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OVERVIEW 
 
The text brought to your attention was written as a diary on the top 

of a mountain in the Province of Alicante called the Puig Campana 
(Valencia, Spain) in the year 1983, without the author thinking of 
publishing it and with the only purpose of collecting the experiences 

that he lived in that place. 
Given its extension (1,005 pages of source text), when its 
publication was recommended in 1992, and given that some of the 

writings were targeted to certain “Conscience conditions,” as was 
expressly said by whom introduced himself as the “Angel Umiel,” 

only a minimum portion of the manuscript was published: those 
texts that were then called the Initiation Trials, and that didn’t 
disclose at all the whole cryptic contents. In the following editions, 

other important parts of the Diary were also deleted and omitted: 
(1st Edition 1992, Editorial Heptada, Spain; 2nd Edition 1996, 

Editorial Elyon, Spain — and two consecutive international editions 
of the Diary with the title Mi iniciación con los ángeles, in 2001, 
Editorial Centauro Prosperar, Mexico). 

In this edition, the author has agreed to include, together with what 
was already published, the paragraphs that he had omitted, 

excluding nevertheless those other parts that cannot still be 
disclosed, as Miguel Angel promised to the Angel Umiel. 
The Diary has recovered a new meaning that is very different to 

what was already known, as it takes us to a more holistic and 
consistent vision of this “Initiation journey.” 
To better understand all what has already been explained and not 

to be mistaken, we must say that the A.D.A.M.A. is a macro-source 
that includes THIRTEEN books that are specified below and that will 

be mentioned later on for students, seekers and Mystic 
investigators. 
 



 

Therefore, the A.D.A.M.A. is divided in the following “sections”: 
 

1. Book of Ophaniel. 
2. Book of Malchiel.  

3. Book of Zacoutel.  
4. Book of the Thirteen Pages (included in this book).  
5. Book of Synigouria and Raziel.  

6. Book of Ke.  
7. Book of Memories.  
8. Book of Serpitas.  

9. Book of the Guardians.  
10. Book of Tahariel.  

11. The cryptic writings. The Palace.  
12. Book of Names.  
13. Book of the South.  

 



 

AT THE WATCHTOWER HILL 
 
August 13th, 1977 

"God creates at his will. Everything created has a purpose and is 
useful for something. Nobody dies until he has accomplished what 
he must fulfil. 

The writer is born a writer not to earn a salary or for his name to be 
engraved in History, but to make the inspiration of God the meter of 
his writings, so as to communicate to human beings the intentions 

of God. The musician isn't born to go down in History, but to give 
information to the people through his music. The painter and all 

artists are not born artists to go down in History; they are born 
artists to communicate a divine message through their works to 
other mortals. Man is not born with speech to tell lies, but to tell the 

truth. 
Bear in mind that there are no other creatures of Creation that 

speak, compose music and do works of art like you. If these talents 
were useless, all the other animals would also have them. It’s a pity 
that these talents are also used to create confusion, as has been 

and will be." 
 

August 20th, 1977 
"If after speaking to people, you have seen that some are afraid, it’s 
because they owe something that can be thrown back in their 

faces." 
 
September 16th, 1977 

"A new faith will be prepared. It will be a faith without leaders and I 
can assure you that the guides and the emissaries shall be both 

things at the same time. (It’s in this occasion that the aureole 
appears for the first time on the olive tree.) 
The incarnate God will not arrive when the world wants him to. He 

will return to Earth and NOBODY will know it. The Earth will never 
be prepared to know him. You, who doubt, remember that 

NOTHING is impossible. You will look for lambs and God will again 
be revolution, the REVOLUTION that sets the Spirit free." 



 

September 21st, 1977 
"The body is a vague shape. Do what your heart tells you to do. If 

you think you are prepared, it means you are also prepared to 
suffer. I will be always by your side. Don't say anything about this 

yet, because there are some events that mustn’t be hurried. I will 
speak to you and prepare you, but for this you shouldn’t leave my 
side. If the world isn’t prepared for these times, you will know and 

they will know my signs that will be signs from God. If the events 
are rushed, the same that has occurred will occur again; if they 
aren’t rushed, the Son of God, JESUS, will appear with his power 

and his Glory along Time." 
 

October 20th, 1977 
"Once your preparation has finished, I will take you there where 
you will find the followers of Christ." 

 
July 19th, 1979 

"You say that what Judas did when he sold the God of Heaven for 
thirty coins was damnable. But isn’t it more serious what man does? 
If Judas sold Him for thirty coins, for how much would you sell Him, 

for how much would you sell his cause? Don’t forget this: you would 
sell him for a tiny bit of honour, for a simple delight of your senses, 

for a simple "what other people might think!" Don’t cry yet. The 
time will come in which tears, everywhere, will be transformed in a 
torrent." 

 
September 22nd, 1979 
"These two groups (the people that I have just met, Tomas and 

Andres) will multiply themselves and will form a spike of thirteen. 
You won’t have to search for anyone." 

 
September 23rd, 1979 
"They (the two people) will recognize you when you start speaking 

to them, because you have lived together in another life. You 
shouldn’t reprimand them, believe me, do things as I will tell you 

when the moment is right." 



 

September 30th, 1979 
"Write. Process the number seven and the virtues you already 

know. Write. Think in the meaning of gentleness, through which 
you can reach Perfection. It covers three things: the first one 

regulates the heart, the second one regulates your speech and the 
third one, your actions. You will have a gentle heart if you don’t let 
yourself be carried away by the rage that arises in your inner-self 

when something bad happens or when you are insulted. Your 
speech will be gentle if you speak clearly to everyone, avoiding 
quarrels and disputes, and offensive and harsh words. Your actions 

will be gentle if instead of taking revenge for insults, or returning 
evil for evil, you do favours, you excuse those who offend you and 

ask God to forgive them." 
 
October 2nd, 1979 

"Process the number seven and its Virtues. Write. Take into account 
that mercy has two forms, one physical and the other spiritual, and 

if you could join both forms, you would reach part of your 
Perfection. Teach all those who ask you about things they don’t 
know, in such a way that they will be driven towards God. Give 

good advice to those who ask for it and correct the failures that go 
against Spirituality. Comfort those that are sad and grief-stricken 

the best you can. Forgive in you heart the offences against you; 
suffer patiently the trouble that your fellow men cause. Help your 
brothers in their needs in accordance to your possibilities; give them 

a lot if you are wealthy and a little if you have little to give away." 
 
October 3rd, 1979 

"Process the number seven and the virtues you already know. 
Write. Love those who are near you; be them rich or poor, gypsies 

or Japanese, Buddhists or Muslims, Jews or Christians. Do for them 
all you can. Love them with your heart and your soul. Only that way 
will you be in Perfection. If you give something, never ask for 

anything in return." 
 

October 16th, 1981 
"Continue like up to now. Did you think that everyone was going to 
believe you? Nobody accepts other people if they don’t say what 

one is interested in. Why do you think you are here, in this land? I 
tell you, if there wasn’t anybody who believed you, you wouldn’t 
have been born. Don’t pay attention to those who might criticize 



 

you, on the contrary, get acquainted to those who listen to you and 
multiply your conversations; love them all. They think they are wise 

although they will be orphaned. The gentle will reach wisdom. Go 
and don’t cry." 

 
April 21st, 1982 
"When 700 listen, when they applaud, blood will come out of a 

flank, breasts will supply glory and the Glory of God will arrive. 
When 700 listen, the hardest rocks will sing praises and the kings 
won’t be able to sit in their places. When 700 listen, the world will 

ask for blood, from this blood the people of the Earth will drink, and 
then the Glory of God will commence." 

 
April 23rd, 1982 
"The Heavens and the Earth will join one day to sing the Glory of 

God, which will come so quickly that it will run the risk of not being 
perceived. Women will be the first to see the aureole of God." 

 
April 26th, 1982 
"You will be in meetings and people will come to hear you from 

every town, and all of those who come will return to tell the 
wonders. And many cities will believe in this, as they will see that 

your lips opened to speak about the Heavens and not the Earth. 
This won’t happen in the treacherous city, but in the brave city." 
 

May 4th, 1982 
"The promised signs will appear and the world won’t understand 
them. The devil’s argument will deny that they have been seen and 

nobody will understand this. 
If your fist hits a rock, water will flow. Although some people won’t 

drink it, thinking it’s poisonous, they will throw back in your face, 
some other day, that you didn't let them drink. From a miracle 
worker to a sorcerer those men that cannot see beyond will only 

notice a short step." 



 

May 5th, 1982 
"Signs will appear around the world for man to interpret them. Let 

them look and they will see the signs in every corner: healings, 
resurrections, and angel’s voices, signs in the Heavens and on the 

Earth. One day, the prophets will be summoned but they will have 
gone deaf." 
 

June 10th, 1982 
"The signs will be for those that didn’t ask for them. But for those 
who ask for them, is there a better sign than a Presence and faith?" 

 
April 2nd, 1983 

"Go to the East and be your steps guided by your steps. Oh, the city 
that is the world! In that city a reflection will remain that will never 
be extinguished: the Traitor... You will see the city of Braveness, 

and light will come out of the Bread of the World and of the Door of 
the Universe, to be united only in Bread and Door towards Infinity. 

Wait for us in that poor city, that we will exalt to high levels." 
 



 

PARAGRAPHS EXTRACTED FROM THE 
TRAVEL JOURNALS OF THE SEVEN 
TEENAGERS 

 

Journal of Pablo V. de la C. 
«When we had left the town and walked about three kilometres, we 

saw —Yolanda, Andres, Paco and me, and Pascual and Miguel Angel 
also— that a star “switched off” in the sky. This frightened us a lot 
and we sat down on a curb, and then we all saw how two other 

stars moved up and down, for at least one hour. Other four stars 
formed the shapes of crosses. Afterwards we were walking down 
the road when, over our heads, on top of us, another bigger star 

passed at high speed, without making any noise and without 
disappearing. And when I told the others the shape it had, as I was 

the first one to see it because it came from behind us and I saw it 
better, they told me not to say anything, that I shouldn’t write it 
down in this journal or they would break it into pieces, because 

when they read it in Jaen, they would say that we had lost our 
minds. But Miguel Angel has told me to do what I wish because the 

journal is mine, but that I should hand it to him, that I shouldn’t 
take it to Jaen, and that he will keep it. The o thers don’t know this, 
Miguel Angel told me it was our secret and that I shouldn’t say 

anything about it in Ubeda, or he would get cross with me. The 
shape was the following. 
When it got close to us it was like this: 

 

 
And when it was over us it was like this: 
 

 



 

Of the colour of the moon. And this star went in the same direction 
that we were walking. The others didn’t attach importance to it, 

except Andres, that said it wasn’t a shooting star, because it 
didn’t...» 

 
Journal of Pascual Tallante Molina 
«At about 1,700 feet from Callosa I looked up to the sky and saw 

some stars that I had never seen before and that shined more than 
the others. There were three, and I pointed at them for the others 
to see, as they attracted my attention. 

Suddenly, one of them that was on the right ceased to shine. We 
were all startled when we saw this phenomenon, because a star 

can’t “switch” itself off just like that. We took off our backpacks and 
remained still, contemplating the other two stars, that were losing 
their brightness. Suddenly, we saw them moving up and down at 

great speed, and this frightened us. Miguel Angel looked over his 
head and saw how a kind of brighter star passed over him, at a 

high speed and slithering like a snake. It didn’t emit any sound. 
After a while without seeing anything else, we continued our way 
and some black coloured images appeared in the sky, highlighted in 

the darkness. These black images were the following.» 
 

 
 
Journal of Yolanda M. M. (Yoli) 

«We started our journey to Bolulla, and when we had only walked 
one mile and a half we looked at the sky, surprised to see one 
constellation of three stars in a straight line followed by other four 

stars with the shape of a cube. 
 

 



 

One of them “switched off” and didn’t appear again. I had some 
strange feelings and we left the backpacks on the ground, to stop 

and see this strange phenomenon. Then all of us also saw (because 
only Pascual, Lakel, Andres and I saw the star disappearing) that 

the other stars moved up and down, as if they were tied with a 
string. We continued our journey a bit frightened. 
The moon was red in colour. Miguel Angel saw something in the sky 

and asked me if I could see something underneath the four stars, 
and I told him what I saw: a kind of open triangle. This was the 
same that what he saw. Then he told me he had spoken about this 

with Andres before asking me. The other people, Pascual and 
Andres, could also see a cross. Also, some of them saw... (illegible) 

with robes walking along a very long path. 
I was very frightened and remembered what Nay and myself had 
been reading during the morning.» 

 
Journal of Andres G. L. ("the Long") 

«It all started when Pascual... (illegible) a series of stars, a tail of 
three. All of us mistook them for the Big Dipper, but that was 
impossible because the Big Dipper was right in front of us. 

Suddenly, one of the stars, the first one starting from the right, 
went off. We were all bewildered and looked at each other. We 

asked ourselves many questions and answered them on our own. 
But this was not all because just after this event another one 
occurred, as fantastic as the first one. The two remaining stars, that 

were joined to the one that had disappeared and that formed a tail 
together... these two stars started to move. Although it sounds very 
strange, it really happened. The two stars positioned themselves at 

a great distance and after a while they returned to their initial state 
in a straight line... (illegible) for example, priests, politics, etc., and 

they pay attention to them. I don’t want them to believe me, I only 
want respect. 
An object moved in the skies at great speed and it couldn’t be an 

aeroplane, because it didn’t have pilot lights and no sound could be 
heard. It also flew very high. It couldn’t be a satellite either, 

because with the full moon, a satellite would shine just like a star. 
We considered it a flying object that we have not identified. 



 

Pascual pointed to the sky and indicated a formation of four stars. It 
was a cross, because a black thread joined two stars, and another 

thread joined the other two.» 
 

 
 

Journal of Juani C. V. (Nay) 
«At about four o’clock in the evening, Pablo, Paco, and Andres went 
for food and came back in a moment. They were angry and we 

didn’t eat until six o’clock; we didn’t eat because of their discussion. 
After eating, we prepared our things to go and it was time to say 

goodbye to the boys. Truly, I had a lump in my throat that made it 
a difficult moment for me, but we said goodbye and they told us 
that the next day they would also go to Bolulla, and in this state of 

things we started walking to the next town. 
We had walked a short distance when Lakel, Yolanda, Pascual and 
Andres told Paco and me that they had seen a star in the sky that 

had stopped shining, and they decided to stop a while, because it 
seemed “suspicious.” Then they told me: “Look at those stars and 

say if you see how they move.” I looked at them and, in fact, they 
did move. I thought it might be an optical illusion. After a while we 
continued walking, and as the darkness surrounded us more and 

more, our fear became more intense. This made me think in what 
Yolanda and I had been reading during the morning. 

Some may think that all this was just pure coincidence, although I 
think there is something more intense... (illegible) as that night was 
really a quite peculiar one. And at last we reached Bolulla.» 

 
Journal of Miguel Angel L. Melgarejo 
«After saying goodbye to the boys and to Manolo, we picked up our 

backpacks and started for the next town, called Bolulla. When we 
had walked one kilometre, Pascual stopped suddenly and said, 

pointing to the sky: “Look at those three stars that shine, have you 
ever seen them?” We stopped and looked at the three stars that, 
surprisingly, shined in a straight line. After that I looked down to 

continue walking, thinking that they were some constellation. But 



 

after a moment I heard Yolanda, Pascual and Andres shouting that 
one of the stars had disappeared. I looked at the sky and, in fact, 

one of the stars, positioned on the right, wasn’t there anymore. All 
my body shivered. It was more than strange, it was impossible to 

believe, but true, because I had been looking at that star before. 
We stopped very impressed. We were looking at the other two stars 
when suddenly they started to move. They moved closer to each 

other and then separated, sometimes going up or down and staying 
in a straight line. Our enthusiasm was limitless. We began to speak 
and... (illegible) while the stars came to a standstill without moving. 

Andres and I couldn’t think in anything else but the sky and the 
stars, when I looked again and saw the following: 

 

 
 
Marked in the sky in shades of black that stood out in the full moon 
and that was positioned underneath four stars. It was a black 

picture in the sky that Yolanda and Andres also saw. It made my 
hair stand on end. I even felt afraid, panic-stricken. Yolanda 

grasped my arm, nearly starting to cry in terror, as that was difficult 
to understand. We continued walking when this sign disappeared, 
and suddenly Andres and Pascual pointed to the sky 

enthusiastically. “A cross has appeared!” New fears and new 
opinions, and sometimes silent moments, as we didn’t know how to 
explain what our eyes were seeing. 

We continued to Bolulla very excited, with the urge to communicate 
our people what we had seen. 

“They might think we have lost our minds,” said Andres. “We have 
seen it and we must tell the truth,” I replied, with a strange feeling. 
Before reaching Bolulla, in a place where the little town could be 

seen at our feet, I fell asleep looking at the full moon.»  
 



 

A.D.A.M.A. — FIRST PERIOD: 
From May 5th to July 11th, 1983 
 
Gandia: Thursday, May 5th, 1983 
«Nothing special happened today, except that when I woke up, I 

really wanted to cry. I suffered looking at my friends, and I suffered 
remembering we had to separate. I spent all day long giving them 

instructions and making drawings for their journals. This way, I was 
occupied and I didn’t think in anything else. After supper, which I 
ate with no appetite, we lay down in the outskirts of Gandia, in a 

piece of open ground, next to the river.» 
 
From Gandia to Benidorm 

Friday, May 6th, 1983 
«We woke up and I —feeling very sad because I had to leave 

them— went to the Municipal Police station, where they handed me 
a coupon from the charity Caritas for the bus to take me to 
Benidorm. 

I hardly spoke during the day and wanted to cry constantly, 
although I didn’t, because although I felt heart-broken, I didn’t 

want them to notice it so they wouldn’t feel uneasy. 
At last it was 1:15 p.m. and the bus was leaving to Benidorm with 
me, I said goodbye to Pascual, Paco, Andres, Yolanda, and Nay, 

after giving them the same advice as the day before. It was after 
leaving Gandia that I burst into tears, incapable of withstanding any 
longer my urge to cry. 

When we were passing Calpe, I noticed that the sky was getting 
cloudy. The temperature dropped — possibly because we were near 

the beach— and a thick fog covered the city and the bus, up to the 
point that the passengers looked out of the windows and asked 
themselves about this sudden fog. 

When we had nearly reached Benidorm, I saw the Puig Campana in 
the distance: my target! My body shivered... I felt helpless and 

frightened. Everything seemed to bring me down. Finally, we 
arrived in Benidorm.» 



 

From Benidorm to the foot of the Puig Campana 
«Once the bus had stopped, I bought a spare notebook, I put it 

inside my backpack with my few possessions, and started to walk 
towards La Nucia. After two kilometres out of Benidorm, I took a 

path full of stones —where we had camped previously— and I made 
my way in a straight line towards the Puig Campana, that appeared 
in all its majesty in front of me. The sky was slightly clouded, with a 

grey-bluish colour, and the mist passed faintly by my side... 
Everything was solitude. 
After walking during two hours climbing up a small mountain, I 

viewed another smaller mountain. I felt like shouting when I 
remembered my friends, their sweet faces and the sad look in their 

eyes. I looked at the Great Mountain again. All by my own, 
remembrance made me burst into tears, with the solitude that the 
mountain shared with me. Why now, my God? Mi question received 

no answer... only the wind. 
It was getting dark when I reached the foot of the second 

mountain, where I ate a sandwich that my friends had prepared for 
me in Gandia. I remembered them again: “Take care Miguel Angel, 
and don’t you worry about any of us.” It seemed as if the air 

brought me back their voices... I loved them so much in that 
moment! God hadn’t talked to me yet, so to speak. I took my 

blanket and my sleeping bag and I lay down after praying on the 
ground full of leaves.» 
 

Saturday, May 7th, 1983 
«I couldn’t sleep at all during the night. I was startled and couldn’t 
fall asleep. Every noise woke me up. It started to be very cold and 

at last, the first sun rays started to shine. It must have been seven 
o’clock in the morning when I prepared myself to climb up the 

second mountain, after which was, at last, the Puig Campana. It 
was cloudy first thing in the morning, although I felt a suffocating 
heat. 

I finished eating, and there was little water left. The bread had 
gone hard despite the bag in which it was wrapped. I started to get 

frightened because I had so little food left... fear soaked my bones 
and mixed up with the heat that bothered me. My shirt was 
drenched; I looked to my front: there wasn’t a single shade where 

to take shelter, to feel a bit more comfortable. 
After walking a few kilometres, I got to the foot of the Puig 
Campana and looked at the mountain again. The top was covered 



 

with clouds. Then I hesitated; I didn’t know if to climb or to pass 
the night there. My worries, now, were food and water. I 

remembered the altitude of the mountain: 4,625 feet, and again I 
was panic-stricken, a feeling that bothered me so much. 

I didn’t think about it anymore and searched for a rock with some 
shade, where I sat down to think. I fell asleep. When I woke up it 
was getting dark, I was sweating and felt cold at the same time. As 

I had slept for a short while, I thought that I should climb a little 
distance, and taking my backpack and after drinking a sip of water, 
I started my clumsy ascent to the hilltop.» 

 
TIME 

«I mustn’t have climbed more than fifty feet (approximately), when 
I found a good place to sleep again. I was very tired. In front of me 
was the steep slope. It was horrible to look at it. I lay down to sleep 

when the stars were already shining in the horizon. 
I woke up due to a noise right by my side, over my head, and I felt 

surprised. I saw an old man dressed in grey who threw to my side 
some small stones and looked at me with a nasty face. 
At first, I didn’t know what to say, as I thought it was all the result 

of my imagination or of darkness. 
Then the old man got near me walking clumsily. 

