TIBETAN SAGE extracts part 3

UFOs and the Gardeners of the Earth.

“But, Master,” I said in some exasperation, “what

is the point of writing about this when no one ever 

comes here?” 

    “Oh, but people do come here, Lobsang, they do come 

here.  The ignorant call their craft U.F.O.'s.  They come 

here and they stay in rooms above this one.  They just 

come to receive messages and tell of what they have 

discovered.  You see, these people are the Gardeners of 

the Earth.  They have a vast store of knowledge, but 

somehow through the centuries they have deteriorated.  

First of all these were absolutely god-like people with 

almost unlimited power.  They could do anything, just 

about anything at all.  But then the ‘Head Gardener’ 

sent some of them down to the Earth which had been       

formed—I have told you all this before—and then the         

Gardeners travelling at many times the speed of light 

went back to their base in another Universe.  

    “As is so often the case on the Earth, and, indeed, 

on many other worlds, there was a revolution.  Some 

people did not like the thought of these sages, the Gar- 

deners of the Earth, taking women around with them, 

especially when the woman was some other man's wife.  

Inevitably there were quarrels, and the Gardeners split 

into two parties, what I would call the right party and 

the break-aways.  The break-aways thought that, in 

view of the long distances they traveled and the hard 

tasks they did, they were entitled to sexual recreation.  

Well, when they could not get women of their own race 

to go with them they came to Earth and picked out the 

biggest women they could find.  Events were not at all 

pleasant because the men were physically too big for 

the women, and the party that had come to this Earth 

quarreled and broke up into two parties.  One went to 

live in the East, and the other party went to live in the 

West, and with their great knowledge they built nu- 

clear weapons on the principle of a neutron explosive 

and a laser weapon.  Then they carried out raids on         

each other's territory, always with the intention of

stealing, perhaps kidnapping would sound better, their

opponents' women.

    “Raids called for counter-raids, and their great ships

sped ceaselessly across the world and back again.  And

what happened is just a matter of history; the smaller

party who were the right ones, in desperation dropped

a bomb over where the wrong party were living.  Now-

adays people relate that area to the ‘Bible Lands’.

Everything was destroyed.  The desert, which is now

there, was once a sparkling sea with many boats upon

its surface.  But when the bomb dropped the land tipped

and all the water ran away down the Mediterranean

and out to the Atlantic, and all the water left in the

area was the Nile.  We can actually see all this, Lob-

sang, because we have machines here which will pick

up scenes from the past.”

    “Scenes from the past, Master?  Seeing what hap-

pened a million years ago?  It doesn't seem possible.”

    “Lobsang, everything is vibration or, if you like, if

you want to sound more scientific, you will say that

everything has its own frequency.  So if we can find the

frequency—and we can—of these events we can ac-

tually chase them, we can make our instruments vi-

brate at a higher frequency and so it will rapidly ov-

ertake impulses which were sent off a million years

ago.  And if then we reduce the frequency of our ma-

chines then, if we match our frequency with those orig-

inally emitted by the sages of old, we can see exactly

what happened.  It is too early to tell you about all this,

but we travel in the fourth dimension so that we can

overtake a thing in the third dimension, and then if

we just sit still we can actually watch everything that

happened, and we can have a good laugh at some of the

things written in history books and compare those

works of fiction with what really happened.  History

books are a crime because history distorts what hap-

pened, it leads one into wrong ways.  Oh yes, Lobsang,

we have the machine here, actually in the next room,

and we can see what people called the Flood.  We can

see what people called Atlantis.  But, as I told you, 

Atlantis was just the term for lands which sank.  They 

sank to a certain extent also in the area of Turkey, and a 

certain continent near Japan sank as well.  Come in 

with me, I am going to show you something.” The Lama 

rose to his feet, and I rose and followed him.  

    “Of course, we have recorded many of these scenes 

because it is a lot of hard work actually tuning-in to 

the incidents themselves.  But we have tuned very ac- 

curately and we have an absolute record of precisely 

what did occur.  Now,” he fiddled with some little reels 

which were in serried ranks against a wall, and at last 

he stopped at one and continued, “this will do, now take 

a look at this.”  He put the little reel in a machine, and 

the great model of the Earth—oh, it must have been 

about twenty-five feet in diameter—seemed to come to 

life again.  To my amazement it spun and moved side- 

ways and then moved back a bit further, and it stopped.  

