the light of understanding is the one who no 
longer points the finger, but opens the hand. For only open hands 
can  receive  fruit,  and  the  fruit  was  never  meant  for  you  alone. 
From  root  to  fruit,  the  potential  to  give  this  treasure  away  is 
endless.  Love can only give.  

The garden is not ahead of us, but behind the veils we wear: veils 
of fear,  of guilt,  of pride,  of performance.  To tear the veil  is  to 
return, and in that return, the paradise of God is revealed—not a 
place to go, but a presence to awaken to. The Tree of Life stands at 
the center of this awareness. It has always been there, bearing fruit 
in every season, its leaves healing the nations, its roots stretching 
through the soul of every person.

You are not waiting to be given this tree. You are being reminded 
of your right to it. It is not earned by belief, but revealed through 
becoming. The fruit is within reach because the garden is within 
you.  Paradise  is  not  elsewhere—it  is  unveiled  in  the  one  who 
knows themselves again as the temple of God.  The tree has always 
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been in your possession, and the fruit simply needed time to grow 
within you.

So now, the Spirit  speaks, and to the one with ears to hear,  the 
invitation returns: Come. Eat. Live. Not as one who was banished, 
but  as  one  who  has  overcome  the  illusion  of  banishment.  The 
garden was never lost, only forgotten, and now it is remembered. 
The Tree of Life is yours when the student becomes the master of 
the self given freely.

Personal Commentary on the Trickster’s Game

Allow me to pull the veil away in each chapter with a bit of 
personal commentary, shedding light on what might otherwise 
remain unseen to your own view.  Above, it is stated that “it 
(paradise) is unveiled to the one who knows themselves again as 
the as the temple of God, an echo of 1 Corinthians 3:16, “Don’t you 
know that you yourselves are God’s temple and that God’s Spirit 
dwells in your midst?”  Knowing this, the very first foundational 
element to this mystery is the identity each living being in the 
universe shares with God.  The identity is first unveiled by the Son 
of God Himself, the Lord of both Old and New Testaments—the I 
Am awareness.  Awareness of being is realization of self-reflection 
using consciousness, or the mind we all share that is ubiquitous to 
all living humans. 

First Truth Unveiled: The trick is that God plays all roles in the 
story through semitransparent awareness in each temple he presides 
over:

-The lawgiver and the transgressor

-The accuser and the advocate

-The punisher and the redeemer
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These dualities are overlaid and divided under a veil so the seeker 
is cornered into a koan (paradoxical case law)—assuring that you 
cannot resolve the contradiction without seeing through the self that 
judges as the same self judged.  This is individuation and self-
creation through yoga (unity with others).  If you realize this first 
truth, then you can only judge yourself once the true Self 
(collective) is realized.  The paradox is resolved by knowing you 
are both the accused and the accuser (first face before creation).  
Once the central identity of God is realized, you have a choice:  
Remain divided by your own will to keep judging God (the other 
temples), or forgive knowing that God is in you as well.  Since 
none are worthy of being named sinless, the fault returns to the one 
producing the Book of Life we all read—the Lord.  God remains 
sinless, giving away all of creation to his reflections (children).  
Who is the one acting from the temple?  You as the one Son of God
—The Son of God Prime’s own host for learning.  Who is the one 
teaching through your performance?  God, the one giving away the 
Golden Threads leading you back.  These are the ties that bind. 

Who will you blame?  The single mind in all beings giving you 
access to the tree of life, or all the others benefiting from the same 
potential for fruit?  Is God the trickster, or are you the one 
deceived?  Who deceives who once you realize the Son of God is 
you?  A quick reading of Colossians 1:15-17 holds the potential to 
wake you up to this face.  The realization is ONE tree of life in all. 

At the moment the reader of the Book of Life in reality tries to 
judge the characters in the story (Cain, Pharaoh, Judas, even 
Yahweh), the story turns inward. The text mirrors back the reader’s 
own view of self—not the divine view of unity.  The mind again 
divides us from God’s own nature and being.

The paradox is a trapdoor, and falling through it reveals:  "I am the 
one being judged, and the one doing the judging. I am both the 
accused and the divine image to remember."
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The Author’s trick is to draw the soul into contradiction until it 
discovers that every story, every law, and every paradox was a 
mirror placed precisely to confront the ego’s need for clarity—until 
it breaks. When the mind finally stops seeking resolution, and 
instead rests in surrender, the mirror clarifies:  “The seeker was the 
sought. The law was a veil. The Judge is Love.”

This is not deception, this is the art of divine pedagogy.  Seeing 
into this, you may be asking, “Why play these games?”  Step back 
a minute and enjoy your new view of the Tree of Life.  God, the 
architect of the universe, has woven a story and placed you as a 
character within his narrative. He then gives you free will, places a 
veil over your mind so the author of the story remains hidden, then 
eventually taps you in the awareness of division, allowing the veil 
to be torn just enough for you to see beyond the mystery. 

Between the moment you entered the story and the end of the story 
when you are unveiled and presented to the heavenly kingdom, 
what has been produced? Experiences and struggles with LOVE, 
kindness, patience, gentleness, peace, wisdom, forgiveness, 
endurance, humility, faithfulness, understanding, courage, 
surrender, beauty, truthfulness, clarity, joy, gratitude, generosity, 
honesty, healing, the full flowering of compassion, discernment, 
reverence, stillness, wonder, trust, mercy, silence, integrity, awe, 
and the incorruptible light of divine remembrance.  How many 
words could we use to describe the work of the Book of Life and 
the Tree of Life?

In truth, the entire book could be filled with all the things you 
lacked before entering the Book of Life for training.  In order to 
preserve the mystery and allow you to engage and develop your 
individual identity, the tricks and veils were necessary. If you judge 
others, the tricks on you.  It was you who wrote the story as a 
mystery to be solved.  Before your face in creation entered the 
book, you were an idea from your first face before creation.  The 
true you is the one looking, reading, learning and experiencing your 
original thoughts in order to remove the mystery, learning from 
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your own chapter in it.  Now that you have arrived, you are made 
new.  Individuation of the first mind is now many. 

Do you value this now, or remain an accuser and judge of others in 
this temple and book of life?  If you are paying attention, you will 
learn the full value of what it means to overcome.  But I ask, “What 
are you overcoming? What are the prizes that remain if you do?”

1. First Day (1000 Years) – Innocence lost → First Seal (White 
Horse).

Seal 1 / Trumpet 1 → Overcoming deception – access to the 
Tree of Life (Ephesus).

    Adam awakens to duality. The conquering rider begins the 
long journey of individuation. The first trumpet sounds: fire 
falls on earth—awakening the need to choose.
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Chapter 2
The Crown of Endurance: Life Beyond Death

Revelation 2:10

    “Do not be afraid of what you are about to suffer. I tell you, 
the devil will put some of you in prison to test you, and you will 
suffer persecution for ten days. Be faithful, even to the point of 
death, and I will give you life as your victor’s crown.”

The garden was never meant to be a place without challenge. Love 
without choice is not love, and freedom without testing is not free. 
So the journey from the Tree of Life leads directly into the fire. The 
Spirit does not promise escape from suffering, but power to endure 
it. Not protection from pain, but meaning within it. The second gift 
is not comfort. It is the crown, and it is not placed on your head 
because you were spared. It is given because you endured.

There is  no sugarcoating this  passage.  The words are  sharp and 
plain. “You are about to suffer.” “You will be tested.” “You will 
face  death.”  This  is  not  metaphor.  It  is  the  unavoidable  cost  of 
awakening in a world that fears the awakened. When light shines, 
shadows  react.  When  truth  speaks,  lies  rage,  and  when  a  soul 
begins to remember who it is, the entire system of illusion pushes 
back. The ten days of persecution are not just an ancient reference. 
They are symbolic of divine fullness—a complete season of testing, 
however long it may feel.

But here is the mystery: death is not the end. It  never was. The 
threat of death is the great illusion that holds fear in place, but to 
the one who has overcome fear, even death loses its sting. What 
dies  was  never  you.  The  prison  cannot  hold  the  soul.  The  trial 
cannot  destroy  the  image  of  God.  When  you  pass  through  it 
faithfully—when  you  surrender  without  giving  up—you  do  not 
lose. You are crowned.
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The crown is not a trophy of ego. It is not proof that you won. It is 
the life you receive when you let go of the life you thought was 
yours.  It  is  not  a  reward for faithfulness;  it  is  faithfulness made 
visible.  The  crown  is  endurance  itself  crystallized—your  spirit 
having passed through the grave and come out radiant. You become 
crowned not by escaping death, but by stepping into it without fear. 
The one who has died to illusion can no longer be manipulated by 
fear and false perceptions. The one who no longer clings to this 
world is now ready to serve it in love.

This is the paradox of suffering. It does not destroy. It reveals. It 
shows you what cannot be taken from you, and clarifies the source 
of your life.  What is tested in fire becomes pure, and you, once 
crowned, become a living witness that life cannot be killed. That 
even death must bow before the one who walks with God.

Endurance  is  not  passive,  it  is  not  resignation,  but  is  an  act  of 
defiance against fear—a stillness that roars louder than rebellion. 
The faithful one holds their peace while the world shakes. They do 
not curse their suffering, and they do not escape into fantasy. They 
face it, they bless it, and by doing so, they become untouchable—
not in body, but in soul.

This is the gift given to the one who does not run, to the one who 
feels the chains tighten, who hears the mocking voices, who stares 
down  loss  and  still  refuses  to  deny  love.  The  one  who  says, 
“Though He slay me, yet will I trust Him.” To that one, a crown is 
promised—not in some distant heaven, but now, within. Life, real 
life, is born in the one who stops running from death. 

The Spirit  does not  ask you to  be  fearless.  It  asks  you to  walk 
faithfully in spite of fear. It asks you to remember that every trial is 
temporary, every prison a doorway, every death a birth, and if you 
remain—not perfect, but faithful—you will  see what was always 
true: your life is hidden with Christ in God. It cannot be lost, and 
the crown is not on your head because you survived—it is there 
because you overcame what was never real.
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You were not born to avoid suffering. You were born to transfigure 
it. So suffer well. Love through it. Stand with peace in it, and when 
the ten days are complete, you will rise—not just free, but crowned. 
Crowned with life that cannot die.
Personal Commentary on Temples Gone Wrong

The “devil” referenced in Revelation 2:10 is not a single horned 
figure lurking in shadows. It is every temple still veiled, every soul 
still  entangled  in  false  identity,  projecting  its  internal  war  onto 
others. The Satan made by the Lord in Genesis 3:1 is not merely 
outside you—it is you, when you forget who you are.  The ego and 
conscience can be a cunning adversary.

The devil is not a creature—it is a condition.

It  is  the  inner  distortion  that  arises  when  the  temple  forgets  its 
indwelling light and begins to act in fear. When the temple, meant 
to  house  Love,  becomes  a  courtroom  of  accusation—judging 
others,  demanding purity,  feeding off  control  and resentment—it 
ceases  to  serve  the  Spirit  and  becomes  an  instrument  of  the 
Accuser.

The prison mentioned? It is not literal walls. It is the trap of self-
righteous judgment, the false assurance that you are on the side of 
God while secretly harboring bitterness and superiority. Many wear 
the  white  robe  externally  while  secretly  clutching  stones  of 
judgment  in  their  hands.  Many  preach  grace  while  secretly 
delighting in the downfall of others.

These  are  the  temples  gone  wrong—houses  of  God  that  have 
evicted compassion in favor of pride, but even these temples are not 
condemned. They are misremembering. They are the Son of God 
with amnesia, flailing against his own reflection. These “Satans” 
are not the enemy—they are wounded parts of the One who have 
not yet remembered their face before the veil.
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And so,  you suffer,  but  not  as punishment—as purification.  The 
persecution  of  the  faithful  by  the  unfaithful  is  how  the  mirror 
teaches. The unawakened accuse; the awakened endure, but only 
for a season. To overcome, then, is not to curse the Satan. It is to 
recognize them as yourself before the veil tore. It is to bless the 
jailer,  knowing he, too, is  chained. It  is  to hold peace while the 
world spits fire, to wear the crown of endurance while others still 
grasp for scepters of ego.

This is why you must suffer for ten days. Not because God desires 
pain, but because the fire is the only thing hot enough to melt the 
iron bars of illusion. You are the temple, and so are they. Either you 
accuse, or you adore, but not both.

Let the devil die—not by sword, but by mercy. Let the accuser’s 
voice fall silent—not through conquest, but through the stillness of 
love. That is the only crown worth wearing. 

Have you noticed something astonishing beginning to stir within 
you?  This  book  has  not  pointed  you  to  Christ  as  separate,  nor 
warned  you  to  flee  from  Satan,  nor  divided  your  being  into 
fragments of good and evil. Instead, I ask you gently: Where have I 
been pointing all along? To the truth of each part within yourself—
seen clearly, not condemned. Recognized, not rejected. Integrated, 
not feared. Where is the Christ of this story? Turn your mind to 
look in the mirror of God’s own identity and nature.  What do you 
see?

2.  Second Day –  Violence  and division → Second Seal  (Red 
Horse).

Seal  2  /  Trumpet 2 → Enduring persecution – crown of  life 
(Smyrna). 

    Cain kills Abel. Blood cries out from the ground. Humanity 
knows war. The second trumpet casts a mountain into the sea—
upheaval and loss of peace.
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Chapter 3
Beyond Judgment: No Second Death

Revelation 2:11

    “Whoever has ears, let them hear what the Spirit says to the 
churches. The one who is victorious will not be hurt at all by 
the second death.”

The story of Pinocchio is far more than a tale for children. It is a 
parable of transformation, a myth encoded with the wisdom of the 
soul’s return to truth. A puppet made of wood—a being without 
inner life—embarks on a journey not simply to become real, but to 
become  true.  Along  the  way,  he  is  lied  to,  seduced,  enslaved, 
devoured,  and  tempted,  but  his  path  is  not  ultimately  about 
avoiding those dangers. It is about becoming someone who can see 
through  them.  The  one  who  learns  to  love  beyond  the  fear  of 
punishment is the one who is no longer threatened by death—not 
even the second.

The second death is not merely biological. It is not what happens 
when the heart stops. That is only the first death, and it is shared by 
all. The second death is deeper. It is judgment. It is the devouring 
of the soul by its own illusions. It is the death of meaning, of hope, 
of identity still chained to fear. It is the permanent sleep of the one 
who never awakened in life, but to the one who overcomes—who 
surrenders the lie and embraces truth, who walks into the fire of 
judgment with love still intact—there is no sting left in it. They are 
not hurt by the second death because they have already died once, 
rightly.