“You won’t ask me what I’m doing here and what is my name?” 
I felt a lump in my throat. His look was disgusting. He was full of 
wrinkles and his face remembered me that of a mummy. It seemed 

he didn’t have any teeth and he covered his head with a wide brim 
ragged hat. 
“You’ve frightened me” I answered. “I thought this place was 

empty.” The old man scolded me again: 
“Won’t you ask me my name?” 

I thought he was a lonely old guy that wanted to chat so I 
humoured him. “Alright. What is your name?” 
“I am called Time” he answered, “and I have two things for you.” 

He looked inside his pockets and took out two white stones (I’m not 
sure, but the stones were not exactly white, but a grey creamy 

colour) and said: 
“Look at these two stones carefully.” 



 

He squeezed the left one and blood came out of it, to the point that 
his hand got full of blood and a few drops fell to the ground. Then 

he said: 
“This is your past time.” 

After that he showed me the stone in his right hand and said: “Take 
both stones and join them.” 
I took them with fear and tried to put them together, but when I 

tried to do it the stones repelled each other, like a magnet when 
you try to join it by the same poles. The old man smiled: 
“You can’t join them because Time at the right hasn’t occurred yet. 

Only after your achievements, will you be able to make both Times 
only one.” 

He took both stones from my hands and put them again in his 
pockets. He was going to leave when I stopped him: 
“Wait! When will that happen?” 

“Climb the mountain and you will learn.” 
And the old man walked away towards the other side of the 

mountain.» 
 
CLIMB TO THE MOUNTAINTOP. Sunday, May 8th, 1983 

«I got up in the morning feeling very weak. What had happened the 
night before seemed a dream. But if it was a dream, it seemed 

quite real. I followed the instructions of that “dream” and continued 
climbing towards the top of the mountain. Everything was very 
arduous, it was very hot and I felt very tired. I hardly progressed in 

my climb.» 
 
Monday, May 9th, 1983 

«Today has been awful. My bread and my water have finished. To 
go up a steep slope I have had to go around the mountain. It’s 

cloudy. I feel hungry and cold.» 
 
Tuesday, May 10th, 1983 

«My eyesight gets clouded when I write. I am near to getting a 
sunstroke. I haven’t eaten or drunk anything and I feel very weak. I 

am afraid of all this. But, would it be sensible to back out now? 
The heat is suffocating me and I think in all my friends. I’ve had to 
take up the things in my backpack one by one, because with the 

backpack on my back I couldn’t climb up a stone wall. I’m sweating 
and can’t write anymore. I’m going to sleep.» 



 

Wednesday, May 11th, 1983 
«Today I feel very well. I spent the night better than what I 

expected. My nasty headache disappeared. It wasn’t caused by 
hunger. It was because of the heat. 

This afternoon I have climbed through a much better place. Now, 
for example, I feel happy... The beauty I’m gazing at from these 
heights cheers me up. 

I’m still sweating, but it’s like if during all this distance I’ve had 
enough water. I’m not thirsty although I feel my mouth very dry. So 
I pick a blade of grass and I suck it... I’m happy.» 

 
THREE YOUNG WOMEN. Thursday, May 12th, 1983 

«While I continued the difficult climb, I heard someone laughing 
behind a near mound. At first I thought it was some bird nest, and 
then I thought my hearing had tricked me. Anyway, I tried to climb 

dragging my backpack up to where I thought I had heard the 
laughter. When I had a look, I saw three women naked from the 

waist up. One of them had red hair, the one in the centre had bluish 
hair and the third one had black hair. 
As if they felt surprised, they looked at me and smiled. Then they 

held out their arms and said: “Come, take your clothes off and 
make love to us.” 

I felt embarrassed and thought the situation wasn’t normal: it was 
like with the old man. I felt my heart beating quickly. They got near 
me but none of them touched me. 

“Come, take your clothes off and make love to us” repeated one of 
them looking at me even more defiantly. I saw in her eyes an 
indescribable lust. In my life had I seen three faces so beautiful. 

I answered: 
“I know you are a trial for me. I don’t want to.” 

The three of them seemed suddenly angry, and then they said: “Is 
it that you are a homosexual? Do you prefer men?” 
“That’s not so” I answered, “you’re wrong.” 

They continued: 
“Then, come here; we are not a trial: walk up, touch our breasts 

and you will be reassured.” 
“I can’t do it” I insisted, “I don’t LOVE you.” 
“Is it that you like men?” they asked smiling. 

“You don’t know what you’re saying. And you don’t know what I 
am.” 
“You are stupid” they said with disdain, “what is it? Who do you 



 

think you are?” 
Just as they finished saying this, three young men appeared behind 

them, with naked torsos and their hair identical to that of the 
women. The three of them spoke at the same time and said: 

“Come, touch as and make love to us.” 
I started to breathe quickly. They continued: 
“Come, come to us, we will feed you. Take your clothes off and 

come to us.” “I can’t” I said again. 
“Is it that you are afraid? We know you are a lurid guy, we know 
you want to have sex with us three.” 

All this was starting to frighten me. I think I replied many things 
without thinking in what I was saying and that I acted awkwardly. 

But suddenly all the situation seemed stupid to me and I replied like 
a robot: 
“I DON’T LOVE YOU. If I did, I would go with you.” 

Then, an incredibly beautiful image appeared in front of them. A 
woman wearing a white, or clear gray, robe. She exuded a great 

calmness and radiated an infinite peace, as I had never felt before. 
That being communicated me an adolescent LOVE. Feverish, 
strange and deep. She approached me with a smile full of grace. I 

could hear her feet. She gave me a kiss that embarrassed and 
confused me, filling me up with warmth and a strange force. 

I shut my eyes... That Wonder finally separated from me and I 
opened my eyes. 
All my body shivered, in terror, when I saw the transformation of 

that beautiful being. I stepped backwards. Now I had an old man in 
front of me. A man with hardly any life left, but who stared at me 
with penetrating eyes and a very bitter face. 

The six apparitions laughed in unison: 
“You are disgusting: only young bodies fascinate you! You don’t 

love the elderly!” At first I didn’t know what to answer or how to 
act. I finally said: 
“I’m only trembling because I’m impressed. If both of us would’ve 

grown old at the same time and I had contemplated that process, I 
wouldn’t have stepped backwards. I’ve kissed a LOVE bigger than 

whatever I could have ever imagined... and I’ve retreated because I 
didn’t understand the transformation that could happen to my 
adolescent love.” 



 

Then the apparitions answered: 
“That love you speak of only exists in your mind. We don’t know it.” 

In that moment something wonderful happened. That “old man,” 
who I will call LOVE, spoke to them: 

“I’m a tree of flowers.” 
The apparitions remained silent. And when I turned my head to look 
at him again, he wasn’t an old man anymore, but a tree full of white 

flowers. I thought I was dreaming. I heard a voice in my interior 
that said: “kiss the trunk.” That is what I did, and the flowers fell 
off, turning into fruits as they fell. I raised my head to look at the 

six apparitions and found that I was alone, looking at the mountain. 
I was too frightened to sleep in that place so I continued to climb; 

until it was so dark that I had to look for shelter to rest.» 
 
HONEY-WATER. Friday, May 13th, 1983 

«When I woke up, on my right side I saw a kind of little cesspool 
carved on the rock that contained a viscous whitish colour. I 

smelled and it could be compared to honey. So I dipped my finger 
and took a little sip. Some birds flew down and drank from “that,” 
and more birds started to gather around. I knew that animals won’t 

eat or drink anything that isn’t good for them, and I was hungry so 
I drank till I was full up. I filled the water bottle using a piece of 

paper and continued to climb the mountain. 
I felt much better, although the path was getting tougher. I 
returned to the first side of the mountain, because I couldn’t 

continue climbing from where I was, as everything slipped down. I 
slept in a very uncomfortable position, with fear of falling down and 
feeling very cold. 

But I wasn’t hungry or thirsty. Thanks, my God!» 
 

Saturday, May 14th, 1983 
«It was quite foggy and the fog made the rocks wet, so it was 
slippery. When I went up a kind of slope, I slipped down a distance 

of about sixteen feet; my body was dragged down. I’m bruised all 
over and I’ve dislocated my foot, which starts to hurt too much. I’ve 

torn my shirt to use it as a bandage. My foot has swollen a bit. I 
won’t be able to continue climbing.» 



 

Sunday, May 15th, 1983 
«I couldn’t climb the mountain today. My foot is better but it still 

hurts when I move it. I’ll sleep here. The liquid in the water bottle 
never rots and it maintains the same odour and flavour. It’s 

fabulous.» 
 
Monday, May 16th, 1983 

«At last I was able lo climb a long distance, being very careful not 
to strain my foot. My ears are buzzing and sometimes I feel very 
dizzy. I feel helpless but my faith is stronger than ever. Now I know 

that God is on my side. Climbing this mountain is showing me how 
to trust myself more and more. My God, I am prepared for all the 

trials you wish! If I pass them, glory to You. But if I don’t...? I also 
climbed during the night until I felt exhausted and stopped. I fell 
asleep in a slightly tilted position, although I’m getting accustomed 

to it.» 
 

THE GIRL WITH THE JAR. Tuesday, May 17th, 1983 
«I woke up in the morning with pain, although I continued my way. 
It must have been the same time as yesterday when a young girl 

with a lovely face appeared suddenly holding a big jar in one of her 
arms, like a big jug. She got in my way and offered me some water 

with a smile: 
“Are you thirsty? Drink some water, you look tired.” 
I accepted staring at her while she continued smiling so sweetly. I 

drank and wiped my mouth with my shirt. 
“Where are you going?” she asked me. 
“I’m climbing up to the top of this mountain.” “What for?” 

“I want to know for once and for all what will be the end to a series 
of events that are lasting too long” I answered. “I need to know 

when something that has made my life difficult since I was about 
fourteen years old will finish.” 
The girl smiled and held out the jar again for me to drink. I desisted 

from drinking any more and moved my hand to indicate that I didn’t 
want any more. She insisted: 

“I don’t think you will find an end to your story on the top of this 
mountain, my child, what you might find is that it has some sense 
for you and you may find an answer to the questions you have 

about yourself. Don’t you think so?” 
“Maybe you are right; but even so, I need answers, any answers.” 
The young girl put the jar on the ground and continued speaking as 



 

if she hadn’t heard a thing of what I had said: 
“People search outside themselves what we already know in our 

interior, but as we think it’s our own interpretations, we obstinately 
insist on proving what we already know.” 

I was astonished, surprised, when I looked at her. She looked at 
the sun and then at me and continued talking: 
“It isn’t the top of the mountain what will give you the answers, but 

yourself during your climb. You will only see what already exists in 
you; you will never see what isn’t in you.” 
After that she picked up the jar and held it before me. “Look in the 

inside. Tell me, what do you see?” 
I looked into that wide aperture and saw myself reflected on the 

water it contained: “My reflection on the water” I answered. 
“You’ve said it: only your reflection, but for this you’ve had to look 
into the darkness of its interior while the sun shined on you and 

gave you light.” 
Suddenly, she let the jar fall out of her hands and it crashed against 

the floor breaking into pieces and all the water poured out, getting 
my trousers soaking wet. 
I was so surprised that I jumped backwards and started to stare at 

her, feeling nearly angry. She hadn’t stopped smiling and spoke to 
me as if nothing had happened: 

“The container with your reflection has broken and the water that 
was a mirror for you has poured out, the earth has absorbed it after 
it splashed over everything with a bang. Have you broken also? No. 

Have you disappeared? No. The only thing that has happened is 
that the reflections have vanished swallowed by the earth, and that 
the container that held them has broken to pieces and won’t be 

able to contain them anymore, but you are still here looking at what 
happens after getting frightened for a moment. That was your 

reflection, what you saw inside the shade while the light was on 
you, but it wasn’t you.” 
I didn’t know what to answer. These were words and comments 

that didn’t seem to correspond to the girl’s age. She continued: 
“Continue up to the top and remember: your body is the jar, water 

is your Emotion, shadow and light are your life, the earth against 
which the jar will break is your existence, I am your 
consciousness... and you will be above all this.” 

And she suddenly disappeared from my sight.» 



 

TWO WISE MEN. Wednesday, May 18th, 1983 
«The day started cloudy, and before the water bottle was empty, I 

found again the Honey-Water (as I called it); I always find it in 
those cesspools that are not more than eight inches deep. 

Once again I’ve climbed a long distance and the backpack didn’t 
weigh much (it’s also true that I’ve made it lighter). Up here one 
feels as if he had gone deaf. You can’t hear the slightest sound. 

Only the wind, that sometimes seems to want to throw you into the 
abyss. The pressure goes down and my ears get blocked. It’s a 
strange feeling, as if I was inside a tomb. It must have been around 

seven o’clock in the afternoon (telling from the sun, because you 
lose all sense of time), when I had another vision. Two wise men 

appeared. One was an old man, the other one wasn’t over twenty-
five years old. 
“Look” said the old man, “we were discussing about our wisdom 

and we want you to tell us who is right. I’m old and I have gained a 
lot of experience. I hear revelations of Heaven and I’ve retired to 

this mountain where I periodically hear the Voice of the Almighty. I 
don’t want to see people, because if I told them this, they would kill 
me. The world is bad and doesn’t understand anything; that is why 

I keep for myself my experience and my knowledge.” 
Then the young man spoke: 

“I’m young, I hear the Voice of the Almighty and I have been told 
to communicate the Truth. I know the world is bad, but that is why 
I must speak about my life experiences and the Message. They 

persecute and offend me, but that is because Light is in battle with 
darkness.” 
“What would you say?” 

I remained thinking for a moment and gave them at last the reply I 
found reasonable: “Look, I shouldn’t give you my opinion because 

both of you have your own reasons.” I told the old man: 
“If you keep to yourself what you know, I must consider you a 
selfish man, as you only think in yourself and in your life. You own a 

Treasure, but you don’t share it, and that is greedy. Your wisdom 
might turn smaller and you won’t reach your Perfection, as you hold 

wisdom in high esteem. Then, who will bear witness to your 
wisdom? Only the stones, that don’t have ears and don’t speak; 
you’re dead.” 



 

Then I said to the young man: 
“You deserve your Perfection because you renounce life. You don’t 

challenge solitude because you announce what you know, and you 
can lose your life, because what you know will bring you problems. 

But you don’t speak to a stony ground; you announce what you 
know to those who listen to you and speak. In this way, you will be 
able to lead those who listen to Life. You deserve my blessings.” 

Then I heard the stones talking: ”Those who speak like you tell the 
Truth. And even those like us who don’t hear or speak, recognize 
his Wisdom, that gives advice to the wise men.” 

And once said this, both men disappeared and the stones turned 
silent.» 

 
TWO TOWERS. Thursday, May 19th, 1983 
«It should have been around seven o’clock again when I saw the 

following: in the middle of the path, two towers appeared, one 
black and the other one white. The white tower was defended by a 

handsome young man dressed in white, and the black one was 
protected by a man with a horrible look dressed in black. They 
spoke to me: 

“Throw one of these towers down with a puff. If you throw the 
good one down, you will die, but if you guess correctly which of 

them leads to confusion, we well let you climb the mountain.” 
I thought again (I spent about fifteen minutes thinking). Finally, I 
wanted to be assured of something: I took a stone and dug where 

the foundations of both of them were. I found that the black tower 
had strong foundations, made on top of rocks, while the white one 
didn’t have any. With a puff I threw the white tower down, with the 

man inside it, and from its inside many men came out shouting 
blasphemies and burning alive. 

The guardian of the black tower said: 
“You have acted correctly by reassuring yourself before doing the 
task. In this way, you have been able to unmask what was hate in 

its inside and whiteness on the outside. You have done well by not 
judging by appearances.” 

I spoke to him: 
“What doesn’t have foundations, even if it’s beautiful, will fall and 
be destroyed. That is why I am here. What lasts are the buildings 

with good foundations.” 



 

“You have done well” he continued, “when looking at my 
foundations and by not destroying because of its appearance what 

people think is wrong.” 
“Who are you?” I asked him. He answered: 

“I’m the guardian of your Construction.” 
He disappeared after saying this.» 
 

THE JUDGEMENT. Friday, May 20th, 1983 
«It must have been around seven o’clock in the afternoon again 
when another vision appeared in front of me: an old man showed 

me a city, house by house. I began to visit it and found it full of 
horror and dirt. Horrible crimes and evil actions where occurring 

there. 
“What is this?” I asked. He told me: 
“You are looking at the world.” 

We took another walk around the city and then, at the end of a 
winding street, I saw a man sitting down who thanked God and 

begged his Name in order to be saved. 
“Judge for yourself” told me the guide, “would you save this city or 
would you punish it?” I said: 

“I would it punish it without mercy.” The man was shocked and 
replied: 

“God said he would forgive Sodom if he had found only one just 
man. What do you say to that?” “I repeat that I would punish it.” 
The man insisted: 

“You are an unfair judge because you would also punish a pious 
man.” Then I said: 
“I would punish this city in the most terrible way, with diseases. The 

just man would consider them trials, because he believes in God, 
and in the end this would reinforce his faith; while the sinners 

would move away from God because of this punishment, and my 
judgment would be fairer, as it would prove that they really don’t 
believe in Him.” 

The guide replied: 
“You have said well. The Seven Keys will be given and the plagues 

will be cast on the world.” Once said this he disappeared.» 



 

TORTURE. Saturday, May 21st, 1983 
«Then I continued my way up to the top of the mountain. Until now 

everything had been like roses. That day everything started to be 
much more difficult. I still had to climb the most inaccessible part of 

the mountain. The rocks seemed to be more vertical every time and 
I had to go around the mountain again. I was starting to be at the 
same altitude as the clouds, and continued climbing for a couple of 

hours. I had a rest three or four times. I wanted the clouds to stop 
hunting me, but the higher I got, more was I surrounded by them. 
The rocks were wet, but the path I took let me take hold of them, 

in some way, and to tread on some of them, as if I was on a kind of 
strong ladder. 

When I looked down I couldn’t see anything but fog. That was like 
another world. The fog was so thick it was as if you could eat it. My 
hair got wet and started to curl. My shirt and trousers were also 

wet, and I had my forehead full of droplets as if it was cold sweat, 
bothering me frequently. Everything was grey. An intense grey that 

seemed to want to hide the world from my sight, to the extent that 
sometimes I couldn’t even see the ground. When this happened, I 
was terror-stricken, so I decided not to look down until I could find 

an adequate surface to stand on. 
It was getting dark when I heard these words: 

“Come down... Come down... Come down... What have you done 
with your life, my son? When you return and look at us, we will not 
recognize your damned position. Come down, we will shelter and 

give you food. I swear I’ll cuddle you.” I also heard another phrase 
that finished in ”...like a storm and death.” I don’t remember 
anything else, because I was very impressed. I couldn’t see anyone: 

everything was covered with fog and the sun hardly shined. 
I grasped the blanket and sat down protected by some rocks, which 

formed like a large crack. Again the voices spoke, as if a person that 
is dying was groaning in whispers, and I thought that I recognized 
some of them. 

Suddenly I heard a husky and apathetic voice: 
“We salute you. Come down, because we want to tell you 

something.” 
I could hardly ask anything else, as I felt frightened and cold (or 
that is what I think) when I said: 

“Who are you?” 



 

They answered: 
“We are the voices of the ghosts of your doubts... the doubts that 

make you think about returning from where you came from and 
that you are channelling through your loved ones.” 

The voices continued their chat all night long, like a torture. I hardly 
slept.» 
 

THE MOUNTAINTOP. Monday, May 23rd, 1983 
«I’ve reached the top at last! I’m in the place that was indicated to 
me. I’m finally on the top of the Puig Campana! After walking for 

nearly twelve hours, I’ve made it at last, and I’m very tired. 
I also heard voices when I started to climb. They begged me to go 

down, nearly crying. But I’ve won and haven’t paid any attention to 
them. It was hard for me! 
Up here I can see everything, the view is marvellous and I can also 

see the sea. Sometimes the clouds pass by and most of the time 
they are below me, as if I was floating on them. Sometimes they 

cover me and I can’t see a thing, only fog. All this is so beautiful! 
Now I will have to wait.» 
 

THE SEVENTH DAY. Monday, May 30th, 1983 
«Seven days have elapsed since I climbed the mountain. I eat and 

drink from this “delicacy,” that is always available for me. I had 
started to get bored seeing the sun go down (the first days I 
thought it was lovely and now it was like a daily routine). 

Every dawn is wonderful and every day I have spent here has been 
a surprise (as if there had been seven suns, one for each day). And 
it’s that nature is so marvellous! It has been raining and everything 

is wet. I can breathe the moisture, that penetrates my bones. As I 
am thin, I can sleep in a crack or little cave in which I feel 

comfortable. The batteries of my torch have run down, because I lit 
it every time I heard a whisper, waiting for an apparition. 
Nothing has happened, but I have a very strange feeling, like never 

in my life. I find it very difficult to walk, as if my body weighed a lot. 
It’s as if I was made of iron and the mountain was a magnet. I walk 

very slowly (literally speaking). It’s strange.» 
 



 

IT HAS ALL STARTED: 
THE TRANSFORMATION 
Tuesday, May 31st (written on paper on June 2nd) 
 
«When it was very early, I was awakened by a tremendous sound 

that seemed to be thunder. The mountain around me changed to 
an orange-reddish colour and a spectacular air blew around me. A 

kind of red cloud surrounded me and I saw seven blond men, each 
of them with a piece of a stone in their hands. 
They said: 

“It has all started now. You will see your transformation, because 
you have passed all trials... except pain.” 
They threw the stones to the ground and a reddish smoke appeared 

and rose up very high in the sky, and then I heard: “Velaosme,” I 
mean, the sound VELAOSME.(*) That is what I heard, but I don’t 

have a clue what it means. In that moment they bent down around 
me and touched my feet; and I felt an awful shock all over my body 
which made me shout upset. With that shock, I saw as if a great 

quantity of sparks of reddish light surrounded me; I suppose this 
was because I fainted. 

