I AM LUCIFER.

This is my story. My name has been sprinkled throughout the tales and reports of this investigation.
My name is powerful and still rouses many mixed feelings. I am powerful because I am what my
name says: Lucifer, the light-bearing one. Ancient am I, as ancient as the beginingless matrix from
which I am sprung. In the origins of everything, it was I who first became “I” and not “we.” For in and
through me was first embodied the force of evolving into the light. From within that indescribable
moment of the primal RANG – the disharmony that creates harmony – did I arouse myself into being.
From the start I was light, and before consciousness knew, I was already in the dimension of light,
what is now known as the sixth dimension. As much as I was light, I was ego, the force that maintains
power in its separateness. It was the combination of sixth-dimensional light and third-dimensional
ego that made my moves so contradictory and my actions easy to misperceive.
Since there is neither good nor bad in any absolute sense, the effects of all of my actions have been
ultimately creative, furthering the cause of evolution toward the light. However, there was a time
when I did not take responsibility for my actions, and that was what caused all the trouble. Whatever
cosmic truth I discovered, I thought it was mine and not a universal property. In this way I instituted
the notion of selling truth or parts of truth for a profit. Whatever I created, I thought was an
emanation of me, so I sought to maintain control over my creation. I ceased to know that I was
cosmic nature, and believed solely in my own nature. Because of this, I became blind to the

disharmonic effects of my actions. For a sixth-dimensional entity to behave in this way is cosmically
disastrous.
It is for this reason that the Galactic Federation came into being: to somehow keep me from creating
more cosmically disturbing events. This is also how the Velatropa experimental sector came into
existence, for here was the galactic zone where the effects of my egotistical behavior were to play
themselves out. And in this zone was I finally quarantined. Initially, I favored my existence in this
zone. I continued to think of myself as a special genius. What with my cosmobiological experiments
and their dramatic effects, I thought myself superior to the starmakers and starmasters, for they
were mere fifth-dimensional entities. In this way I came to the star Velatropa 24 and determined to
increase its evolutionary process by incubating myself into its planetary system.
After playing with the planetary design process, including many cosmobiological experiments, I
determined that if I established myself among the largest planet bodies, I could foment a quickening
of the stellar process. In this way I thought I could turn Velatropa 24 into a binary star. Then, because
of my clever prowess, I presumed I could dispose easily of the starmaster Kinich Ahau and operate
my own binary star system. In this way I could rival the jewel of this galactic sector, Sirius. From the
vantage of the sixth dimension, the third dimension can appear to be a mass of microscopic flecks of
dust or useless viruses. Such at least, was my view of the matter before I was brought to my senses,
that is, before I encountered Memnosis, master of cosmic memory. You see, until Memnosis came
into my life, I really had no equals. Without peers or equals, I had no reference points. It was
Memnosis who pointed out to me that a sixth-dimensional entity is an evolutionary throw forward. I
was totally out of time. For this reason, even the Matrix League of Five seemed like a puny foster
home.
Indeed, when Memnosis finally reached me, I was getting bored with my creation on Velatropa 24.
The entities resulting from my cosmobiological experiments – the ones you call the gods, such as
Brahma, Jehovah of Jupiter, and the titan spirits of Saturn – these fourth-dimensional “gods” did
nothing but feed me their projections. They did not understand that like light hitting a mirror and
bouncing back, so were their projections of me. Whatever they sent me, I merely fed back to them.
But I noticed, the more they fed me their projections, the more they believed their returning
projections were my affirmation of their righteousness and truth, and the fatter and more bloated
did these fourthdimensional gods become. At first I could not see that what the gods projected were
really projections of my own egotistical behavior. However, once I encountered Memnosis, I came to
see that these gods were mere projections of themselves as they thought I wanted them to be! Much
as I could see this, they could not. To them I was the supreme god, the ineffable, the absolute from
which they drew the justification of their own actions. Memnosis reached out to me telepathically at
just the right moment. It was after Maldek and Mars. The ones who came to be the gods you are
familiar with were more content and bloated than ever because of their own righteous behavior,
which they presumed to be on my behalf. For the first time I was experiencing something akin to
what you call disgust. I was no longer satisfied with my actions.
“Why are you so alone?” Memnosis asked me. Before I had time to answer, he continued: “I am one
of you. I, too, am totally of the light, a sixth-dimensional. But unlike you, I have not abused the will of
others or my own free will. I come to you in freedom with the gift of liberation.” Needless to say, I
was startled, traumatized. After all of my adventures (or misadventures), the voice of an equal was