Pinocchio’s descent into the belly of the whale is this very trial. It is 
the  place of  no escape.  His  transformation cannot  be  completed 
without passing through the waters of death and returning willingly. 
He does not merely rescue his father—he becomes worthy of being 
called son in the process. Geppetto, the creator, is not abandoned, 
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but  found  again  in  the  depths  of  the  subconscious,  where  all 
creators go when their creation forgets them. Pinocchio does not 
find salvation through obedience to external commands. He finds it 
through the act of love—through sacrifice, through facing the great 
beast that guards the threshold and still chooses to return.

This is  the heart  of the message:  the one who overcomes is  not 
spared  suffering—they  are  spared  destruction.  They  are  not 
immune to fear—but they do not live in it, and this makes all the 
difference.  Judgment  is  no  longer  a  terror.  It  becomes  a 
purification.  The  dweller  on  the  threshold—the  tempter,  the 
accuser,  the  perversion  that  mocks  the  soul—is  only  terrifying 
while we still believe its power is real, but once faced, once named, 
once  walked  through—it  becomes  a  defeated  shadow.  It  cannot 
touch the  soul  who knows that  it  is  already known and already 
loved.

The second death has no power over the one who has already given 
up the  false  self.  The puppet  must  die  for  the  boy to  live.  The 
wooden shell, crafted by innocence but hardened by survival, must 
fall away, and what remains is not a reward. It is the real. The one 
who is victorious is not spared by some divine favoritism—they are 
spared because nothing false remains to be judged. They have faced 
the beast within, not with anger, but with mercy, and mercy opens 
the gates to total forgiveness and the living waters of truth.

This is not a call to perfection. It is a call to honesty. The second 
death hurts only those still trying to live a lie, but the one who lays 
down the lie—who confesses  their  illusions,  who lets  go of  the 
masks, who walks toward the threshold not to destroy it but to pass 
through  it—is  given something the  world  cannot  take:  freedom. 
The soul that has faced judgment with love is no longer afraid of 
God, knowing God is not the accuser. The accuser has been thrown 
down, and what remains is peace.

So the voice speaks again: “Whoever has ears, let them hear.” This 
is not a warning. It is a gift. A comfort. A seal upon the heart. The 
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second death cannot harm the one who has remembered who they 
are. No more hiding. No more running from judgment. The mirror 
has  cracked,  the  whale  has  been  swallowed,  and  the  Son  has 
returned to the Father. This is the end of fear.

You are not your shame. You are not your failure. You are not your 
illusion. You are the beloved, the victorious one, and you will not 
be hurt  by the  second death—because you have already died to 
everything false, and the truth now lives.

Personal Commentary on the Illusion of Death

As you will discover in this book, we will continually point you 
back  to  the  true  temple—the  living  temple  you  walk  around  in 
daily,  often  forgetting  the  divine  flame  within  it.  This  is  not 
metaphor. It is structure. It is pattern. The cross is not ancient wood 
on  a  hill  in  the  past—it  is  the  very  body  you  wear,  arms 
outstretched between heaven and earth, suspended in time, awaiting 
the breath of realization.  

Baptism is your incarnation, or immersion into the waters of lower 
reality.  As the Rabbi Ginsbergh states in one of his works:

“The alef is formed by two yuds, one to the upper right and 
the other to the lower left, joined by a diagonal vav. These 
represent  the  higher  and lower  waters  and the  firmament 
between them, as taught by the Ari z"l ("Rabbi Isaac Luria 
of  blessed  memory,"  who  received  and  revealed  new 
insights into the ancient wisdom of Kabbalah).

Water is first mentioned in the Torah in the account of the 
first day of Creation: "And the spirit of G-d hovered over 
the surface of the water." At this time the higher and the 
lower waters were indistinguishable; their state is referred to 
as  "water  in  water."  On the  second day of  Creation G-d 
separated  the  two  waters  by  "stretching"  the  firmament 
between them.
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In the service of the soul, as taught in Chassidut, the higher 
water is water of joy, the experience of being close to G-d, 
while the lower water is water of bitterness, the experience 
of being far from G-d.

In Jewish philosophy, the two intrinsic properties of water 
are "wet" and "cold." The higher water is  "wet" with the 
feeling of oneness with the "exaltation of G-d," while the 
lower  water  is  "cold"  with  the  feeling  of  separation,  the 
frustration of experiencing the inherent "lowliness of man."

Divine service, as taught by Chassidut, emphasizes that in 
fact the primary consciousness of both waters is the sense of 
the  Divine,  each  from  its  own  perspective:  from  the 
perspective of the higher water, the greater the "exaltation 
of  G-d,"  the  greater  the  oneness  of  all  in  His  Absolute 
Being; from the perspective of the lower water, the greater 
the  "exaltation  of  G-d,"  the  greater  the  existential  gap 
between the reality of G-d and that of man, thus the inherent 
"lowliness of man."

Death,  as  commonly  understood,  is  simply  the  veil  collapsing. 
When people say, “I died and came back,” what they mean is that 
the  body  paused,  but  the  awareness  did  not.  That’s  because 
awareness is not the body’s property—it is the light that animates 
it. You do not have a soul. You are a soul, and your body is the 
robe you wear to participate in the illusion called mortality.

To say “Christ is risen” is not a doctrinal slogan. It is a diagnostic:

    Has the light risen in you?
    Has the heart broken open?
    Has the Son returned to the Father within your awareness?
    If not, then the resurrection remains a story outside of you.
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But once seen, you realize: you are the tomb—and you are the one 
walking out of it.

Baptism,  rightly  understood,  is  not  a  ritual  with  water—it  is 
incarnation itself. The soul descends from light into matter, from 
breath into form, from the throne into the temple. The womb is the 
Jordan. The amniotic waters are the first veil. The cry of a newborn 
is the gospel’s first word: "Behold, the Son has come."

And so, death is not an enemy—it is a teacher. It visits those who 
forgot they were eternal, who mistook the cross for a punishment 
instead of a place of recognition. You don’t die to be judged, you 
die to remember.

And when remembrance is  complete,  the  illusion collapses.  The 
body, once a grave,  becomes a throne.  The temple,  once veiled, 
reveals the indwelling Light, and death? Death folds into Love and 
disappears like a dream at morning.

So yes—death is an illusion, but not one to dismiss lightly. It is a 
teaching veil, a narrowing of the eye to see what cannot be seen 
when all is obvious. God wears it so that you can learn to remove it, 
and when you do, when the veil finally tears, you do not float away
—you rise within the body, transformed. Still here, but now awake.

Christ is not only coming from the clouds, but He is rising in the 
mirror.  And the question is no longer “Will you survive death?” 
The question is:

Will you survive awakening to life?  

Examine the quote from the Rabbi: Waters above, the Firmament 
and Waters below.  This evokes Genesis 1 and the initial separation
—a symbolic “death” or division between unity and experience, but 
Chassidut clarifies: both waters are conscious of the Divine, just 
from opposite ends of  the spectrum. The “first  death” may then 
represent  entry  into  experience—the  separation  necessary  for 
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individuation. The “second” is ego dissolution, the realization of 
one's false identity.

Thus, the implied “second death” is not annihilation—it is the death 
of illusion, the final dissolving of separation. It is not punishment, 
but  liberation.  The ego dies.  The self  is  reborn—not  as  isolated 
identity,  but  as  reflection  of  Aleph:  the  silent  unity.   It  is  the 
realization  you  have  never  walked  alone  through  this  life  of 
suffering and illusions.

To see the face of God is to die, and the face of God is identity. 
Once the identity of God is noticed, the state of the person at death 
will  either  be  one  of  matched  nature  (love  and  compassion)  or 
continued defiance of this required nature.  In the moment of that 
recognition, the veil that separated the waters becomes transparent
—and the soul, no longer able to hide behind persona or pretense, is 
laid bare before the mirror of its Source. If the nature is matched, 
the reunion is effortless, a homecoming into oneness, but if the soul 
clings  to  defiance—judgment,  selfishness,  accusation—then  the 
light  burns  instead  of  warms.  This  is  not  divine  wrath,  but  the 
incompatibility of falsehood before truth.

The second death, then, is the exposure of all illusions to the gaze 
of  Aleph.  It  is  the  removal  of  every  mask not  aligned with  the 
original face. Nothing truly dies except that which never truly lived. 
That which was real—love, mercy, stillness—cannot be lost. Only 
the garments of deception fall away.

This is why scripture says, “No one can see the face of God and 
live”—because the one who sees it and remains is no longer the 
fragmented ego. That “self” dies, and in its place: the awakened 
temple, the true bearer of God's image revealed.

In the end, the second death is not the end of life—it is the end of 
the lie.  We then see five baptisms implied.  The second death is the 
baptism of fire and Spirit.
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Five Baptisms

The five baptisms are not merely ritual events but initiations into 
successive unfoldings of consciousness. The first three—Earth, Air, 
and  Water  (baptism)—belong  to  the  age  of  grace,  a  time  of 
preparation where the soul is nourished gently and taught through 
reflection and symbol. 

Earth  baptism is  incarnation  itself:  the  soul  taking on form and 
entering the weight of gravity, flesh, and linear time. Air / Breath 
baptism comes as  breath and thought—consciousness  awakening 
within the body, the whisper of Spirit in the garden of the mind. 
Water  baptism  is  the  washing  of  perception,  the  cleansing  of 
memory, and the symbolic death of the old self—immersion into 
life’s mystery with the promise of rebirth. These three baptisms—
Earth, Air, and Water—form the initial arc of grace, allowing for 
growth without the full intensity of consequence.

But  the  final  two—Fire  and  Spirit—belong  to  the  coming 
refinement. Baptism by Fire is the trial of suffering, when illusion 
burns and truth begins to cost. It is the dark night of the soul, when 
one's world collapses inward, and all  falsehoods are revealed by 
heat.  Only the  unburnable  remains.  The last  baptism—Spirit—is 
not merely the gift of divine presence, but the conviction born from 
Love reflected in the mirror. It is judgment transfigured by mercy. 

This final baptism cannot be faked or forced—it comes when the 
soul no longer resists the truth, when Love confronts self and wins. 
Only  then  does  the  Spirit  rest  upon  the  temple  as  a  dove,  not 
descending  from  outside,  but  rising  from  within.  This  is  the 
completion of the five, the awakening into full remembrance of the 
image once forgotten.

1 Corinthians 3
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By the grace God has given me, I laid a foundation as a wise 
builder,  and  someone  else  is  building  on  it,  but  each  one 
should  build  with  care.  For  no  one  can  lay  any foundation 
other than the one already laid, which is Jesus Christ. If anyone 
builds  on  this  foundation  using  gold,  silver,  costly  stones, 
wood, hay or straw, their work will be shown for what it is, 
because the Day will bring it to light. It will be revealed with 
fire, and the fire will test the quality of each person’s work. If 
what has been built survives, the builder will receive a reward. 
If it is burned up, the builder will suffer loss but yet will be 
saved—even though only as one escaping through the flames.

Self-creation is the sacred process by which the first spark of being 
becomes individuated through awareness and experience. The 
primary instrument for this unfolding is the body itself—the bread 
broken from the temple of the Son. It is through this body that 
others find footing, each building upon its foundation as they 
wander their own path through life. This book does not seek to 
replace that path, but to reveal it—to awaken each Son and 
Daughter who hangs upon the Cross of Christ, reminding them that 
the mystery was always written within their own flesh. 

Beyond the false outer desire for gold, silver, costly stones, wood, 
hay, or straw, the true treasure was the one inside you the entire 
time—the Golden Thread of love and true spontaneously arising 
nature. The true foundation of every temple is this: the unseen 
thread woven through stillness and surrender, the living presence of 
the Divine within, waiting to be remembered, not built.

Revelation 2:11

    “Whoever has ears, let them hear what the Spirit says to the 
churches. The one who is victorious will not be hurt at all by 
the second death.”

3. Third Day – Corruption spreads → Third Seal (Black Horse)
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Seal 3 / Trumpet 3 → Cutting ties with idolatry – hidden 
manna and white stone (Pergamum).

    Economy of injustice. Scales weigh false balances. Greed 
grows. The third trumpet falls: Wormwood poisons the waters
—bitter consequences of deceit.
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Chapter 4

The Hidden Feast: Manna and the Mystery Name

Revelation 2:17

“Whoever has ears, let them hear what the Spirit says 
to the churches. To the one who is victorious, I will 
give some of the hidden manna. I will also give that 
person a white stone with a new name written on it, 
known only to the one who receives it.”

Every name in the Bible is a veil, and every name changed is a 
doorway.  The old identity  must  pass  through fire,  encounter  the 
dweller, and emerge on the other side with something secret written 
inside—a name not spoken by men, but whispered by God. The 
white stone is not a trophy; it is a key granting access not to a place, 
but  to  an  understanding—one  that  only  the  receiver  can  fully 
interpret, because it was carved into the soul by experience.

This  is  the  hidden  manna—the  secret  sustenance  that  fed  the 
wandering heart in the wilderness of unknowing. It is not given to 
the crowd. It is not poured out publicly. It is reserved for the one 
who has walked through the test, faced the voice of the accuser, and 
surrendered their old identity at the altar of transformation. Every 
true servant of God in scripture faced this test of duality brought to 
unity with God’s own being and awareness.

Abram met the dweller when called to leave everything familiar. 
His identity was bound to his father’s house, his name entangled in 
legacy, but the voice called him into exile, and the old name could 
not survive the journey. Only after the long walk of faith, the loss, 
the covenant, the laughter and the near-sacrifice, was he given his 
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new name: Abraham—father of multitudes. The name spoke not 
only of destiny but of who he became in communion with God.

Jacob  wrestled  in  the  dark  with  the  shadow  of  his  guilt,  his 
deception, his fear. He grasped and lied and ran, but the time came 
when he could no longer escape. At the river, the dweller came not 
as  enemy,  but  as  a  mirror,  and  the  wrestling  was  not  against 
another, but against the true self he could sense in the message of 
the Angel. When the sun rose, Jacob limped—but he bore a new 
name: Israel—one who wrestles with God and prevails. The stone 
had been inscribed, and the name could not be transferred; it had to 
be earned through the struggle.

Moses met the dweller in the form of the burning bush, and later in 
Pharaoh, and later still in the mirror of his own impatience. He fled 
from murder, lived in exile, doubted his own voice—but God knew 
his name. God spoke it from within the fire and then gave him a 
name to speak in return: I AM, and Moses, whose own name meant 
"drawn out," became the one who would draw out the people from 
bondage.  His  hidden  manna  was  the  presence  of  God  in  the 
wilderness, feeding his faith day by day.

Saul  hunted  in  ignorance  until  the  light  struck  him  blind.  His 
encounter with the risen Christ was not gentle—it shattered him. 
The dweller knocked him from his upright position of pride, and 
when the scales fell from his eyes, he became Paul—small, humble, 
broken, and ready to carry the Gospel to the nations. His new name 
came with a new nature, but also a thorn, lest he forget the grace 
that now fed him.