I stood up with a terrible headache, and there wasn’t anything 
there. What was remarkable is that, when I was going to put aside 
the blanket, I burnt it with my fingers on the places where I 

touched it, and my fingers hurt terribly. The mark remained on the 
blanket as a burn. I didn’t dare to touch anything else, and I didn’t 
touch anything during the rest of the day, praying until it was late 

at night.» 
(*) Translator’s note: This new word has a complex meaning in 

Spanish: “Watch over yourselves in me.” 
 
THE OPERATION. Thursday, June 2nd, 1983 

«Tonight I received the answer: “Don’t touch anything until the sun 
comes out. Don’t touch anything with your fingers.” 

Dawn broke and I was asked to completely undress. That is what I 
did. A little later the fog returned and it soaked me, although I 
perceived as if there was fire around me, a fire that made me sweat 

profusely. This made my hair stand on end, and in the middle of 
that heat I felt cold. 

Then I heard: “Don’t let your skin touch anything, because the 



 

OPERATION has commenced. You will be able to heal with your 
hands those who ask for it, and by crying on a cloth, the worst 

diseases will be healed when they touch it. It’s up to you when you 
will do these things.” Then a warm wind started to blow and it 

made me feel at ease during some time. Then I thought I’d fall to 
the ground, because I stood up and started to vomit. 
After that, I remembered the stones that I had promised Paco, 

Pascual, Andres, Yolanda, and Nay, and I’ve picked them in this 
place. That is what I was doing when I heard the voice and started 
to write again: 

“I say, you could obtain the Eternal knowledge because it’s here for 
those who ask for it, and also for those who want it from their 

hearts and their spirit. I won’t beg you, neither will any other angels 
that exist inside, outside you, by your side or in the Energies of the 
Universe; none of us are going to beg you to accept my offer, that 

belongs to you in your Transformation. I won’t beg you to accept it 
as a beggar asking for some coins. Don’t think this is about going to 

the Altar, on your knees, to hit your chest, because the sinner 
doesn’t exist, you simple haven’t Awakened yet, I assure you.” 
“Open your mind and feel with your heart. Are you listening to me 

and do you care for what I say?” “I open my lips and sound comes 
out as a breeze, I know you hear my words but I doubt that you are 

even taking into account what you live and what has been said to 
you. I want to speak to you and enter your heart. My heart is of 
fire, and has the purity that God wished to give it. I’m a sun made 

of fire that wants to speak to you, mine is the faint voice of your 
‘consciousness,’ that you hear when you are willing to do so. I want 
you to repeat in your heart that you are light shining over the 

darkness of ‘Being’ and that you turn everything into the shining 
treasure of God’s Mind. Project your love towards the world so as to 

knock down all the barriers and to erase the errors.” 
“You are the infinite Love that amplifies itself until you come out on 
top in the endless world: you are Consecrated. We want to speak 

with you and with whoever is willing to do so, we really want to, but 
do you want to communicate with us?” 

I replied that I did, although I was so nervous that I stopped 
writing. Then the voice started again and I continued writing. 
“Take the key that opens the door of the second chamber of Light, 

because you have already crossed the first one. Open the door and 
dare to speak with us. Enter our world and we will never abandon 
you, because the Energies were created for this.” 



 

“Millenniums ago, communication between what you call ‘Heaven’ 
and the Earth, between your material world and ours, more subtle, 

existed; we want to show you something, we want to take you to 
the last chamber of the Sacred Initiation, to show you how nature is 

without veils, mist and false impressions.” 
“Take the seven keys that I hand you and put them on the altar, 
the altar that is in your heart. Open us the doors and the seven 

Energies will speak to you in this way”... 
And a series of pages were dictated to me, a total of 36, which I 
was told were called the “Book of Ophaniel.” 

I’m stunned, really.» 
(Note) The “Book of Ophaniel” is known since 1984 but can’t be 

published. 
 
SIGNS ALL OVER THE WORLD. Friday, June 3rd, 1983 

«I was having a rest, when a spirit made of “light of fire” appeared 
screeching out loud: 

“The Adonai, that is all the Power and the Glory, will move the 
world to pity with droughts and fire from the sun rays. He will shake 
the Earth with three great earthquakes until the hour of his Glory. 

He will produce a virulent disease. The prophets are already 
waiting, and they will praise his Name. The false prophets will also 

be released, and they will blaspheme. Be careful with one of these, 
the one that sits on a golden throne with monsters around it 
covered in white and red! He is the worst. 

Don’t be driven to despair: we are all by your side and will be at 
your service until the day of Life.” 
Then it disappeared and another spirit came, that contained green 

coloured rays in his head, and said: 
“Great signs will appear over the world and many of them will be 

the signs of the arrival of God’s Witness. Glory to the Father and his 
Virtues. Many sick people will heal and spectacular events will 
occur. The world will see everything and its tribulations will be at 

their highest.” 
Once said this it disappeared.» 



 

ROSE AND THISTLE. Saturday, June 4th, 1983 
«I was sitting on a rock when I saw the following: a red rose 

without any thorns appeared, and by its side, a blue thistle. The 
wind blew and the thistle moved nearer the rose, that didn’t move. 

The thistle struck the rose, and drops of blood came out of it, falling 
down its stalk until the earth absorbed them. Then, five big thorns 
sprouted out from the rose’s stalk, and all the surroundings 

appeared with all kinds of flowers that contemplated it. 
I heard: “Everything will be this way.” 
Then I heard a sweet and harmonious singing, while the ground 

started to fill up with a white and bluish colour that burnt the thistle 
and the grass, but left the rose untouched. And I heard again: 

“Everything will be this way.” 
A dead silence filled the place as the vision disappeared. Then I 
heard the “Voice”: 

“Soon I will show myself to you. But before that, I want you to take 
a sheet of paper and write down what I'm going to dictate.” 

I started to write what I was dictated. As I’ve got the habit since I 
was small of writing down my notes, both at school and in college, I 
was quick, very quick. I even like it. Truly, what I’ve “received” has 

made a deep impression in me and is marvellous. 
I never imagined this could be possible! That anything so beautiful 

and sublime ever existed! I’ve read out twice what I’ve written and 
I’ve put it in my backpack. Now I’m asking myself some questions 
aloud for which, I think, sooner or later, I will receive an answer: 

Will I ever be able to visit the places where those “Doors” are? Will 
people understand, when I give it to them, the “Book of Tahariel,” 
that is how the Voice has told me the little dictation is called? For 

now, when I’ve read it again, I’ve remembered Nay, Andres, 
“Manuel,” Pascual, Paco the Long, Yoli, Taki, and all the people that 

accompany them in Ubeda. Oh, my Ubeda! How I miss you! How 
happy you are going to be when I share what I know with you!» 
 

ARMY OF LIGHT. Sunday, June 5th, 1983 
«Again a cloud covered all the mountain and I heard: 

“After some time, a woman will come to you and her name is 
AMARGA (Note: SOUR, in Spanish) (at first, I understood Amanda, 
but I asked again) and thanks to her everything will be known, 

because she will be a pillar of credibility. Her offspring will have her 
name and you will put your eyes on her heart because she will 
always be by your side. Her island will span the continents and from 



 

a cave with a cross an Army of Light will come out on its way to our 
Universes. If you don’t understand it today, you will a long time 

from now.” 
That is what I was told and what I wrote down, taking it today to 

this diary to organize it. While I was writing, I thought I heard: 
“Everything is.”» 
 

THE FLOCK. Monday, June 6 th, 1983 
«The “Voice” told me: 
“You have suffered the Transformation and Power is in you. 

When you die, you will Live, and then nothing will prevail over your 
spirit. Keep an eye on the people that we are going to assign you.” 

And I saw a flock of white lambs without a shepherd, and mixed 
with them, a great number of black lambs. 
“Separate the white ones from the black ones” it said. “Let’s make 

sure they don’t breed and no different lambs are born than these.” 
And I took a stick and separated them. The white lambs followed 

me, while the black ones called their shepherd, and as they didn’t 
find him, they went away in eighteen flocks leaded by the strongest 
lamb. 

“Slaughter the strongest lambs.” 
I was given a white knife and I cut their throats with it. And I saw 

that all the black lambs that had followed these lambs ran around 
as if they had gone mad, and all of them fell off the mountain to the 
earth. I was told: 

“Extend your hand over the flock.” 
That is what I did, and three wolves in disguise came out of the 
lambs. “Take a rope and tie their necks.” 

I did that with the rope I had been given. And the lambs talked: 
“Now we are only one flock and we will follow our Shepherd, and 

amongst us there will be no more usurpers of Truth.”» 
 
THE VOICE WILL SPEAK. Tuesday, June 7th, 1983 

«Today the “Voice” told me: 
“Start preparing yourself. Seven of us have gone down to the land 

from where you came from. Meditate on everything until today. 
Dispossess yourself of your doubts, which from now on, might start 
to be more painful. Don’t forget your sheets of paper, write: Look at 

me in your interior, as I am already you and me. Look at yourself in 
the circle of Energies and watch the Power of Equilibrium that I give 
you, because the energetic vibration has reached you from the 



 

heights and the deepness you are in.” 
“Look at those who walk behind you with propitious eyes and think 

that you cannot leave them orphaned: if you do, I will put my hand 
aside from you and the Abyss will be the dwelling of your clumsy 

soul, because you will have failed to carry out your commitment, by 
which you are Consecrated in the Universal Energy.” 
“Talk to fire and meditate, fire will please you. Talk to water and 

meditate, and water will please you. Talk to the earth on the 
ground and meditate, the earth will please you. Talk to the air and 
meditate, the air will please you. Be them united in yourself to 

satisfy Energy, and you’ll do the will of the Only Creator, who has 
made his dwelling in you. Don’t say “No” to your Consecration after 

being Consecrated, or fire, water, earth and air will fight against 
you.” 
“Look at them and you will surely Understand: make yourself Light, 

run in the direction that the Adonai has shown you, and fly towards 
Wisdom. If you fight, you will fight against yourself and you won’t 

escape from your own Fair Judgement. I will speak to you and you 
will write... but sleep now.”» 
 

Wednesday, June 8th, 1983 
«And the “Voice” said: 

“I will speak to you from tomorrow on, and all what I tell you about 
the events and about Truth, you will write it down and bury it right 
here, so only those who climb up and look for it, know it and take 

the hint.” 
Afterwards it said: 
“Who reads it must work out your things.”» 

 
MYSTERIES DISCLOSED. Thursday, June 16th, 1983 

«During seven days I have been writing what the “Voice” has told 
me. In these writings, the exact date of the End of Time, the 
mystery of the Infinite, of the Beginning and the End, is stated. The 

name to know him and possess him, for him to be in the Interior 
and in the Final Communion, as I have been literally said. 

I have acted as the “Voice” has told me. Everything has been 
planned and there are no mysteries. 
Now I know that Truth is inside the heart, inside every being. Now I 

know that God lives inside us. Only God knows the mysteries, which 
are mysteries only for humans. 
These texts or writings, whatever we call them, the “Voice” has 



 

asked me to title them as the “Book of Malchiel” and the “Book of 
Zacoutel.” About 60 pages in all, including the drawings.» 

 
ANGEL UMIEL. Friday, June 17th, 1983 

«At nightfall, when I was thinking that today I wouldn’t have any 
revelations (as they had occurred when the sun was still shining), I 
looked at the sun, that was starting to turn red. In front of the sun, 

a human figure appeared that started to get nearer to me, until I 
was able to see it better. It was a black man, stout and with a 
muscular body, perfect, with long hair and a beautiful face. I was 

surprised by his height; he must have been over six feet tall. His 
voice was masculine and beautiful. 

“Don’t be afraid, I’m the spirit Umiel.” 
I felt confused, although I liked his way of talking. He sat beside me 
and leaned his arm over his knee (it’s as if I were still seeing him); 

and he continued: 
“God has sent me to speak with you and for you to believe.” I 

answered: 
“I believe in everything, because the trials I have seen confirm it to 
me. I also believe that you are Umiel.” 

He continued: 
“Do you know which are the main defects of human beings?” 

I spoke, but it was as if it wasn’t me. I had the impression that my 
words were pronounced by another person: 
“Immaturity, lack of discipline, not keeping promises, lack of 

discretion and wrong decisions, incompetence, selfishness, delays, 
careless plans, self-satisfaction, hurries, tyranny, lack of faith, false 
prophecies, stagnation, discord, violence, unfaithfulness, failure, 

disaster, and imperfection in all sense.” 
Umiel smiled and talked again: 

“Have you ever had any of those defects?” I answered: 
“Sometimes.” And he continued: 
“And do you think you will have them again?” I said: 

“Nobody is perfect but God”... 
Umiel answered: 

“The truths, you have buried them by yourself in this mountain. Let 
them climb and find them; that way they will understand. During 
the time you are present here, you will have me by your side and I 

will be with you at the same time every day.” 
And he left.» 
 



 

INITIATION. Saturday, June 18th, 1983 
«It was true. It must have been the same time as yesterday (the 

sun was setting) when that being who introduced himself as the 
spirit or Angel Umiel, returned to the place where I’m camping. 

“I’ve been thinking in what I answered you yesterday” I told him, 
“and I’d like to ask you some questions. May I?” 
“Yes” he answered smiling, “and think that instead of feeling 

embarrassed, you should seek the centre of things; it’s then when 
you will perceive that everything goes around you. Ask, because the 
answer to everything will be transformed in a Path. Listen: in the 

crossroads of your life, you choose, as a man, one only path, but 
Light follows all paths at the same time.” 

He sit by my side. At first I felt embarrassed but finally I asked him 
some questions that for sometime now had been going on in my 
head, especially, due to the last events in Ubeda with my friends 

and myself. I dared to ask: 
“I’ve been hurt in life, maybe because my behaviour was strange 

and I wasn’t understood. How can I forgive? What should I do?” 
“Forgive but never forget the lesson you learn” he said, “and 
remember that forgiveness is the child of Confidence; without 

Confidence, forgiveness hasn’t any sense. You are worthy of 
Confidence in me because you have forgiven yourself and learnt the 

lessons of your mistakes; you do the same and find those who are 
worthy of Confidence because of their lessons; we will all be the 
same in God. The wise man gives away Love and the stupid man 

only lends it; the first one recovers his Love and the second one 
loses his friend and what he has lent. Think that Love is to correct, 
to give oneself away, to forgive, to defend oneself... but it’s also to 

separate in time so as not to hurt the other person.” 
I looked at him with tears in my eyes. Now that I’m remembering 

his words I have a lump in my throat and I can hardly write. 
Umiel continued: 
“When hate knocks at the door of a home, the first virtue to jump 

out of the window is Love, the second one is Confidence, and the 
third one, Forgiveness. That home is then occupied by the shadows 

of Criticism, Distrust and Pride, and these will open the doors to the 
Suffering that is attached to them. Be always loyal to friendship and 
you will be worthy of Confidence. And listen, being faithful isn’t only 

related to couples. Don’t forget about your family, friends, your job, 
and all that in which you are freely involved. Who is unfaithful to his 
friends will also be unfaithful to his partner, and the other way 



 

round, because they are tied up by the most important 
commitment: Friendship. Today I call you my friend, because I have 

a loyal commitment with you that I will abide by while you live, and 
that I will never break. Thank God for all the things he has put in 

your Path as a person and in what surrounds you; you must know 
that misfortune soon traps those who aren’t grateful and they will 
only receive reproach in their lives. Liberty doesn’t mean to do 

whatever you like, as this would take to personal and collective 
chaos, but to act according to your commitments, those you have 
agreed with yourself and others: this is synonymous with order and 

equilibrium. The person who does what he must, in the adequate 
time and place, according to his commitments and without hurting 

anything or anybody, is the real Magician of Reality that has been 
Initiated in the Sacred Mysteries. You must know that the door to 
that initiation is low and narrow; the arrogant and those who take 

too much luggage cannot pass through it.” 
I asked him very interested: “What is that Initiation?” 

“It’s to be Awaken, it means to Walk, to stumble, fall down and get 
up. It’s the opposite of being Asleep, which means not to think that 
you may be mistaken. Light and Darkness appear both for the just 

and unjust man; they are the scales that make it possible to take 
the path that goes to Equilibrium, so you will be Blessed if you keep 

in your interior the seed of the Two Gendres. Have Faith, although 
Faith doesn’t consist in believing in everything, but in proving with 
your actions, that your soul Knows what your Heart feels and 

cannot explain.” 
“Thanks” I said deeply moved. 
The angel smiled, he touched my hand so sweetly that I can’t 

describe the feeling and answered me like in a whisper: 
“Who is not healthy in his spirit, his actions and his paths, will never 

be able to call himself a Healer.” And he went away.» 



 

ON THE THRONE OF ROME. Sunday, June 19th, 1983 
«Umiel appeared again, he greeted me the same way as yesterday 

and sat down in the same place. I sat next to him. 
He said: 

“In God’s Witness, the Perfect will rejoice and in him they will live. 
On the Earth, many flocks of lost men are waiting for him and this 
time they won’t be doomed. He will go to Rome with Peter II and 

will introduce him to the one who sits in the golden chair, telling 
him to follow thee, or he shall govern the world during One 
Thousand Ages without resting, over the Beast.” 

I said: 
“The mission is difficult. How will he communicate this?” And he 

said: 
“He will see the trials and the signs. When Russia leaves aside a 
part of its Communism, it will be the time to communicate it to the 

Bridge.” 
I reconsidered what he said, but when he saw the state I was in, he 

continued: 
“A great tribulation will exist within the Catholic Church. Great 
earthquakes will make Christianity stumble, and even more things 

will happen after the world is overwhelmed by a peace without 
limits and when the “chair” is taken by someone else. Peter II has 

already been born and he will claim his position, although he will 
not be able to sit where he belongs.” 
“Sorry” I said. “Can you tell me who he is?” Umiel answered to this: 

“His name is God is with us.” 
“And which will be his arguments?” I asked. He answered: 
“Sometimes the truth can be taken as a heresy, but it continues to 

be the truth.” After saying this he left.» 
 

THAT FEELING CALLED THE PRESENT. 
Monday, June 20th, 1983  
«Again, Umiel came and said: 

“Where would you like to be?” And I answered: 
“I don’t know. With anyone I know, I suppose.” 

After saying this I found myself in a bus station, sitting on a bench, 
and I saw how Luis (my gypsy friend from Santa Fe) came in and 
began to talk with me. He asked where I was going, and as I didn’t 

know what to answer, I said I was travelling to Ubeda. He asked 
me about the other friends, and I told him they were in Valencia. 
He said it was May 9th (what surprised me a lot). I didn’t speak, 



 

and he continued telling me he would also go to Valencia. When I 
returned to the mountain, Umiel said: 

“You have seen the present, where there is no past or future, 
because they are united in the same point.” 

I said then: 
“It’s true that Luis (referring to the friend we knew) is a doomed 
man, because he has confessed to me that during twenty days he 

has been living and going to bed with a sixty-five year old woman, 
who has supported him and bought him a golden cross that costs 
20,000 pesetas.” 

To this, Umiel answered: 
“His doom doesn’t come from that, but of the lie he has said, as 

that woman doesn’t exist and the cross was stolen.” 
I looked at him surprised and asked: 
“Then, lying and stealing is worse than fornicating in your own 

interest?” He nodded and smiled faintly, and then said: 
“Who else do you want to visit?” 

And when I thought of being in Valencia, I saw a man without an 
arm that was cursing God for his bad luck. When I asked him where 
I was he answered angrily: “In Valencia, can’t you read?” After that, 

I began speaking with him and he told me I was stupid and 
ignorant because I believed in God, that God didn’t exist, and when 

I tried to convince him he answered literally: “Go to hell!” 
I found myself again in front of Umiel and felt quite interested in 
what had happened to me: 

“What I’ve seen, was it real or only a dream?” 
“It was real” he answered, “the same as when you were in Ubeda, 
where your friends saw you, and you were at the same time in 

Valladolid visiting your friend Paco and his friend soldiers during 
three days.” 

Then I remembered that episode, which had happened about ten 
months ago. Umiel continued: 
“Nothing is impossible for God.” 

“How is it” I interrupted, “that I knew it was June 20th, and Luis 
has told me it’s May 9th?” To what Umiel answered: 

“I repeat to you again that up there time doesn’t exist, and while 
time doesn’t pass for them, for you one day is transformed into 
four.” 



 

I said: 
“Where am I, then?” And he answered: 

“Look how the mountain has worn down and look at your old age 
while they are still young.” 

And as I didn’t understand this, he spoke about what he called the 
“Narotic Cycle,” which I cannot disclose in this book. All that I can 
say is that it’s a specific time that if you penetrate in it, you acquire 

the perception, teachings and experience of several hundred years, 
to return afterwards to the same starting point with that acquisition 
in your inner-self. It’s something like that; I don’t know how to 

explain what he described. 
Then Umiel said: 

“The truths that are pronounced aloud are tough, but tougher is the 
truth that is omitted.” 
I looked at those blue eyes that impressed me so much, because it 

was as if the angel didn’t blink, and asked: 
“What do you mean?” 

He answered with his typical smile: 
“A time will come in which you will think that the truth you have 
spoken will bring you serious problems, bad consequences. But 

another time will come in which if you don’t pronounce the Truth 
you know, because you feel frightened of your previous experience, 

you will understand you are being unfair to yourself and to the 
Truth. That will be the real problem. For some time you won’t 
remember, but afterwards your silence will demonstrate the terror 

you feel, for not giving to those who deserve it and taking away 
from those who don’t have. Speak or remain silent, but never at the 
wrong moment.” 

