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M	E	K	O	N	G		M	E	R	K	A	B	A

NOTES	FROM	THE	AUTHOR:

Readers	of	the	first	book	in	the	mirrored	constellation	trilogy,	Black	Mariachi,
are	familiar	with	the	idea	behind	the	Jupiter	alignment	that	indicated	the	end
of	the	Mayan	long	count	calendar.	Prior	 to	the	end	of	2012,	 there	was	some
concern	and	panic	 at	predictions	 about	 the	 end	of	 time	or	 end	of	days.	The
ancient	stone	star	map,	or	calendar,	turned	out	to	represent	the	Solstice	at	the
end	of	 the	Pisces	Age.	The	danger	 to	 living	beings	was	only	because	of	 the
disruption	 of	 magnetic	 energy,	 which	 caused	 a	 rip	 in	 the	 protective	 shield
around	 the	 earth.	 As	 a	 result,	 super	 charged	 ions	 from	 the	 Sun	 and	 other
explosive	 fusion	 type	 stars	 were	 able	 to	 load	 up	 the	 molecules	 of	 the
atmosphere,	 bringing	 cataclysmic	 destruction	 with	 them	 in	 the	 form	 of
storms,	earthquakes,	tsunamis,	and	plate	distortions	in	the	earth	crust.	Finding
the	magnetic	stabilizer,	which	had	been	built	using	the	North	Star,	(Polaris	in
the	Pleiades	cluster)	as	a	beginning	point,	then	recreating	a	literal	diagram	of
Ursa	 Major	 on	 the	 Western	 Hemisphere;	 thereby	 reintroducing	 the
harmonious	energy	patterns	from	ages	long	past,	was	all	that	saved	the	earth
in	January	2013.

In	the	few	years	that	have	transpired	since	that	prediction,	the	public	has
taken	a	jaded	and	fatalistic	attitude	about	the	possibility	of	earth’s	destruction
by	 rampant	 galactic	 activity.	 Recently	 the	 government	 has	 released	 some
guarded	material	gathered	by	NASA	during	the	summer	and	fall	of	2012:

(Washington	AFP):

Back	 in	2012,	 few	Earthlings	had	any	 idea	what	was	actually	going	on.
The	sun	had	earlier	erupted	with	a	powerful	solar	storm	that	 just	missed	the
Earth,	which	was	big	enough	to	“knock	modern	civilization	back	to	the	18th
century.”	NASA	said.	The	extreme	space	weather	that	disrupted	Earth’s	upper
orbit	on	July	23,	2012,	was	the	most	powerful	event	in	150	years,	according
to	a	statement	posted	on	the	US	Space	Agency	website	Wednesday.	

This	 admission	 was	 published	 two	 years	 after	 the	 horrific	 and
unthinkable	solar	storm	nearly	made	the	Mayan	Prophecy	a	reality.

“If	 the	 eruption	 had	 occurred	 only	 one	 week	 earlier,	 Earth	 would	 have
been	 in	 the	 line	 of	 fire,”	 said	 Daniel	 Baker,	 professor	 of	 atmospheric	 and
space	physics	 at	 the	University	of	Colorado.	 Instead,	 the	 close	miss	blasted
the	STERO-A	spacecraft,	a	solar	observatory	that	is	“almost	ideally	equipped
to	measure	the	parameters	of	such	an	event,”	NASA	revealed.	Scientists	have
since	analyzed	the	data;	a	trove	of	information	collected	by	the	study	satellite



and	 concluded	 that	 it	 would	 have	 been	 at	 least	 twice	 as	 bad	 as	 the	 largest
known	 space	 storm	 in	 1859	 that	 tore	 through	 Quebec	 Province	 in	 eastern
Canada,	known	as	the	Carrington	event.

A	mass	of	 swirling	plasma	had	 risen	up	above	 the	Sun,	 twisted	and
turned	for	almost	a	day,	then	broke	away	and	swept	toward	our	planet.

“I	have	come	away	from	our	studies	more	convinced	than	ever	that	Earth
and	its	inhabitants	were	incredibly	fortunate	that	the	2012	eruption	happened
when	 it	 did,”	 said	 Baker.	 The	 National	 Academy	 of	 Sciences	 has	 said	 the
economic	 impact	 of	 such	 a	 storm	 could	 cost	 trillions	 of	 dollars	 and	 cause
damage	that	would	take	many	years	to	repair.

These	 storms	begin	with	an	explosion	on	 the	Sun’s	 surface,	known	as	a
solar	 flare,	 sending	X-rays	 and	 extreme	UV	 radiation	 toward	 Earth	 at	 light
speed.	Hours	later,	energetic	particles	follow	and	these	electrons	and	protons
can	 electrify	 satellites	 and	 damage	 most	 electronics.	 Next	 are	 the	 coronal
mass	 ejections,	 billion-ton	 clouds	 of	 magnetized	 plasma	 that	 take	 a	 day	 or
more	 to	 cross	 the	Sun-Earth	divide.	They	are	often	deflected	by	 the	Earth’s
magnetic	shield,	but	a	direct	hit,	or	a	separated	shield,	could	be	devastating.