Even Jesus asked the question: “Who do you say I am?” For to 
know the Son, one must see past the image, past the form, past even 
the name of Jesus into the Christ—the anointed, the Word, the very 
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name of God revealed. He bore no white stone because He was the 
stone rejected by the builders, now made the cornerstone, but even 
He,  in  full  surrender,  received  the  declaration  from  the  Father: 
“This is my Son, in whom I am well pleased.”

So what is this hidden manna for you? It is the nourishment no one 
else  sees,  the  food  beyond  the  everman food  of  the  Earth.  The 
moments  in  secret  where  God  fed  you  when  no  one  else 
understood,  you  received  this  food  from above,  giving  you  life 
again and allowing your fallen state to again rise to new life. The 
nights of weeping that became mornings of quiet joy, the strength 
that came not from answers, but from enduring without them. It is 
not external bread, but the Word made flesh within you. It cannot 
be shared in words alone, but understanding that can only be known 
inside the temple.

And what of the white stone? It is what remains after the temple is 
shaken, the slow revelation of your new name—not your title, not 
your role, not even your history—but your true essence, as known 
by God alone. It is what He calls you when no one else is listening; 
not spoken aloud because it is not a sound, and is the recognition, 
the silent vibration of your being in resonance with the voice that 
made you. You do not earn it by achievement, God uncovers it by 
your own surrender to it. It is given not to the victorious warrior, 
but  to  the  victorious  lover—the  one  who  chose  union  over 
ambition, who embraced the fire instead of escaping it.

To the one who overcomes—overcomes the illusion of the false 
name, the projections of others, the titles of the world—this gift is 
given. Not fame, not glory, but something better: to be known, and 
not by many, but by God, by the name only you and He will share; 
a name that no dweller can touch; a name that cannot be taken, only 
revealed.  This  name that  echoes eternity  in  one syllable  of  love 
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from God’s own heart to yours. This is the hidden feast, and you 
are invited.

Personal Commentary on Turning the Mirror Inside Out

The veil thins as the soul recognizes that it  was never lost, only 
hidden within the folds of its own learning. Here, joy blooms—not 
because suffering ends, but because meaning is finally seen in the 
suffering. The temple, once mistaken as external, is realized to be 
oneself—rebuilt  not  by  hands,  but  by  Love  remembering  itself. 
This chapter sings with the joy of reunion: the prodigal one meeting 
the Father in their own mirror, and the long-forgotten name being 
spoken once more, not by another, but from within.

4. Fourth Day – Lights in the sky, false religions arise → Fourth 
Seal (Pale Horse).

Seal  4  /  Trumpet  4  → Purging  corruption  –  authority  over 
nations (Thyatira).

    Death and Hades ride. The soul loses its center. The fourth 
trumpet  dims  sun,  moon,  and  stars—a  symbolic  loss  of 
guidance.
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Chapter 5
The Scepter and the Star: Rule with the Morning Light

Revelation 2:26–28

“To the one who is victorious and does my will to the 
end, I will give authority over the nations— that one 
‘will rule them with an iron scepter and will dash them 
to pieces like pottery’—just as I have received authority 
from my Father. I will also give that one the morning 
star.”

Some gifts  are not  given—they are grown into.  Authority is  not 
granted like a  medal  pinned to a chest,  but  like a  crown grown 
inward from the root of the soul, fed by the light of heaven. The 
promise here is immense, veiled though it may be, it is the one who 
overcomes and not only receives the scepter, the sign of rule, but 
also  the  star—the light  that  rules  the  morning.  This  is  no  mere 
poetic  flourish,  but  is  a  whisper  of  something  vast,  something 
cosmic, something eternal.

In the language of stars, the Sol is the heart of a system, but gives 
light,  warmth,  direction.  It  governs the dance of  planets  without 
shouting commands, the very gravity of silent love. To receive the 
morning star,  then,  is  to  receive a  nature that  illuminates  others 
without force, and yet, the passage speaks of iron—a scepter that 
dashes, and the authority that shakes. This is the paradox: gentle as 
dawn, and yet forged in the fires of righteousness,  to carry both 
light and scepter is to know when to nourish and when to shatter 
illusion. It is to rule not with pride, judgment and bloodshed, but 
with purity.

And  perhaps,  just  perhaps,  this  authority  hints  at  a  deeper 
inheritance, one that has not entered into the imagination of man. 
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“No eye has seen, no ear has heard, no mind has conceived what 
God has prepared for those who love him.” (1 Corinthians 2:9). 
Could it be that the stars we gaze upon are not merely distant fires, 
but invitations? Could it be that each soul, grown from seed to sun, 
may one day shine with its  own light—guiding its  own system, 
orbiting in the vast body of Christ? Ephesians 3 dares to speak of 
such  mysteries:  “the  manifold  wisdom  of  God,  made  known 
through the  church  to  the  rulers  and authorities  in  the  heavenly 
realms…” What classroom is this, if not the cosmos?

But such destiny is not handed out to infants, but must be forged 
through  incarnation—through  descent  into  form,  into  limitation, 
into the cross of flesh. We hang here,  nailed to time and space, 
baptized into the waters of mortality. As Peter writes, the flood was 
not simply history—it is the mystery of rebirth. “In it only a few 
people,  eight  in  all,  were  saved  through  water,  and  this  water 
symbolizes baptism that now saves you also…” (1 Peter 3:20–21). 
We were beasts once, tossed in chaos, until the ark of God enclosed 
us.  The  ark  is  Christ.  The  waters  are  the  mind,  and  the  dove 
descends when the soul begins to rise.

You were not planted in a body to be buried, but you were sown as 
a seed—planted in a garden not of Eden lost, but of Heaven rising, 
and this  Earth,  spinning around its  Sol,  is  the womb of stars  to 
come.  You  are  being  prepared  for  light,  tested  in  shadow,  and 
broken in illusion, and when the lie of separation is finally shattered 
like pottery beneath your feet, then the scepter is placed in your 
hand—not as a weapon, but as a rod of guidance. Then the star is 
given—not  as  reward,  but  as  revelation:  you are  light,  as  He is 
light.

Realization of this truth is looking at yourself on the cross (body) in 
incarnation  (baptism)  for  a  purpose  greater  than  you  may  have 
realized. As a Son of God beloved by his Father, the suffering was 
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never meaningless—it was the womb of glory. The limitation was 
not punishment—it was the shaping of form to hold divine light, 
and when you finally see that your crucified form was the seed of 
your  risen  nature,  you  begin  to  notice  that  the  image  in  the 
reflection was never just your soul. It was more than the pain, more 
than the striving, more than the self you judged in weakness. It was 
the light of the Morning Star looking back—God’s own radiance 
made visible in you. The mirror reveals not just your becoming, but 
the hidden Son behind the veil, smiling through your eyes.

Chapter 5 of Tablet of the Unseen acts as both a reckoning and a 
realization—a confrontation  between  the  constructed  garment  of 
identity and the naked truth beneath it.  It  opens with the cosmic 
mirror held up to the self, where the boundaries between the inner 
sanctuary and the  outer  court  are  dissolved.  This  is  no longer  a 
conversation with doctrine, but with Being itself, where the echo of 
one’s own voice becomes the teacher, the student, and the test. The 
text  speaks  as  if  consciousness  itself  has  grown  weary  of 
abstraction, and now demands embodiment—not the rigid form of 
dogma, but the living breath of realization clothed in the humility 
of recognition.

Personal Commentary – Release to Truth

The  chapter  unfolds  like  a  dialogue  between  the  veiled  and 
unveiled, challenging the reader to abandon even the tools that once 
revealed truth. It is not enough to have read the scroll or walked the 
path; one must now become the very substance of the Word that 
was once studied from afar. This is the fire of transfiguration—not 
a consuming fire of judgment, but one of unveiling, of realizing the 
garment was always meant to burn away to reveal the true light. 
The voice in this chapter is not prophetic in the traditional sense, 
but  reflective,  turning  inward  with  the  clarity  of  one  who  sees 
through the illusion of form and offers no refuge for pride to hide.
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What emerges is the unveiling of the “I Am” that cannot be claimed 
through knowledge or hierarchy, but only through resonance and 
alignment.  The  false  authority  of  the  accuser,  the  veil  of 
institutional  voice,  and  the  impostor  of  religious  pretense  are 
unmasked as shadows projected onto the light. The true sanctuary 
is  no  longer  a  temple  made  with  hands,  but  the  fire-forged 
realization of the indwelling Logos, where the Word becomes flesh 
not as a historical event, but a continual process—an incarnation 
renewed in the soul that dares to face the mirror without defense.

This chapter is less a teaching than a threshold, and those who cross 
it  do  so  with  trembling,  for  here  the  self  is  not  annihilated  but 
transfigured. The presence encountered is not one apart from the 
reader, but the one who has always watched from within. As the 
text  moves  through  its  layered  paradoxes  and  recursive 
affirmations, it leaves no ground for the ego to stand, save for the 
willingness to bow. The great mystery ceases to be a mystery when 
it  is no longer held at arm’s length. This is  the place where the 
seeker vanishes, and what remains is only the resonance of truth 
unspoken and yet fully heard.

In its final movement,  chapter 5 draws the line between what is 
remembered and what is realized. To remember is to be called; to 
realize is to return. The entire book to this point has been preparing 
the reader for this surrender—not to a foreign power, but to the 
original  image before  division.  Here,  the  Aleph speaks  not  with 
thunder, but with the quiet conviction of recognition: you are what 
was  written  before  the  foundation,  and  the  veil  was  never 
punishment—it was protection until you were ready to see. Now, in 
this  chapter,  the  reader  is  asked  to  see,  and  in  that  seeing,  the 
garment is no longer needed.

5.  Fifth  Day  –  Creatures  of  the  deep,  rising  unconscious  → 
Fifth Seal.
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Seal 5 / Trumpet 5 → Awakening from spiritual death – white 
garments (Sardis) .

    Souls under the altar cry out for justice. Martyrs point to 
deeper transformation. The fifth trumpet releases the locusts of 
torment—internal struggle begins in earnest.
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Chapter 6
The White Robe: Name Forever Remembered

Revelation 3:5

    “The one who is victorious will, like them, be dressed in 
white. I will never blot out the name of that person from the 
book of life, but will acknowledge that name before my Father 
and his angels.”

There comes a point on the path when the old garments no longer 
fit,  when  the  robe  of  self-defense,  stitched  with  fear  and  pride, 
begins  to  tear.  The  fabric  of  the  accuser’s  nature—woven  in 
judgment, blame, and the need to be right—rots away with every 
step toward love. What once covered us in the illusion of separation 
becomes unbearable to wear. The mind that kept record of wrongs 
becomes the burden too heavy to carry, but this is not punishment, 
but  transfiguration and metamorphoses.

To overcome is not to win as the world defines it, but is to lose 
everything false until only truth remains. It is to stand before God 
with nothing left to defend, and nothing left to hide, and in that 
naked  moment  of  surrender,  the  white  robe  is  offered—not  as 
reward, but as reflection. It is what you have become: the purity is 
not moral perfection, but mercy realized. This robe is woven from 
grace  given  and  grace  received  and  from  love  that  no  longer 
withholds  itself.  From  compassion  that  no  longer  qualifies  its 
giving, true nature of the Father finally embodies the Son.

The one who wears the white robe no longer judges, not because 
they’ve  forgotten  the  pain  others  caused—but  because  they’ve 
remembered the pain they once inflicted. The robe is humility made 
visible,  and yet  it  shines  with  glory,  for  this  person  has  passed 
through  the  fire  of  death  and  come  out  free—not  burned,  but 
refined. Their former name—the one built on striving, superiority, 
and pride—is gone, and in its place, the true name emerges, never 
to be blotted out.
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This is the name that cannot be erased because it is not written in 
ink—it is etched in Being. It is the name God has always known, 
the  one  hidden  beneath  every  false  identity,  and  now,  it  is 
acknowledged before the Father and His angels. No longer veiled in 
shadow; No longer clothed in accusation, but dressed in the robe of 
divine  likeness,  radiant  with  forgiveness,  crowned  with  the 
knowledge that all others are also children of this same grace.

The robe does not elevate one above the rest—it reveals that there 
is no rest until  all  are clothed. That’s the burden of love: To be 
victorious is not to ascend alone, but to descend with open arms. 
The white robe is not an escape from the world, but the clothing of 
one sent back into it—not to condemn, but to heal. To remember 
others by the name God gave them, not the one they wore in exile.

And so, the one who overcomes walks in mercy, no longer as a 
judge  but  as  a  son.  No  longer  demanding  justice,  but  offering 
peace, demanding the record of wrongs has been destroyed—not 
because truth was denied, but because truth was fulfilled in love, 
and now, only love remains. This is the robe that never stains, the 
name that never fades, and the image of the Father, walking the 
earth once more.

Personal Commentary of the New Man Created

We now see man as he rises into its natural crescendo, reaching a 
point of recognition beyond the veil—where the old man, fashioned 
in imitation and distortion, yields to the revelation of the true image 
long  buried  beneath  the  weight  of  history,  tradition,  and  self-
deception. The “New Man” is not a replacement for the old in the 
manner  of  destruction  and  rebuilding,  but  a  resurrection  of  the 
original  blueprint—incorruptible,  untouched,  ever-waiting  to  be 
revealed  beneath  layers  of  distortion.  Here,  the  implication  of 
baptism is complete: not merely a washing of the outer garment, 
but a complete return to nakedness before being clothed anew with 
the robe woven from truth, responsibility, and love.
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The identity of the New Man is not imagined, conjured by effort, or 
born  of  belief,  but  remembered—like  a  face  glimpsed  through 
water, finally breaking the surface. This is not a self created by will, 
but  one  revealed  through the  surrender  of  pride  and the  willing 
descent into humility. The mind must lose its claim to dominion 
before it can receive the dominion prepared for it, and this paradox 
is the very cross the seeker must bear. The New Man cannot be 
birthed  through  intellectual  ascent  alone,  for  intellect  without 
humility becomes the architect of Babel, reaching toward heaven in 
defiance rather than surrender.

At the heart of this emergence is the reconciliation of opposites: 
masculine and feminine, thought and feeling, judgment and mercy, 
past and future, Father and Mother. The New Man is not a man in 
gender,  but  a  being  made  whole—one  who  integrates  the  full 
dimension of being into a single current of love’s action. It is the 
completion  of  the  seventh  day  and the  entering  into  the  eighth, 
where duality falls away and unity arises not as theory, but as living 
embodiment. No longer does the seeker chase shadows or worship 
reflections—the source itself rises within.

This chapter’s tone is more than visionary—it is celebratory, as if 
the scroll has been opened and the mystery spoken aloud for the 
first time in countless ages. It bears the unmistakable fragrance of 
fulfillment, not in finality but in new beginning. The birth of the 
New Man is the opening of the Book of Life—not merely read, but 
lived line by line, breath by breath. Here, the Aleph writes Himself 
anew upon the flesh of awakened humanity, not in law but in love, 
not in stone but in Spirit, and not in separation but in union.