I looked at the scene on this world, and then I 

‘looked’ no longer.  I was there.  I had every impression 

that I was there.  There was a beautiful land, the grass 

was the greenest I had ever seen, and I was standing       

on the edge of a beach of silver sand.  People were there 

lounging, some had highly decorative and highly 

suggestive swimsuits, and some wore nothing.  They, 

the ones who wore nothing, certainly looked far more 

decent than those who had a piece of cloth which merely 

titillated one's sexual interest.  

    I looked out across the sparkling sea.  The sea was 

blue, the blue of the sky, and it was a calm day.  Little 

ships with sails were engaged in friendly rivalry, 

seeing which of them was the fastest, seeing which of 

them was the best handled.  And then—then—all of a 

sudden, there was a tremendous boom, and the land 

tipped.  Where we were standing the land tipped, and 

the sea rushed away until before us all we could see 

was what had been the bottom of the sea.  

    Scarcely had we drawn breath when a most peculiar 

sensation affected us.  We found that we were rising 

rapidly up into the air, not just us but the land as well,

and the little ridge of rocky hills rose and rose and rose,

and it became stupendous mountains, a range of moun-

tains extending as far as the eye could see in any di-

rection.

    I seemed to be standing on the very edge of a piece

of firm land, and as I cautiously and fearfully peered

down I felt sick to my stomach; the land was so high

that I thought we must have traveled up to the Heav-

enly Fields.  Not another soul was in sight, I was there

alone, frightened, sick at heart.  Tibet had risen thirty

thousand feet in about thirty seconds.  I found that I

was panting.  The air was rarefied here, and every

breath was a gasping effort.

    Suddenly, from a split in the mountain range, there

sprang a shaft of water under, it seemed, very high

pressure.  It settled down a bit, and then made its own

course down from that high mountain range, right

down across the new land which had been the sea bot-

tom.  And so was born the mighty Brahmaputra which

now has its exit in the Bay of Bengal.  But it was not

a nice, clean water which reached the Bay of Bengal,

it was water polluted with corpses, human, animal,

trees, everything.  But the water was not the main

thing because, to my horrified astonishment, I was ris-

ing up, the land was rising up, the mountain was get-

ting higher and higher, and I was going up with it.

Soon I was standing in a barren valley ringed with

mighty mountains, and we were about thirty thousand

feet in the air.

    This globe thing, this simulacrum of the world was

an absolutely fantastic thing because one was not just

looking at the events, one was living the events, ac-

tually living them.  When I looked at the globe first I

thought, “Hmm, some sort of scruffy show like a magic

lantern thing, like some of the missionaries bring.”  But

when I looked into the thing I seemed to fall, I seemed

to fall out of the clouds, out of the sky, and down, down,

to come to rest as lightly as a falling leaf.  

And then I lived the actual events of millions of years 

before.  This was a product of a mighty civilization, 

far, far, beyond the skill of the present day artisans 

or scientists.  I cannot impress upon you sufficiently 

that this was living it.  I found I could walk.  

For instance, there was a 

dark shadow which interested me greatly, and I walked      

toward it, I felt that I actually WAS walking.  And then, 

perhaps for the first time, human eyes looked at the 

small mountain upon which, in hundreds of centuries 

to come, the mighty Potala would be built.  

    “I really cannot understand any of this, Master,”  I 

said.  “You are trying me beyond the capacity of my 

brains.” 

    “Nonsense, Lobsang, nonsense.  You and I have been 

together in many, many lives.  We have been friends            

for life after life, and you are going to carry on after 

me.  I have lived four hundred years and more already          

of this life, and I am the one, the only one in the whole 

of Tibet, who understands all the workings of these 

things.  That was one of my tasks.  And my other task,” 

he looked at me whimsically, “was training you, giving 

you my knowledge so that when I pass on in the near 

future with a dagger through my back you will be able 

to remember this place, remember how to get in, how 

to use all the appliances, and live again the events of 

the past.  

You will be able to see where the world has 

gone wrong, and I think it is going to be too late in this 

particular cycle's life to do much about it.  But never 

mind, people are learning the hard way because they 

reject the easy way.  There is no need for all this suf- 

fering, you know, Lobsang.  There is no need for all this 

fighting among the Afridi and the British Indian Army, 

they are always fighting and they seem to think that 

to fight is the only way to do things.  The best way to 

do a thing is persuasion, not this killing, this raping 

and murdering and torturing.  It hurts the victim, but 

it hurts the perpetrator more because all this goes back 

to the Overself.  You and I Lobsang, have got a fairly 

clean record.  Our Overself is quite pleased with us.” 