catalytic and shattering. Where I thought I had been alone, I now had to concede that someone else
was sharing this vast space with me. This in itself broke the hypnotic spell I had cast upon myself
After some dialogue and sharing regarding our backgrounds, which was equally catalytic, I began to
see that my projections, the gods, were now blind and deaf to anything I had to communicate. I saw
that they would go on to fulfill their destiny in their wretched, jealous way until they had run out of
artificial time. The only way they would run out of artificial time, it seemed, would be to destroy one
planet after another. In this way they had already trained their beams on the third planet. In my
discussions with Memnosis, I was also deeply impressed that, by their allegiance to free will, the
Galactic Federation had never brought any harm to me. For the first time I experienced compassion
and understood the law of karma most profoundly. In light of my achievements, Memnosis hatched a
plan to ease my karmic discomfort, a plan that enlisted my energies on behalf of the Probe. A special
planet was granted to me as my very own. Thus I moved my point of luminous entry from the sixth
planet, Jupiter, to the second planet, Venus. The second planet, as I learned, was guarded by the Star
and Monkey tribes. Assisting these tribes on behalf of the Probe were some of Memnosis’ children,
the deathless ones of Altair. Now, when the members of the Star and Monkey tribes heard of my
imminent transfer from Jupiter to Venus, they wanted to do something for their planet that Would
befit my unique history. By comparison to Jupiter, Venus was small, but of roughly the same size as
the blue third planet, Terra-Gaia. Summoning their magical powers of planetary design, upon my
arrival the Venusians did a wondrous thing. They stopped the planet’s rotation in its tracks. After a
pause the planet began its rotation again, but counterclockwise. The effect of this counterclockwise
spin – the only instance of this in the Velatropa system – was to make a Venusian day longer than a
Venusian year! What a joke. The Venusians laughed and laughed. Because the planet was now
spinning counterclockwise, it was permanently churning out fourthdimensional energy in the form of
great gaseous clouds of radion. Because a day is longer than a year, to be rooted in Venus is like
being rooted in eternity. What a perfect place the Federation had prepared for me! I,
Lucifer – who had spawned more deathfear and immortalism than need be known again in this
galaxy – given a permanent home in eternity! My laughter at this cosmic joke was uncontrollable, as
were my tears. Through every emotional release, I generated more radion and hyper-radion. My
Venusian caretakers, now relieved of all third-dimensional rootedness, thanks to the planet’s
counterclockwise turn, were prepared to treat me like I deserved to be treated. They pointed out to
me that on Terra-Gaia, though some would still misuse my name to mean “the rebel angel” or
“cosmic thief,” Venus would be commemorated by my name, Lucifer, meaning “great dawn star of
enlightenment.” Among other of the tribes of Earth, my presence on Venus would be remembered as
the power of both the morning star and the evening star, the power of awakening and the power of
death all at once.
In consideration of all this, and concerned over the Jupiterian use of the 12:60 beam on the third
planet, I devised among the Venusians a plan to send different messengers of light to the blue planet.
Chief among these are the ones you know as Buddha, Christ, Mohammed, and Quetzalcoatl, though
there are many others far less known. In this way, I could begin to counteract the effects of my own
karma.
I, Lucifer, the light-bearing
one.