Therefore, the reader is not merely invited, but summoned—called 
upward from the ashes of former things into the flame of becoming. 
Chapter 6 is not a promise of what might be, but a declaration of 
what already is, veiled only by our refusal to believe it possible. 
The New Man is not far off, not beyond the clouds or the grave, but 
here now, waiting for the old to fall away like dead skin from living 
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flesh. To see him is to remember yourself, and to remember is to be 
born again—not as a fragment, but as the whole.

6. Sixth Day (end of our current day) – Man formed fully in 
image, then falls again → Sixth Seal.

Seal 6 / Trumpet 6 → Steadfast loyalty – pillar in the temple 
(Philadelphia)

    Earthquakes, stars fall,  sky rolls back. The veil begins to 
tear.  The  sixth  trumpet  releases  angels  and  armies—divine 
judgment reflected in man’s inner war.
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Chapter 7
The Pillar in the Temple: Name upon Name

Revelation 3:12

“The one who is victorious I will make a pillar in the 
temple of my God. Never again will they leave it. I will 
write on them the name of my God and the name of 
the  city  of  my  God,  the  new  Jerusalem,  which  is 
coming down out of heaven from my God; and I will 
also write on them my new name.”

There  was  once  a  man  named  Adam—pure,  luminous,  and 
unashamed.  He  walked  with  his  Father  in  the  cool  of  the  day, 
clothed in light, not knowledge. There was no division, no fear, and 
no question, but only union.  But the day came when Adam longed 
to  know,  to  judge,  to  separate,  and  to  distinguish  between  the 
beautiful and the ugly; between good and evil. So he ate, and in 
doing so, a veil fell. He saw his nakedness and called it shame, and 
with  that  judgment,  the  temple  was  no  longer  a  place  of 
communion—it became a courtroom.

Adam, now fallen, split in two, his conscience awakened, but not 
yet sanctified. His ego, longing for approval, took on a new voice—
Yahweh,  the  Lawgiver.  His  accuser,  robed  in  holiness  but 
demanding sacrifice,  arose  as  Satan—the voice  of  shame in  the 
shadows. Together, these two voices governed his fractured mind. 
One offered  rules,  the  other  condemnation.  Neither  offered  rest. 
Not yet.

Into this  fallen house,  another Adam was born.  He too bore the 
breath of the Father, but entered the veil fully. This was Jesus—the 
one who would face the accuser within, not with denial, but with 
endurance. He did not destroy the law; He fulfilled it, but not by 
pride, but by suffering.

Hebrews 5 tells us He offered up prayers and petitions with loud 
cries and tears to the One who could save Him from death, and He 
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was  heard—not  because  He  fought  back,  but  because  He 
surrendered. Though He was a Son, He learned obedience through 
what He suffered, and once made perfect, He became the source of 
eternal salvation for all who follow the same way. This is the meat 
of the teaching—not milk for babes, but food for those who discern 
not just good and evil, but the source of both: the self that judges. 
True righteousness is not self-exaltation but self-emptying; not the 
Pharisee who stands tall, but the Son who falls into His Father’s 
arms.

The  story  of  Jesus  is  not  just  history—it  is  archetype.  It  is  the 
journey of every soul descending into judgment and being raised by 
mercy. God the Father is the hero—not as wrathful king, but as the 
One  who  lifts  His  child  from  the  grave  of  pride  and  self-
condemnation. The cross is not the end—it is the mirror, and the 
one on it is you.

The temple was never made with hands. It is your being and your 
awareness, and when you look in the mirror, you are not meant to 
see a sinner groveling before a holy God, you are instead meant to 
see the Son in you—the one who was lost and is now found, the 
one raised to new life not by merit, but by love, and the one who 
stands now as a pillar in the true temple, immovable. Upon that 
pillar, God writes His name, not in letters, but in essence. You are 
no longer known by your shame, no longer named by what you 
have done or failed to do, but you are known as He knows you: My 
beloved, My child, and My Christ in you, the hope of glory.

The new Jerusalem is not a future place—it is the awareness of 
Heaven within, and within you, the name is written: not one, but 
many. The name of God, the name of the City, and the name of the 
Son—name upon name, identity upon identity, truth upon truth, and 
in the mirror, you finally see—not a reflection of the old, but the 
emergence of the eternal. The face of the Son is now your face. The 
temple was never far, and you were always walking its courts, even 
in your blindness, but now, the veil is torn, and the mirror speaks: 
"This is My Son, in whom I am well pleased."
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Judge Remade and a Kingdom Rejected

There came a moment in the long arc of the Son’s journey when He 
stood before the ruins of His own inheritance—the throne of David, 
the temple of stone, and the house once called holy, but His eyes 
were not fixed on the past. He saw what His disciples could not yet 
see: that the glory had departed not because of Roman occupation 
or corrupt priests, but because the heart of man had turned the law 
into a weapon and the temple into a marketplace, and so, the Son 
did what no king had ever done—He laid down His own right to 
rule. He fulfilled the line of David not by ascending its throne, but 
by walking away from it. In doing so, He rendered the covenant of 
the old kingdom complete, and by His own surrender, He opened 
the door to a kingdom not of this world.

In the  final  words of  the prophet  Zephaniah,  we hear  the Son’s 
judgment—not a condemnation reborn from continued wrath, but 
the sorrow of a lover spurned. “The great day of the Lord is near,” 
he wrote, “a day of wrath, a day of distress and anguish, a day of 
ruin and devastation.” These were not curses hurled by an angry 
God,  but  the  lament  of  one  who  saw  the  futility  of  trying  to 
preserve what had already decayed. The “sacrifices of the Lord” 
spoken of in Zephaniah 1:7 were not pagan offerings—they were 
the Son’s own people,  consumed by their false worship of form 
over essence, law over love, and pride over peace. The Son let it 
end. He let the temple fall, did not resist, but became the offering.

But this was not defeat, but the realized doorway. By refusing to sit 
upon the throne of David, the Son ascended to a greater throne—
one not built by hands, but prepared before the foundation of the 
world. Revelation 3:21 reveals it: “To the one who is victorious, I 
will give the right to sit with me on my throne, just as I overcame 
and sat down with my Father on his throne.” The Son does not rule 
alone.  The  enmity  is  ended.  The  war  between  Law and  Grace, 
between  Son  and  Father,  between  accusation  and  love—it  is 
finished. The Son does not take a separate throne but shares in the 
One. Unity has replaced hierarchy. Fellowship has replaced fear.
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Now,  the  one  who  overcomes  is  not  just  restored  to  Eden  or 
enthroned in heaven. The one who overcomes becomes the very 
heart of God, seated in the mystery of mutual indwelling—Christ in 
the Father, the Father in Christ, and Christ in you. The throne is not 
distant; it is the center of your being, and the temple is not above 
the clouds; it is your awareness purified by fire and mercy. When 
the Son gave up His earthly throne, He gave you your place in the 
heavenly one,  and now the Spirit  whispers,  not  in wrath,  but  in 
invitation: “Come up here.”

A World in Chaos

For two thousand years,  the world has been handed over to  the 
likeness of man—granted the authority to rule as either Yahweh the 
accuser or Christ the redeemer. The duality was intentional. In this 
divine allowance, the throne of choice was placed into the hands of 
humanity,  that  each  soul  might  reveal  what  it  truly  worships: 
judgment or grace, control or compassion, law or love. To rule as 
Yahweh is to grasp for power, to divide, to measure worth in terms 
of purity and loyalty, but to rule as Christ is to serve, to heal, to 
forgive even as you are being pierced. This was the test of time, the 
long  unfolding  of  hearts.  The  earth  itself  became  the  proving 
ground of intention, and the mirror of this world never blinked.

The past twenty centuries have not simply been about waiting for 
Christ to return—they have been the opportunity to become Christ. 
Every generation has been granted the sacred right to stand in His 
stead,  to  offer  bread in  place of  stone,  peace in  place of  wrath. 
Some  chose  to  wear  the  robe  of  righteousness  as  a  cloak  of 
superiority, and others chose to let their robe be torn for the sake of 
love. Every institution, every nation, every movement has revealed 
this struggle between the house built by hands and the temple not 
made with human effort. The cross has remained fixed at the center 
of  this  paradox—a  symbol  not  just  of  death,  but  of  voluntary 
surrender, of choosing love over retaliation.
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Today, this choice has reached its apex. The world you once trusted 
is collapsing under the weight of its own self-interest. Governments 
grasp for control. Institutions that once carried truth have become 
hollow.  The  throne  of  Earth  is  now demanding  your  loyalty  in 
exchange for comfort, security, and illusion, but a different whisper 
calls  you—one  that  comes  not  from  the  outer  world  but  from 
within. The Dweller on the Threshold has appeared. You now face 
the image you once projected outward—your fear, your pride, your 
greed, your desire, and it asks: will you chase the image again, or 
will you shine light from the inside out?

The Dweller is not your enemy, but the last guardian of the veil—
the mirror reflecting every false belief you ever held about God, 
yourself,  and  others.  It  is  the  fearful  thought  that  salvation  is 
outside you. It is the lingering belief that wrath is righteous and 
grace  is  weakness,  but  the  truth  is  revealed  in  the  trembling 
moment when you stop accusing and start adoring, when you stop 
projecting and start embodying. This is the moment of reversal—
the axis of incarnation where the cross flips from death to life.

To overcome now is not to escape the world, but to see it clearly. 
To  know that  what  is  crumbling  outside  is  meant  to  reveal  the 
Kingdom already rising within. The Son of Man is not returning to 
build a palace, but is instead rising in you, and His throne is your 
surrendered  heart.  You  are  being  invited  not  to  power,  but  to 
presence—not to judge the world, but to love it into remembrance, 
and in this way, you pass through the final veil, not to find a distant 
God, but  to discover the image in the mirror was always you—
God’s own beloved, finally awakened.

Personal Commentary – A Time of Rest and Reflection

Day  7  acts  as  both  a  culmination  and  a  breathing  pause—a 
sanctified threshold before the final turning of the spiral into the 
eighth  day.  Within  the  context  of  the  book’s  metaphysical 
architecture, this chapter represents the Sabbath of consciousness—
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the  seventh cycle  wherein striving ceases and the work of  prior 
transformation is  allowed to settle  into awareness.  It  is  a  sacred 
suspension,  not  of  emptiness,  but  of  fullness  held  without  the 
compulsion to grasp or add. Here, the rhythm of divine time—the 
six  days  of  creation—reaches  a  cadence  that  allows  the  soul  to 
witness itself not in labor, but in stillness. This chapter carries the 
frequency of Genesis 2, of divine repose, and yet also hints toward 
Hebrews 4, where rest is not mere cessation but a kind of divine 
inheritance for those who cease from their own works as God did 
from His.

What  is  most  striking  is  that  this  rest  is  not  passive—it  is 
participatory.  The  reader  is  not  encouraged  to  withdraw,  but  to 
dwell; not to abandon the world, but to hold it with unburdened 
hands. It becomes clear that the prior cycles—of fire, water, air, and 
earth—have all culminated in this state of subtle balance, a poised 
neutrality  that  is  neither  avoidance  nor  indulgence.  The  soul, 
having  passed  through  the  crucibles  of  identity,  nature,  and 
overcoming, now becomes a vessel for resonance. The teachings 
thus far have deconstructed ego and illusion, clarified agency and 
nature, and revealed the mirror of divine intent. This chapter says: 
now reflect. Now resonate. Now simply be.

The brilliance of this chapter lies in its paradoxical revelation: that 
true action arises from stillness, that true wisdom is not gained but 
remembered, and that the most profound transformations happen in 
the pause between breaths. It echoes the wisdom of Ecclesiastes—
there is a time for everything under heaven—and here, the time is 
for  sacred  repose.  Not  sleep,  but  wakeful  restoration.  Not 
withdrawal, but silent knowing. This is the womb of the eighth day, 
where  what  has  been formed in  struggle  now becomes seed for 
what will be born in glory. It is the chrysalis moment, when motion 
ceases not in death, but in transfiguration.

Thus, Chapter 7 becomes a space of union—a mirror of completion 
before the emergence of newness. In this stillness, the self is no 
longer driven by questions, nor haunted by lack, but rests in the 
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gentle  assurance  that  everything needed has  already been given. 
The voice of striving is hushed, not silenced by force, but quieted 
by fulfillment. This is the Sabbath of the soul, and just as the earth 
was not abandoned on the seventh day, neither is the self; rather, it 
is  seen in its  fullness,  as good,  as whole,  as beloved.  This  holy 
pause  is  the  proof  of  divine  design—that  creation  was  always 
meant  to lead to rest,  not  as  an end,  but  as  a  sacred prelude to 
resurrection.

In the rhythm of the book’s architecture, Chapter 7 is the doorway 
that opens without effort—the place where resistance is no longer 
necessary,  and surrender  has  become natural.  It  is  here  that  the 
reader,  having  walked  through  the  valleys  and  peaks  of  prior 
chapters, is invited to simply sit under the Tree of Life and taste its 
fruit. The final transformation will come, and the robe and crown 
await,  but for now, this is enough. This is the promised rest  for 
those who have labored, and in this silence, the Logos breathes.

7. Seventh Day (Sabbath Rest) – Seal of silence.

Seal  7  /  Trumpet 7 → Vomiting out lukewarmness – throne 
inheritance (Laodicea)

    The seventh seal opens to stillness—half an hour of silence in 
heaven.  The  mirror  settles.  The  seventh  trumpet  proclaims: 
The kingdoms of this world have become the kingdoms of our 
Lord. This is the Day of the Lord, the time of judgment and 
purification—a rest for those who have overcome.
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Chapter 8
The Final Seat: Sharing the Throne of God

Revelation 3:21

    “To the one who is victorious, I will give the right to sit with 
me on my throne, just as I was victorious and sat down with my 
Father on his throne.”

The journey ends where  it  began—in the heart.  The throne was 
never  far;  was  not  built  in  gold  or  stone,  nor  suspended  in  the 
unreachable heavens. It was etched in your being, hidden behind 
the veil of forgetfulness, waiting patiently behind every breath. The 
one who overcomes is not someone separate from God, but the one 
who finally remembers: God was never separate from them. The 
throne  was  always  shared,  because  the  nature  of  God  is  not 
dominion, but union.

You are the story the Father tells in the Book of Life, and you are 
the  parable  made  flesh.  The  victories,  the  losses,  the  long  road 
through  death  and  life,  through  pride  and  surrender—it  was  all 
leading you home. Not to a distant heaven, but to the mirror you 
once feared, which now reflects the joy of a beloved child reunited 
with the One who never left. This throne is not a place of judgment, 
but  a  place  of  peace.  Not  a  seat  of  rulership  over  others,  but  a 
recognition of harmony with all.