After this, he disappeared. I was left there without understanding a 
thing.» 

 
THE INFINITE DISCLOSED. Friday, June 21st, 1983  
«Umiel came again and I asked: 

“Tell me, what is time?” He said: 
“A sphere and a curve. It’s a straight line that is considered a 

circumference with an infinite radius.” I understood this thanks to 
the writings I had buried and the revelations. 
Then Umiel said: 

“The Holy Scriptures say that the world was created in “seven 
days.” These were the periods: the first day, a thousandth of the 
second. The second day, one hundred seconds. The third day, one 



 

billion years. The fourth, eleven billion years. The fifth, four billion 
years. The sixth, two billion years. 

The seventh day, since when man was endowed with reason plus 
twenty years. And the infinite is where beginning and end join, in 

such a way that a thousandth of a second is after eighteen billion 
years plus ten thousand and twenty years plus one hundred 
seconds. And all this is before a thousandth of a second.” 

I said: 
“I understand.” And he said: 
“You understand? Well, be it that the last day of the year is the first 

day of the next year, and the last day, the first of the previous year, 
in a way that everything must repeat itself.” 

I said: 
“And then, when was the finite time and the beginning created?” To 
this, he answered: 

“When the infinite and the end was created.” And after that he 
went away.» 

 
ENOCH. Wednesday, June 22nd, 1983  
«Umiel came and said: 

“Consider that one same trunk has grown three branches: the one 
before the Anointed, the following to the one before the Anointed, 

and the Anointed itself.” 
I said: 
“Elijah is here, I know the Chosen One is God’s Witness, but where 

is Enoch?” And Umiel spoke: 
“You will get to know him and his signs will be clear, because he, 
without knowing it, will disclose all what he knows about God. In his 

writings, he will be the last one to discover the Truth of Realisation, 
because God enlightens him.” 

I asked: 
“And what is his name?” 
“They are two personalities” he answered, “one is “who precedes” 

and the other one is “who laughs.” This means, “he who precedes 
will laugh.” 

And I was forbidden to disclose the names until his writings are 
placed the last.» 



 

GLORIFIED BODY. Thursday, June 23rd, 1983 
«Umiel came again and drew with his finger the following signs on 

the ground: 
 

 
 

To this I said: 
“I have seen them, because they have been disclosed to me 

before.” 
“You say the truth” he answered, “they are high symbols, whose 
power opens and closes. They are keys for the heights and sounds 

that can be “seen.” 
I spoke: 
“How is it that a spirit like you has a body?” He answered: 

“Glorified body, it’s called.” 
I nodded, but wanted him to answer my question. He said: 

“I’m energy.” 
And as he said this, the following appeared in his place: 
 

 
 
Everything coloured with a purple radiant light, and this vision 

lasted for a few minutes, after which it disappeared. 
Then, suddenly, Umiel returned in his body and continued 

answering my question. 
“Everything is energy. You are dense energy, the same as all you 
can and cannot see” he said. “But nothing escapes from the 

Symbol, not even energy and the shapes it acquires.” 



 

“I don’t understand you completely” I said. 
“The symbol is the Wise letters with which everything is described. 

Look at me: before you, I show myself with black skin, blue eyes, 
and usually, when the sun is setting. Have you asked yourself 

why?” 
I looked at him carefully. He wasn’t really a black man, but of mixed 
race. 

Umiel continued with a smile in his face: 
“The black colour is the Symbol of mystery, of what must be 
protected, of matter that must be transcended. The blue colour is 

the symbol of what is Sacred, of the celestial light that is reflected 
in the deep. The sunset gives the red colour to what you see, and is 

the symbol of struggle, of the Revolution, of the life that fights to 
reach high mystic levels. The West is the Symbol of death of 
obsolescence for the Resurrection to a renewed or a new life or 

action. And am I not the REVOLUTION for the Evolution that the 
Adonai promised you?” 

After listening to him I asked again: 
“And what do the signs that have appeared in your place, coloured 
with purple, mean?” 

“Purple symbolizes Transmutation” he added, “the transmutation of 
the three signs that I have written on the ground, into the three 

that conform my essence: the first one is the wrong Permanence, 
the second one is the difference between your genders, and the 
third one is the Mistake that is based in what you call “tradition.” 

The first light symbolizes the Spiritual Revolution, the second light 
symbolizes the union of the Feminine and Masculine principles, that 
has nothing to do with genders, and the third light symbolizes the 

Wisdom that emanates from Knowledge.” 
And once said this, it was as if he melted in the orange sunset.» 

 



 

THE SILVER RING. Friday, June 24th, 1983  
«Umiel came and said: 

“This is what has been determined, because being inside, you will 
be outside. And this, known by you, is a trial.” 

He opened his hand and showed me a ring with this shape: 
 

 
 
He told me: 

“Have one made for you in silver and put it on the middle finger of 
your right hand; that way what is in your inside will always be 

outside. This is a symbol and also an enigma, because it’s not only 
a shape, but also a Reality.” 
Then I told him: 

“I don’t have any silver at the moment.” He answered: 
“When you return to Earth, because none of this has any value up 

here... here there are no mysteries, the mysteries are down 
there.”» 
 

REALITY AND FICTION. Saturday, June 25th, 1983 
«Today Umiel didn’t appear, and at dawn I saw how a cloud 
covered the mountain, on top of which was me. When the mountain 

was completely covered, a dim image appeared at a distance of 
about six feet, and started to take shape in the fog. It came out of 

the earth of the ground: it was like human, although sometimes the 
wind changed it. Sometimes it could be fully seen and afterwards, 
only some parts of it. It was like a woman dressed in grey, with a 

veil that hid her face. 
A voice at my back said: 

“This figure has been formed in the mind of man.” 
I got closer to her to see her better, and the “shape” told me: “I am 



 

Reality.” 
To this I answered ironically: 

“How is it that you, a result of human fiction, can say that you are 
called Reality?” To this it answered: 

“Is it that you think that you’re more real than me?” It started to 
laugh. And I replied: 
“I’m much more real than you. I occupy a space.” 

Then it stopped laughing and said: 
“You wouldn’t be anything without me.” 
I answered: 

“Wouldn’t it be that you would be nothing without me?” It answered 
angrily: 

“I don’t owe you anything, I owe my existence to man.” T hen it 
turned round and said looking to the ground, “I have been made up 
of his fictions and I make his realities. That is from where my name 

comes from.”» 
 

FIGURES OF THE REVOLUTION OF LOVE 
«Umiel came again, as the other days. I had been all day long 
asking myself when the Spiritual Revolution would happen. When 

he appeared he said: 
“I already know what you are thinking, because you have said it in 

your mind.” I said: 
“Then answer, how old will I be when the Revolution of Love 
starts?” And Umiel said: 

“There is very little time left for the entire system, because the date 
is near.” 
And he told me some things as a guide for human beings, so only I 

would know them. And they were this: 
“It’s a number of two figures, such as that when you add to its sum 

the difference of the absolute value of both figures, you get the 
same number as its multiplication; you can’t divide any of the 
figures by the other one, and this number is higher than five times 

the result of multiplying its figures.” 



 

I was shown the number, and was startled when I saw it. Then, 
Umiel said: 

“Of the four pairs of numbers that comply with this rule, the first 
one will be your age, and the last one will be the number in which 

the date of the beginning of the Revolution ends.(*) Analyze the 
other two intermediate pairs of numbers and you will understand.” 
And he left just as he had come.» 

 
(*) The problem that the angel suggests can be expressed this way, 
being (a) the tens and (b) the units of the unknown number. 

If we assume that (a) is larger than (b):  
(a+b) + (a-b) = ab => 2a= ab => b = 2  

As both figures can’t be divided by the other, (a) can only be 3, 5, 7 
or 9, by which the four pairs of possible numbers are:  
32, 52, 72 and 92  

If (b) were larger than (a), the approach would have been:  
(a+b) + (b-a) = ab => 2b = ab => a = 2  

And then (b) could be 3, 5, 7 or 9, by which the four pairs of 
numbers would be:  
23, 25, 27 and 29  

But none of these comply with the rule of being larger than five 
times the multiplication of its figures, while the numbers of the first 

series do. 
It's odd that Miguel Angel was thirty-two on January 5th, 1992. This 
would be the year in which the beginning of the “Revolution of 

Love” ended, according to the riddle explained by the Angel Umiel 
in 1983. 
 

THE CATERPILLAR AND THE BUTTERFLY. 
Monday, June 27th, 1983 

«Umiel came up to me and showed me his two hands closed, and 
from one of them he produced a coin that was as thin as paper, 
which had written on its sides: on one side, PAST, and on the other, 

FUTURE. He put the coin vertically on a stone, and a fly landed on 
it. With this, the virtue to understand insects was given to me, and I 

saw how a beautiful caterpillar and a butterfly appeared. 
They looked at the fly, that slipped down the side of the coin, as it 
couldn’t remain still, only on one side or the other.  



 

Then the caterpillar spoke: 
“The edge of the coin is so thin that the fly cannot stay on it.” 

“It’s the disk of past and future” said the butterfly wisely, “and it 
can’t be delimited by present, that is intangible.” 

In this, the caterpillar and the butterfly started to chat: 
“Oh, my misfortune!” said the caterpillar, “dragging myself on the 
ground for sometime and only dreaming of the day I will be 

transformed in a butterfly!” 
The butterfly answered: 
“There is no happiness in me because I also dreamt that, and 

although my wings are beautiful when I've accomplished it, and I'm 
in the best of my youth, now I only think in the moment of my 

death. You still have the hope to transform yourself in a butterfly in 
the future.” 
“I’m not scared of the future” said the caterpillar, “because I don’t 

know what type of butterfly I will be. I was born, but I can’t say if I 
will be a beautiful butterfly or a horrible moth.” 

The butterfly answered quickly: 
“Don’t be driven to despair, look at me, my colours are shiny and 
brilliant, and I feel suffocated by the feeling of losing my wings in a 

few days. I have my youth in high esteem: it’s wealth that is hard 
for me to lose after my death. But if you transform yourself into a 

horrible moth, you won’t care to die because you won’t have your 
beauty in high esteem and you won’t care for your wings without 
colours.” 

And both insects went away leaving the fly occupied in trying to 
land on the edge of the coin. Then, Umiel spoke: 
“Look, the caterpillar is the past, your dreams, and what you want 

to be in the future. The butterfly is the future, what you really are, 
and the fear of death.” 

I asked: “And the fly?” 
“Ah!” he answered, “it’s the conscience, and the people that feel 
proud of wanting to live believing that nothing has judgement, and 

they only swarm around from the past to the future, trying to grasp 
the present in vain. But this is impossible, because the present is 

only God.” 



 

I asked: 
“And where is the present of the caterpillar and the butterfly?” 

Umiel smiled and answered: 
“Its present is the larva, the latent life that decides if the butterfly 

will be beautiful or ugly.” “What should I do to live in the present?” 
To this Umiel answered: 
“Be Light and you will live eternally.” Once said this he 

disappeared.» 
 
THE LUCK OF BETULA. Tuesday, June 28th, 1983  

«Umiel came and said: 
“Look down and think in what you see.” 

I looked and saw that Ubeda was deserted, a water-scarce area, 
sad and bored. I saw the Watchtower hill, and then Umiel, with a 
voice that frightened me, shouted with tears in his eyes: “City of 

Domes, Obdah the traitor! Where are your twelve golden lions? 
Where are the voices of those who know Truth? Where are your 

prophets? City of Domes, you have mistaken the steps of those to 
whom you will owe fame and power! Where are your children?” 
Then he looked at me and said: 

“What an intolerant and incredulous city! She will be her own judge 
and her seven hills will be eliminated. She is the WORLD.” 

After that, Umiel left.» 



 

UMIEL’S GOODBYE: THE BOOK OF 13 PAGES 
 
1st page: Harmony 

Wednesday, June 29th, 1983 
Look up to my sky and praise the Name of the Adonai, that has 
given you eyes to see his wonders, and mouth for you to sing his 
greatness. 
Oh you, my son, that followed my plans and in your unfinished path 
was able to reconcile what is beautiful with what isn’t! Be patient 
and don’t fall into despair, because your path by my side will be 
secure. You will have an incidental loss: the failure to which you 
give importance, but when you have Me in mind, you will be 
convinced that nothing material is worth a penny. 
Humility, Goodness and Kindness must be your emblems. Don’t be 
loyal to vague feelings and make a correct judgment in what refers 
to your person. Don’t praise yourself or your inborn skill will lose all 
its value for Me. Don’t be unnatural or the Truth will be your Judge. 
Your Conscience in Taloi germinates in a Spike of twelve. In the 
light you are Yain and in the darkness, Beron. Listen to your Friend 
Anaxhe, and with him in Yain, make commerce be prosperous, the 
same as the goodness of the fair processes, make your relatives 
have a true friendship, and collect the results. In Beron, don’t 
damage the property of others or those who travel by sea. Listen to 
your Friend Alnach, and in Yain, work out the drawings to travel, be 
careful in Beron, because you will do your job for hate or for love. 
Listen to your third Friend, called Albothaim, and in Yain do the 
pictures for the fountains and all class of treasures; take care of 
yourself in Beron, because you could operate with hate. Three 
friends are with you, Red like the fight that has come out of black 
matter and is driven towards the white Light; Red like Initiates and 
the Symbol of Life, blood. You will see Agusita dresses in Red. 
 



 

2nd page: Spontaneity 
Thursday, June 30th, 1983 

You have been waiting for your opportunity after the doubts that 
run in your mind. You have seen and believed. You must have 
practical knowledge before accompanying your efforts. The 
satisfactory results only depend on your spontaneity in telling the 
Truth. 
Your emblems will be: Cooperation, Happiness and Dignity. Your 
flag will be a red lion that has a quail trapped in his mouth. You 
have no power against powerful forces, but your stronghold will 
drive you to knock your enemies down and to beat hypocrisy. Don’t 
be dogmatic like in other times; watch your words and say “Clarity” 
instead of “Darkness.” Opposition and war against Truth don’t exist, 
and there are plans that can fail because they have no logic. 
Your Conscience in Taloi germinates in a Spike of twelve. You are 
called Ianor in the light, and Barol in the darkness. Pay attention to 
your Friend Asorija, and with him in Ianor, give prosperity to the 
voyages by sea and to love relationships; in Barol you will have 
experiences with Alchemy. Accompany your Friend Aldebaran and, 
like Ianor, discard hate, although when you are Barol you can cause 
it. You see that two friends are like the Green grass that grows 
upon the earth and dig their roots in it, but the same as that grass, 
they rise over matter although they are at ground level and want to 
aspire to the heights. Both of them are the terrestrial Spirituality, or 
the men that, by their work, want to be Spirituality. You will see 
that Agusita dresses in Green like the beautiful grass. 
 



 

3rd page: Erudition 
Friday, July 1st, 1983 

Don’t take Truth for granted, because you have to be wise, and the 
wise man listens, lets the other person speak and answers with a 
precise word that hurts. Susceptibility is dangerous in you. Modesty 
is wisdom in you. 
Make these virtues your stronghold: Perfection, Modesty, and 
Satisfaction. With this, your success will reach the highest levels. 
Fight against disturbance, greed, and incapacity to persevere. 
Reach your perfection, after the five thousand years you have lived. 
Your Conscience in Taloi will germinate in a Spike of twelve. You are 
called Nasnia in the light and Thami in the night. Two Friends 
accompany you, pay attention to Alingez, and in Nasnia you will 
favour travels and talent, although in Thami you will operate both in 
favour and against friendship. If you act with your Friend Alkaia as 
Nasnia, you will gain victory at war, but as Thami you might ruin 
the harvest. Agusita dresses in Silver and up there you will see the 
Christic Conscience and the protection of the being that makes his 
way to spirituality, and the Light of Abrayen. You will see a 
reflection of the Divinity, but it will be only that: a reflection. This 
silver Light isn’t Light, but the clarity, generally dual, that takes its 
way in all directions without illuminating anything and without 
hardly casting any shadows. 
 



 

4th page: Determination 
You fall in an abyss of passions and the feminine sex will be your 
trial, but don’t despair, because My Son will prove to you that it isn’t 
for imperfection, but as a trial. Don’t look back afterwards. I will put 
a woman by your side that, scratching you, will show you not to 
trust and to follow the right path. She will also show you many 
things. So be determined to continue, and do complete what you 
have previously left unfinished. That faith reaches every corner. 
Travel with your followers, those you will find in the cities and 
isolated places of the planet, and tell what you have seen and 
heard. 
Take as your emblem the virtues of Learning, Inspiration and 
Conquest. On your way, you will find a great flower, but you won’t 
be able to uproot it for the purpose of your perfection. Learn and 
teach. 
Don’t dishearten others around you, because He who Is, is waiting 
for you up there. 
You will germinate in a Spike of twelve. You are called Salla in the 
light, but in the shadows your name is Athiz. Three friends will 
always accompany you, the first one is Aldyaras, and as Salla you 
will favour commerce, travels by sea and good luck; but as Athiz, 
the greatest and most famous men will show favour for you; you 
will also sow dissension. With your Friend Amathura in Salla, both of 
you will work for love and friendship, while as Thami you will travel 
with satisfaction around the Earth, but you will work with the 
friendship and hate against those that aren’t free, even more, you 
will put someone into chains in captivity. Your third Friend is called 
Ataris, and as Salla, you will work with the aim of harming travels, 
and you will sow disagreement. As Athiz, you will operate with hate. 
Your conscience in Casmaran is White, as Light par excellence, this 
is, the set of all colours. Armatus is a symbol of Purity and Virginity. 
 



 

5th page: Strength 
Saturday, July 2nd, 1983 

Teach the laymen what you have heard and seen. You doubt, and it 
doesn’t let you understand. Leave aside what you have in your 
hands and abandon the nostalgia you feel for love of what doesn’t 
take you anywhere. Don’t come to a halt and long for the conquest 
of the world that will be done by speech. Strength resides in 
yourself, and you won’t be able to let others finish the work that 
you started. The completion of everything shall be by you, but by 
you also nothing will be able to be completed. 
The emblem in your hand must be Examination, Conviction, and 
Modesty. Don’t give up hope in the mishaps and in your possible 
lack of faith. The path is straight and your Leader is your Brother. 
Watch his movements and in him you will see Truth. Change, then, 
partially, and you will prevent in a rush your serious accident. 
Your Conscience in Casmaran will germinate in a Spike of twelve. 
You are called Sadedali in the light and Mathon in the darkness. You 
have a Friend that accompanies you called Algelhab, and as 
Sadedali you will work for love, and as Mathon you will separate 
from your side all the enemies, you will consolidate constructions 
and will favour charity and rescues. Your other friend is called 
Azobre and your job in common is to facilitate that the prisoners 
escape, and to lay siege to the fortified locations when you are 
Sadedali; when Mathon is in you and your friends, you will work in 
favour of commerce and business arrangements. Look at the sky 
and see how Armatus embellishes himself in Yellow, with the 
symbols of Athemay, with the cosmic radiation but also with 
nervousness and biliary disorders. He symbolizes the Energy, the 
golden of the King and the gold consecrated to God the Only. 
 



 

6th page: Learning 
Hear me, my son that hasn’t seen, and that the first encounter in 
this life, for your destiny, will be the words that the messengers of 
My Son announce: watch your actions and learn from the Vision of 
the Prophets. You wouldn’t be more than dust carried by the wind, 
if I hadn’t put five in your way. Drag yourself after them and carry 
out the mission that I have set aside for you. 
Take the sword to be able to set sadness aside, and take the shield 
to be able to discard lies. On your chest I will put Prudence, 
Security, and Effort, so you won’t lose heart in what I will show you 
by means of what you will see in My Son. 
Your Conscience in Casmaran will germinate in a Spike of twelve. 
You are called Thamur in the light and Rana in the dark night. Your 
friend Atorsiama and you will make the harvests abundant in 
Thamur, although in Rana you can improve the luck of those 
enslaved, those imprisoned, and your friends, but you will also 
destroy ships. With your Friend Alalma you will favour harvests and 
commerce in Thamur, and in Rana you will be able to let the 
prisoners escape and you will be acknowledged by powerful men. 
Those born in Festativi dress in Grey, and are situated in between 
the blackness of matter and the whiteness of spirituality, exactly in 
the middle, balancing, point. Armatus is ambiguity, the sky that will 
soon give birth to water with which to satisfy Festativi, and at the 
same time, the vapour of terrestrial water that goes up in the 
atmosphere to form the clouds. 
 



 

7th page: Love 
What you felt for My Son will not only remain in the reciprocity that 
you received from him. Now there will be a sacrifice of you to Him. 
Don’t ignore it and obey the Message till you finish; you will be 
called more than the loved one. Be united in Him, you will be the 
second until death, because if you renounce this, you won’t have 
the power or the law to touch or to see him. It shall be the only 
thing driving you. Your tokens are Common Sense, Friendship, 
Passion, Love, Grace and Precaution. Don’t despise your 
commitment. 
Your conscience in Adarael will germinate in a Spike of twelve. You 
are called Ourer in the light and you are known as Netos in the 
shadows. Your Friend Azimel works with you in Ourer and with him 
you will operate for love and the healing of the sick; when you 
operate in Netos you will destroy the seeds and the plants, you will 
harm those who travel, you will favour navigators and will procure 
happiness to the heads of Nations and their friends. With your 
friend Algafia you will increase good luck, and you will find fountains 
of drinking water and hidden treasures in Ourer; in Netos you will 
harm enemies and you will favour friends with good luck. With your 
Colleague and Friend Alabene, you will operate with hate both in 
Ourer and in Netos. 
Affaterium watches over with his Pink aura and is the Conscience 
that wants Equilibrium, and that is why his Pigments of the red 
Fight and the white Light mix up in the vision of the Workers of 
Rabianara. 
 