“This	is	a	sobering	figure,”	claims	physicist	Pete	Riley,	who	published	a
paper	in	the	journal	Space	Weather	earlier	this	year	on	the	topic,	‘there	is	a	12
percent	chance	of	a	super	solar	storm	the	size	of	the	Carrington	Event	hitting
Earth	in	the	next	ten	years.”

In	writing	 the	 inaugural	 novel,	 I	 imagined	 the	possibilities	 and	declared
that	 only	 magnetic	 stabilization	 would	 save	 the	 earth.	 Never,	 in	 my	 most
creative	moments,	did	 I	 think	 that	 such	a	 thing	nearly	happened.	 It	 reminds
me	that	in	many	ways,	“facts	are	stranger	than	fiction.”	The	focus	of	this,	the
second	novel	of	 the	 trilogy,	 is	centered	in	 the	foothills	of	Southeast	Asia,	 in
the	 area	 known	 as	 the	 Golden	 Circle,	 along	 the	 Mekong	 River	 in	 upper
Thailand	 and	 also	 in	 parts	 of	 the	 South	 Pacific.	 The	 idea	 of	 stabilizing	 the
Earth’s	magnetics	by	balancing	 the	exact	opposite	point	 through	 the	Earth’s
mass	has	dictated	the	direction	of	this	story.

Students	 of	 sacred	 geometry	 recognize	 the	 importance	 of	 triangular
design;	 this	 system	 of	 triangular	 energy	 points	 control	 pulsar	 and	magnetic
energy,	 as	 well	 as	 elements	 of	 gravity.	 One	 of	 the	 oldest	 and	 now
misunderstood	 designs	 was	 the	 Mer-ka-ba	 base—a	 system	 of	 triangular
congruency	that	has	elemental	presence	in	everything.	The	“vehicle	of	light”
is	 the	center	of	atoms,	of	molecules,	of	humans,	of	 structures,	 and	even	 the
basic	 design	 of	 planets,	 galaxies,	 and	 indeed,	 the	 entire	 universe.	 From	 the
smallest	 adamantine	 particle	 yet	 discovered	 to	 the	 largest	 mass	 known	 or



imaginable,	 this	 basic	 energy	 pattern	 holds	 sway.	 (see	 the	 famous	 graphic
illustration	of	chakra	energy	surrounding	each	person).



These	 exist	 around	 us	 and	 in	 every	 organized	 shape	 or	 collected	 organized
particle	of	matter.	Physicists	have	defined	the	things	around	us	with	this	eye-
opening	statement:

Matter	is	energy	divided	by	the	speed	of	light.	Therefore,	energy	and
matter	are	not	two	separate	things—but	are	two	different	manifestations
of	the	same	thing.

Many	 elements	 of	 the	 speed	 of	 objects,	 of	 time,	 and	 the	 interaction	 of
pulsar	and	magnetic	energy	are	fundamental	 issues	confronted	 in	 this	novel,
the	second	of	the	trilogy.	I	was	intrigued,	not	only	with	the	other	side	of	the
world,	 the	area	directly	 through	 the	circumference	of	 the	earth,	but	with	 the
magnetic	influence	it	had	in	relation	to	the	Caribbean.	My	studies	alerted	me
to	some	of	the	energy	problems	facing	Asian	countries,	especially	China.	The
issues	 at	 the	 heart	 of	 hydro-power,	 of	 the	 bottling	 up	 the	 rivers,	 and	 of	 the
costs	of	providing	industrial	power,	became	some	of	the	motivations	used	in
this	novel.

The	 Three	 Gorges	 Dam	 is	 an	 engineering	 marvel.	 It	 has	 been	 under
planning	 and	 construction	 for	 over	 ninety	 years.	A	huge	 crane	 is	 functional
this	year,	making	the	colossal	bypass	lock	system	even	more	efficient.	Huge
ocean-going	ships	are	now	hoisted	from	the	water	level	below	the	dam	to	as
much	as	500	feet	up	and	forward	a	quarter	mile.	This	technology	doesn’t	need
to	wait	for	the	pumps	to	simulate	the	upper	water	level	as	is	currently	the	case
in	lock	canal	systems	throughout	the	world.	In	a	matter	of	minutes,	a	10,000-



ton	 freighter	 can	 be	 sent	 on	 its	 journey	 up	 the	 Yangtze	 River	 and	 into	 the
interior	of	China	another	500	miles,	mostly	because	of	the	increased	depth	of
the	 river	 above	 the	 dam.	 2014	 brought	 the	 last	 piece	 of	 the	 incredible
construction	into	service.