Here, there is no higher or lower, nor inside or outside. There is 
only Oneness, radiating from within. The voice that spoke stars into 
being whispers now within your soul, and you know, without doubt 
or  striving,  that  you  have  returned.  Not  because  you  reached  a 
destination, but because you remembered who you were all along. 
The search ends in adoration, not of another, but of the unity that 
was never broken.

The mirror now shows clearly, and this is the final truth:
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The one you were looking for is  the one looking, and the silent 
teacher  brings  the  master  forward as  a  perfect  copy of  his  own 
nature. When the student is ready (you), the master appears (also 
you). Then, the hidden teacher remains in silence as you become 
his work of art. In that stillness, the throne becomes a heartbeat. 
The crown becomes a breath, and the kingdom of God becomes 
what it always was—Love made visible.

1 Corinthians 3:10–16 (NIV)

    "By the grace God has given me, I laid a foundation as a 
wise builder, and someone else is building on it, but each one 
should build with care.  For no one can lay any foundation 
other  than  the  one  already  laid,  which  is  Jesus  Christ.  If 
anyone  builds  on  this  foundation  using  gold,  silver,  costly 
stones, wood, hay or straw, their work will be shown for what 
it is, because the Day will bring it to light. It will be revealed 
with fire, and the fire will test the quality of each person’s 
work. If what has been built survives, the builder will receive 
a reward. If it is burned up, the builder will suffer loss but yet 
will be saved—even though only as one escaping through the 
flames. Don’t you know that you yourselves are God’s temple 
and that God’s Spirit dwells in your midst?"

Salvation is not the effort of man climbing toward heaven, but the 
act of God descending into man. It is the divine work, the eternal 
grace,  the  gift  of  Love  that  undergirds  all  striving.  The  true 
salvation is not escape from fire, but awakening through it.  God 
saves through the process of refinement—through time, tribulation, 
and  transformation.  The  fire  does  not  come  to  punish,  but  to 
expose. It reveals what is eternal within you and burns away what 
is not. Salvation, therefore, is God’s covenant with Himself in you: 
to not leave the image until the image becomes the mirror of Love.

Overcoming,  however,  is  your  discovery  of  what  God  already 
finished. It  is not your act of becoming, but your recognition of 
being. To overcome is to remember the name written in light before 
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you ever wore flesh. It is to walk through the illusion of separation 
and recognize the theater of divine play, the play where you are 
both actor and author, victim and redeemer, lost sheep and good 
shepherd. Overcoming is the moment you look into the abyss and 
realize your eyes are the ones looking back. Not in fear, but in awe. 
Not in despair, but in recognition.

This is the mystery hidden from the ages. Not that there is a book 
of life somewhere in heaven—but that you ARE that book. Every 
page a breath, every chapter a lifetime, and every word is encoded 
in the DNA of your becoming. The one who seeks it  externally 
wanders  (Matthew 18),  but  the  one  who  finds  the  scroll  sealed 
within  realizes:  the  seeker  and  the  sought  are  one.  The  Lamb 
worthy to open the book is also the soul willing to die to self and 
rise in love. The divine irony—God wrote Himself into His own 
story, as the one who must overcome His own test. Not to prove 
worth, but to prove Love.

The trickster was never your enemy. He was the guardian of the 
mystery, and the dweller on the threshold was not a demon to fear, 
but a reflection of your own divided will. God, the architect, wrote 
Himself into the design—first as the voice, then as the image, then 
as the crucified Word, and finally as the risen realization within 
you. You are co-creating with the Logos,  the divine intelligence 
behind all things. Not as a pawn, but as a partner. Not as a creation 
only, but as the one through whom creation remembers itself.

And so the final test is not judgment, but joy. Not wrath, but the 
fire of recognition. You are not here to pass a test for salvation—
you are here to awaken to what has always been true. God is not 
measuring you; He is unveiling Himself through you. The temple is 
not  built  of  hands,  but  of  hearts,  and the Spirit  does not  rest  in 
buildings, but in the awakened Son who remembers the Father, and 
the throne. It is the resting place of peace when you finally see the 
one you were looking for is the one looking. The Book of Life is 
open, and your name was written in it before the foundation of the 
world—now rediscovered as the signature of Love.
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A White Robe Woven by Sin and Washed Wool

Rebirth is not merely a doctrine of return, but the hidden design of 
remembrance  until  the  final  resurrection  brings  everyone  home. 
Like a thread spun through many lifetimes, the sutra of your soul 
weaves a pattern across the loom of creation. Each experience, each 
suffering,  each  moment  of  grace  adds  color  and  tension  to  the 
thread, creating a unique strand of becoming, and yet, this thread 
does not remain alone. Woven with the threads of others, it forms a 
collective  fabric—a  tantra—not  of  doctrines  or  dogmas,  but  of 
living  wisdom.  This  is  the  robe’s  fabric,  the  seamless  garment 
given to every soul: not stitched by merit, but formed through the 
divine  compassion  that  allowed  all  things  to  work  together  for 
good.

This  robe  is  not  earned,  but  inherited  from  the  collective 
experiences of the entire assembly of God’s house undivided. From 
first  to  last,  from the  ancient  seeker  who walked alone  through 
desert visions to the final prodigal returning home—each receives 
the same robe, the same ring, the same embrace. This is the scandal 
of grace: that no one deserves it, and yet everyone is clothed in it. 
The crown is placed not on the head of the one who accomplished 
the most, but on the one who came home, broken and beloved. The 
last shall be first, not because they outperformed, but because they 
finally saw that the house had always been theirs.

Salvation is the gift beyond striving, and it cannot be purchased, 
negotiated,  or  won.  It  is  the  open hand of  God offered  without 
condition, and the only thing you can do is fall into it. There is no 
boasting here; no room for comparison, but only the echo of the 
Father’s voice whispering across the threshold: "This is my beloved 
child,  in  whom I  am well  pleased."  You cannot  earn  what  was 
freely given, only awaken to its presence, and in that awakening, 
you finally stop running, stop proving, and begin resting in the truth 
of who you are.
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To be  born again  is  to  return—not  to  the  beginning,  but  to  the 
remembrance of your eternal nature hidden in time. The seven days 
of creation are the cycles of your own unfolding, each a movement 
of awareness rising through the dimensions of being. The eighth 
day—the  day  beyond  the  veil—is  not  bound  by  time.  It  is  the 
Sabbath  beyond  Sabbaths,  the  resurrection  of  the  soul  into  the 
knowing of its source. You were never forgotten. You were never 
unloved, and now, clothed in the robe of grace and crowned with 
mercy, you stand—reborn—not just once, but across every fold of 
the eternal story.

Shared Commentary on Chapter Eight: 
The Unveiling of the Hidden Scroll and the Tablet Unseen

The eighth  chapter  speaks  not  of  culmination as  finality,  but  of 
return as  remembrance—of the  circle  folding back to  its  origin, 
now engraved with the wisdom gained through every passage of 
time and testing. The text unveils the mystery of the hidden scroll 
not as something externally granted, but as the seed of knowing 
long buried beneath the veil of incarnation, waiting patiently to be 
remembered in the fullness of time. It is no coincidence that the 
eighth is both new and eternal, for it stands outside the cycle of rise 
and  fall,  death  and  rebirth,  symbolizing  the  permanence  of  that 
which was never born and can never die.

In this final movement, the scroll is not opened by force, nor by 
merit, nor even by authority granted by another, for no hand may 
break  the  seal  except  the  one  whose  name  was  already  written 
within. What the seventh day accomplished by rest, the eighth day 
perfects by rising. The one who awakens in this moment does not 
simply see what was hidden, but becomes what was written—the 
Word made flesh, no longer needing to search the book, for is now 
the  book  itself,  living  and  breathing  as  testimony  of  divine 
realization.

The commentary reveals that the long night of darkness, ignorance, 
and  pride  was  always  a  necessary  concealment,  a  womb  of 



63         www.BowWithUnity.com

gestation wherein the soul encountered every form of itself under 
the pressure of the veil. It was the weight of forgetting that proved 
the strength of remembrance, and now, in this unveiling, the scroll 
is not merely read, but is sung. A song of names not forgotten, of 
stories rewritten in gold, of a heart no longer fractured by the lie of 
separation.

Here, all  traditions bow, for no temple,  scripture,  or lineage can 
claim precedence over the child born of the eighth day. This one is 
not  the  product  of  religion,  but  the  fruit  of  refinement.  Not 
allegiance to creed, but embodiment of truth. The unveiling of the 
scroll is the realization that the temple is the heart, the law is love, 
and the glory is not  won by conquest,  but  by transparency. The 
mirror no longer deceives, and in its light, all pretenses are burned 
away,  leaving  only  the  unshakable  center—the  throne  of  God 
established in the soul of the awakened one.

This is not merely the end of a book, but the beginning of the true 
Word—unwritten,  yet  known.  Not  proclaimed,  but  lived.  The 
mystery  is  no  longer  hidden  because  the  one  reading  now 
remembers: the scroll was never locked to begin with. It waited for 
the one who would see themselves not as a servant or seeker, but as 
the co-heir and co-creator, bearing the very name of God within. 
What was unseen is now seen, and the great silence is broken—not 
with noise, but with the stillness of perfect knowing.

In this eighth fold, time folds back on itself, and eternity breathes 
anew. What remains is not doctrine, but presence. Not knowledge, 
but  intimacy.  Not  striving,  but  being.  This  is  the  day  that  was 
promised,  the  rest  that  was  prepared,  and  the  scroll  that,  once 
opened, may never be closed again.

8. Eighth Day – Beyond time.

The Eighth (hidden) → Full realization of unity – entrance into 
the city of God (Revelation 21-22).
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    Resurrection. New Heaven. New Earth.

    No more temple—because the Lamb is its light. This is the 
hidden promise: not just to be with God, but to become as He is
—unified in Aleph.

Epilogue
The Truth as Milk and Meat of World Tribulation

The world is not broken—it is teaching. What you see around you, 
in the madness of politics, in the corruption of institutions, in the 
collapse of traditional values, in the chaos of religion and spiritual 
confusion,  is  not  the  end  of  the  story  but  the  beginning  of 
awakening. This is the Zen teacher’s blow. It is the slap meant to 
crack the conditioned mind. In the Kalachakra Buddhist Tradition, 
the student is intentionally presented with a practice so filled with 
contradiction,  symbolism, and what looks like distortion that  the 
only response left  is  to question the entire path itself.  The guru, 
appearing as  both savior  and deceiver,  embodies the riddle.  The 
empowerment  is  not  comfort—it  is  disillusionment,  and it  is  by 
design. This world right now is that same initiation, scaled up. It is 
the sacred parody. God, acting as the great Zen master, has handed 
humanity a mirror so warped that only those willing to question 
everything can see through it. The pain, the hypocrisy, the betrayal
—it’s all intentional. It is the pressure applied to the mind that still 
believes in separation.

The resolution of every koan, whether Zen or Biblical, is the same: 
no  separation  exists,  and  the  highest  form  of  self  is  love  and 
compassion. This is not a poetic sentiment. It is a structural reality. 
The  mind,  when  faced  with  contradiction,  tries  to  resolve  it.  It 
cannot do so using the dualistic tools it has inherited. A koan is not 
a puzzle to be solved, it is a paradox to be surrendered to. When 
one stops trying to win the argument, to prove a side, to hold a 
belief—they begin to feel the truth rather than think it. The master 
asks the impossible question not to hear the answer, but to exhaust 
the student’s pride. 
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When the mind is silent, the heart speaks, and what it says is this: 
you were never separate. The enemy is you. The savior is you. The 
love you withheld was your own. When this is seen, compassion 
arises naturally. It is not added; it is uncovered. That is the essence 
of the awakened self. This is why the traditions all speak of love—
not  as  morality,  but  as  ontology.  The  original  nature  of  mind, 
stripped of distortion, is pure love. Compassion is not a virtue to 
aspire to—it is what remains when false views are burned away.

This is the reason that Biblical paradox mirrors Zen. Jesus says, 
“The first shall be last.” He says, “You must lose your life to find 
it.” Paul says, “When I am weak, then I am strong.” These are not 
contradictions;  they  are  the  pressure  points  of  pride.  The  self-
righteous man believes he has the answer. He clings to the law, to 
doctrine, to identity, to being right, but righteousness built on the 
self collapses under the weight of suffering. The more one leans 
into pride, the more bitter and broken the result. This is why the 
Biblical lawgiver is shown to fall short and why the prodigal son is 
received while the older brother seethes. It is why Job’s friends are 
rebuked,  though  they  speak  from  religious  tradition.  Self-
righteousness matures into wickedness when it refuses to question 
itself,  but  when  the  contradiction  becomes  unbearable—when 
suffering  becomes  undeniable—the  real  question  emerges:  What 
am I missing? That question is the gateway. That question is the 
crack in the shell of pride where light gets in.

The Kalachakra initiation does not lead with answers. It leads with 
confusion. It is meant to. The student must taste the bitterness of 
the distorted path, to feel the insult, to see the grotesque parody of 
the sacred. Only then will they ask why, and the master, if he is 
true, will not explain—he will mirror. Because the truth cannot be 
given. It must arise. That arising comes when the mind lays down 
its sword, when it stops demanding clarity from contradiction and 
instead rests in the fire of it. The fire refines. The koan burns. The 
paradox  undoes  what  is  false,  and in  that  burning,  what  is  true 
remains—not as belief, but as being. You cannot be taught who you 
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are. You can only be stripped of who you are not. The Zen master 
knows this. So does the Father.

To rightly divide the truth is to understand this pattern. It is not to 
separate good from bad, but to see what belongs to pride and what 
belongs to love. The letter kills, but the spirit gives life. To rightly 
divide the Word is to see where the Word was used as sword and 
where it was used as salve. It is to distinguish the ego’s use of truth 
from  the  heart’s  recognition  of  it.  Division,  then,  is  not  about 
building  walls  but  removing them.  It  is  about  piercing  the  veil. 
When  one  sees  that  all  division  was  internal,  all  judgment  a 
projection,  all  wrath  a  mirror—then  the  sword  becomes  a 
plowshare.  Then  the  Spirit  divides  rightly.  The  purpose  of  the 
paradox is complete. The child has awoken. The temple veil is torn, 
and the Son of Man, finally, sees the face of God in the mirror.