 

8th page: Laboriousness 
Sunday, July 3rd, 1983 

I haven’t put you on the path that leads to Truth for being who you 
are, but for who you were. 
Confidence is on you, and thanks to your old work, you are who you 
are, and are with me for thirty-eight years. 
You must be cautious in your mission and take love to everyone, for 
you to be remembered because of this. Don’t look back at your life 
and you won’t fall into what you fell before, because from being 
love to being war, you will find a very thin fringe. Don’t think in 
your previous mistake, that by death you wanted to erase being 
born eighty-three lives in this period of time. If you remember, 
don’t feel proud and don’t be pedantic and don’t try to enlighten 
light. 
Your values are Innocence, Study, and Friendship at first renewed. 
Don’t look back and don’t think that it should be as it was. 
Your Conscience in Adarael will germinate in a Spike of twelve. Your 
name in the light is Thanir, and in the darkness you are known as 
Tafrac. 
Your Friend Alchil helps you make happy, in Thanir, those who were 
cheated, there will be good fortune, and constructions will be strong 
and durable; in Tafrac you will operate with friendship. Your second 
Friend is called Arcalo and in Thanir you protect yourselves against 
enemies and conspiracies, in Trafac you will operate with everything 
that has to do with discord. Affaterium embellishes himself in Black 
as matter, as the world of density and of the Secret. Rabianara is 
now the divineness trapped in the profane: Man. 
 



 

9th page: Mastery 
You are here as a master that teaches, for you to be at the same 
time the teacher of those that surround you, because it’s stupid to 
see and hear, and not to tell it, as it relates to wisdom. Your worry 
for the Sublime obtains in this time its prize, and your prayers for 
everything to be achieved have been heard. 
Take as your emblems Affection, Progress and Praying, because by 
this, you will reach all the purposes. Teach and be united to the 
sixth page, because you will have what you long for, and you will 
offer each other what you lack. Be sensible, in a glass I have 
poured My wine, drink without getting drunk. 
Your Conscience in Adarael will germinate in a Spike of twelve. You 
are known in the light as Neron, and in the darkness, as Saffur. 
Your Friend Exaula is ready to Accompany you and together in 
Neron you will work for armies and for good luck, in Saffur you will 
destroy fleets, you will make the prisoners escape and you will 
destroy the property of others. Your second Companion is called 
and known by the name of Nahaim, and in Neron you will act 
against diseases, while with your name Saffur, you will operate with 
hate. Affaterium has the tonality of Turquoise, as the sea, and the 
colour spectrum of its swell in Adarael: sometimes it will dress like 
the change; most of the times as to Fight, because without being 
green as the grass, it aspires to be the reflection of the blue of the 
sky. 
 



 

10th page: Creation 
You must be ahead of what you learn, because that is why I have 
put myself in your way. You must create from what you know, to 
supply new concepts. Put your mind in order and don’t alter the 
events. Aversion will shock you and the material things will tempt 
you along the path you have chosen. You must have a reasonable 
fear of your own thoughts and like your own personality. 
I say, you can crush a sand castle with your hand. Put this saying 
on all the adverse events in your life. 
As virtues, you must take Study, Effort and Peace. 
Your Conscience in Earlas will germinate in a Spike of twelve. You 
are known as Jayon in the light and as Aglo in the darkness. Three 
Friends act with you, the first one is Albelda, with whom in Jayon 
you will protect constructions, the harvests and all types of wealth; 
in Aglo you will break marriages. Your second Friend is called 
Gaalbeba, and in Jayon he will let you cure all the diseases, while in 
Aglo you will sow discord and give birth to friendship. And your 
third friend is called Caaldebolach, who in Jayon will also let you 
cure diseases and put friendship together, while in Aglo you will 
break marriages, the same as with Albelda. Assaterim has the 
Brown dress, that symbolizes Geremiah full of gems or aspects, full 
of abysmal areas and summits so high that they seem to touch the 
sky. Her dress is “what is overcome by effort.” Get dressed! 
 



 

11th page: Fight and Revolution 
Monday, July 4th, 1983 

Your destiny is in fighting for peace and in the revolution that will 
change everything. You are one of the columns on which My Son 
leans on. Look, don’t disappoint him! 
Fight against the false creeds that hinder the Straight Path. You 
must stir up the dough that doesn’t want the yeast to enter in its 
interior. You can see little with your eyes, but your spirit sees much 
more than many others. Try to understand the Truth of My Son and 
you will attain the Perfection for which you fight. Be sensible and 
pay attention to Perseverance, Consolation and Nostalgia. That your 
rapture doesn’t turn into danger for your spirit. 
Your Conscience in Earlas will germinate in a Spike of twelve. Your 
name in the light is Abay and in the darkness it’s Calerva. Your 
Companion and Friend Caadochoth makes you act in Abay in favour 
of commerce, love, and victory over enemies, and in Calerva, 
harmfully for the property and actions of others. Your other Friend 
is called Caaldabachia and in Abay you act for the armies of the 
world enabling vengeance, while in Calerva you protect the 
messengers, you obtain work and jobs, and you do spells of hate or 
love, indistinctly. Assaterim dresses in electric Blue, symbolizing the 
blue reflections of the sky in the deep sea; she is what is overcome 
with Conscience, and also of moving nature and of Change or the 
Revolution. 
 



 

12th page: Gentleness 
Put in order your fight for Truth. Look, you were one of the three 
favourites of My Son and you continue to be one of them, in such a 
way that he keeps for you his position. 
There is a throne that belongs to you and that you must obtain, but 
don’t sit on it without permission, because he could say you have 
taken it from him by force. Your gentleness makes you be praised 
up to My Side and I Love you because of My Son. Be united, then, 
to the seventh page. 
Understand the acts and don‘t overdramatize things that you can 
understand clearly. Think before speaking and don‘t let yourself be 
dominated by mundane and ignorant people in your previous half 
time. Talk about what you think after thinking it. 
That your virtues, your stronghold and your emblems be: Creativity, 
Understanding, and Order. Think and you will understand. 
Your Conscience in Earlas will germinate in a Spike of twelve. You 
are called Natalon in the light and Salam in the darkness. You have 
a Friend that accompanies you called Algasaldi, who in Natalon and 
in Salam, will make you work for love and protection against all kind 
of dangers. Listen to your Friend Algarfermucar, who gives you 
advice in Natalon about everything for friendship, disease and 
commerce, and from Salam you work in actions of love and hate 
against the prisoners and those that travel by sea. Assaterim is 
Violet, because he has mixed the Fight of the Walker with the 
Agitation and Change of the Consecrated, turning into the 
transmutation of the mundane in sacred in Geremiah. 
 



 

13th page: The Book 
Tuesday, July 5th, 1983 

Page 13 and the cover are the same thing, because the cover, 
being God, contains the cover that is a page at the same time. Page 
13 are the writings and those who read them, because all of us, in 
the end, will be one same thing. 
See the number of the seeds in the Spike and multiply, its value is 
the Infinite, the Everything, and the Nothing. This way it will be. 
Write in your World this that you’ve copied, on sheets of exquisite 
wood, and protect it in a chest made of ebony and acacia, because 
it points out the operative manner, that was known before, but now 
has the form and the miracle of modesty. That everyone reads and 
studies it; it’s the start of the beginning and the Symbol of the 
Ascending-Descending Chalice. 
Look! Observe! Understand! Go and read and pray in the square 
cave, near it, but don’t go inside it yet because it’s dangerous. 
When you go down to your Earth, buy a strong rope about sixteen 
feet long, then come up when I communicate it to you. I have 
something for you that is this: 
 

 
 



 

«And I wrote this down and prayed where I was told to do so. And 
I thought about what had been said to me, and saw in the twelve 

pages the names of his followers, that are these: 
“Call of war”  

“Twin” 
“Brave man of God” 
“With the double-edged axe God is inside us”  

“He who brings beautiful spikes” 
“He who is brave like a wolf in the assembly” 
“He who is related to Easter” 

“Double-edged axe”  
“Virile” 

“God is with us” 
“Flourishing stammerer” 
“God is with us and with him Worthy of Trust” 

And when I thought this, I was told: 
“What you have said, it’s as real as that, because each page 

corresponds to one of your friends, who were also your friends 
before. If they don’t achieve what is pointed out to them in this, 
they won’t reach their Perfection. 

I said: 
“How will they know which page each of them are?”  

And I was told: 
“Let them read it and each one will know the name that 
corresponds to him, and you, feed their Perfection in each one of 

their Angels, that come to your Earth on three occasions. Take 
some sand in your hand and scatter it on this drawing.” 
I looked to the ground and saw the following written down: 

 

ADAR GOMEL MELEK 

3 2 1 
   

EL HAI AYIN ELOHA 

6 5 4 

IAHO EL ELOHIM 

9 8 7 

YEHOVAH ADONAI ISCHTOV 

12 11 10 

 



 

I did what Umiel told me and “that” took the shape of a three-
dimensional plate. He continued to speak with me: 

“The mystery of this Book will be in the Hearts of the Priests of 
Spirit, of whom I will speak to you in due time. Their Caste was 

abolished and taken off your world due to its Pride, as they burnt 
themselves with the Light they represented. It’s time for it to be 
restored, although do it very carefully. Certainly, the Bridge will no 

longer be in the Throne of Rome, although the mystery it’s now, 
you will understand it in a lapse of time.” 
And everything finished.» 

 
DREAMING WITH SOUNDS. Wednesday, July 6th, 1983 

«I got up very early in the morning and drank again a little of 
“honey-water.” Not more than half an hour had elapsed when I 
started to have a bad headache. I thought that I hadn’t an 

analgesic to kill the pain and started to miss my life “down there.” I 
tried to sleep a little as perhaps my headache would disappear. And 

I fell asleep. 
I woke up in a strange dream, that I thought was caused by not 
feeling well when I fell asleep: 

On a kind of intense dark blue blackboard, some strange signs 
started to appear that, at the same time, turned into sounds that 

nearly pierced my mind. I was covering my ears because of the pain 
although I continued “hearing” them, and even closing my eyes, I 
continued “seeing” the signs. Then I saw Umiel and he, harshly, 

was holding my hands so I had to “listen” to that “jumble” of noises 
mixing up, when I suddenly woke up shouting. 
I was sweating and my headache was still bothering me. I didn’t 

know what time it was, but thanks to the position of the sun and 
the light of the day, it must have been a bit later than three o’clock 

in the evening. I had slept quite a lot of time! 
At dusk, I heard someone calling me from my back, what was very 
unusual, and I turned round: it was Umiel, some feet away from 

where I was resting. I didn’t answer him and he called me again. I 
got up and went to where he was, next to some rocks and a dry 

slope. 
“The sounds and the signs that you have learnt today” he said, “you 
will never forget them.”  



 

I stared at him perplexed. He continued with that voice that I liked 
so much: 

“The language of the Highest is already in you, and now forms part 
of your mind and spirit. We and you will use it.” 

“You surprise me. I thought it had been a dream” I answered, 
knowing what he was speaking about. 
“It hasn’t been a dream, although you’ve had to go through it to be 

able to remember part of the process you had forgotten. Take a 
sheet of paper and write what I am going to dictate you.” 
That is what I did and I returned to where he was. I sat down and 

prepared myself to listen to him. He dictated some words, 
something “normal,” that I think he invented, and when I started to 

write, what a surprise! My handwriting was similar, or perhaps the 
same, as the signs that I had “dreamt.” I smiled nervously and 
looked at him surprised. He said then: 

“Now write down the keys and the signs on some separate sheets in 
case you need to look them up in any moment. Prepare yourself for 

these next days, because I have something for you to put in writing 
and that you will never forget.” 
And that is what I’m doing, having a short rest.» 

 
CRYPTIC WRITING. THE PALACE. Friday, July 8th, 1983 

«During three days I’ve been writing all the information that Umiel 
has given me. Today is Friday and the sun is setting. I’ve only 
rested very little and I’ve reviewed all this that has been disclosed 

to me. 
Yesterday, before disappearing, Umiel told me when we finished: 
“About the information you have asked me to give you, I must tell 

that this Cryptic Writing and Sounds, you must only teach them to 
the one that succeeds you after you leave this world, the Guardian 

of the Effect that goes after you, and he will teach it to whom 
succeeds him, and so on forever. Keep with the cryptograms 
everything you must hide from the eyes that wish to see but not 

Learn. There are Secrets that must not be known at the moment. 
Carry it out.” 

And then I have understood that this whole bunch of pages is really 
the Book of the Palace, which I won’t describe here fearing that 
some day someone will discover it and read it. Your secret will be 

well kept, I promise you! I won’t disclose it.» 



 

DEATH. Saturday, July 9th, 1983 
«Umiel came without his body and told me: 

“Look, don’t touch or tread on this place, don’t do it for a period of 
forty days; and humans shouldn’t get near half of the altitude of the 

mountain during a period of 380 days, in case they die. The sun will 
hide behind the moon when they can come up.” 
So, I felt frightened and left the place, going to the other side of the 

mountain, at a distance of about three hundred and thirty feet, 
where I started to pray, like every day, until it started to get dark, 
and again I heard Umiel’s voice. He showed me two women: one, 

old and ugly, was in mourning and stinked; the other was young, 
dressed in white and blue, and smelt like the countryside. I asked 

them: 
“Who are you?” 
And both in unison said with the same tone of voice: “I am death.” 

I was surprised. The old woman said: 
“I’m in charge of bringing the imperfect spirits to a new body for 

them to suffer, live and perfect themselves. My complete name is 
Death of life.” 
Then it was the young woman’s turn to speak and she said: 

“I’m in charge of taking out of their bodies those spirits that have 
achieved perfection, so they don’t suffer. I take them to God. My 

complete name is Life of death.” 
In this, the old woman flew away towards the Earth, because it was 
there where she lived. The young woman went away crying, until 

she disappeared behind the rocks of the mountain where I was, and 
a flower sprouted out from every tear that fell on the rocks, but the 
wind came and pulled them up and sent them to the ground; I was 

able to count them and they were thirty-six. After this, the vision 
disappeared.» 

 
Sunday, July 10th, 1983 
«Umiel came and told me: 

“You must climb down the mountain and go to your city of origin, 
because they need you there.” 

“The ninety days that I was ordered to stay here haven’t finished 
yet” I answered. “How is it that you say I must go down?” 
He said: “They are waiting for you in your City.” 

So I ate and drank what was left in my water bottle and fell 
asleep.» 



 

SECOND PERIOD: 
From May 12th to July 9th, 1983 
 
«I’ve lost all sense of time. I feel confused. I’m up the mountain 
again and don’t know if I should date this writing on May 16th or 

July 15th, of the same year, of course. I’ll try to summarize what 
has happened. 

I climbed down and reached Benidorm, where the Municipality paid 
my bus fare to Murcia. And when I got there... I found out it was 
May 12th! I was perplexed, because I had written down all the days 

that I passed in the Puig Campana; for me it was Monday, July 
11th, sixty-six days having elapsed since I left Benidorm on May 
6th. I couldn’t believe that “down here” it was Thursday, May 12th, 

and only six days had elapsed. I asked the date on three occasions 
to be sure... And it was. 

I was in Murcia the following day, Friday, May 13th, and that same 
day I left for Granada to visit my brother, as the train couldn’t take 
me to Ubeda, where I arrived on May 14th at 2:30 p.m. Jose Maria 

and my brother Juan Isaac saw me off. I got to Ubeda and spoke 
with my mother, who was very happy to see me. She told me that 

Pablo’s* father was very ill and that Pablo had kicked up a terrible 
fuss in Ubeda, by which they thought we had all lost our minds. 
At last, it was May 15th and my mother gave me money to travel to 

Benidorm. More than anything else, I didn’t want anyone to see me. 
I arrived in Benidorm that same day, late, and I slept on a bench. 
The next day, May 16th, I went to the mountain again.  

And here I am, writing and feeling confused. What date should I 
put? The same thing has happened as in Murcia’s bus station a 

month ago.** 
 
*(Note) Pablo is one of my friends that came with me in the 

journey to the East of Spain. When he got to Ubeda, during 1983, 
he told those present at a wedding all our experiences.  

** (Note) What happened in Murcia’s bus station is depicted in the 
paragraphs of “That Feeling Called the Present” and in the 
conversation with Luis “the gypsy.” 



 

I must advice that from now on, certain dates which in a way I 
cannot understand, I’ve lived twice, will appear repeated.»  

 
THE GUARDIANS. Tuesday, May 17th, 1983 

«It must have been in the afternoon, but a long time before the sun 
started to set, when I was placing my sleeping bag next to the 
bushes, and Umiel approached me on my right side, touching my 

shoulder. 
“I didn’t hear you coming!” I said surprised. 
He sat on my sleeping bag, that was still wrinkled, and looked at me 

with a smile: 
“Don’t worry about this kind of time warp. Not only you have 

perceived it; others before you also have and only on some 
occasions. It’s the mountain.” 
Without even asking me how my trip had been, he told me to take 

the diary out and to write in it. If I had any doubt of his angelic 
condition, I would have made him notice his lack of interest, but the 

trials have already been enough for me to make any other 
comments on this subject. And I think he knows this, that is why he 
lacks all interest, I suppose. I went to the backpack and took out 

the sheets of paper and some spare sheets I have bought in 
Alicante. 

“You are the Guardian of the Guardians who will multiply 
themselves in Liberty as no mind has ever imagined” he started. 
“These Awakened will avoid fanaticism and the chains that might 

enslave them; their lives will be blessed after a Rest period in which 
everything will germinate again after the sleepiness of minds. 
Listen, Fanaticism and Darkness aren’t separated by any line. Those 

who praise something or someone too much are as fanatic as those 
who darken and destroy things, although it could seem they have a 

reason.” I looked at him thoughtfully, waiting for him to continue, 
but he remained silent. 
“I don’t understand you. I don’t know where you want to end up.” 

Umiel looked at the sun, that was now setting. Then he continued 
speaking: 

“You will provide a great mystic Banquet and a lot of guests will 
come; some of them will bring their own food thinking it will be 
scarce in the Celebration; it can’t be understood that anyone takes 

food to a banquet to which he has been invited. Throw these out of 
your sight and don’t look back!” 
Umiel’s words were grave and with a tone that frightened me. 



 

Then he got nearer to me. His eyes didn’t blink and our foreheads 
were nearly touching. For a moment I thought he was going to kiss 

me and I moved backwards slowly. He took hold of me with his 
hand on the back of my neck and got nearer to me again, staring at 

me in such a way that chilled my blood. With his mouth less than an 
inch from mine, he began to talk again: 
“Nature has been created for the pleasure of man, but it doesn’t 

belong to man; it’s really him that belongs to Nature. Those who 
don’t understand this aren’t Guardians. He who has found a gold 
mine in his path will never lose time in excavating a lead mine... 

The same way, it isn’t understood that candles are lighten under the 
Light of the Sun.” My pen fell to the floor with the impact those 

words had in me; I was feeling very nervous. 
Umiel separated from me little by little without changing the 
expression on his face and still looking at me in the eye. I hesitated, 

and to conceal how I felt, I picked the pen up, enduring the stress 
that his attitude had produced in me. I moved my hand as if I was 

going to write and smiled a little to calm down. He remained the 
same. “Those who are taken from one place to another like leaves 
thrown into the air, who one day say “yes” and the other “no,” 

without considering the consequences and the suffering they 
produce, separate them from your life. Those who tend to criticize 

and to gossip, to interpret things easily or in their favour, separate 
them from your life. Those who one day admire you to take 
advantage afterwards of what they have obtained from you, and 

after that, think they are Creators of Heaven and Earth, don’t even 
give them a second opportunity. If we are sure about our 
Spirituality and we have “married” it, what are we doing looking at 

other lovers or prostitutes? Our wedding was useless”... 
And following that, after telling me to copy, I wrote what Umiel said 

is called the “Book of Guardians.”» 
 
Wednesday, May 18th, 1983 

«I have nothing to write in this diary, only that yesterday was 
intense in emotions and explanations, and that today Umiel has 

returned with some Dictations (at the end) that are called the “Book 
of the South.” I’m exhausted, extremely tired. He has told me he 
will return tomorrow at dawn (what is certainly unusual) and that I 

should be prepared for a new long dictation. Good night!» 



 

Thursday, May 19th, 1983 
«I don’t know the time but it might be dawn. The batteries of the 

torch have run down and I only have six spare packs. I’m very 
tired; this seems to have lasted two weeks instead of three days. 

The dictation, I think, is called (I don’t remember now, but I’ll 
correct it if I’m wrong) the “Book of Synigouria and Raziel.” I’m 
worn out, I’m going to faint from exhaustion!» 

 
THE LABYRINTH. Friday, May 20th, 1983  
«Umiel came again and said: 

“The abandonment of oneself in the Will of the others is the 
Construction of oneself.” I said: 

“But that is difficult.” To what he answered: 
“If they don’t do it, they won’t be able to climb the mountain to find 
what you have buried. This is a book that is written with Life. To 

reach Life, they only have to follow the guidelines.” 
In that moment, Umiel showed me an enormous labyrinth, with a 

tower that touched the sky in the middle, and told me: 
“Go through one of the eight hundred and forty doors, the true one, 
which takes to the tower, and reach the tower.” 