”You said ‘Overself’, Master.  Does that mean that

you and I have the same Overself?”    "Yes indeed it 

does, young sage, that's just what it

does mean.  It means that you and I will come together

life after life, not merely on this world, not merely in

this Universe, but everywhere, anywhere, at any time.

You, my poor friend, are going to have a very hard life

this time.  You are going to be the victim of calumny,

there is going to be all manner of lying attacks on you.

And yet if people would listen to you Tibet could be

saved.  Instead of that, in years to come Tibet will be

taken over by the Chinese and ruined.”  He turned away

quickly, but not before I saw the tears in his eyes.  So

I moved away into the kitchen and got a drink of water.

“Master,” I said, “I wish you would explain to me

how these things do not go bad.”

“Well, look at the water you are drinking now.  How

old is the water?  It may be as old as the world itself.

It doesn't go bad, does it?  Things only go bad when they

are treated incorrectly.  For instance, supposing you cut

a finger and it starts to heal, and you cut it again and

it starts to heal, and you cut it again and once more

it starts to heal, but not necessarily in the same pattern

as it was before you cut it.  The cells of regeneration

have been confused, they started to grow according to

their inbuilt pattern, and then they got cut again.  They

started once more to grow according to their inbuilt

pattern, and so on and so on.  

And eventually the cells

forgot the pattern they should form and instead they

grew out in a great lump, and that's what cancer is.

Cancer is the uncontrolled growth of cells where they

should not be, and if one was taught properly and one

had full control of the body there wouldn't be any can-

cer.  If one saw that the cells were what I will call mis-

growing then the body could stop it in time.  We have

preached about this, and preached about it in different

countries,  and people have absolutely hooted with

laughter at these natives daring to come from some

unknown country, ‘gooks’ they call us, gooks, the most

worthless things in existence.  But, you know, we may 

be gooks, but in time it will be a word of honour, of 

respect.  If people would listen to us we could cure can- 

cer, we could cure T.B.  You had T.B., Lobsang, remem- 

ber that, and I cured you with your cooperation, and 

if I hadn't had your cooperation I could not have cured 

you.” 

    We fell silent in a state of spiritual communion with 

each other.  Ours was a purely spiritual association,

without any carnal connotation at all.  Of course there

were some lamas who used their chelas for wrong pur-

poses, lamas who should not have been lamas but who

should have been—well, laborers, anything, because

they needed women.  We did not need women, nor did

we need any homosexual association.  Ours, as I said,

was purely spiritual like the mingling of two souls who

mingle to embrace in the spirit and then withdraw

from the spirit of the other feeling refreshed and in

possession of fresh knowledge.

    There is such a feeling in the world today that sex

is the only thing that matters, selfish sex, not for the

continuation of the race but just because it gives pleas-

ant sensations.  The real sex is that which we have

when we leave this world, the communion of two souls,

and when we return back to the Overself we shall ex-

perience the greatest thrill, the greatest exhilaration

of all.  And then we shall realize that the hardships we

endured on this beastly Earth were merely to drive out

impurities from us, to drive out wrong thoughts from

us, and in my opinion, the world is too hard.  It is so

hard, and humans have degenerated so much that they

cannot take the hardship, they cannot profit by the

hardship, but instead they become worse and worse,

and more and more evil, venting their spite on little

animals.  That is a great pity because cats, for example,

are known as the eyes of the Gods.  Cats can go any-

where, nobody takes any notice when a cat is sitting

there, forelegs folded and tail curled neatly around the

body, and eyes half shut—people think the cat is rest-

ing.  But no, the cat is working, the cat is transmitting                                            all that is happening.  Your brain cannot see 

anything without your eyes.  Your brain cannot 

make a sound without your voice, and cats are 

another extension of the senses which let the 

Gardeners of the Earth know what is going on.  

In time we shall welcome this, in

time we shall realize that cats have saved us from many

a fatal mistake.  It is a pity we don't treat them more

kindly, isn't it?

-------------------

from chapter 7- more views of

the far colonization and far wars that 

annihilated the civilization:

It really was a marvelous thing; this simulacrum 

of the world looked larger than the room which con- 

tained it, which everyone would know is impossible.  