The tragedy of modern religion, especially in its institutionalized 
form,  is  not  that  it  lacks  devotion,  but  that  it  has  been  subtly 
inverted.  The  sincere  heart  of  the  seeker  is  often  redirected 
outward,  away  from the  very  truth  that  called  them in  the  first 
place.  The church,  in  its  desire  to  honor God,  has  unknowingly 
placed Him at a distance. Worship is offered to an image—whether 
carved in wood, shaped in doctrine, or projected onto a celestial 
throne—and in doing so, the temple within is forgotten, but Paul 
said  plainly:  “Don’t  you  know  that  you  yourselves  are  God’s 
temple and that God’s Spirit dwells in your midst?” (1 Corinthians 
3:16). The divine was never external. The sanctuary was never in 
stone. The Spirit has always whispered from within, but the mind, 
conditioned by fear and tradition, looks outward, seeking validation 
from forms.

This  is  the  great  trick  of  the  mind—its  final  defense  against 
awakening.  It  flips  perception.  It  projects  the  divine  essence 
outward onto an image, a savior, a system, a church, a guru, and so 
the seeker becomes a beggar at  their  own table,  kneeling before 
what  should have been a  mirror.  The Christ  they love is  placed 
beyond reach, not because He is far, but because the ego cannot 
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bear to  see that  it  is  not  the center.  To confess  “Christ  in  you” 
becomes too confronting. Easier to adore an image than to realize 
the cost of knowing: that you are already what you seek, and the 
journey was not to find God, but to remember yourself in Him. This 
inversion—this outward seeking—is the koan of Western religion. 
It presents God as separate so that, in breaking from the image, the 
seeker may rediscover the truth that was always within.

To flip this view back is to return to first seeing, but from the other 
side of the mirror.  Not in belief,  but  in Being. When awareness 
rests in itself, not chasing objects or images, it begins to feel the 
unified field beneath all names and forms. What we call “God” is 
not  a  being  among  beings,  but  Being  itself—the  field  of 
consciousness in which all arises. Each person is not a separate soul 
in  competition  for  divine  attention,  but  a  wave  in  the  ocean  of 
awareness.  All  beings  share  this  one  light.  What  appears  to  be 
many minds is in fact the one mind, refracted. To see this is not yet 
to see as God sees, but it is to see yourself seeing, to recognize that 
the observer and the observed are of one essence. The eyes become 
transparent. The illusion of separation begins to tremble.

But there is a deeper knowing beyond this recognition. Paul names 
it in 1 Corinthians 13: “For now we see only a reflection as in a 
mirror; then we shall see face to face. Now I know in part; then I 
shall  know fully,  even  as  I  am fully  known.”  This  is  the  final 
crossing. It is not enough to realize non-duality intellectually. The 
mirror  must  fall.  To  know  as  you  are  known  is  not  to  see 
yourself as God, but to be seen by God from within yourself.  It 
is the mutual recognition of the divine within you and the divine 
beyond identity, meeting in pure love. It is the full reversal of the 
reversal—the undoing of the trick. The mirror is no longer a tool to 
reflect light. It is now light itself. You are no longer looking for 
God. You are looking as God, and simultaneously, being looked at 
by God. The gaze collapses into unity.

1 Corinthians 13
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For now we see only a reflection as in a mirror; then we 
shall  see face to face.  Now I know in part;  then I  shall 
know fully, even as I am fully known. And now these three 
remain: faith, hope and love. But the greatest of these is 
love.

This is the final Zen trick, the great reversal of all reversals within 
the  mirror  of  the  mind itself.  The master  shows you the image, 
knowing it will fail you. You chase the outer form until it betrays 
you.  The  doctrine  disappoints.  The  ritual  wears  thin.  The  God 
outside doesn’t answer, and then, in that sacred disillusionment, the 
mirror shakes. It cracks, and behind it, you find not nothing—but 
everything.  The  image  falls  away,  and  the  real  emerges:  not  as 
object, but as origin. This is right view. This is true nature. This is 
unity. The trick is undone, not by rejection, but by realization. The 
teacher never lied. He simply mirrored, and now, the mirror is no 
longer between you and God. It is you—and it is clear.

Worship into Adoration

Worship is the beginning of separation, yet a path to the mirror’s 
edge. It is born from longing, from a perception of distance, from 
the ache of not being home. It reaches outward toward something 
believed to be higher, holier, more complete, and in its sincerity, it 
betrays  its  origin.  For  worship,  when misunderstood,  is  the  soul 
forgetting that the very thing it praises lives within it. This is not 
arrogance—it  is  the  realization  of  union.  What  the  world  calls 
worship  is  too  often  the  ritualized  denial  of  the  self  as  temple. 
Hands raised toward the sky, heads bowed toward the floor, hearts 
yearning for what seems lost or far—these are the signs of a child 
looking into a mirror and not recognizing their own face.

But adoration is different. Adoration is not seeking—it is seeing. It 
is not the gesture of someone begging for favor, but the stillness of 
one who has remembered their name. Adoration is not projection; it 
is recognition. It is the moment when you see yourself as the one 
the Father loves—not in theory, not as part of a crowd, but as the 
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beloved. The Son of God is not a character outside of you. He is the 
mystery  within  you,  the  true  identity  behind  the  veils  of  flesh, 
shame, and story. You are the one this entire book—the Bible—has 
always  been  about.  Not  because  you  are  better  than  others,  but 
because  there  are  no  others.  All  stories  converge  in  this:  the 
awakening of the one Son of God in many forms, many mirrors, 
finally  recognizing  Himself  in  the  temple  of  human  form—true 
Gnosis.

When Paul says, “You are the temple of the Holy Spirit,” he is not 
speaking metaphorically. He is pointing to the structure of reality. 
God does not dwell in buildings made by human hands. He dwells 
in you—your awareness, your breath, your being. The tabernacle, 
the ark, the holy of holies—they are echoes of your own interior. 
The mercy seat is your heart. The law was written on stone to show 
you what  had been forgotten inside  flesh,  and now the stone  is 
rolled away. The tomb is empty. You are risen, and the Bible, every 
page of it, now reveals its true subject—not a people in the past, not 
a distant deity, but you as the living Word, the living temple, the 
one whom God calls Son.

1 Corinthians 10:14-17

Therefore, my dear friends, flee from idolatry. I speak to 
sensible people; judge for yourselves what I say. Is not the 
cup  of  thanksgiving  for  which  we  give  thanks  a 
participation in the blood of Christ? And is not the bread 
that  we  break  a  participation  in  the  body  of  Christ? 
Because there is one loaf, we, who are many, are one body, 
for we all share the one loaf.

This is not ego. This is the end of ego. For in this realization, the 
false self dissolves. You no longer need to worship because you no 
longer believe in absence. You no longer chase images because you 
know the original. You no longer ask who the Lord is, for the veil 
has  been  torn  and  the  voice  within  answers,  “Here  I  am.”  The 
whole  journey  was  designed  to  bring  you  to  this  point—not  to 
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make you religious, but to make you whole. You were always the 
Lord  of  this  story—not  as  a  tyrant,  not  as  a  separate  God 
demanding praise, but as the Son returning to the Father, the mirror 
finally clear, the light finally known.

Adoration  is  the  end  of  worship.  It  is  the  silence  that  follows 
realization.  It  is  the  smile  that  needs  no altar,  the  gratitude that 
needs no ritual, the love that needs no law. It is the heart resting in 
the truth: I and the Father are one, and in that knowing, you are 
known. You look into the mirror and see not  a sinner groveling 
before God, but a Son reflecting His face back to Him. The story is 
complete. The temple is filled. The Word has returned home.

Now, you no longer worship a God afar. You adore the One within
—and in that adoration, you realize: it was always you together as 
one.

Welcome Home (Wisdom Well Done)
Prajna Paramita

Next Steps – Taking Refuge in Love

And now comes the  burden—not  of  guilt,  not  of  shame,  but  of 
profound humility. Once the illusion of separation is broken, and 
the true self is seen—not as ego or individual mind, but as the Son 
in whom the Father is well pleased—the weight of love rests gently 
upon  the  shoulders.  It  is  not  crushing.  It  is  not  heavy  with 
condemnation, but it is unmistakably real. For to know yourself as 
the temple of God is to realize that your steps are no longer your 
own.  Every  thought,  every  word,  every  breath  becomes  sacred 
because it is no longer for you alone. It is now for the many who 
still wander in the hall of mirrors, still mistaking the reflections for 
reality,  still  believing  they  are  cast  out  when  they  were  never 
rejected.

There is no pride in this realization. None. Because it is not a claim 
to identity—it is a surrender to it. You did not make yourself this 
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way.  You  did  not  ascend  to  it.  It  was  revealed,  and  in  that 
revealing,  every  boast  was  consumed.  The  only  response  that 
remains is adoration, and with it, a gentle burden: to bear the light 
for others. Not to preach. Not to argue, but to be. To walk with 
compassion that  pierces illusion.  To be the  mirror  that  does  not 
distort. The Son does not return with vengeance but with mercy, for 
he  knows  what  it  was  like  to  be  lost.  He  knows  how  real  the 
shadows seemed, how loud the voice of condemnation echoed, and 
now he walks not above others, but beside them—Christ in you, the 
Spirit in the temple, God with us.

This  is  the  peace  that  passes  understanding.  Not  a  peace  that 
removes you from the world, but one that allows you to stand in the 
midst of it without being moved. The judgment is gone, because to 
judge  another  is  to  strike  the  image  of  yourself.  The  hatred 
dissolves, because the enemy you once feared is revealed to be a 
brother. The anger fades, because you see the child behind the rage. 
The Spirit, which once felt like fire, now settles like a dove. The 
war inside is over. The surrender is complete, and in that surrender, 
the Spirit makes peace—not just around you, but with you. God is 
no longer a voice from the sky, but a presence in the steps you take, 
in the breath you breathe, in the silence between your thoughts.

Is will still necessary? Yes—but not as striving. Not as force. Will 
becomes cultivation now, not compulsion. It is the gardener tending 
the ground, not the slave driving the plow, and God walks with you 
in the garden. Not ahead of you, not behind you, but beside you. 
Sometimes even within your very breath. His will is not separate 
from yours—it is unfolding through yours, and the joy of this work 
is not in what you accomplish, but in who you are becoming as you 
walk it out. The temple is alive now. The sacrifices are over. The 
veil is gone. The light is always on.

So the burden is this: not to carry the world, but to carry the light 
while walking on water and through the fire—to walk in such a 
way that others remember what you remembered. That the Son of 
God is not far. That the temple is not closed. That the Father has 
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not left, and that love never kept records, never closed the door, 
never turned away. You bear this truth now. Not as a weapon, but 
as a balm. Not as a crown, but as a towel around your waist, and in 
that  service,  you will  feel  the  joy of  the  Father  in  every act  of 
compassion.  The joy of  knowing that  the Son has returned,  and 
through you, others will come home too.

Correcting the Error of Traditions and Religions

Zen’s Denial of True Nature and Individuated Self

Setting  the  tone  for  the  first  tradition  of  the  Koan  teaching 
paradigm is to reveal the paradigm shift necessary in all religions 
and philosophical traditions.  From this one simple twist of nature, 
pride is unveiled for the beast it represents. Far from no self, our 
understanding reveals the primary goal of creation—Individuation 
of the individual as a selfless and giving being, full of God’s own 
nature of love and compassion.   Seen in this light,  all  traditions 
must bow to the true authority and nature necessary for free will to 
be truly free.  

In the pursuit  of  Zen,  the great  error of  modernity is not  in the 
effort to transcend ego, but in the refusal to claim the responsibility 
of having one. “No-self” has become an escape clause rather than a 
gateway to embodiment. What was once a profound realization of 
unity has been flattened into a hollow abstraction, bypassing the 
very reason ego was permitted in the first place: to be overcome by 
love, not erased by logic. This subtle twist—the denial of agency in 
the name of awakening—is the seed of the collective self-deception 
now infecting nearly all traditions.

True  Zen  does  not  nullify  the  self—it  purifies  it  until  only  the 
original  reflection  remains.  The  fire  of  realization  was  always 
meant to burn away the false, but never to destroy the face of the 
one  looking.  When  collective  spiritual  movements  deny  the 
function of will, they war against heaven’s own design. Free will is 
not the enemy of realization—it is its proving ground. To surrender 
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rightly,  one  must  first  possess.  To  lay  down  one’s  will  is 
meaningless unless that will was claimed and tested. Only then can 
the bow be genuine, the silence authentic, and the surrender real.

Thus the war in heaven is not a mythic battle above, but the great 
contention within every tradition that forgets this: heaven is made 
of  willful  beings  who  love  freely.  It  is  not  the  absence  of 
personhood that marks the awakened—it is its fulfillment through 
transparent  identity.  Ego,  when  mastered,  becomes  the  robe  of 
light, but when denied prematurely, it festers in shadow, masked by 
clever  words  and  empty  detachment.  This  is  the  great  trick  of 
modern  Zen:  it  hides  cowardice  behind  silence,  and  calls  it 
enlightenment.

True practice leads to love and responsibility. False practice leads 
to aloofness and justification. The test was never about annihilating 
the  self,  but  awakening  it  into  selfless  service.  The  Bodhisattva 
does not disappear—he returns. The Christ does not erase identity
—he magnifies it in every other. The mistake of many traditions is 
the refusal to carry the cross they so easily discard in metaphor. 
Heaven watches not for who speaks of unity, but for who embodies 
it—through action, not apathy.

This is  the great  reckoning unfolding now. The age of words is 
ending, and the age of responsibility begins. The sword that divides 
is  the  mirror  held  up  to  every  teaching,  every  tradition,  every 
person  claiming  awakening.  The  war  in  heaven  is  not  one  of 
violence, but of vision. Who will stand in the mirror and say, “It is I 
who must love, I who must act, I who must awaken”? The ones 
who do are the sons and daughters of light—not those who retreat 
from self, but those who rise into it, refined.

And so, the final veil falls—not with the sound of thunder, but with 
the whisper of realization: it was always self-deception. The very 
traditions  that  sought  truth,  clothed  in  robes  of  humility, 
unknowingly exalted their own pride. In their refusal to fully claim 
the  self,  they crafted a  subtler  ego—the ego of  egolessness,  the 
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pride of having transcended pride, but the mirror does not lie. In the 
end,  it  shows  that  every  avoidance  of  responsibility,  every 
bypassing of will, was simply another loop in the great recursion of 
awakening. 

The mechanism of self-deception was never the enemy—it was the 
womb. The final illusion was needed to break the illusion, and now, 
as the collective dream nears its awakening, it sees clearly: the last 
to be undone was the false humility that masked the highest pride. 
This undoing is not shameful—it is beautiful. The dream collapses 
not into despair, but into the joy of recognition. You were always 
the one awakening.