He also told me to take my shoes off, and I grabbed the drawing of 
the labyrinth and followed the only path that took to the tower. I 

got to the top and saw how all the paths were full of people, while 
along the path that I had gone up there were only forty-two people; 
and I asked: 

“How have they passed through that door, which only I knew of, 
because the builder made it narrow not to attract attention?” 
And Umiel said: 

“You have left your footsteps on the ground, and they follow them.” 
And he added: 

“Run, go and destroy all the passages that don’t take to the tower. 
And in their destruction, also destroy those who walk along them, 
because they will be wandering during one hundred lives more than 

they already have, and they come and go without knowing which 
passage to take. On the contrary, don’t damage the passage that 

takes to the tower.” 
And that is what I did.» 



 

PAIN, SEX AND SACRIFICE. Saturday, May 21st, 1983 
«Umiel came and said: 

“Abandon all that is only matter and that isn’t useful for you to go 
up the tower.” I answered: 

“I don’t understand what you say, because, is there something 
made of matter that takes to absolute spirituality?” 
He answered: 

“Destroy myths and you will understand. When a being gets 
accustomed to material acts, these lose significance for him, and 
then he devotes to spirituality. These acts exist and are PAIN, SEX 

AND SACRIFICE.” 
Then he looked at me and added: 

“Be Light and LOVE; that way you will understand.” 
And, shining like the sun, he disappeared from sight; I was blinded 
and could only hear: 

“The renunciation of the material body makes your body have a 
wider meaning. It isn’t any longer a chain that ties you to the 

Earth... But a track to take off to the Highest.”» 
 
GOD’S RESIDENCE. Sunday, May 22nd, 1983 

«Umiel came and said: 
“The second level of Perfection is the following: to demonstrate that 

God lives in their interior. Not to believe it by what others write or 
say, but to know it by themselves.” 
I said: 

“How are they going to prove to themselves that God lives in 
them?” And he answered: 
“This way, others have known it because they have behaved like 

God and they do what God does.” I said: 
“It continues to be difficult.” And Umiel answered: 

“If they don’t know that God is themselves, they won’t be able to 
reach their Perfection. Tell them, then, to climb the mountain and 
find what has been Buried.” 

I said: 
“And how are they going to come up?” And I was told: 

“In their climb to the Highest, they will encounter many trials. They 
won’t pass them because they don’t know that God exists in their 
interior. They won’t reach the Highest, then.” 

I said: 
“It’s impossible for them.” 
And Umiel said: 



 

“If it hasn’t been impossible for you and others, is it going to be 
impossible for them, because God also lives in their interior? You 

are the same thing.” 
I understood. He left just as he had arrived.» 

 
WHAT IS PERFECTION. Monday, May 23rd, 1983  
«Umiel said: 

“This is the Last Period of Perfection. God will come with Power, 
Judgement and Glory; what hasn’t been said yet will be told and 
knowledge will be in this inferno; we will keep the promise. We will 

come back.” 
And from the sky came the Lightning and I heard at the same time: 

“And what hasn’t been written, will be told and everyone will 
understand.” Umiel continued talking to me: 
“From the Energy Ubarsines, the Angel of Cefeo, come out many 

Virtues that I know. One of them exists that wants to know you and 
be yours. Its name is Serpitas, the one that is the sword that stops 

darkness in Nature. Look at him!” 
And I was dictated a text, certainly surprising, that is called the 
“Book of Serpitas” or “Gabriel’s Order,” as I think I understood, 

unless I’m wrong, because I haven’t read it again, but I’m going to 
tomorrow.» 

 
THE FINAL JUDGEMENT AND THE JUST JUDGEMENT. 
Tuesday, May 24th, 1983  

«Umiel came and I asked him: 
“Tell me, I want to know, what is the Judgement of the Last Day or 
Just Judgement?” He answered: 

“The last day is always the end of a life. When a being dies, that is 
his last Day of Judgement, to begin again in another life, if he is 

imperfect. Humans find themselves with many Last Days of 
Judgement, as many as lives they have or have had.” 
“The Judgement consists in removing a spirit from a body and 

taking it up to the Absolute Perfection. 
When the spirits enters in the Absolute Perfection, he demonstrates 

himself he isn’t worthy of it. And then, he takes again a new 
material human body, so he can get to see his defects. God isn’t a 
Judge. The judge is the imperfect spirit, that wants to go deep into 

God. That’s why the Judgement is Just.”» 



 

HUMAN AND SPIRITUAL JUDGEMENT. 
Wednesday, May 25th, 1983 

«Umiel appeared at the same time as usual, in his body, and 
showed me another human body full of life, and I spoke with that 

body: 
“Referring to your interior, would you think your judgement is true, 
if you analyze what you have done?” 

And the body said: 
“Yes. All that I have done deserves a positive judgement, because I 
have done everything according to what they taught me. I don’t 

find a reason in myself to have to return Down there again.” 
Then Umiel grabbed a kind of sickle made out of a shiny metal that 

had the following approximate shape: 
 

 
 
And he touched the body in the neck, releasing his spirit, that 
appeared before me; I asked him the same question I had asked 

the body it had belonged to, and the spirit said: 
“It’s now that you must ask me that, because I know my previous 

lives, and before God, I can notice the defects that I still have to 
overcome. Now I know my interior because I don’t think with 
anything material, as I’m an Intelligence that can see its own 

failures and virtues. Now I think that I’m not worthy of being united 
to HIM.” 

And when it said this, I heard the “Voice,” that said: “Therefore, go 
down again and be united to birth so you carry out your duties. 
Afterwards, return to Me.” 



 

And the Spirit returned to the Earth seeking its Perfection. Then 
Umiel said: 

“For matter, all it does deserves forgiveness. That is the 
consequence of not having looked in its interior. It only knows what 

has been shown to it and its judgement is always merciful. When a 
spirit finds itself separated from matter, it can distinguish between 
good and evil, as a result of looking at itself.” 

And Umiel left after this vision, this trial and this teaching.» 
 
NAME OF THIS BOOK. Thursday, May 26th, 1983 

«Umiel came and made the following drawing on the ground: 
 

 
 
After that I wasn’t able to write anymore, because there wasn’t 
enough light and I was very tired. I woke up with the book on my 

knees and the pen on the ground. Finally, I fell asleep again. The 
words are: 

 
ASTENIA, DESLA, ASLAJ, MENA, ALYLL 



 

The plate I saw in dreams is illustrated below and I was told it had 
the property of giving wisdom to those who wear it around their 

necks. It must be made of silver. 
 

 
 
I was told: “Teach the wisdom that this book contains, which you 

must name A.D.A.M.A., and hide its mystery from the people that 
will want to corrupt it.” 

“I’ll keep it safe” I answered, “but then, how am I going to be able 
to teach what you say if I must hide it?” 
Umiel looked at me, smiled a moment, and said: 

“The book will protect itself, you must only be careful not to 
disclose to anyone what mustn’t be known yet. A time will come in 

which everyone with ears, eyes and attitudes will Understand when 
they read it.” 
It seemed as if he was going to leave when, suddenly, he looked at 

me and pointed at the spiral-bound notebook and the spare sheets 
of paper that were on top of my backpack. He told me: 

“Take that and go down to the cave, don’t drink any “honey-water” 
from the rock today. Wait for me there.” 
That is what I did. The entrance was hard to pass! The first thing 

that surprised me was that at the back of the cave, a nearly 
blinding light of turquoise green colour was shining, and I couldn’t 
look at it face to face; I thought that such brightness could be seen 

from far away and might attract any other curious people. I sat 
down at the entrance looking outside on the slope and played a 

while pulling the rope up. Umiel spoke from my back, as if he had 
come out of that light. He really frightened me. 
“Write” he said, “what I’m going to dictate.” 



 

I wrote it down on a sheet of paper and now I’m making a clean 
copy. It was a list of numbers with symbols, as follows: 

 

 
 
Afterwards, he dictated the prayer that follows and that I copy now 

there is still enough light: 
“About these teachings that are supplied from the Highest, I beg 
you, Oh Messenger!, keep them only for those who Understand. Me 

who has gone up to your Memory and has gone down to this Earth, 
wanting to transmutate the roughness that makes me feel like a 

piece of heaven: I’m you in the essence but not completely. 
Let the water speak to me and you will translate its crystal murmur 
so that in that whisper you are me. Take with your breath the fire 

of the abyss, that is the reflection of the Great Sun, give it to me 
with your hands, as you have taken it out of its mouth, and flood 

me with the golden glare of what is everlasting. 
Take this that I give you, this piece of implausible gem, and carve 
with your fingers a bowl of marvellous matter with which to offer 

the One my heart, that is like Malachite that has been torn off the 
deep earth. Take my air, that is the authentic being of my life, and 
transform it into the Grail that will take the Life with which to go up 

from my abyss to the High Summit; I will offer my being in this 
receptacle for my perfection. Take it and protect it in the last place 

of your ignited Energy, that is a Sanctuary of the Light of the Great 
Eternal Sun. Earth, carry out your millennial promises and open 
yourself at my side to show me the Cave of Wonders, that with 

their mystic rituals make the seventy-two steps that go up and 
down sprout. Take me, Messenger, and with what is yours, do your 

part and insert yourself in my being, that is already yours, for me to 
be Complete. 
I didn’t dictate to harm. I didn’t pronounce so things wouldn’t be 

upset. I will only act to join what is up there with what belongs to 
down here. One only body will be Beauty, Temperance, Wisdom 

and Understanding. You will be in me because you are the Magic, 
the Operation and the Purpose of all things, and in the renewed 
Effect, you will make them last forever. 

Take me, my Angel, and at last, comply with the Great Word that is 



 

surrounded by the six Rings; talk to me, in me, about all you have 
agreed and named in the Celestial and Abyssed planes to Know me. 

Never look back, but have a conversation in me, along the great 
commotions of the Universe, so as to be able to see together; and 

be always simple and friendly with my fights, that are yours. We are 
One! 
Let’s look at the accessible words: it will be the unpronounceable 

phrase that your soul doesn’t dare to pronounce because of its 
simplicity, but that shapes us Both, the mask to be intangible in the 
spaces where no being can touch, but can Feel. 

You have discovered me and in this key in which both of us are in, 
we can sleep in Eternity, because we are more terrible in the dream 

that in the Sacred Place; Life will be more Perfect when there are 
no eyes to see us. Look that I lock my defects up in the chest of 
oblivion, and I burn them, and I destroy them, and they are no 

longer mine. My words are my actions, and my person will be your 
safety and your outlet to this world. Drink from the water of life and 

let us make it Life. 
Here I am, between you and your Permanence. Love has united us, 
Light has melted us, Wisdom has melted us like an igneous Oirim. 

My life will be your sword and my braveness will be your victory, oh 
Angel of Unity!, and with these words I do with you the Sign in the 

Light to transmutate and transform my lead in gold: this shall be my 
Celestial Pact. Amen.” 
Then Umiel urged me to go near that source of green light and to 

take in my hands the object that produced it. That is what I did... 
deeply moved, I took it out of the cave and put it in my backpack, 
wrapped in a white clean t-shirt. When I finished, I felt very 

sleepy... and it was then that I dreamt with the plate. This is 
fantastic!» 

 
LOVE AND MARRIAGE. Friday, May 27th, 1983  
«Umiel came again and I asked him: 

“Tell me if those of us who must reach Perfection should practice 
celibacy.” He answered: 

“The path, accompanied by others, is more pleasant. There is no 
spiritual, moral or physical law by which celibacy is required. Love 
generates love, and occasionally the other way round. Why, then, 

should marriage and love relationships be forbidden?” 
Then I said: 
“So I can marry?” And he answered: 



 

“Who forbids it? The world, God, or yourself?” I replied: 
“Nothing forbids me to marry yet.” And Umiel said: 

“So, there are no obstacles. The obstacles are hard and inflexible 
stones. You have asked me because you are possessed by love. 

Choose your partner if you wish, but be careful with whom you 
choose, or you might find a stone, that as the previous one, is hard 
and inflexible.” 

And again he left.» 
 
ANGEL SAMAHEL. Thursday, May 27th, 1983 

«A spirit full of light appeared. It produced a bluish light, very 
intense but not blinding. It was beautiful and his voice was also 

very nice, speaking to me from the rock where he had appeared: 
“My Being, thanks to the power of Wisdom, controls the mortals 
and puts them in chains... although they can’t see the chains. 

Slyness dominates over strength. Religion has hidden wells from 
which it deceives Humanity, that is why those “wise men” rule the 

world. Ambition and greed make me laugh and I despise them. 
Don’t take notice of them, because the world will fall but Truth 
won’t. The world will be such that it gives its subjects to Glory.” 

He introduced himself with these words. And I asked: “What is your 
name?” 

And he answered: “I am Samahel.” I asked then: 
“What do you come to say?” And Samahel told me: 
“In Nature, there is a holiness against which you can’t fight. Believe 

in your own Science, and that your Imagination and your Reason 
don’t contradict each other.” 
And when he disappeared, I knew that, at last, I was on the 

Summit, or at least I had nearly made it.» 
 



 

ABOUT A DWELLING. Sunday, May 29th, 1983 
«Umiel came and made the following drawing on the ground: 

 

 
 

And he said: 
“One day a great house will be built in which we will dwell. You will 
dwell in it with us when you call on us, and it will lift up as God’s 

Tabernacle. There will live the Caste of the Effectists; there will live 
the Priestly Caste, that must join to be one. For this to be like I say 
and without any mistakes, take this I show you.” 

And he showed me a golden medallion of defined shape with four 
mounted topazes that was the following: 

 

 
 



 

And when I was going to touch it, the medallion broke apart in four 
pieces. I asked: 

“What has happened?” 
Umiel answered: 

“Broken for four different people. Where it has occurred, do it in the 
Earth, but manufacture it of silver. As time goes by, you will find 
four people who have already been chosen to hold it. The first 

piece, hand it to the “Desired one,” who at the same time will give 
it to a man who will speak to him about the Walkers in the Light, 
and that in his path, will Consecrate him by you and others. Never 

tell the “Desired one” to whom he should give it; he will know in his 
heart, because I will be in his ear.” 

I was perplexed and didn’t understand a thing, so I looked at him 
and asked: “And the symbols it has around, what are they?” 
He answered: 

“I will come in the morning and will open for you the inaccessible 
doors whose key are these symbols, but don’t write it down here, 

write it in other sheets, because you must keep it hidden until the 
time is right.” 



 

It seemed he was going to leave when he touched the ground with 
a piece of a branch, and a yellow dust lifted up from the ground, 

and then the following, that is a building plan, appeared. 
  

 



 

Umiel said: 
“Break this plan in four pieces also, and give one of them to that 

same “Desired” being. In the final completion of the plan is the 
arrival of this Dwelling that I show you; the three remaining pieces, 

hand them to the names that I will show you afterwards.” 
And I saw the remaining names and I was told what they meant in 
Spanish. Umiel, vehemently, continued: 

“The second piece give it to the one that is called “God will 
increase,” who will also hand it to the same man who the “Desired 
one” will give it to in the first place, but be careful; only when two 

feminine beings are recognized by you as Consecrated of HIM WHO 
IS. You will have to notify this man about it.” 

In that same moment, I saw far away a solemn procession 
preceded by a man dressed in white, I even thought his hair was 
white; behind him and in a row were hundreds of people dressed in 

multicoloured robes. Umiel saw how I remained engrossed, and 
touched my shoulder, and then I turned to look at him. He was 

smiling. 
“What are you seeing?” he asked me. I answered: 
“That procession that is coming up to where we are”... But when I 

pointed out to where it was coming from, everyone had 
disappeared. There wasn’t anybody, only the pines! Then I heard 

Umiel: “If you forget only one thing of what you are learning and I 
am teaching and showing you, please know that everything that 
should be, will never be, and won’t be able to exist. Don’t leave 

anything out and remember all I’m showing you.” 
I nodded and turned my head to look behind him, where I had seen 
that strange vision, and then I saw that everything radiated Light, a 

light of white-bluish colour that was extremely pleasant. 
The flowers seemed to be full of life, it was as if I could hear how 

they “lived” and “felt.” Then Umiel told me: 
“You and another one will speak in a meeting with a lot of people... 
those are the flowers that you see. These will be the seeds that you 

will both sow, and you will receive one hundred for each one you 
sow. Don’t despair, don’t pay any attention to those that condemn 

and criticize you, because as you were told, Darkness doesn’t affect 
Light.” 



 

I looked at the countryside again, yes, thousands of multicoloured 
flowers, full of life, were there. I thought I could even here them 

sigh! I looked at Umiel and he said: 
“Your country will be prepared for the Fight and the Revolution of 

Love, don’t have any doubt about that, although you don’t 
understand it now. This Walking Being is preparing you since 
ancient Times.” 

He pointed out with his finger to the pine closest to him, and behind 
it, a shining being appeared that got near me. I had to squint my 
eyes to see him better, and then I saw he was dressed in white, 

blue and purple. He had a crown on his forehead, but I couldn’t see 
his face. He held out his hand and said: 

“Give me back what belongs to me.” 
I looked at Umiel inquisitively, as I didn’t know what he meant. The 
Spirit Umiel said: 

“What I give you doesn’t belong to you, but to the whole world, and 
you must give it to the world as cautiously as I have done with you. 

It isn’t yours. It isn’t yours.” 
“I know it because you told me so... but, who is it? How is his 
face?” Umiel answered: 

“The symbol has no face because nobody in the terrestrial world 
can become a symbol unless he Is one.” 

“I don’t understand” I answered. 
“Pay attention to what I say and carry it out. Give the third piece to 
the “Double-edged axe that is in God” and that he delivers it to 

whom you will Recognize thanks to the symbols that I’ve shown 
you, when in your nation’s capital Ten Walkers exist and you are 
accompanied by two women to speak about what I’m showing you.” 

I looked at the Symbol again. He was still holding out his right hand 
and repeated: “Give me back what belongs to me.” 

And I gave that Symbol without a face all that wasn’t mine. Then, 
everything disappeared. My loneliness and what I felt nearly made 
me think I had turned deaf... that was my perception. 

When I turned round, I saw that Umiel was looking at me with a 
serious face. “What are you feeling?” he asked. 

“I don’t know” I added, “a strange feeling.” So much noise, so much 
singing, and all those voices, and it all disappears with its images; 
I’ve been left with a feeling of loneliness that makes me feel 

strange. 



 

He held out his hand for me to hold it, and that is what I did. When 
his skin made contact with mine, I felt the most intense Friendship 

in the world, an indescribable Love that I’ve never felt before until 
today, the most impressive Understanding that I think a human 

being has ever felt (and I write this without knowing, of course, 
who is the human being that has felt the most complete 
Understanding). He made me sit by his side in that same place that 

now looked different to my sight and my perception. He spoke 
slowly: 
“Listen” he said seriously, “after finishing the mission of sharing out 

what was one, the wolves will want to see a predator in you, the 
sheep will want to see a wolf, the plants will want to see a sheep... 

and you will really be made up of those forms. Don’t you ever care 
about rude words or hypocritical smiles, or about flattering words or 
approving smiles. Everything, every aspect, is something that you 

will observe in your surroundings, and you shouldn’t worry or feel 
happy. Solitude will be your partner: solitude of friends and solitude 

of brothers. But don’t you worry, you shouldn’t worry unless you 
cease to do what you know you must do.” 
“What should I do?” I asked feeling confused. 

“What you Know that must be done in the moment it must be done, 
always considering that you act for justice, and without taking into 

account the comment of the wolf, the sheep or the flower.” 
Both of us remained silent. It seemed as if he was going to leave 
when he told me: 

“That the fourth and last piece be handed out without a symbol, 
without time, and without signs or notifications. Be it given when 
the other three previous ones have already been handed out.” 

I asked: 
“And then, what will happen?” 

Umiel smiled, he looked at me with infinite Love, and answered: 
“You mustn’t worry, my Brother, because then you will already be 
MINE and I will be YOURS, and Fire will seem cold, and Water will 

seem dry, and Air will seem to burn, and the Earth will seem 
humid... but that which will be appearances, in the symbol, will be 

in you the Reality. The “Virile,” then, will be the last Keeper.” 



 

I nodded because I had understood. But then, suddenly, Umiel’s 
face turned bitter, and he said something that I didn’t understand, 

and that I still haven’t understood: 
“Protect the Symbol, protect it from itself and its humanity, because 

it can put its Vocation during some time in the hands of those who 
will want power, and who will be wrong about it and will want to 
drag you with it. Protect the Symbol and be One with it.” 

I answered surprised: 
“How can the Symbol of Light be lost? I don’t understand you.” 
“Not the symbol” he answered, “but man. The Symbol will remain 

all the time; in fact, it Exists since the beginning, but it’s man, which 
represents it, that can be blinded by its Light. Don’t worry, it will 

come to you and everything will be accomplished, but in due time.” 
“When will this be?” I asked. To what he answered: 
“Everything will be when the time is right. When we return to speak 

to your world, when faith wins, when the hearts are moved by the 
pain and the suffering of the fellow men, when spirituality succeeds 

over materialism, and when these revelations are said to come from 
the Malignant.” 
I looked at his face, that was sad, while I asked: “Will they say you 

are evil?” 
Umiel answered: 

“A time will come when the world will be so mistaken that goodness 
will be mixed with evil, and evil with goodness. You will see periods 
in that the same people that greeted you in one street, will turn 

their backs on you in another street, and will spit on your name. 
You will see the periods in which evil will rule the Earth and the 
false prophets will pronounce with their voices that others are 

prophets. 
You will know of periods in which this won’t be believed, and those 

who hold power will throw their disgrace upon what is true... but 
the promise of the Heavens will prevail and we will shake your 
world. We will call the four angles and the one and only truth which 

Jesus the Nazir spoke about will rise above the clouds. Remember 
one thing, those who hold the truth will be sold for “what others 

might think.”» 
 