This	engineering	monstrosity	was	first	conceived	in	1910.	It	was	to	be	the
biggest	project	built	in	China	since	the	Great	Wall.	The	reasons	for	planning
and	eventually	building	 this	huge	dam	and	 reservoir	were	 to	devise	 a	 clean
and	 sustainable	 electrical	 power	 system	 for	 the	 burgeoning	 industrial	 giant
that	China	is	becoming	globally.	The	increased	river	traffic	of	large	ships	was
the	 other	 concept.	Bringing	materials	 into	 the	 heart	 of	China	 and	 exporting
goods	was	a	high	priority.

Mao	 Tse	 Tung	 envisioned	 the	 project	 to	 be	 a	 symbol	 of	 Red	 China’s
might,	 vision,	 and	 vitality	 as	 a	 nation.	 It	 has	 detractors;	 many	 of	 whom
address	 it	 as	 the	 “River	 Dragon”,	 because	 of	 the	 pollution	 that	 is	 trapped,
along	with	continual	silt.	The	century’s	long	outlet	to	the	sea	is	now	a	ribbon
of	poison.

It	now	is	at	maximum	capacity	as	a	hydro-electric	center,	churning	out	the
equivalent	of	eighteen	nuclear	power	plants,	but	still	only	providing	a	tenth	of
the	 power	 demand	 needed	 by	China’s	 vast	 Provinces.	Other	 huge	 dams	 are
being	planned	upriver,	and	along	many	of	China’s	other	Rivers,	 such	as	 the
Yellow,	 the	Ganges	 and	 the	Mekong.	China	 still	 burns	over	60,000,000,000
tons	of	coal	a	day	to	provide	for	the	electrical	needs	of	the	rest	of	the	country.
This	dam	has	helped	in	the	elimination	of	a	significant	amount	of	greenhouse
gases,	pleasing	global	warming	proponents	from	the	UN	to	Al	Gore.

This	same	dynamic	exists	with	regard	to	the	open	stretches	of	the	Mekong
River—energy	 and	 transportation	 needs	 are	 in	 conflict	with	 the	 history	 and
humanity	of	thousands	of	years.



Prologue
MJD	Magnetics,	with	 its	new	Mariachi	power	generator,	was	not	 trusted	by
the	Red	government,	but	had	installed	three	gold-bullion	and	crystal	pyramid
configurations.	Either	Smokey	Joe	or	Ho	Tanner	traveled	to	each	of	the	sites
with	the	Black	Mariachi	stone	and	provided	the	start	up.	The	curious	bundling
of	 discordant	 sound	 waves	 into	 a	 benevolent	 and	 usable	 wave	 pattern	 was
only	possible	with	 the	 stone.	When	 the	magnificent	 chords	 of	 sound	 joined
into	 a	 permanent	 resonance,	 the	 electricity	 created	 was	 easily	 taken	 from
anywhere,	 by	 the	 use	 of	 a	 small	 capacitor,	 and	 most	 things	 that	 required
electrical	 current	 to	 operate,	 would	 do	 so	 efficiently,	 and	 run	 indefinitely
without	danger	to	the	user.

The	 hardest	 thing	 to	 negotiate	 with	 every	 entity	 they	 interviewed	 or
solicited	was	the	question	of	fees.	The	acceptance	of	the	universal	power	was
readily	 agreed	upon,	 in	most	 cases,	 but	 the	 financial	 arrangements	 after	 the
initial	 installation,	 were	 a	 bone	 of	 contention.	 When	 inventor	 Tesla	 had
announced	he	would	provide	free	electricity	 to	 the	world	 in	early	Twentieth
Century,	men	like	JP	Morgan,	the	Rothschild’s	and	a	few	other	power	brokers
had	crushed	him.	Such	was	the	case	in	Beijing,	where	Moose	and	Annie	were
attempting	to	reassure	the	People’s	Republic	that	this	energy	technology	was
the	 best	 thing	 for	 the	 future,	 for	 the	 climate,	 and	 for	 the	 budget.	 For	 some
reason	 the	 “elected”	 representatives	 at	 the	 negotiation	 meetings	 were
recalcitrant	to	approve	the	final	start	up.

Ho	 and	Moose	 had	 anticipated	 a	 battle	 at	 several	 of	 the	 countries.	 The
corporate	heads,	and	unions	and	mining	interests	were	not	going	to	welcome
any	new	idea	with	open	arms.	Jobs	would	be	lost.	A	few	months	before,	on
the	Mekong,	in	an	area	known	as	the	Golden	Circle	of	Southeast	Asia,	where
Laos,	Thailand,	Myanmar	and	China	all	had	congruent	boundaries,	MJD	had
a	very	successful	installation	and	were	also	making	power	for	several	areas	of
China.	South	Korea	had	plans	to	retrofit	their	power	needs	in	the	immediate
future,	 but,	 as	 expected,	 the	 regime	 of	 Beloved	 Leader	 Kim	 Jong	 II	 had
refrained	from	showing	much	interest.	Not	even	the	Freak,	Dennis	Rodman,
the	self-appointed	ex	NBA	player,	aka	Ambassador,	could	get	them	interested.