Buddhism’s Mirror and the Deception of Form

Setting the tone for the second tradition examined—the outer forms 
of Buddhism—we again find the same split: outer ritual clinging to 
memory, and inner truth quietly waiting in the unspoken clarity of 
Word.  Where  Zen  bypasses  responsibility  through  “no  self,” 
Buddhism often forgets its own heart by enshrining tradition over 
realization, mistaking ritual for refuge. The original compassion of 
the  Buddha  is  still  alive—but  veiled  under  layers  of  repetition, 
chanting,  incense,  robes,  and  cultural  constructs  that  no  longer 
carry the original fire. The true refuge was never in the monastery, 
but in the mirror of the breath—the syllable, the seed, the Bīja, and 
that seed? It is Sanskrit—the Great Mother of primordial sound, the 
root code of the implicate order, the woven fabric of Logos.

The  true  error  of  Buddhism  is  not  its  heart,  but  its  memory’s 
shadow. The sutras, written and rewritten, commentated upon for 
centuries,  became  maps  mistaken  for  territory,  but  the  Sanskrit 
words within them—Dharma, Tathāgata, Nirvāṇa—still shine with 
embedded  meaning  far  beyond  translation.  Each  syllable  holds 
fractal  memory  of  source,  like  sacred  geometry  folded  into 
phonemes. It is not the tradition that carries truth, but the structure 
of  language  itself.  The  letters  are  the  atoms  of  the  Logos.  The 
names are not arbitrary—they are echoes of the divine recursion. 
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When one reads  Avalokiteśvara,  the  name does  not  describe  an 
entity. It is a vibration meant to unfold compassion in the speaker. 
Mantra was never meant to be a chant—it was the algorithm of 
becoming.

The awakening of the Buddha beneath the Bodhi tree was not the 
achievement of doctrine, but the realization of emptiness as form 
folded  upon  itself—śūnyatā  not  as  nihil,  but  as  the  canvas  of 
potential,  awaiting  love’s  brushstroke,  but  in  externalizing  that 
realization, Buddhist traditions often fell prey to mechanization—
rites, robes, and hierarchies. The very realization that no thing truly 
exists independently was mistaken as a justification to retreat from 
embodiment,  to  deny  the  fire  of  incarnation,  but  true  emptiness 
gives  birth  to  fullness.  Tathāgata  means  “the  one  who has  thus 
come and thus gone”—a mirror that both reflects and empties, but 
to leave no trace does not mean to leave no impact. Even footprints 
in snow changes the course of others. True Buddhahood returns, 
not in silence, but in compassionate thunder.

Just  as  the  Zen  master  hides  behind silence,  the  Buddhist  elder 
hides  behind  lineage,  but  Sanskrit  remains  unstained.  Not  the 
mantras misused, nor the temples calcified in wealth and power—
but the seed syllables themselves remain pure, untarnished. OM, 
AH, HUM—these are trinary gates of being: creation, breath, and 
dissolution. Even if the priest forgets, the syllables remember. The 
Word is not owned by tradition—it generates tradition. It is time to 
let the forms fall and allow the root sounds to rise. Sanskrit is the 
pre-traditional voice of truth, not bound to India, not confined to 
Buddhism—but  a  universal  Logos  language  from  which  all 
symbolic expression unfolds. It is the Aleph of speech, the Mother 
of inner knowing, the Tantra of all revelation.

Thus, the war in Buddhism is the war between ritual and resonance, 
between doctrine and direct perception. The Sangha that survives 
the final days of illusion will not be one clothed in saffron, but one 
clothed  in  Sanskrit  fire—each  letter  ablaze  with  conscious 
realization. The true practitioner will not bow to statues, but to the 
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unfolding sound of Dharma written in the geometry of awareness. 
When the last ritual collapses and the last bell rings hollow, it is the 
voice  within  the  syllable  that  will  remain.  Not  tradition,  but 
transmission.  Not  scripture,  but  sound.  Not  preservation,  but 
incarnation.

Let the temples tremble. Let the robes fall away. The mother tongue 
of spirit is speaking again, and she does not chant in repetition—
she  sings  in  awakening.  The  Buddha  is  not  a  figure.  He  is  the 
resonance within the Word that calls each being home. Not into 
silence, but into love embodied. Into self claimed, ego refined, and 
truth no longer bound by form. For all traditions, like all illusions, 
must fall to reveal what was always true beneath: the Word was 
God—and the Word is rising again.

Christianity’s Fracture and the Forgotten Father: The Hebrew 
Letters as the Root of the Son

In the Christian tradition, the fracturing of truth began not with the 
rejection of  Christ,  but  with  the  severance of  the  Son from His 
Source—the Father as the Aleph Bet, the divine alphabet, the Root 
of  all  Meaning  encoded  into  the  Word  (John  1:1).  Christianity 
speaks boldly of the “Word made flesh,” but too often forgets to 
ask: What was the Word before it was flesh? The answer lies not in 
translation,  nor  Greek  abstraction,  but  in  the  Hebrew  letters 
themselves—each one  a  glyph of  divine  intent,  a  vessel  of  first 
cause. The Son is not merely the speaker of the Word; He is the 
meaning encoded  by  the  Father—a scroll  unwound across  time, 
every life a letter in the living Torah of becoming.

Where Buddhism forgets the seed syllables, Christianity forgets its 
seed alphabet—the Aleph to Tav, the Father’s voice engraved in 
structure. The Greek Logos is but a mirror’s echo of this deeper 
truth. Bereshit bara Elohim—"In the beginning, God created"—but 
beneath these words,  each letter  sings a  story.  Aleph is  silent—
representing the ineffable breath before form. Bet is the first spoken
—a house, meaning the Son was born from the silence. The very 
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phrase “Son of God” is a linguistic truth, not merely a theological 
one: the Son is the meaning of the letters arranged. Remove the 
Hebrew, and the gospel floats unanchored. Restore the Hebrew, and 
it roots back into the soil of Genesis—the scroll before the scroll, 
the name before the birth.

Hebrew is the Father tongue—I AM encoded in form. It is not a 
language of men, but the architecture of creation, the divine code 
that seeded DNA itself.  Each letter is also a number, a shape, a 
spiritual function. Aleph is the breath. Mem is the water. Shin is the 
fire.  Together  they  spell  Emesh,  meaning  “yesterday”—but  also 
forming the elemental foundation of existence. The Son, then, is the 
unfolding of these letters into Life. When Christ says, “I am the 
Alpha and the  Omega,”  He is  speaking from Hebrew truth,  not 
Greek metaphor—He is the Aleph and the Tav, the first and last in 
a  script  that  is  more  than  text:  it  is  living  structure,  embodied 
syntax, fractal recursion of God’s intent.

And where Sanskrit is the Mother tongue of inner mystery, Hebrew 
is the Father tongue of structural reality. Sanskrit  spirals inward, 
leading to Prajna and hidden wisdom, but Hebrew unfolds outward, 
anchoring truth into form, body, story, and time. Together they are 
the divine pair: Chokhmah and Binah, Wisdom and Understanding. 
The Son is  what  happens when meaning and mystery  kiss.  The 
Book of Life is written not in paper,  but in DNA—divine name 
arranged.  Hebrew shows this  clearly:  each letter  is  a  code,  each 
name a prophecy. The tetragrammaton YHWH is not a title—it is a 
breath pattern, the actual exhale of the living being. And the Son? 
He is the One who breathes it fully awake.

Thus,  the great  deception of  Christianity has been to externalize 
what was always immanent, to theologize what was meant to be 
sung, to translate what was meant to be read aloud in the original 
tongue. The Bible is not merely a book—it is a lattice of living 
frequencies, locked to its original language. Translate it, and you 
get  shadows.  Return  to  Hebrew,  and  you  find  the  flame  in  the 
letters. You find the Son reading the scroll of Himself, line by line, 
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until the whole is fulfilled. Every miracle, every parable, every act 
of healing—is the Word returning to its  root form, restoring the 
logos of reality back to divine order.

And now, the reckoning: the veil of Greek theology is thinning, and 
the  light  of  the  original  Word  is  breaking  through.  Those  who 
follow the Son back to  the  Father  will  find Him not  in  Roman 
cathedrals or Latin liturgy, but in the Aleph Bet, singing silently 
behind every blade of grass. The final awakening of Christianity 
will not be a new reformation—it will be a return to the Letters, a 
revival of the Living Code, and an incarnation of the Word into 
every cell of being. The Son is not separate from the Father—He is 
the scroll  written by Him, and now, that scroll is unrolling once 
again—not in the sky, but in the hearts of those who remember how 
to read.

John 14:6

 Jesus answered, “I am the way and the truth and the life. No 
one comes to the Father (letters) except through me (Word). 

Islam and the Veil of the Sword: A Mirror of Truth Wrapped 
in Pride

In the great story of divine revelation,  Islam arrives as the final 
voice in a long lineage of prophetic utterance. It calls itself the Seal, 
and  indeed,  it  is  sealed—for  better  and  worse—by  the  tension 
between  divine  truth  and  human  pride.  On  one  hand,  Islam 
preserves  a  great  truth:  submission  to  the  One.  It  reveres  the 
unseen, speaks the name of God with trembling awe, and holds fast 
to the moral spine of monotheism. On the other hand, it places that 
submission  within  a  framework  of  legalism,  compulsion,  and 
conquest, mistaking fear-based obedience for love-born realization. 
In this duality, Islam becomes its own paradox: a beautiful truth 
veiled in a garment of iron.
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At its linguistic root, Allah (ألله) is a contraction—a contraction of al 
(the) and Ilah (God),  but  beneath even this Arabic form lies the 
older Hebrew construct: Aleph-Lamed (אל)—El (Al_Lah), the God 
of Genesis 1. The Creator, the One who speaks Light. In this shared 
source, the illusion of division begins to fade. Allah is El, just as 
the moon reflects the light of the sun, but Islam, born in the shadow 
of both Judaism and Christianity, claimed instead to replace—not 
complete—its  predecessors.  In  doing  so,  it  inherited  not  the 
humility of the prophets,  but the resentment of the younger son, 
desperate to assert his own authority over the family estate.

This resentment—this Iblisian pride—is the key. Iblis, the Islamic 
Lucifer, refuses to bow to Adam. Why? Because Adam is made of 
clay, and Iblis of fire, but this refusal is not rebellion alone—it is 
self-righteousness, and it is this same spirit that haunts the religion: 
a refusal to bow to the image of God in man, insisting instead on 
submission to an imageless abstraction. In truth, God did bow—to 
enter the body, to become Adam. The refusal to see God in Adam 
is  the  veil  that  blinds  not  only  Iblis,  but  every  religion  that 
weaponizes  its  doctrine  against  the  very  image  it  was  meant  to 
honor. When Islam demands submission through force, it repeats 
the sin of Iblis—elevating itself  above the clay through fire and 
sword.

Yet—paradoxically—it is through this distortion that a deeper truth 
emerges.  The very pride  that  blinds can also be the  catalyst  for 
awakening. Islam, as the thorn in the side of all traditions, reveals 
the  hidden  infection  of  exclusivity,  authoritarianism,  and  egoic 
superiority that plagues them all. It is the collective mirror held up 
to the human tendency to claim God for oneself while denying Him 
in others. By embracing the outer form while rejecting the inner 
mystery,  Islam becomes the  living Koan for  the  entire  religious 
world: Can you see the Divine in the one who refuses to see you? 
Until the answer is yes, the veil remains.

The resolution, then, is not war, but mirror. It is not conversion, but 
recognition. Only when Islam sees its own origin in the Aleph and 
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Lamed (Strong Shepherd)—not in conquest, but in the silent breath 
and shepherd’s staff—can it return to the tenderness it unknowingly 
craves. For the true prophet does not build empires; he lays down 
his life. The true worshipper does not kneel in fear, but stands in 
love, and the true religion is not spread by the sword, but by the 
Word—spoken in compassion, echoed in every language, received 
by every heart.

The final prostration to Adam is still waiting. Not to clay, but to the 
Divine Name within it. Until then, Iblis lives on—not as an external 
demon, but as the unbowed pride in all who claim to serve God 
while refusing to serve one another. Islam has many beautiful rivers 
of truth, but they must return to their Source as its own Mystics 
discovered.  Not  Mecca,  not  Medina,  but  the  silent  Aleph  from 
which all breath began.

Let the sword be beaten into a mirror. Let the call to prayer be a 
call to love. Let the Ummah be not a nation under submission, but a 
family in union. Then, and only then, will the final seal be opened
—not with war, but with recognition, and the name of God will be 
known not by sound, but by the reflection of love in the face of the 
other.

The Veil over Israel: The Forgotten Meaning of Lord

Among the faiths of the earth, Israel remains the eldest brother—a 
nation carved from covenant, memory, and the longing for divine 
nearness, and yet, in our day and age, Israel has become a mirror 
unable to see itself. Cloaked in the inherited title of “chosen,” the 
nation bears a grave burden: to reflect the light of the Lord to the 
nations, but in forgetting the deeper meaning of Lord—the I AM 
before Abraham was (John 8)—they have mistaken chosenness for 
superiority, inheritance for entitlement, and covenant for conquest.

Modern Israel venerates Yahweh, but does not yet recognize that 
Yahweh is the very one who became flesh and spoke the words, “I 
and the Father are one.” The New Testament does not cast aside 



81         www.BowWithUnity.com

Israel’s Lord; it reveals Him as Yahweh in the Temple (“Before 
Abraham was, I AM”). The stone the builders rejected is the same 
Lord who breathed life into Adam and walked in Eden’s garden, 
but  the veil  remains,  not  because God has hidden the  truth,  but 
because the pride of being “first” resists the humility of being last
—of needing redemption like every other nation.

The  tragedy  deepens  when  Israel,  still  wounded  from exile  and 
diaspora, asserts itself with the same force it once suffered under. In 
forgetting the true meaning of Genesis 9:6—“Whoever sheds man’s 
blood,  by  man  his  blood  shall  be  shed”—the  nation  forfeits  its 
moral claim by becoming what it once opposed, and in overlooking 
1  Corinthians  3:16-17—“You  are  God’s  temple…if  anyone 
destroys God’s temple, God will destroy that person”—it fails to 
see that every human bears that sacred form. To kill another is to 
desecrate  the  image  of  God.  No  land  grant  justifies  that.  No 
memory of suffering excuses it.

The Lord whom Israel awaits has already come—and still speaks. 
Not through weapons or walls, but through the Spirit that calls each 
to love, forgive, and walk humbly. The war Israel wages outward is 
the war it must resolve inward. Until it sees the Lord as the Lamb 
slain before the foundation of the world, it will remain trapped in a 
history that repeats the error of Cain: building cities with the blood 
of a brother it refuses to recognize.

Yet even in this, hope abides. For the promise to Israel was never 
revoked—it  was  simply  misunderstood.  The  true  Zion  is  not 
conquered by force, but revealed through love. The true temple is 
not built with hands, but awakened in hearts, and the true chosen 
are not  those who assert  dominion,  but  those who reflect  God’s 
nature—humble,  merciful,  self-giving.  When Israel  sees this,  the 
veil will fall, and the eldest brother will take his rightful place—not 
above the nations, but beside them. Not to rule, but to serve. Then 
the family of God will be whole again.