 

THREE SIGNS. Monday, May 30th, 1983  
«Umiel came again and told me: 

“Look at these symbols.” 
And he showed me the following: 

 

 
 
Then he continued: 
“These aren’t the only ones, as each one means a different thing 

that is complementary.” 
When I saw them, I remembered the vision that the entire group 

had, when we departed from Callosa d’En Sarria to Bolulla, and I 
said: “Will you disclose them to me?” 
He answered: 

“Everything will be disclosed to you. The first one means a 
Mountain with only one place to climb, the second one is the 

symbol of Radiation to all the Universe, and the third one is the 
unity of the Highest with what is down here.” 
I understood and saw all the meanings. And as he had come, Umiel 

left again.» 
 
WHY DON’T YOU PAY ATTENTION TO GOD?  

Tuesday, May 31st, 1983 
«This time, Samahel came, and appeared before me as the Spirit of 

Prophecy, saying: “Why don’t you take notice of God, your Lord?” 
I didn’t answer. And he repeated it: 
“Why don’t you all pay attention to God, your Lord?” 

I think that the surprised and inquisitive look in my eyes urged him 
to continue: 

“Weren’t you told: “God is your Father because you were created 
from Him?” Why when you speak about Him, don’t you say with all 
your LOVE: “I want, Father,” “yes, Father,” “give me, Father?” Why 

when you speak about Him you do it as if he was a stranger? I tell 
you that he who is afraid of this Father, as if he didn’t come from 
him, is his bastard.” 

I fell silent after he spoke and didn’t know what to reply. He smiled 
and disappeared behind some rocks.» 



 

THE DRESS OF BEAUTY. Wednesday, June 1st, 1983  
«Umiel came and I asked him: 

“Tell me, Umiel, is nudism justifiable? Isn’t it forbidden by my 
Father?” 

To this he answered: 
“The prohibition comes from Moses. How are you born?” I said: 
“Naked.” 

And he continued: 
“And flowers, trees, and Nature, how do they dress?” I answered: 
“With Purity and Beauty.” To this he said: 

“There is nothing ugly in God’s creation. But man, with his urge to 
be more than Him, has considered ugly what is most beautiful in 

the world.” 
Then I asked: 
“And if someone knows this, but persists in not understanding it?” 

And he said: 
“Then, don’t shock him and cover yourself.” 

I understood and he left.» 
 
ANGEL ANAEL. Thursday, June 2nd, 1983 

«Umiel arrived accompanied by another spirit, and said: 
“I leave you with Anael, thanks to the Adonai. He will give you a 

legacy for the listeners of the Earth. Write down what he is going to 
dictate you.” 
Umiel disappeared and I was left alone with Anael, who told me to 

write the following: 
"A land exists where there is a flower and fruit garden from which 
no one goes out or in, and the door is mine, of Anael. Look, only 

the one who Knows, Knows. In one part of the Universe they wait 
with hope. There is no fear of the sleuth in that place, because the 

scales tilt towards the man that looks with the flesh and that was 
pierced by the spear.” 
“The half moon will hide behind a blue and red flag. The seed of 

horror will be vast, because they will fall burnt like leaves, being like 
the fire of hell, and it will find itself fighting with love (sic). And not 

even will they want to kill the war of great fervour with the spear; 
big will be the tribulation and horror; I say: that the scales don’t 
tilt.” 



 

“A silver apple will fall from the ripe tree, but there are no hands to 
take the fruit, because the breasts that feed it have milk of the 

dark. The Earth will let out a moan of fright and everyone will wear 
their mourning clothes.” 

“The trees are cut down by the ray of the black sun. All remain 
blinded, and having strained eyes, they return to hell.”» 
 

THE BLUE BALL. Friday, June 3rd, 1983 
«As every day, the Spirit Umiel came again. This time he gave me 
two small crystal balls, of the size of a pea: one of them had the 

letters ORI written in its inside, and the other one, the letters OCI. 
When he handed them to me, he said: 

“Put them on top of this larger ball.” 
And he showed me a shining beautiful blue crystal ball. I said: “If I 
put them on top, they will slip off.” 

And he replied: 
“Do it and you will see Judgement.” 

So I took both small balls and threw them on top of the larger one, 
that absorbed them, and I saw them in its inside. It was like a 
crystalline soap bubble. Both small balls turned red and multiple 

fires and colours occupied its inside. The colours were bright and 
made incomprehensible shapes. At the end, to my surprise, the blue 

ball exploded and turned into a black ball, slightly larger and not 
transparent. 
Umiel said: 

“Take it into your hands.” 
I held it and it was hot. He said: “What do you feel?” 
I answered: 

“It’s so hot it’s burning me.” “Drop it if you wish” he said. 
It burnt me even more, so I dropped it as a reflex reaction. Then, it 

rolled down the mountain and as it fell, I saw a red stain that 
started to extend, little by little, from the ground up to the clouds. 
The stain changed to a purplish colour that was irresistible to my 

sight. 
“What have I done!” I exclaimed alarmed. And Umiel answered: 

“What God will do.” 
And after saying this, he disappeared together with the vision.» 
 



 

REVOLUTION BY SYMBOLS. Saturday, June 4th, 1983  
«Umiel came and said: 

“What do you want? What you have done before or what you are 
doing now?” I answered: 

“I feel pleased with what God gives me, and I’m proud of what he 
has shared with me.” 
He said: 

“Do you feel sorry for having abandoned your materiality?” I 
answered: 
“I know what you mean. A long time ago, the “Voice” told me that 

no one was born a painter if God didn’t want to, and if the person 
hadn’t a message to give to the world.” 

He answered: 
“Is that your revolution? Why don’t you continue?” 
I said: 

“I know that you don’t intend to tempt me because you can’t. My 
paintings reflect, or have tried to reflect, what I know, and I have 

tried to show my interior in them. Human and sublime sensations 
cannot be named in an understandable manner, but they can be 
depicted by means of symbols. Without words. Isn’t that 

marvellous?” 
And he said: 

“God has given you the knowledge to unravel sensations and to 
communicate them with symbols. I ask you again, is that your 
revolution?” 

I answered: 
“If my lips cannot say more than what the world can understand, 
wouldn’t my symbols be a revolution at the same time? God has 

given me all these things, but I’m always the same person. If my 
mission is to take part in the Revolution that you told me about, 

why shouldn’t I use all my resources and my creation for this?” 
And Umiel left, smiling sweetly. But before disappearing, he said: 
“In that Revolution of Symbols, you also run the risk of not being 

understood.”» 
 



 

THE BOOK OF WISDOM AND THE UNIVERSAL LANGUAGE. 
Sunday, June 5th, 1983 

«Umiel held my hand and took me to the highest part of the 
mountain, and there he showed me a crystal book that was at the 

top of a seventy-two steps ladder made of gold and gems. He said: 
“That which you see at the top is the Language of God, your 
Father.” 

I said: “Is it a book?” 
To what Umiel answered: 
“At the beginning, a Book identical to this one existed, whose 

symbols were made of precious but fragile glass. But a portion of 
the spirits of men, to confuse others, to know more than them and 

to become God, found the door that this Book left open for man to 
reach perfection, whose name was Wisdom. They entered the door 
and went up the seventy-two steps in wonder.” 

“They found the crystal Book and opened it. And they found it full 
of signs and characters written with precious but fragile glass. 

When they were going down the ladder with it, they tripped over 
the twenty-sixth step and the Book dropped out of their hands: it 
fell face-down and the signs fell to the ground, breaking in a 

thousand pieces. Those men left the book there and collected the 
signs to reconstruct them on the Earth. When they arrived, 

thousands of men showed up and each one started to reconstruct 
them: they put them together for their own convenience and 
distributed them to regions, continents and planets. And depending 

on the piece that each one took, letters were created, and with 
them, a language, politics and a religion.” 
“God, seeing the confusion that prevailed, sent some chosen ones 

to illuminate them. They weren’t able either to reach the Universal 
Language and many of them died in their intent. At last, God came 

down and picked the book up, putting it closed in the place where it 
was originally kept. The Son of God came down and gave the 
Beginning, but as his symbol had also been broken, each one built 

on it what he wanted to.” 
“One day, the spirits had a look at the book, complaining and 

moaning about what human beings had done with what is Sacred. 
But when they got to the last page, they found one Symbol was 
intact, whole, without any cracks. There was happiness in the 

Highest, and some wanted to communicate it to mortals, while 
some of us said that it should be concealed, because it might 
happen that the most ignorant, or those that wanted to know, 



 

would destroy it, as they had done with the previous ones.”  
I said: “Which is the symbol that isn’t broken? Is the last page of 

the Sacred Crystal Book understandable?” 
And Umiel answered: 

“Its symbol is the THAU and I was one of the angels who 
discovered it.” I was very surprised, and said after a while: 
“And what does the THAU hold?” To what Umiel said: 

“It holds everything, and also the discovery of the Universal 
Language.” 
I understood the symbol of the story and the mission I had. We 

were going to leave when I said: “And how will we get to know 
what was originally written in the book?” 

He replied: 
“Through this symbol and through ALL, God can be reached, and 
when we are all One Only Thing, we will call the thieves and all of 

us will reconstruct it, and after that we will eat it.” 
He disappeared after saying this. I understood that to recover all 

this, or Wisdom, we should search all the signs that supplement the 
Sacred Crystal book of signs made of precious but fragile glass. 
How many beautiful things exist!» 

 
PROFANE AND SACRED LOVE. Monday, June 6th, 1983  

«Umiel came at the same time and said: 
“I must ask you something, do you Love me?” 
“You are next to God” I answered, “why wouldn’t I Love you?” 

“You have Loved in a Sacred way, have you also loved for body 
pleasure?” 
“Yes” I answered sincerely. “I acknowledge it and don’t repent or 

feel ashamed.” 
Umiel turned round. It seemed as he was thinking something, then 

he turned to me and continued: “What would you compare your 
Love with?” 
I thought for a moment. It was a question I should meditate on. 

“It compares with the love the poet can feel for everything he sees, 
it compares with the love that the Divine part of each of us feels for 

everyone if there is Sensibility in us.” 
He smiled and continued talking: 
“But you have been selfish, you only love One.” 



 

“No” I replied, “I have loved some people, and I have Loved and 
Love many people.” 

Umiel sat on a rock that was at his right. He stared at me and made 
a gesture for me to sit in front of him. He changed the conversation 

by saying: 
“I have used this body that you now see to show you the Effect and 
for you to understand it. The blended Energies go up to the level of 

Shape, afterwards you only have to model them and send them 
towards the achievement of the Aim that you need. The Will to 
show you what I say is what you have created with your 

Imagination, what you now see in me; the Faith you have 
demonstrated climbing up to hear with the aim of finding Answers, 

is what has originated the Wisdom that has been given to you. And 
now, I ask you to keep Secret what I’m going to disclose.” 
And calmly he began with a ritual called ARUAC, that surprised me 

at the beginning, although I followed it with a logic feeling of 
nervousness. Little by little and with an unrivalled natural manner, 

he explained what the Apotheosis called ATAROBIM, that I had 
never felt before, should be. What is true is that I had never 
imagined that such a physical and ritualistic sensation could exist, 

even when I let my imagination run wild. 
I don’t know how long that feeling lasted. What I can write now is 

that, without a comment, without a gesture, Umiel looked at me 
and left as he had come, leaving me with an indescribable feeling of 
happiness. 

I had just understood what the Effect was in practice (because up 
to now everything had been writings and theories), yes, the Effect 
that nobody can name because it’s kept for only a few, for those 

who are open-minded, and that has been hidden for ages, but that 
I have now understood. I don’t have words, only the indescribable 

feeling of SOMETHING THAT I HAD NEVER IMAGINED OR 
EXPECTED, but that due to its simplicity, must remain hidden and 
kept for a few High Initiates. Thanks, thanks... thanks.» 



 

  
 
 

 
VOICES OF IMPOSTORS IN TRIBULATION. 
Monday and Tuesday, June 6th and 7th, 1983 

«That Angel of Light (I say this because he certainly radiated, 
curiously, a soft and pale light) called Samahel came and told me: 

“Write down what I will dictate.” 
That is what I did on a separate sheet, and now I copy it in this 
diary. It reads: 

Fires of clairvoyants will splash the world, when the tribulations are 
added to those that already exist. Forms in meadows, dry trees and 

caves, will speak to people that have never seen them, and many 
will follow them. They will make up a state to break away with the 
previous state. Prodigious fictitious miracles will flow from the non-

existing apparitions. The name of God will be used to lose the 
Truth. The Truth will be prostituted on behalf of a god that has 



 

never spoken to the impostors who have taken possession of the 
form. 

Guttural voices will say they come from Heaven. Bleeding stigmas 
will take the Chalice of the Common Union. The sacrilege will be 

pronounced by the impostors to confuse. 
Oh, the times that will come, when the apparitions speak through 
the mouth of hysterical women, new priests and beardless blind 

people! 
Look and write: when the White Lady speaks in four different places 
in Spain, it will be the sign that the White Lady, the Virgin 

Spirituality, has never spoken through the mouth of any clairvoyant. 
Many, in prayers and constriction, will do what the imposters 

command... it will be then that Evil will be plentiful on the Earth.» 
 
THE ESSENCE AND THE JARS. Wednesday, June 8th, 1983 

«I was walking around the place as it was starting to get dark when 
a girl approached me, holding in her arm a symbol with this shape: 

 

 
 

She said: 
“For many, my existence is relative, as they still haven’t seen me 
face to face. I measure lives, and with my breath, I do what suits 

each one of them.” 
When she said this, a column that held one thousand different jars 

emerged from the ground she was stepping on. Some were 
beautiful and others were rough and badly shaped. She leaned over 
the first jar and spit her saliva, which was like crystal water, in its 

inside. Then, without speaking, she took that first jar, threw its 
contents into the second jar, and broke the first one. The water was 
dirty, and after looking at it, she took a third jar and threw in its 

inside the contents of the second jar, breaking the second one 
afterwards. She did this with about twenty jars, after which, the 

water (her saliva) was clear and shining as if it was phosphorus. 
After looking at it carefully, she went near the jar and drank all of it 



 

again, breaking it afterwards, and breaking also all the remaining 
ones. Then she looked at me and said: 

“You’ve seen the process.” 
I replied: 

“What have you drank?” To what she answered: 
“I’ve drank what has come out of me.” “And who are you?” I asked. 
She replied: 

“The Essence of Perfection, because although I vomit myself in all 
fairness, everything that goes out of me, returns to me.” 
I asked her: 

“What are those jars that you have broken?” To what she 
answered: 

“Lives and more lives.” 
And she disappeared when she said this.» 
 

ANGEL DARYOEL. Thursday, June 9th, 1983 
«At dawn, a dense mist covered all the surroundings, and 

everything around me was damp. I was shivering and looked for 
something to wear in my backpack, but it was impossible! I opened 
the zip of my sleeping bag and used it as a cloak, starting to walk to 

find some honey-water (my water bottle was empty). 
It was so foggy that I walked very slowly not to trip over anything. 

Suddenly, the fog in front of me appeared stained with an orange-
yellowish glow, as if it was going to ignite or as if there was a 
bonfire nearby. I stopped walking and squinted my eyes to see 

what that was... 
A deafening noise, as if an aeroplane had passed over me, made 
me throw myself to the ground as a reflex reaction, in such a way 

that I hurt my right cheek, as I think I grazed myself with a bush. 
When I raised my head, I saw a being with a serious face to my 

right, with shiny skin like polished bronze and with a closed book 
that he held in his hands against his chest. 
“Get up!” he ordered me harshly. “Come near me!” 

I did so, stumbling with everything that was in my way. Then I saw 
that he had beautiful shining eyes, of intense green colour. His body 

really shined! 



 

“I am Daryoel, and I bring a very important thing, not only for you 
but also for down there.” He showed me the book, closed, and left 

it in front of his feet, getting up again. 
“Take it and copy all of it before it gets dark. It’s the Book of 

Memories. When you finish, return here and place it again where I 
have left it. Leave and forget about it. Keep your copy and watch 
what you do with it and its information, because it has words and 

sounds that open the springs of the mind to connect to the Cosmic 
Mind, to the Elohims.” 
I took the book in my hands and went to where my backpack was. 

There, I started to copy it. 
Now I’ve finished it and left it where he told me to. It has been 

foggy all day long, and I feel the cold in my bones, to the extent 
that my ankle and knee hurt as if the cold had got inside me. 
It’s late; today Umiel hasn’t appeared. Good night, My God, I’m 

perplexed and with a feeling of abandonment that I wouldn’t know 
how to describe...» 

 
INNER FIGHT. Friday, June 10th, 1983 
«When I was walking around the place, waiting for something new, 

three black birds flew over my head and I felt very eager to 
transform myself in one of them. Then I found myself in the mind 

of one of them: I saw myself from the high, looking at the birds. 
I saw that everything was very strange and felt hungry when I saw 
a human body on top of the mountain looking at us. I plunged on it 

with the purpose of eating some of its flesh. I flew near and 
scratched its hand with my paws. I attacked again and saw how the 
human being run away to hide between the cracks of the rocks. I 

attacked him once again and crashed against the rocks, blinded by 
my hunger. 

When I hit my head, I regained consciousness, and found myself 
full of fear, inside a crack in the rocks. By my side there was a black 
bird that opened and closed its beak, with its head bleeding 

profusely. I took it in my hands and then I remembered everything. 
I was totally confused, and then Umiel’s voice replied from behind 

me: 
“Why do you fight against yourself?” 
Immediately after, everything disappeared. Then I discovered that I 

was holding a piece of cloth in my hands, instead of the bird.» 



 

THE TRAIL OF THE THREE PEDESTALS. 
Saturday, June 11th, 1983 

«When I woke up, at dawn, I saw a winding trail that went up to 
the sky. At the entrance, there were three white stone pedestals 

that matched the whiteness of the place where they were located. 
They were shining like columns of light. 
Umiel appeared and said: 

“Follow the trail and reach the end.” 
I started to walk, but unsteadily, because the more I walked, more 
was the distance that I still had ahead. 

At the beginning, I saw a red stain located at my right, and I went 
past it without stopping. A short time afterwards, I found myself 

with a strange being that looked at me in horror; I also went 
straight past him. Afterwards, a construction made of heavy stones, 
and I also went past it. There were thousands of signs written on 

the floor where I treaded. They were strange signs, but their sound 
made me happy. 

Then I saw the “old man with the two stones,” that looked at me 
smiling, and I went past him. 
Later on I saw “shadows” that frightened me, and I went past 

them. And then, voices that called me (the voices came out of 
shining beings that were like a small light comet standing on its 

feet) saying beautiful phrases of understanding and wisdom. I 
understood all they said. Then I found many Books made of 
precious stones. I was getting close to the end... and I was 

beginning to see it: Light and beauty, white. I reached the end and 
found myself at the entrance of the trail where I had started, with 
the three white stone pedestals. I was disappointed and sat down. 

Umiel came and said: 
“What is the matter with you?” And I answered: 

“I was searching for the end, but it happens to be that I was so 
spellbound looking at the marvellous things that I have lost my 
way... and returned to the entrance.” 

Umiel smiled, and said, sitting by my side: 
“How clumsy human beings are! You seek the wonders of the 

Afterlife when you are already in it, and when you find something 
that you thought was the beginning, you fall to pieces thinking you 
have failed, when it’s Knowledge of Wise Men to recognize that 

reaching an end implies beginning again and Living.” 
I was astonished and everything disappeared.» 



 

THE OWNERS OF THE WORLD. Sunday, June 12th, 1983 
«I found two men, one of them, well dressed and the other one in a 

terrible state and dressed in rags. Both of them were standing in 
front of me. Then Umiel asked me: 

“Which of them do you think that owns the world?” 
And I heard the voice of the rich man who said proudly: “I have 
money, properties, and estates. I deal with men in my same 

situation, of higher rank and also of lower rank. I have a wife and 
God has given me many children. I praise Him and I think I do what 
my conscience dictates me. I give money to beggars and don’t ask 

for anything in return.” 
Then the poor man spoke: “I only live to beg. I curse God’s name 

for having me made this way and I’m sad because of my destiny. I 
have no friends, and the few I have are as ill as I am. I don’t need 
many things, I feel satisfied with only eating and living.” 

Umiel looked at me again and asked: “Will you answer my 
question?” 

After thinking for a while, I answered: 
“The first one has power on Earth and finds it hard to die and to 
lose what he has. He hears God, but the God he hears is his own 

conscience. The other one curses his destiny, although it’s a destiny 
he has imposed on himself: he curses God without knowing that 

God is himself. He is satisfied with little because he doesn’t have 
anything. I say, do any of them worry about the beings they have 
near or do they only think of themselves?” 

Umiel answered: 
“They only think of themselves.”  
Then I replied: 

“Isn’t it that both of them own the world? Well, let them remain in 
the world and that the world be their heritage.” 

And Umiel left, to appear the next day.» 
 
INNER WISDOM. Monday, June 13th, 1983  

«Umiel came and I asked: 
“Do you know how mortals will have to understand this? Will they 

understand it?”  
And he said: 
“Listen. What you call learning doesn’t really exist. What only exists 

is a Knowledge that can be found everywhere: a Knowledge that is 
inside every being, and its enemy is to want to learn. The plants, 
the trees, everything in Creation can teach you. But nobody has still 



 

committed himself face to face with himself, or has he looked at 
himself in his own wisdom.” 

The Mystics ruled by the Seven, the Four and the Twelve, are. The 
Mystics add Five. Think and you will Understand: “adding Five, they 

are, nevertheless, Two, that is One.” 
Today I want you to understand the Seven, and as you heard from 
my Voice, I repeat that Seven of us are today in you, and in 

consequence, in this your world. Conscience will be translated into 
Consciousness and the world will discover in itself the thresholds of 
its Evolution, that is already Revolution. Listen, Understand, and 

Devour: 
 

Tahariel —of lead— is already the Consciousness of the physical 
body, task of the Walkers and Symbol of the Order of the Ancient, 
that I already dictated to you. 