But the Lama divined my thoughts, and he said, “Of 

course, when we come in here we come under the in- 

fluence of the fourth dimension, and in the fourth di- 

mension one can have a model which is larger than the 

room that contains it if that room be of the three di- 

mensions.  But let's not worry about that, let's worry 

about this.  

What we are seeing in this world is the 

actual happenings of the world in years gone by, some- 

thing like an echo.  You go and make a loud noise in 

an echo area, and you get the same sound come back 

to you.  Well, that is a very brief idea of what this is,

it's not strictly accurate, of course, because I am trying

to tell you in the three dimensions what there is in the

fourth and fifth.  So you will have to trust your senses

as to what you see, and what you see will actually be

quite correct.”  

He turned around again, and then said,

“We have seen the formation of the world, we have

seen the very first creatures—hominides—to be placed

on this world, so let us start this at the next stage.”

The room darkened and I felt myself falling.  Instinc-

tively I grabbed the Lama's arm, and he put an arm

around my shoulders.  “It's all right, Lobsang, you are

not really falling, its just that your brain is changing

to accept four dimensions.”

    Now the falling sensation stopped, and I found my-

self standing in a shockingly frightening world.  There

were huge animals there of an ugliness unsurpassed

by anything I had seen before.  Great creatures went

by, flapping through the air with the most hideous

sound, it sounded like old unoiled leather.  Wings which

could barely support the body of the creature.  But these

flew around and occasionally one went down to the

ground to pick up a piece of food which had fallen from

some other flying creature.  But once down, they stayed

down, their wings were insufficient to get them in the

air again, and they had no legs with which to help

themselves.

    Indescribable noises came from the marsh to my left,

they were shocking noises, and I felt sick with fright.

And then, quite close to me, out of the muck of the

marsh, there emerged a tiny head on top of a vast neck.

The neck must have been about twenty feet long, and

there were many underwater struggles before the thing

dragged itself ashore.  It had a round body, and then a

tail which tapered to balance the contours of the neck

and the head.

    But as I was looking at that thing, and afraid that

it might be looking at me, I heard horrid crashes and

cracks as if some vast thing was charging through the

forest and snapping off tree trunks like we would snap

a straw.  I caught a glimpse of the largest creature I 

had ever seen.  

    The Lama said, “Let's go on a century or two and 

find when the humans first came.” 

    I seemed to doze or something because when I looked 

at the globe again—no, no—of course not, I was ON 

the globe, I was IN the globe, part of it.  But, anyway, 

when I looked up again I saw some horrid looking crea-   

tures marching along, there were six of them, and they 

were beetle-browed with hardly any neck, and they 

each carried a great chunk of tree as a weapon, tapering 

to a handgrip at one end and the other end having a 

nice knot or burl which would be stronger than the 

ordinary wood of which the trunk was composed.  These 

creatures marched along. One, a woman, was feeding 

a baby at her breast as she marched, and they made 

not a sound although they were going along marshy 

ground, there was no squelching or splashing, just com- 

plete silence.  I watched them go out of sight, and then, 

once again, I seemed to have a doze because when I 

looked up again I saw a marvelous city.  The city was 

made of shining stones of different colours, there were   

bridges across the streets, and there were mechanical 

birds which flew along the streets with people in them.  

These things could stop and hover in the air while        

people got in or got out.  Then, all of a sudden, everyone 

turned and gazed toward the distant skyline, over the 

mountain range.  From there there came a vast roaring, 

and soon a whole flock of these mechanical birds came 

along and they circled over the city.  People were run- 

ning everywhere.  Some were on their knees praying, 

but the priests, I noted, did not stop to pray, they put 

all their energy into running.  After some minutes of 

this circling doors opened in the bottom of these me- 

chanical things, and metal boxes fell out.  The mechan- 

ical birds closed the doors in their undersides, and they 

sped off.  

The city rose up into the air, and fell to the 

ground as dust, and then we heard the bang and the 

concussion because sight is so much quicker than hear- 

ing.  We heard the screams of the people, people trapped 

beneath beams or buried in dust.  Again, there came a

doze, this is all I can call it—a doze—because I was

unaware of any break between what I had been seeing

and what I was seeing now.  It was a later age, and I

could see a city being built, a grand city, one of sur-

passing beauty.  It was real artistry.  Spires soared high

into the sky, and there were delicate traceries of metal

joining one building to another.  There were people

about, people going about their everyday business,

shopping, selling, standing on street corners and dis-

cussing things.  Then there came a roaring, a terrific

roaring, and an immense flock of these mechanical

birds passed overhead in formation, and all the people

laughed, cheered and waved.  The mechanical birds pro-

ceeded upon their way undisturbed.  They crossed the

mountain range; and then we heard terrible bangs and

crashes, and we knew that ‘our side’ were paying back

the enemy for the destruction that they had caused.