It	 was	 painfully	 obvious	 to	 MJD	 that	 many	 energy	 investors	 were
unhappy	with	the	utility	fee	and	repayment	ratio.	The	new	power	meant	some
of	the	country	was	on	power	rates	that	the	dinosaur	coal	fired,	nuclear,	solar,
and	 hydro	 systems	 could	 not	 compete	 with;	 causing	 a	 stalemate	 in	 any
discussion.



Moose	was	trying	to	learn	who	the	main	Asian	financier	was	and	what	it
would	take	to	keep	him	from	digging	in	his	heels.	Most	people	were	ecstatic
that	the	plans	to	construct	several	upper	dams	had	been	scrapped,	except	the
people	who	had	hoped	to	make	a	windfall	profit.

The	 corporate	 wars	 had	 commenced.	 Companies	 that	 existed	 to	 gather
investors,	 and	 ultimately	 fees,	 had	 declared	 an	 unofficial	 war	 against
innovation.	Instead	of	relief,	or	at	least	acquiescence,	the	politics	of	the	Orient
were	deteriorating	into	animated	controversy,	and	inevitably,	a	blow	back	that
threatened	to	engulf	the	new	power	company	of	the	Age	of	Aquarius…MJD
Magnetics.	It	was	indeed,	a	power	struggle.



The	 overweight	 Tibetan	 had	 just	 finished	 his	 daily	 exercise	 regimen…he
called	it	‘The	Five	Rites’.	It	consisted	of	a	series	of	low	impact	stretching	and
whirling,	 ending	 with	 a	 backwards	 kind	 of	 crab	 position	 sometimes	 called
The	Table	Top.	The	table	in	his	case	was	a	hump;	his	stomach	had	not	been
anything	 like	 a	 table	 for	 years.	 He	 decided	 to	 forgo	 the	 Table	 Top	 this
morning.	He	was	wheezing,	his	cardio	rate	was	up;	he	was	mildly	irritated	at
himself	 for	 his	 lack	 of	 discipline	 around	 food	 and	 drink—no	 worthwhile
Buddhist	monk	was	as	weak	at	Dom	in	declining	the	gastronomical	offerings
they	encountered	each	day.	He	reasoned	to	himself	that	it	was	different	with
him,	because	of	his	 travels,	and	 the	diet	he	was	forced	 to	subsist	on.	Hotels
and	 convention	 buffets	 had	 been	 his	 nemesis	 ever	 since	 he	 was	 elected	 to
represent	 the	upper	Tibetan	Plateau	at	political	meetings,	soirées,	and	policy
caucuses.	He	was	a	healthy	man,	in	spite	of	his	girth,	and	dutifully	maintained
the	 five	 rites	 daily	 physical	 routine.	 The	 ancient	 lamas	 had	 worked	 this
exercise	 routine	 for	 2500	 years	 and	 had	 accrued	 longevity	 unrivaled	 in	 the
world	 as	 a	 result.	 The	 sixth	 rite	 was	 supposed	 to	 grant	 the	 status	 of
superhuman.	Dom	 Joi	 had	 abandoned	 any	 aspirations	 of	 superhuman	 status
but	he	was	determined	to	live	a	long,	healthy	life.

Along	with	 the	 daily	 exercise	 of	 the	 body	 came	 the	mental	 exercise…a
few	 minutes	 of	 total	 meditation	 and	 Dom	 Joi	 was	 ready	 to	 expand	 his
understanding;	 which	 usually	 meant	 reading	 something	 he	 didn’t	 already
know.	His	 intellect	and	capacity	to	understand	were	superior	 to	most	minds.
Today	 he	was	 studying	 a	 series	 of	Arabian	 lectures	 and	 stories	 saved	 from
ancient	 Babylon.	 Even	 silly	 fairy	 stories	 or	 myths	 could	 force	 his	 mind	 to
consider	new	and	creative	things.	Dom	Joi	was	like	a	kid	in	many	ways;	the
smallest	and	simplest	things	of	life	were	the	most	amazing	and	fulfilling.	He
picked	up	 the	old	book	and	began	an	ancient	 tale	about	poor	old	Abdul,	 an
Arabian	fisherman,	who	lived	on	the	Persian	Sea.

Abdul	had	set	his	net	one	night	and,	in	the	morning,	he	pulled	it	ashore	to
see	what	he	had	caught	for	the	fish	market.	To	his	surprise,	he	discovered	an
old	box	carved	out	of	what	 looked	like	ivory.	It	was	slimy	and	crusted	with
years	 of	 being	 under	 the	waves.	 He	 rubbed	 it	 clean	 and	 shiny…but,	 to	 his
dismay,	no	genii	appeared.	He	closely	examined	it	and	discovered	there	was	a
seal	around	the	box	lid.	With	his	gutting	knife	he	carefully	pried	off	the	seal
and	opened	the	small	box.	In	it	was	the	strangest	design	he	had	ever	seen—it
looked	like	some	tiny	pyramids	stuck	together.	Each	facet	of	the	star	shaped
design	was	made	of	a	different	 jewel	 than	 the	 facet	next	 to	 it.	He	could	 tell
there	were	emeralds,	sapphires,	diamonds,	and	other	sparkling	stones	shaped
to	make	the	design.	Then,	when	he	rubbed	it	to	see	how	shiny	it	could	be,	a
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remarkable	thing	occurred,	causing	great	fear	to	overcome	Abdul—the	design
of	precious	stones	spoke	to	him.