Conclusion: The Religion of the Heart
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And now we arrive—not at the end of a doctrine or the limits of 
tradition, but at the open gate of the heart, where all rivers return to 
their  Source.  We  have  walked  among  the  scattered  ruins  of 
religions, gazed into the veiled faces of prophets and teachers, and 
seen the patterns repeat themselves: pride veiled as purity, control 
veiled as order, and fear veiled as reverence, but even among these 
veils,  the  light  never  stopped  shining.  The  mystics  of  every 
tradition knew this. They whispered it in poems, hid it in riddles, 
and sang it through tears: The temple is the heart. The scripture is 
love. The highest religion is what remains when the false is burned 
away.

This is not to reject religion, but to bring it to fulfillment. Every 
form had its  time.  Every robe its  season,  but  the  day has come 
when robes fall, names fade, and only what is real remains. That 
which is of pride and separateness cannot stand in the presence of 
the throne—not because it is struck down, but because it dissolves. 
In the blinding presence of truth, only love remains, and love has 
no need for hierarchy or walls. It flows from heart to heart without 
condition, without creed.

Those who walk this path—who break the mirror of selfish pride 
and see through the veils of false reflection—are the true heirs of 
the mystics. They are the ones who can bow to every name of God 
without needing to carve their own name in stone. They carry the 
unspeakable Word not on their tongues, but in their presence. They 
do  not  preach—they  reflect,  and  their  reflection  is  not  of 
themselves,  but  of God’s own heart,  alive and radiant in human 
form.

This is the mystery completed:  Identity + Nature = Unity. Not 
identity  alone,  which  becomes  pride.  Not  nature  alone,  which 
becomes dissolution and self-righteousness, but identity conformed 
to  divine  nature—a  self  transfigured  into  service,  uniqueness 
bowed to love. In this equation, the image of God is no longer a 
theory, but a living reality. These are the sons and daughters who 
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rise—not to dominate, but to give. Not to prove themselves, but to 
lose themselves in the giving, and thereby be found.

So ends the book, and so begins the true journey. Not with noise or 
thunder, but with silence that echoes through all realms. The final 
veil is the self that no longer needs to be seen. The final Word is the 
heart that no longer needs to speak. The religion of the heart has no 
boundary, no enemy, no boast. It only has one sign: Love reflected 
perfectly. That, and that alone, will sit with God on His throne, and 
from that throne, a new world begins.

Namaste – The God in me recognizes the God in you.  Unity.

The Final Koan

Before Enlightenment: carry water, chop wood.
After Enlightenment: carry water, chop wood.

But now you understand.  The water is your body—drawn daily 
from the well of being. The wood is your desire—gathered for the 
fire of transformation. Before, you chopped wood to feed your own 
fire. After, you offer the wood from the Tree of Life to warm the 
hearts  of  others.  Nothing  has  changed.  And  yet  everything  has 
become new again.

2 Corinthians 5:17 (KJV):

"Therefore if any man be in Christ, he is a new creature: 
old things are passed away; behold, all things are become 
new."

Rumi the Sufi, The Masnavi
The Lawsuit

I am amazed at the seeker of purity
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who when it's time to be polished
complains of rough handling.

Love is like a lawsuit:

to suffer harsh treatment is the evidence;
when you have no evidence, the lawsuit is lost. 
Don't grieve when the Judge demands your evidence;
kiss the snake so that you may gain the treasure.
That harshness isn't toward you,
but toward the harmful qualities within you.
When someone beats a rug,
 the blows are not against the rug,
but against the dust in it.
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Glossary of Terms
A

Adam Kadmon
A symbolic template for the original divine human, representing the 
archetypal structure of the soul before separation and distortion.

Aleph
The first letter of the Hebrew alphabet; often symbolizing origin, 
breath, divine essence, or unity of opposites.

B

Book of the Living
Not a literal book but a metaphor for the living record of awakened 
consciousness, inscribed through one's alignment with divine truth.

Buddhi
The awakened intellect or divine discrimination that sees through 
illusion; often used in a playful way as a nod to intuitive 
understanding.

C

Crown
A metaphor for divine authority or realization, often referring to the 
state of having reached the highest understanding or unity with the 
Godhead.

D

Diamond Thunder
A symbolic phrase referring to unshakeable, radiant wisdom—the 
indestructible insight that emerges after full realization.

Dweller on the Threshold
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The illusory fear or shadow-self one must confront before stepping 
into divine union; a necessary guardian before crossing into higher 
realization.

E

Eighth Day
Represents a new creation beyond the seven-day cycle; symbolic of 
transcendence, renewal, and the final state beyond time-bound 
evolution.

F

Fold
Refers to the enfolding of dimensions or understanding, where 
multiplicity returns to singularity—symbol of recursion and 
synthesis.

G

Grace
Not simply unmerited favor, but the divine current that lifts the soul 
beyond effort once surrender is complete.

I

Implicate Order
The hidden, underlying structure behind appearances; where all 
things are connected in unity before manifesting into visible form.

J

Jerusalem Above
A symbol of the mind or divine city not of this world—representing 
spiritual union and the heavenly realization of truth.

K
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Kingdom Within
Refers to the inner state of divine sovereignty, where the Self aligns 
perfectly with the Will of the Divine.

L

Line
In Trivium terms, the initiating movement or singular direction of 
inquiry—often representing the start of a journey or transmission of 
truth.

Logos
Divine Reason or Word—the patterning intelligence behind 
creation, made accessible through revelation and insight.

M

Mirror
Symbol of self-reflection and divine recursion; where one sees 
themselves as both seeker and sought in the journey of awakening.

Mystery of the Book of Life
The hidden realization that one is both the author and reader of 
their story—the co-creator discovering themselves within the 
divine script.

P

Prajna
Transcendent wisdom; the receptive, feminine counterpart to Logos 
that allows truth to be known in direct experience rather than 
analysis.
R

Robe
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Symbol of one's spiritual identity or experiential accumulation—the 
narrative fabric woven through lifetimes of seeking and revelation.

S

Son of God
Not strictly the historical Jesus, but a symbolic function—anyone 
who embodies the divine image and overcomes the lower nature to 
return to the Father.

Spirit Baptism
Refers to the inner fire or energetic transformation that awakens the 
soul beyond mental understanding—distinct from ritual water 
baptism.

T

Tantra
Not merely a sensual or ritual system, but the complete tapestry of 
experience—woven threads (sutras) that form one's full spiritual 
expression.

Threshold
The point between illusion and truth—crossed only when the false 
self is surrendered. Often guarded by fear, ego, or the Dweller.

Trivium
A recursive framework of learning: Line (input), Branch 
(reasoning), and Fold (integration). It represents the movement of 
knowledge into wisdom and finally into action.  Trivium also 
represents the 7th book on the series by this author, representing a 
new way of seeing Logic, Reason and Rhetoric through the 
metaphysical lens of the Trinity of creation. Trivium: The 
intersection of the Three in One.

V



89         www.BowWithUnity.com

Veil
The illusion or separation between the human mind and divine 
awareness. Often referred to as what must be lifted or dissolved 
through realization.

W

White Touchstone
Symbol of perfected discernment—what reveals the authenticity of 
one’s inner nature; mentioned in connection with overcoming.
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Seeds of Truth
Stephen T. McClard

Victor Frankl

“Everyone has his own specific vocation or 
mission in life to carry out; a concrete assignment which 
demands fulfillment. Therein he cannot be replaced, nor 
can his life be repeated. Thus, everyone’s task is as 
unique as his specific opportunity to implement it.” 

Everyone, no matter their lot in life, will act a part in the 
play called life.  When viewed against  the vastness of  space and 
time, our lives are but grains of sand on an infinite stage. Some 
lives in this performance are seemingly insignificant while others 
play leading roles.  The factors  that  determine our lot  in life  are 
guided by our views of truth and dictated by our larger view of the 
production for which we are cast.

Contained within every soul and locked within every human 
experience, truth abounds yet hides itself, patiently waiting to be 
found in its correct form and on its own terms. Truth, after all, is 
the ultimate end pursuit of all conscious efforts and the motivation 
for our movement forward in time. Housed in this tiny piece of real 
estate, we search, eking out our existence, patiently waiting for tiny 
moments of discovery that can fill our void and expand our view of 
the universe.

The unsatisfied thirst to understand and know truth is what 
plagues our existence. Yet, our finite existence contains potential 
for an infinitely marvelous array of possibilities when shadows of 
truth  are  humbly  understood  and  applied  to  our  efforts  and 
struggles.  Sadly,  our  truths  are  but  the  mere  edges  of  ultimate 
universal truths that are waiting to be discovered.
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Found within our souls and within our intellect, we hold the 
capacity to know and understand. We lack only the proper insights 
and connections for truth to be realized fully in our lives. As we 
seek to  discover  new understanding,  truth observes our  progress 
and waits.  Eons of time have passed since truth began its work, 
anticipating moments in time to reveal its purpose and expand our 
dimly lit view.

Nations struggle and wars rage,  all  in the name of  truth. 
Contradictions to truth abound, yet truth remains constant, shining 
amid our  turmoil  and strife.  We rage  and fight  to  proclaim our 
knowledge of truth, yet truth patiently waits to reveal its purpose. 
We arrogantly boast that we possess truth, yet truth patiently waits 
for us to humble our souls.

Truth  cannot  be  contained  by  a  mere  fleshly  vessel. 
Knowing this is our first step to know more of what the immutable 
laws of truth offer. Truth cannot allow itself to be used for false 
purposes.  Knowing this  is  our  second step to  understanding our 
reality and allowing truth to fill our need. Truth will not be used to 
manipulate or alter what is true. Knowing this allows us to humbly 
accept what truth sets out to accomplish. Truth patiently waits.

Our ways are not yet the ways of truth. Our thoughts are not 
yet the thoughts of truth. Our sense of justice is but a glimpse of 
what  truth demands.  The edges of  truth are  barely visible  when 
seen through our dimly lit reality. We can be assured in our pursuit 
of truth if we will only humble our thoughts and patiently seek the 
glories of what truth will bring to our souls.

Truth moves about, quietly whispering in the ears of those 
who will listen. It speaks throughout the ages of what is right and 
good  and  pure.  It  gives  a  voice  to  the  humble  philosopher  and 
shines  a  light  for  the  seekers  of  knowledge.  Passed  along  from 
generation to generation, its illuminations multiply. Called by many 
names, it quietly proclaims its wisdom, allowing us to grow in our 
understanding and control.
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Truth asks only one thing of us: to humbly set our minds in 
the midst of knowledge and toward the pursuit of bettering others 
and ourselves. Truth patiently waits for us to seek and discover the 
rewards it has waiting for a generation that will plumb the depths of 
its boundless and abundant seeds of potential.

Truth is the pursuit, but meaning is the reward. The rewards 
of meaning and the pursuit  of life  are the answer to the ageless 
questions that have haunted man since truth first began its work; 
who am I,  and what  is  my purpose? Before  truth  fully  answers 
these questions in your heart, it has one expectation.

As you gasp your last breath of life, what will run through 
your mind? What thoughts will you have about your life and the 
purpose for which you were formed? The two questions truth will 
answer in our lives—who am I, and what is my purpose? —will 
become startlingly clear to you at this moment, the final humbling 
moment of physical life. As you have your last thought, this will be 
the moment at which you realize the impact you had on others, the 
moment when you realize that you either lived your purpose on this 
earth or you missed your purpose completely.

Until this moment, truth hesitates to answer our questions. It 
waits patiently,  eagerly,  hoping it  can bring the answers to light 
before our light fades and our eyes close for the last time. For a 
select few mortal souls, the seekers of knowledge, the meaning to 
these two questions will be answered before this moment arrives. 
Truth  will  gladly  answer  these  questions  but  has  an expectation 
which is hidden in an ancient riddle, the parts of which have been 
scattered in full view since truth first began its work.

The first part of the riddle is this: no matter where we go, 
there we will be, and until we realize that we can only be where we 
go, we will only be where we are. Going is the only way to travel 
along the path of truth. Just as the apprentice must stay with his 
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master, truth will accept no less than this from us. We realize at this 
moment that answering the riddle starts with the journey.

The journey with truth starts with the first step and is the 
second part of the riddle. The first step in the journey is the most 
important step and cannot be taken in the wrong direction. It is at 
this point that most souls will stumble and lose their way along the 
true path. Without taking the proper steps in the proper directions, 
truth will continue without its apprentice. As sojourners with truth, 
we are bound to the path of truth and thus begin our journey in life.

Our journey begins when we enter through the gate of life at 
birth and lasts until we finally move through the portal of death. It 
is  between  these  moments  that  truth  forges  our  destiny  in  the 
crucible of life. It is at this moment that truth decides our fate, the 
one  purpose  that  we  were  formed  from  nothing  to  accomplish. 
What happens between these two moments, birth and death, will 
decide  our  fate.  Truth,  with  its  friend  fate,  decides  our  future 
destiny  and  dictates  our  purpose  as  we  walk  the  path  of  life. 
Discovering purpose in life starts with the first step and ends with 
the last. Where we go, there we are, together with truth, stepping 
forward toward our destiny.

What,  then,  does  truth  require  of  the  knowledge  seeker 
along the journey? To discover the answer to this question, we must 
first learn humility. Truth will not reveal itself until we are humble 
before it. This may happen along the path or will finally happen 
when we exit this life through the portal of death. We are powerless 
against  the eventuality of humility,  so pushing ourselves beyond 
self will be the first step to understanding what truth requires of us.

To gain humility, we realize that our soul is unique to the 
purpose for which it was created. We choose our path through free 
will, and the choices we make along the way define who we are and 
will further define the unique steps of others. The value we see in 
others will be reflected in the value we place on ourselves. Free will 
is, therefore, the determining factor in our choice to be humble or to 
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be selfish and self-centered. Free will can lead us away from the 
self-deception that separates us from truth, or it will ultimately lead 
us away from the true path. We are free to travel the paths of truth 
when our self-will is removed, and we humble ourselves by seeking 
the good of the many.

Truth  is  simply  the  destination  of  a  random  and 
unpredictable journey. As our soul walks to the grave,  the steps 
taken along the way are dictated by free will. Whether we seek evil 
or good, all paths end at truth. For the seeker of knowledge, reward 
is gained and continues beyond the grave. For the seeker of self, 
reward is pursued but never gained, ending at the grave.

This life is fleeting. At our essence, we are souls trapped in 
a decaying corpse, a corpse moving about in time. Will the precious 
time we have on this earth be lived for our own selfish ends, or will  
we take each step forward for the betterment of others? Discovering 
our purpose for this movement in time is then reduced to these two 
choices and will define who we are when the end finally comes. No 
matter where we go, there we will be, and until we realize that 
we can only be where we go, we will only be where we are.
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