But—but mechanical birds were returning, or not re-

turning, because they were not ours, they were differ-

ent, some were of different shapes, many were of dif-

ferent colours, and they came over our city and they

dropped their bombs again.  Our city was swept by a

fire storm, the fire roared and raged, and everything

in the city burned and fell to the ground.  Delicate tra-

ceries of bridges turned red and then white, and then

they melted, and the liquid metal fell like rain.  Soon

I was standing on a plain, the only thing there.  There

were no trees, the artificial lakes had gone, turned into

steam, and I stood there and I looked about me, and

I wondered what was the sense of it all, why were these

Gardeners of the Earth fighting against other Garden-

ers?  I could not make any sense at all out of it.

    Then the world itself shook and darkened.  I found

myself sitting on a chair beside the Lama Mingyar

Dondup.  He was looking sadder than I had ever seen

anyone look before.  “Lobsang, this has happened on

this world for millions of years.  There have been people

of a high degree of culture, but somehow they have

shelled the other side so that only a few humans were 

left, and they hid in caves and in a few years they crept 

out to start again with a fresh civilization.  And that 

civilization in its turn would be destroyed, and all the      

remnants would be ploughed deep into the soil by the 

farmers who were trying to grow crops in the battle- 

torn land.” 

    The Lama looked exceedingly sad, and he sat with 

his chin cupped in his hands.  And then he said, “I could 

show you the whole history of the world, but it would 

take the whole of your lifetime to view it.  So I will only 

show you some flashes, as we call it, and I will tell you 

about others.  It is a very sad thing but various types 

of people have been tried as settlers on this world.  

There has been an all-black race, it came after a big 

turmoil.  Two white races had been quarrelling as to 

who was the most powerful, and, of course, they re- 

sorted to warfare.  It's always warfare, always the evil 

thoughts of people.  If people would only believe in a 

God there would be none of this trouble.  But this all- 

black race made a horrible mess of things on the world 

until at last they reached a very high degree of civil-

ization, far higher than our civilization now.  But then 

two different races of the black people quarreled and 

they sought frantically to get a more powerful weapon 

than their opponents.  Well, they did, and somehow the 

signal was given to release these—well—rocket things, 

and that caused tremendous trouble on this world.  Most 

of the people were wiped out, just wiped out like one 

would kill off a colony of fierce ants.  

    “Always there are some survivors, and so now we 

have a white race, a black race, and a yellow race.  At 

one time there was a green race.  People in those days 

lived for hundred of years because their ‘memory cells’      

were able to reproduce dying cells with exactitude.  It 

is only since the cells lost their ability to reproduce 

accurately that we have such short lives.  But in one 

of the wars there were tremendous explosions, and            

most of the cloud cover of the Earth was blown away, 

blown away into space, and the sunlight came pouring 

in with all the lethal rays.  And instead of people living

seven or eight hundred years their lifespan was just

about seventy years.

    “The sun isn't the kind, benevolent provider of sun-

light, etc., etc.  It sends out rays which cause harm to

people.  You can see for yourself that people exposed to

the sunlight too much have their skin turn dark.  Now

if it was good to have sunlight then Nature would not

need to make a shield against the light.  But the rays,

ultra-violet, and others, affected the humans and made

them worse, and the two sets of Gardeners of the Earth

became even fiercer.  One side was good and wanted to

see the human race grow fruitful and do much good;

instead of that, people exposed to too much sunlight

used to get T.B.  or cancer.  All the surfaces of the world,

or rather, all the surfaces of the people of the world,

were prone to diseases, skin diseases of various forms,

and they were tenacious, there was no cure for them.

After all, these rays could penetrate many feet of stone,

and it was useless for the inhabitants of the world to

live in houses because the rays could still reach them.

    “There is an old saying that there were giants in

those days.  Yes, that is true.  The giants were one set

of the Gardeners of the Earth.  They stood two or three

times the height of the average human, and they were

slow moving, somewhat lethargic, and did not like to

work.  They tried to get back to their home base, but

when they tried they found that there had been trou-

bles on the home base.  One set of Gardeners were good

and with a good leader, but the other side was a bad

side.  They throve on wickedness of all kinds, and they

were immune to the appeals of those who wanted a

peaceful world with a more healthy lifespan.