“Abdul,	hearken!”	Looking	quickly	around	 the	deserted	beach,	he	could
see	 that	no	one	was	near;	he	was	alone	with	no	chance	of	sound	except	 the
morning	waves	lapping	at	the	sand.	Again,	the	voice	was	heard,	“Abdul,	thou
art	 favored	 in	 the	 eyes	 of	 God,	 for	 thou	 holdest	 power,	 even	 the	 greatest
knowledge	 given	 to	man—the	 seal	 in	 thy	 hand	will	 teach	 the	 name	 of	 the
most	exalted	ruler	of	the	universe,	even	the	great	names	of	the	omnipotent.”

The	voice	faded	until	only	the	waves	reminded	Abdul	he	could	hear	at	all.
He	knew	 the	voice	had	 come	 from	 inside	his	 head.	Someone	had	promised
him	the	knowledge	of	who	God	was—if	he	could	only	decipher	the	imprinted
stamp	in	the	copper	band	metal	seal…

Dom	 Joi	 was	 still	 breathing	 heavily,	 actually	 wheezing,	 from	 the	 light
workout,	when	his	satellite	cell	phone	 lit	up.	He	was	one	of	 the	 few	monks
who	 had	 such	 a	 device—considered	 a	 luxury	 in	 the	 Tibetan	mountains	 but
Dom	Joi	was	a	statesman	and	a	social	working	traveler	in	the	Golden	Circle
area.	 Being	 able	 to	 communicate	 swiftly	 was	 a	 need,	 not	 a	 luxury.	 He
occasionally	 had	 to	 remind	 a	 jealous	 colleague	 his	 responsibilities	 differed
tremendously	 from	 theirs,	 which	was	meditating	 on	 life,	 contemplating	 the
human	condition	and	practicing	peaceful	demeanor	everywhere	 they	went—
they	never	went	anywhere.	Dom	Joi	was	the	only	official	representative	and
spokesperson	for	the	region.

Answering	 the	 sat	 phone	 call	 this	 morning	 did	 not	 lead	 to	 meditative
tranquility.	 Several	 of	 the	 local	 small	 towns	were	without	 power.	 They	 had
not	had	anything	even	similar	to	electricity	until	a	few	weeks	before,	thanks
to	the	efforts	of	MJD,	the	energy	company	that	installed	Mariachi	Generators
in	remote	areas.	The	locals	were	now	hooked	on	it,	never	mind	their	ancestors
had	 known	 nothing	 of	 electrical	 convenience;	 ever	 since	 the	 first	 Tibetan
King,	Nitri	 Tsampo,	 located	 them	 in	 the	 high	 plateau	 south	 of	Bhutan	 over
2000	years	ago.	The	 luxury	of	electricity	anywhere	 in	 the	remote	 jungles	of
Siam	and	Burma	was	never	considered	until	Mohonri	Tanner	had	discovered
a	way	to	harmonize	sound	wave	patterns	into	a	benign	energy	force.

Dom	Joi	had	heard	of	 the	 remarkable	energy	system	and	had	studiously
researched	the	business	of	MJD;	finally	locating	their	main	office	in	Hawaii.
Meeting	 with	 Makaewalani	 and	 her	 boss,	 Captain	 McCaw,	 had	 been	 a
singular	and	delightful	experience.	They	had	agreed	to	work	through	the	Red
China	red	tape	and	had	succeeded	in	installing	one	of	their	dynamic	gold	and
crystal	 amplified	 pyramids,	 known	 as	 a	 Mariachi	 Generator.	 For	 the	 last
several	 months	 this	 unique	 geometric	 device	 had	 been	 providing	 electrical
service	for	some	remote	parts	of	upper	Thailand	and	the	bench	of	Tibet.	He



had	been	introduced	to	Moose	Drummond,	who	was	now	his	contact.	Rolling
through	 his	 contact	 file,	 he	 found	MOOSE;	 calling	 auto	 dial	 for	 the	MJD
maintenance.	Dom	Joi	tried	to	read	the	tale	and	communicate	with	Moose	at
the	same	time,	Makaewalani	had	called	it	multi-tasking.

“Mooser,	here.	Dom…you	must	be	 interrupting	your	Five	Rites	 to	make
this	call.	What	is	up,	my	friend?”	came	over	the	SAT	speaker.