    “These good Gardeners saw how useless it was to stay

at their home base, so they reprovisioned their ships

and put in fresh fuel rods, and they took off again for

Earth.

    “Their ships could travel faster than light.  They

could travel so fast that no human could control them,

and they had to be worked by a form of computer which

had a special shield to keep away meteorites, or other 

obstructions, otherwise without these shields the ships 

would have been riddled with meteorites or cosmic dust 

resulting, of course, in loss of air and the death of all 

aboard. 

    “At last they got back to the Earth and they found 

another war in progress.  The wrong side—the bad part       

of the Gardeners of the Earth—had mixed too freely 

with the Earth people, and taught them many of their 

secrets.  Since those days the world has been getting 

worse and worse, and there will have to be a fresh 

world war during which many people will die.  Many 

more will go into hiding in caves or in high mountain 

clefts.  They were told by their Sages of all that was         

going to happen, so they took the view that what was 

the good of living a good life when, in a few short years, 

perhaps the Earth itself would be destroyed.  And we 

are getting perilously close to that time now.” 

    I listened to all this, and then I said, “I have been 

told by the head astrologer that I am going to have an 

awful life, a really sick life.  Now, how is that going to 

help the world?” 

    The Lama said, “Yes, everything the head astrologer 

said has come to pass, and it is true that you are going 

to have a very, very bad time with everyone's hand 

against you.  But always remember that you will suc- 

ceed in what you are doing, and when you leave this 

world you will not be stuck in the astral, you will go 

to a much higher station.  And, of course, you will never 

return to the Earth.  I am not sure if it's time yet to tell 

you of all the things that are going to happen here, but 

let us have a look at some of the events of the past.  I  

think, though, that first we should have a meal because 

these three dimension pictorial realizations tire one 

and one forgets the time.” 

***

Later they saw the more "known" part of the history of 

Earth, but here at last in this part on the creation of

pyramids in egypt:


"Now, look, here is the important happenings in a place

called Egypt.”  The Lama adjusted various controls, and we 

saw darkness, and up on the skyline of the darkness 

there were some black triangles.  It didn't make sense 

to me at all, so he gradually advanced one control and 

the world gradually came into daylight.  He said, “Look, 

this is the building of the Pyramids.  People will wonder 

and wonder in later years however these great blocks        

of stone were moved around without all sorts of ma-

chinery.  They are moved by levitation.”

    “Yes, sir,” I replied, “I have heard a lot about levi-

tation, but I haven't the faintest idea how it works.”

    “Well, you see, the world has a magnetic pull.  If you

throw a thing up into the air the magnetism of the

Earth pulls it down again.  If you fall out of a tree you

fall down, not up, because the magnetism of the Earth

is such that you must fall to the Earth.  But we have

a thing which is anti-magnetic to the Earth, we have

to keep them very carefully under guard the whole

time because if an untrained person got hold of one of

these things he could find that he had floated right out

of the Earth.  The fall then is upwards.  How we control

it is by having two grids, one is tuned to the magne-

tism of the Earth, the other is opposed to the magne-

tism of the Earth.  

Now, when the grids are in a certain

position the plates will float, they will not go up and

they will not go down.  But if you push a lever which

alters the relationship of the grids to each other, then

in one direction the lever makes the Earth magnetism

the stronger, and so the plates, or machine, sink down

to the Earth.  But if we want to rise up then we push

the lever the other way so that the anti-magnetism

takes effect and the Earth repels instead of attracts,

and so we can rise up into the air.  

It is the thing the Gods used when they were making 

this world as it is

now.  One man could lift up these hundred ton blocks

and put them in position without exerting himself, and

then, when the block was in the precise position de-

sired, the magnetic current would be switched off and

the block would be locked in position by the pull of

gravity of the Earth.  That is how the Pyramids were

built, that is how many strange things, unaccountable

things, were built.  For example, we have had maps of

the Earth for centuries, and we are the only people who

have these maps because we alone have these anti-

gravity devices and they have been used to map the

world exactly.  But this is no time to be discussing

things.  I think we should have a meal, and then we

will look at my legs, and after that let us go to sleep

for there is a brand new day tomorrow, a day you have

never seen before.”

Last part