“Ha,	 Ha,”	 chuckled	 Dom	 Joi,	 “You	 are	 perceptive…I	 only	 did	 four	 of
them,	the	crab	would	make	me	live	forever,	I	can’t	be	stuck	on	this	earth	for
that	 long.”	 He	 changed	 to	 a	 serious	 note.	 “I	 must	 report	 about	 what	 they
called	 a	 ‘brown-out—’.	Has	 this	 ever	 happened	before	 and	 can	 it	 be	 fixed?
We	have	 learned	 to	need	electricity.	Moose,	 addicted	 is	what	we	are,	 as	 the
users	of	opium.”

“That	 is	 pretty	 funny,	Dom.	A	monk	 needs	 ascetic	 surroundings	 to	 feel
worthy.	It’s	hard	to	think	of	you	addicted	to	anything…”	In	the	background	he
heard	 Annie	 Amerok’s	 voice,	 “…except	 maybe	 Shrimp	 Scampi…oh	 and
Dom	Perrier,	that	champagne	beverage	named	for	you.”

“Ho,	ho,	you	two	haven’t	changed.	Sarcasm	is	deeper	than	any	chasm.”

“Dom,”	explained	Moose	over	the	speaker,	“we	have	never	had	one	of	our
Mariachis	go	down,	ever.	I	will	let	Ho	know.”

“Who	is	Ho?”

“Ho	is	our	nickname	for	Captain	McCaw.	He	or	Smokey	will	need	to	fly
there	and	troubleshoot	the	problem.	Only	they	can	start	wave	function.	Other
than	missing	The	Price	is	Right,	is	everything	OK?”

Those	 two	 lovers	were	 a	 smart	 aleckky	 pair,	Dom	observed	 to	 himself.
Two	insults	already	and	he	hadn’t	even	had	breakfast.

“I’m	 fine,	 and	 my	 favorite	 is	 Judge	 Judy…I	 don’t	 watch	 game	 shows.
There	is	nothing	free	in	this	world.	Except	our	spirits,	of	course,”	admonished
the	monk.

“One	 other	 thing,	 Dom,	 you	 could	 do	me	 a	 personal	 favor…could	 you
arrange	to	be	at	the	Mekong	River	Commission	Meeting	this	Friday	in	Chiang
Saen.	There	is	a	huge	showdown	about	the	construction	of	dams	on	the	river.
I	know	this	is	your	official	job,	outside	of	reading	and	meditating.	We	need	all
the	help	we	can	get	to	stop	the	hydro-electric	push.	Damming	of	the	Mekong
is	wrong.	Hey,	that	could	be	a	slogan	you	could	get	the	locals	to	learn.	A	dam
on	the	Mekong—is	just	DAMN	wrong.”

“I	 will	 try	 to	 get	 a	 chant	 started,”	 Dom	 Joi	 promised,	 knowing	 his
undercover	work	was	 not	 staying	 under	 the	 covers.	 Everybody	was	 finding



out	his	political	position.	“I	will	clear	my	absence	with	the	elders,	and	meet
you	at	the	Commission	meeting,	Moose…So	long,	Annie	Oakley,	be	sure	to
come	with	Moose,	I	could	use	the	entertainment.”	Disconnecting	the	cell	call,
Dom	scowled	at	the	intrusion.	I	certainly	don’t	need	more	on	my	plate.	Moose
would	laugh	at	my	use	of	the	Western	slang	for	being	busy	and	Annie	would
tease	me	for	being	so	large	of	stature.	It	would	be	good	to	see	them	again	and
good	 to	 get	 the	 electricity	 he	 had	 promised	 everyone	 in	 the	 golden	 Circle.
This	was	a	bad	time	for	the	new	technology	not	to	be	operating.	He	scowled
again…breathed	deep,	and	clearing	his	mind,	meditated	for	five	minutes,	not
a	thing	stirring,	not	a	thought	in	his	head—except	the	Abdul	story.	Sighing,	he
forsook	the	Lotus	position,	lay	down	on	his	couch	and	continued	reading	the
Abdul	myth.

…and	Abdul	sorrowed	because	he	could	not	 find	 the	name	of	God.	The
design	in	the	seal	was	like	a	star	but	had	six	points.	He	had	seen	many	such
designs	in	his	country’s	mosques	and	other	places,	but	nothing	to	describe	the
meaning	of	 the	seal	he	had	 taken	from	around	 the	box.	One	day	a	group	of
mariners	came	into	Abdul’s	village	to	buy	and	sell	spices	and	dye.

They	 were	 shipping	 men	 from	 Phoenicia.	 At	 night,	 in	 the	 market,	 he
gathered	several	of	them	to	his	fish	table,	and	told	them	of	his	experience	and
that	he	needed	to	know	who	could	read	the	seal	or	find	out	what	it	meant.	The
leader	 of	 the	mariners	 told	 Abdul	 to	 accompany	 them	 to	 Jerusalem,	 where
they	 were	 to	 meet	 King	 Solomon.	 This	 man	 claimed	 that	 Solomon,	 in	 a
dream,	was	given	a	 choice,	 by	an	 angel,	 of	wealth,	 fame,	glory	or	wisdom.
Solomon	 had	 chosen	 wisdom,	 the	 men	 told	 him.	 Perhaps	 he,	 or	 his	 many
scholars,	 could	 interpret	 the	 seal	 image.	 So,	 Abdul	 joined	 the	 sea	 faring
Phoenicians	 and	 traveled	 to	 Judea.	 He	 finally	 was	 given	 audience	 before
Solomon	because	he	had	told	the	servants	of	the	king	that	he	had	information
about	who	God	was,	and	the	names	he	should	be	called	by.

The	notorious	king	had	listened	to	Abdul’s	 tale	of	finding	the	star	shape
design	 and	 hearing	 the	 voices	 on	 the	 shore.	 “What	 manners	 of	 blasphemy
claim	you?	The	name	of	our	God,	since	Abraham,	the	Father	of	all	living,	has
been	I	AM	THAT	I	AM.	This	name	was	given	to	Moses	in	the	mountains	at
Sinai.	 You	 know	 that	 there	 are	 no	 gods	 greater	 than	 the	 God	 of	 Abraham,
Isaac	and	Jacob.”	The	King	was	glaring	sternly	at	poor	Abdul.

Abdul	was	terrified	before	the	king	but	showed	him	his	box	and	the	many
stones	set	 like	 jewelry	in	 the	star	shaped	pyramids.	He	also	showed	him	the
image	stamped	into	the	copper	seal	that	had	been	around	it.	The	visionaries,
scholars,	and	men	of	great	learning	in	the	court	gathered	around	to	look	upon
the	things	Abdul	had	brought.



“I	cannot	read	the	image,	Great	King,	and	was	told	by	men	that	you	had
been	given	wisdom	by	an	angel…I	think	I	heard	that	angel.	A	voice	told	me
this	was	 the	name	of	God.	 “Abdul	 then	pointed	 at	 the	 carved	design	 in	 the
seal	he	had	pried	off	the	ivory	box.

King	Solomon	studied	the	design,	and	then	looked	at	a	wise	scholar	from
Egypt.	 “Dost	 thou	 know	 this	 curious	 workmanship,	 Im-sety?”	 The	 scholar
claimed	to	know	what	it	meant.

“This	was	a	mathematical	design	to	show	the	ka	and	the	ba,	which	were
gods	representing	fire	and	air,	and	the	other,	water	and	earth.	It	also	shows	a
hieroglyph	of	mer,	which	was	great	light.

“This	then	is	the	design	of	Creation.”	the	wise	King	Solomon	ventured.

A	 soothsayer	 from	 India,	 and	 a	 student	 of	 early	 Sanskrit	 teachings
declared,	“Nay,	sire,	this	is	an	engraving	of	the	Universe	of	Love,	the	triangle
pointing	down;	and	the	baseness	and	passion	of	man	is	the	triangle	based	on
the	ground,	pointing	up	in	hope.”

“Perhaps	 it	has	some	acknowledgement	of	Love	and	of	Hope,”	declared
Solomon,	“But	be	it	known	that	I,	Solomon,	know	the	name	of	the	true	God…
it	is	Yah-way,	Hebrew	for	Creator.”

There	was	a	silence	in	the	chamber	of	the	King	of	Israel…all	present	were
afraid	to	venture	a	further	guess	or	an	interpretation.

“This	seal,”	announced	a	wise	man	who	was	attendant	in	the	court,	“is	a
powerful	 talisman.	 Its	 owner	 could	 repel	 evil	 spirits,	 dragons,	 and	 devils.
Truly	this	is	the	image	of	creation,	but	it	is	more,	it	is	the	sensual	comingling
of	 male	 and	 female,	 and	 it	 is	 fire	 and	 water,	 earth	 and	 air…it	 is	 a
representation	of	God	making	the	earth.	It	is	the	name	of	God.	This	Arabian
man	has	spoken	truly.	The	left	part	 is	the	Greek	letter	Epsilon,	and	the	right
section	is	Epsilon	reversed.	The	vertical	line	is	A,	on	the	top…O	in	the	center,
and	V	on	the	bottom.	Aay-oh-va!”

Solomon	smiled	and	nodded,	“In	Hebrew,	Aay-oh-va	is	Jehovah.”



“Hebrew	for	the	Greek	letter	E	is	yaw,”	continued	the	scholar,	“and	this	part
is	a	backward	E;	way—the	name	is,	truly,	as	thou	hast	said,	Great	King—

Yah-weh.”

“Jehovah	Yah-weh…”	proclaimed	the	Hebrew	king	“…the	great	name	of	the
true	God—the	God	of	Abraham!

I	shall	give	this	design	as	the	Star	Judea,	for	all	time.	How	may	I	reward
thee,	Abdul?”

And	so	it	was	that	Abdul	was	laden	with	riches	so	vast	that	he	could	not
count	them.	He	traded	the	box,	and	the	seal	to	Solomon,	who	showered	him
with	wealth,	and	sent	him	on	his	way	back	to	Babylon	rejoicing	at	his	fortune.
The	 kingdom	 of	 Solomon	 adopted	 the	 six-pointed	 star,	 which	 became	 the
emblem	for	the	people	of	Israel.	The	king	also	had	the	metal	Seal	crafted	into
a	ring,	which	legend	says	gave	him	power	over	demons	and	elements…

Abdul	returned	to	his	village,	where	he	lived	content	for	many	years.	The
people	in	his	village	would	never	believe	any	of	his	stories	about	the	box,	the
voice,	or	his	trip	to	Jerusalem.	The	men	would	laugh	heartily,	and	the	women
would	spit	derisively	whenever	Abdul	said	he	had	beheld	the	Queen	of	Sheba.
But	Abdul	 knew	what	 he	had	 seen	 and	he	heard	what	 he	heard,	 and	never,
throughout	the	long	life	of	Abdul,	did	his	story	change.	His	children	did	not
believe	him	but	could	not	explain	how	a	poor	fisherman	got	such	a	treasure	of
jewels	and	gold.	And	when	Abdul	passed	through	to	the	Gates	of	Heaven,	he
knew	the	real	name	of	God	was	Jeh-o-vah	Yah-wey	and	was	allowed	to	pass
by	the	guards	set	there	to	deny	those	who	knew	not	God….

Dom	 Joi	 was	 a	 dedicated	 scholar.	 He	 studied	 all	 religions,	 not	 just	 the
Buddhist	 theories,	but	 the	eastern	philosophy,	 the	Christian	and	Zionist,	and
also	 the	Muslim,	 the	Zen,	 the	New	Age,	and	every	other	claim	 to	 truth.	He
had	seen	with	his	own	eyes	an	ancient	artifact	similar	to	the	one	described	in



the	 fable	 of	Abdul.	 It	was	 like	 two	 pyramids	 and	 looked	 like	 a	 star.	 It	was
built	out	of	stone	panels	set	in	metal	seams.

The	Great	Asian	Talisman	was	kept	in	an	old	temple	at	Ta	Muen	Thom,
not	 far	 from	 Yarlung	 Tspango	 Canyon.	 It	 had	 survived	 the	 Boundary	War
between	Thailand	and	Laos	over	a	UNESCO	protected	site;	a	war	which	had
gotten	him	into	politics	and	nearly	killed.	This	artifact	had	been	found	in	the
Cave	of	Elephanta,	in	India,	and	had	been	celebrated	by	the	Brahmanical	and
Buddhist	religions.	He	knew	that	the	Hermetic	philosophies	of	Indian	teachers
from	before	the	Middle	Ages	had	claimed	the	two	triangles	represented	water
and	fire.

One	of	his	teachers	had	claimed	the	design	represented	God’s	pure	nature
of	 Love	 and	 man’s	 corrupt	 opposite,	 that	 its	 significance	 was	 resurrection
versus	judgments;	forgiveness	pointing	down,	and	prayerful	confession	of	sin
stretching	up.	The	early	Dalai	Lamas	had	settled	on	the	spiritual	hopes,	needs
and	wishes	of	humanity	as	 the	base	triangle,	while	 the	inverted	triangle	was
the	creation	force	extended	downward.	He	had	even	been	told	by	one	very	old
teacher	that	the	thing	was	called	the	Maaseh	Mer-ka-bah,	a	spirit	wheel,	and
that	the	Fifth	Dalai	Lama	had	made	it	spin.	The	Lamas	had	made	it	move	as
light,	instantaneous—similar	to	thought.	It	used	the	same	spinning	energy	that
the	human	chakras	used.	The	monks	had	been	taught	that	the	parts	of	the	earth
were	energy	spinning,	that	even	the	matter	known	now	as	DNA	were	spinning
vortices.	Maybe	the	third	rite	exercise	of	whirling	had	some	energy	function
with	the	chakras,	Dom	Joi	reasoned	in	his	mind.	But	this	Mer-ka-ba	had	to	be
ultra,	high	speed	whirling.

Dom	Joi	decided	he	would	visit	the	ancient	temple	and	study	this	artifact
at	the	first	opportunity.	Now.	he	had	to	consider	less	spiritual	things,	such	as
packing	 and	making	 travel	 arrangements	 to	 Chiang	 Saen.	 The	 old	 fable	 of
Babylon	stayed	in	his	head;	it	seemed	like	more	than	a	fictional	story.	Maybe
some	old	myths	had	elements	of	fact	woven	through	them.	He	remembered	an
old	quote	by	Alexandre	Humbolt,	“Myths	are	history	in	disguise”.	He	would
try	to	rip	the	mask	off.
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