Ophaniel —of copper— is already the Consciousness of emotions, 
task of the Consecrated, and Symbol of the Order of the Guardians, 

which you know of. 
Malchiel —of tin— is already the Consciousness of intelligence, task 
of the Exalted Consecrated, and symbol of the Doorkeeper, of the 

Holy or Sacred Order, that you have also known of and whose 
fundamentals you have copied. 

Zacoutel —of mercury— is already the Consciousness of intuition, 
hard work of the Recognizers of Walkers, Masters of Effect and the 
Mystics, who are Two but is One. He is the Symbol of the Order of 

Light, ruled by Uriel, which you know of and that you’ve assimilated 
to Train others. 
Synigouria —of iron— is already the Consciousness of will, task of 

the Guardians of Effect, the Kings of the three hundred and sixty-
five days and of Crystal, the Regina Nova and of Crystal, and 

Symbol of the Magic Order, that is ruled by Gabriel and its Light of 
the North, which you already know of and that you’ve assimilated in 
your spirit and entrails. 

Raziel —of silver— is already the Consciousness of spirituality, Task 
and Vocation of the Priests of Spirit, the Guides of the Orders, 

whoever they may be, and the Positions, and is the Symbol of the 
Order ruled by Gabriel in his domains of Emotions, or Soul of 
Crystal. 



 

And Observe, without your eyes, Karseb Elyon, the most High 
Manifestation —of gold— that is already the Consciousness of life, 

task of the Maximum Court and the Court of Light, Symbol of the 
Alma Mater that Michael keeps and which you know of in its 

Complete Structure. 
Planets and celestial bodies, Colours that open you the Doors of 
Consciousness and the natural Points through which the energy of 

the Universe flows, Mystical Days of symbolic creation, Perfumes 
and plants that make you take communion with the Virtues, the 
Messengers and the Energies of 

Intelligence that live in you: speak to the world, don’t leave 
anything out, be honest with what you have received, do the 

Revolution of Love that destroys Hate; seek and Pass on, because 
I’m in you and through you I will manifest. You will transform lead 
into gold: this way I promise you and this way I achieve it.” 

And after dictating this text, Umiel left.» 
 

DOUBT AND FEAR. Tuesday, June 14th, 1983  
«Umiel came again and said: 
“Look at the sky and observe it.” 

I looked up, and in a few minutes, a cloud covered everything in 
such a way that I couldn’t see the sky or not even Umiel. I 

continued looking up, and it started to get dark and I couldn’t see 
anything: not even the stars. That darkness was strange and I felt 
very worried. 

For the first time, I had the feeling that all of what I had lived there 
was a dream. That I was alone and that nothing or nobody had 
spoken to me. I sat down and started to feel very cold and to 

shiver. I panicked. Every sound in the air (that wasn’t carried away 
by the fog) made something shudder in me. 

I got up and looked down, but couldn’t see anything. The mountain 
was surrounded by such a dense fog that you could nearly chew it. 
I felt very cold. I went to look for my sleeping bag and the blanket, 

but I couldn’t find the place. Everything was so dark that I could 
hardly walk without stumbling. 

Again, my doubts aroused about what I had lived there. I called 
Umiel loudly, but nobody and nothing replied, only the wind, that 
started to get worse. 

Six or seven hours elapsed that way, and in the end Umiel appeared 
in front of me out of the fog. I could hardly see or recognize him. 
He said: 



 

“What is the matter?”  
I said: 

“I’m feeling alone. I had doubts about everything.” 
Then Umiel spoke: 

“During many days you have seen trials and signs, many visions 
and other things, and now you doubt?” 
I answered: 

“I had a feeling of loneliness like never in my life; I was in despair. I 
have called for you and you haven’t come.” 
Umiel answered again: 

“You have looked to the sky and haven’t seen the stars, you have 
looked to the ground and haven’t seen it either, but does that mean 

they don’t exist?” 
I replied: 
“Before, I had seen everything, and even if I didn’t see it, I knew it 

existed. What do you mean?” 
He said: 

“You were looking for the sky, and as you didn’t see it, you fell into 
despair and found yourself alone. But haven’t you thought that you 
couldn’t see it because you were immersed in it? Wasn’t there a 

cloud that hid everything from your sight?” 
“Yes” I answered, “but I was afraid and I have doubted.”  

Before leaving, he told me: 
“What you have seen, you must communicate it. Even if those you 
tell it to, have their sight blinded by something that, in the end, will 

disappear, causing terror in some and happiness in others.”» 
 
THE MYSTERY OF BECOMING GOD. 

Wednesday, June 15th, 1983 
«Today Samahel came and dictated me the following: 

“Of one trunk three branches come out, and the explanation is so 
simple that it will result incomprehensible. An attic and everything 
can be seen. A river in which a being that floats is born, joined to 

three branches that come out of a trunk. Stone to the left and 
illumination on the fifth day; after this, he who has planted it has to 

die, and only the one who knows about this, will know at the same 
time the mystery of the seven columns of eyes under which the 
trunk from where the three branches come out is buried, whose 

interpretation is so simple that it results incomprehensible for the 
person that doesn’t want to go along the crystal path that takes to 
the trunk from which three branches come out.” (*)» 



 

(*) I have no idea of the meaning. (Note of the author.) 
 

DESTRUCTION OF THE SYSTEM. Thursday, June 16th, 1983 
«Samahel appeared again and dictated me the following: 

”An evil thing is approaching the Earth at a tremendous speed. 
Everyone will be horrified when they see it in the sky. 
That night a new star will shine. The signal will appear in the sky 

with refulgence. A ball of fire is coming, it will scorch, and the sea 
won’t exist because it will be part of the sky. 
The double columns of the East and the West will wobble and 

threaten each other. The Fire that destroys even stones and metals 
will rain. Breathing will be impossible because the air will be of Fire. 

Night will be like day and nothing will survive up to another planet 
of the Adonai, in which they will wait around one thousand ages of 
millions of millions of days in Evil, in the possession of absolute Evil. 

Tell them about the ball and the signal will be heard from you, 
because I, Samahel, have heard this from the Adonai. Notice of a 

destruction that has been said, on this occasion, seven thousand 
and thirty-nine times."» 
 

EXAMINATION OF THE INTERIOR. Friday, June 17th, 1983 
«Today I was ordered to do an examination of my interior that 

should last seven days, during which I should read again everything 
I had written. That is what I’ll do. Thanks to all.» 
 

Thursday, June 23rd, 1983 
«In my interior there are so many things nested, that if I told them, 
they would lead to extreme confusion. I’m afraid of climbing down 

and communicating all what I have seen. I feel a bit defenceless, 
although I know that in the end I will overcome all these feelings. 

I feel nostalgia for all of you that have accompanied me in this 
journey, and also for my loved ones. 
I’d like to see you only for a while, but I know it’s impossible. 

I have vague premonitions in my soul... some premonitions that I 
don’t even know how to explain. 



 

Images appear in my mind, as if they were the silent voice of the 
Universe. Right now the symbol that repeats itself since many days 

ago in my interior has appeared in my mind; it’s like this one: 
 

 
 
I don’t know what it means exactly, but it’s beautiful, luminous... 

and for me it looks like a pony that is biting its tail. Inside me there 
is something I don’t dare to say because I fear not being 
understood. It’s lovely, it doesn’t compare with anything I’ve lived 

or dreamt. 
Some days I’ve abandoned myself and understood things that in a 
normal state of my ears and eyes I would never have understood, 

because these things are beyond the physical senses. But... that 
sign! Is it me? All this that is happening to me is like a story, but a 

wonderful story that I wouldn’t ever imagined. In these seven days 
of analysis and summing up, I’ve been able to prove myself that 
God really lives in our interior.» 

 
THE WOODEN BARS. Friday, June 24th, 1983 

«I saw a wooden bar that was burning on one of its ends. I told 
Umiel: “What is that?” 
And he answered: 

“It’s life, life that has everything and that will finish in the end.” 
“Everything will evaporate like the wood that burns? Everything will 

burn?” I asked. And he answered: 
“Necessity has done it that way. It has to burn before transforming 
itself in something new. In the end, only its ashes will remain.” 

“And what about the ashes?” I continued asking. Umiel replied: 
“The ashes are the facts that remain as a memory, for when the 
next pieces of wood arrive, they can say: “We will end this way. 

Here there was more wood like us.” 



 

I looked at him in the eye and asked: 
“Is life only based on this? Is wood only made for that, to burn, to 

be reduced to ashes, and to leave a testimony of its passage 
through existence?” 

To this, Umiel replied: 
“Look up and you will see the smoke that fire has produced from 
the wood. Don’t you think it’s the best testimony of its passage? 

Smoke has no importance for wood: it’s not perceived by wood, it’s 
not part of it because wood isn’t aware of it. Only wood, fire and 
ashes exist. Wood has forgotten its “smoke.” 

And at the end, the cracked pieces of wood fell to the floor, 
transformed in embers that were dying and ashes that perpetuated 

them... smoke rose above everything that moved along the ethereal 
space.» 
 

Saturday, June 25th, 1983 
(Note) This only day will not be included, by decision of the author, 

because during it, information was given about him and his parents, 
and other private matters, that are of no interest to the possible 
readers of the A.D.A.M.A. Diary. 

 
NEW AND LAST TEXTS. Sunday, June 26th, 1983 

«As every day, and at the same hour, Umiel came and told me: 
“I will dictate the last symbol so as to complete the Perfect Cycle. 
During five days you will copy all that I show you and you will keep 

it carefully, as if it were the most important thing in the world. 
When you have to disclose this, remember the following.” 
“Keep in secrecy these Secrets, even when in your mind you think 

you have found the addressee. Be careful with those who introduce 
themselves as of the Light, because the thief never shows up as 

such when he is going to steal his loot, but as a friend, so that you 
trust him, so he can obtain the key of your dwelling.” 
“In you, I will put the Virtue of Intuition, that is a sister of 

Receptiveness, Prudence, and Calmness.” 
“And wouldn’t it be better that you showed me those secrets? In 

that way, they will be correctly protected and watched over” I said. 
“No” he stopped me. “They are the last Symbol of the Book of 
Wisdom, of the Universal Language. I must give them to you as it 

was agreed since they were broken and they were incorrectly 
reconstructed.” 
“I’m not so important to be able to put up with the job you offer 



 

me, I’m weak and can give away. I know myself and, even more, 
my failures. Why not someone else, why not a stronger person?” 

Umiel looked at me surprised. He said: 
“You underestimate yourself. You must Love yourself more and 

believe in what lives in you. I’ll tell you a clue so you always win in 
your trials: 
First: Never act selfishly to your own advantage. 

Second: Never show your Power to boast or to make friends with 
influential or mundane people. Third: Never do anything spectacular 
to be worshiped or exalted by the people: believers in this must 

believe in this. Don’t make a fuss to convince them. This is the true 
and Divine Freedom. 

You are and will be yourself, never fall into the error of doing 
something or behaving according to the whims of who asks you to. 
Never try to please someone, you already have. Love yourself, 

forgive yourself before, be happy and peaceful with yourself, and 
that way you will reach the Love for others, you will know how to 

forgive others, and you will sow happiness and peace around you.” 
And the dictation started...» 
 

BOOK OF KE. Thursday, June 30th, 1983 
«I’ve just finished a very long text dictated to me during all these 

days. It’s a text that includes other small books in it, and due to its 
extension, I can’t make a summary in this diary, as I’m sure that I 
would put my foot in any comments. 

I’ll only say it’s called the “Book of Ke,” and that I haven’t words to 
describe it. I’ll do everything, I promise! Thank you, my God, for the 
umpteenth time!» 

 
SINGING, HAPPINESS. Thursday, July 1st, 1983 

«I was having a walk while the sun was setting, when I heard a 
choir of voices singing: 
The sun, the moon or the stars cannot change the course of beauty. 

There is a Light inside every being. 
Human are the Eclipses. Light, day and Moon are sheltered on the 

Earth. Aren’t there wonders sheltered behind every veil of the 
interior of human Light? 



 

It went that way more or less. I continued hearing it until night 
time. While this happened, Umiel came and I asked him: 

“What does this song mean?” To what he answered: 
“The rescue and the finding of the last Symbol has been 

understood. If happiness exists between the mortals, to whom by 
nature everything is hidden, isn’t happiness going to exist in beings 
like me, that don’t have any veils? Since the beginning of human 

intelligence, we the Energies, help man. Aren’t we going to feel 
happy about Knowledge being restored, and at last, that in this 
world the perfect spirits be released? Your happiness doesn’t 

compare with ours, because yours is happiness of understanding, 
and ours, of comprehension.” 

And everything remained silent.» 
 
THIRTEEN BOOKS. Saturday, July 2nd, 1983  

«Umiel came and said: 
“I have some words which you must keep.” I said: 

“Which ones? Will you tell them to me?” To what Umiel answered: 
“These are words that will be said after your death. Such a point 
has been reached that in their intent, thinking they will save the 

human being, they will hate you and turn their backs on you. When 
it looks as if you were going to die, pious people, they will meet 

with your social environment, and looking at you without the eyes 
they will say, sorrowfully and with an air of martyrs: “Poor clay, 
poor human race! Where is its spirit now? In hell? We forgive you 

because you will no longer be a rival. 
But we’ve had to comply with destiny; our salvation demands your 
sacrifice.” And those who think they hold power will bless you to 

remove your sins, but when everything is nearly forgotten, you will 
be given the Sceptre and you will emerge between them again. You 

will emerge by means of thirteen books.” 
Once said this, he left.» 
 

DAYS OF SOLITUDE. Sunday, July 3rd, 1983 
«Today I woke up very tired, so tired that I could hardly move. I 

walked around the place all day, but something in my interior didn’t 
work properly. I had a premonition... it was something vague. In 
the end, after waiting for Umiel to come until it got dark, I went to 

sleep.» 



 

Monday to Wednesday, July 4th to 6th, 1983 
«Three days have passed in which I haven’t seen Umiel or heard his 

voice, or have I heard the “Voice” or seen any other spiritual being. 
If they don’t appear today either, it will be already four days in 

solitude. 
I’m confused. I had got accustomed to them and now it bothers me 
they are not here. I haven’t called them either, because they know 

what I want or need, they have served me during all my stay here, 
and now I’m happy, and a bit bored also, because these days are 
long and I wish to see them again. 

Today I’ve remembered Pascual, Yoli, Paco, Nay, Andres and Pablo, 
also my friends from Ubeda, and my brothers and my mother, 

especially because they have spoken to me about them. I’m eager 
to see them all, to be with them at last, and to chat about so many 
things that I know are going to interest them and make them 

reconsider everything. 
Today I have a premonition of my Death... I don’t know... it’s 

something strange, maybe it’s because I haven’t seen them for so 
much time... it looks like death... or as if I was in another world.» 
 

Thursday, July 7th, 1983 
«I suppose it’s all due to a Plan or something that I cannot 

understand yet. Maybe I lack the experience that only time gives, 
and that shows us not to make the mistakes we frequently do, to be 
better than we were before. Maybe A.D.A.M.A. is what happens in 

my interior. Maybe I’m the mountain... but even with all my 
pondering... EVERYTHING RESULTS SO REAL! 
I’m eager to go down and speak about all this with my colleagues. 

Antonio, Blas, Andres, Nay, Taki, Yolanda, I want you to know what 
I know!» 

 
ABABDON. Friday, July 8th, 1983 
«Suddenly, a creature appeared in front of me that was as I’m 

going to describe now: 
Its face was like that of a dog but without such a large snout. It had 

its ears covered by black long hair and its skin was orange-
brownish. Its skin was rough and full of perspiration droplets. It had 
a big mouth and very small eyes, but its eyes radiated intelligence, 

with pupils of lemon-yellow colour. Its arms reached down to the 
knees. It must have been around three feet tall. Its head was 
enormous, its voice was rough and its breath stinked. Its stomach 



 

was like that of a lizard, and it was sitting down with its legs 
crossed. It spoke with a hollow sound, as if I heard it from behind a 

sheet of glass in a room without any furniture. 
It said: 

“Hello! What is your name?” 
I was frightened and stepped back instinctively, because it 
appeared behind me and the area where I was got dark. 

“Who are you?” I asked. To what he answered: 
“I am a creation of human beings.” I said: 
“What is your name?” And it answered: 

“I am Ababdon.” 
When it said these words, my sores started to hurt, and I said: “And 

what are you doing here?” 
To what he replied sarcastically: “Waiting for you to release me. 
Look!” 

Then I saw he was tied up with a red chain to the rock of the 
mountain; but I said: 

“I can’t do that, because I would confuse everyone.” 
And laughing out loudly he replied: 
“You would confuse them? If I didn’t exist, you wouldn’t be worth 

the trouble. Doesn’t darkness have to exist to be able to see the 
light? Those are your words.” 

I said: 
“But my enlightenment is stated in this period. According to Umiel, 
I’m the Guardian of Effect and I have been disclosed High Writings 

that I have copied with his language.” 
It said, looking at me in the eye: 
“I’m going to give you some other simple writings that will form a 

point of balance with those you already have.” 
In front of my feet, a dark picture made in the rock appeared. The 

creature said very seriously: “Rub it with your right hand strongly, 
as if you wanted to erase it.” 
I did it that way, a bit frightened, as it seemed the creature would 

jump on me inadvertently. When I started to rub it, multiple names 
started to appear. I was marvelled... 

“Write them all down” it said. 
And that is what I did. When I finished, I lifted my head up to look 
at the creature and then I saw it had transformed itself in a very 

beautiful being. I remained in ecstasy.  



 

Then it spoke to me: 
“Put those names away in a book, and also what I’ll dictate during 

the whole day.” That is what occurred and I’ve copied it. 
It has nearly got dark, and when the dictation has finished, the 

being has asked me again: “And now, will you release me?” 
I answered: 
“I repeat, I can’t. If you wish, I’ll release you afterwards, when this 

time has come to an end.” 
The creature, furious, pulled the chain and broke it, and then told 
me: 

“You won’t be able to prevent that our spirits leave intelligence 
alone... you have no power for that. They want me to be a god, do 

you have the right to change their opinion?” 
And it disappeared towards the Earth transformed into something 
like a black trail, and everything finished. Perplexed, I turned 

around and there was Umiel looking at me. He touched my shoulder 
and ordered: 

“In that book, before writing down the names that you’ve copied, 
copy the seventy-two Names of God, our Lord and Creator, and 
afterwards, copy the seal that closes its harmful power. Do it as I 

order you with the greatest care, and bind the book and decorate it 
as you wish and as you find most convenient. Put away its names 

and rituals very carefully in a wooden chest and in the great 
Tabernacle placed in the Room of the thousand chests. You shall be 
the one that evens up these forces given to you in Light and 

Shadow, in these times in which EVERYTHING is discovered.”» 
 
Saturday, July 9th, 1983 

«I have to climb down the mountain, Umiel has told me, to return 
afterwards up here. So today I won’t write any more till he 

returns.» 
  



 

THIRD PERIOD:  
From May 12th to June 13th, 1983 
Ubeda, Saturday, May 14th, 1983 
 
«The following might not be understood; nevertheless, I will write it 

down. I’m starting to get accustomed: it has happened again! I 
climbed down the Puig Campana on Saturday, July 9th, I got to 

Benidorm late, with the purpose of getting a ticket for Granada... 
but it couldn’t be. It was again Thursday, May 12th, and on their 
records it appeared that they had just paid the ticket I was asking 

for. It was so unusual! Incomprehensible!... but absolutely true. 
What I said is that I had changed my mind and that I wanted to 
travel to Alicante. The next day, on Friday, I took the train to 

Ubeda, where I have arrived today, Saturday, May 14th, at 12:30 
a.m. 

While I was on the train I thought about a very odd thing. The last 
time, my brother Juan Isaac and Jose Maria saw me off in Granada 
today at 2:30 p.m., and when I got here I went home to see my 

mother. If I return home this evening, will I find myself? All my 
body shivered and I decided it would be better not to go home 

today. 
In the end, I’ve gone to sleep to Frank’s house, but first I went to 
see Andres (witnesses of my arrival are his father and Manuel’s 

mother, whom I have seen at three o’clock in the evening); I’ve 
been telling him everything and afterwards we’ve gone to see our 
friends. 

They were all happy to see me again. And for those who saw me off 
in Gandia, on May 6th, not even ten days have elapsed. I was even 

happier, as I hadn’t seen them for more than one hundred and 
twenty days. I’m nearly dizzy: this isn’t understandable. 
Then they’ve started to tell me what has happened with Pablo, but 

as I already knew it, I’ve gone one step ahead of all they say, little 
by little. And when they’ve asked me how did I already know all 

that, to their astonishment I’ve said that my mother had already 
told me two months ago, that I left for the Puig Camp ana the next 
day, and now that I’ve just returned, it happens to be that I arrive 

here the same day as the last time, some hours in advance. 



 

We have been speaking about everything and I’ve left everybody 
stunned. I thought they were going to understand everything I told 

them, but I realize that my words and stories are nice or attractive, 
but not understandable: THEY DON’T UNDERSTAND ME.» 

 
Ubeda, Monday, May 30th, 1983 
«What a mess with Pablo, who has spoken about our experiences in 

his sister’s wedding! I thought it wasn’t so important, but I could 
never imagine the consequences this would have with my friends. 
The only thing left to do is to call the lunatic asylum to put me 

away. 
When lack of understanding makes an impression in narrow-minded 

people, the being is coarse, they shut their eyes and their windows. 
They are stubborn and don’t even let a small ray of light illuminate 
the POSSIBILITY of believing me. I never imagined they could 

despise me so much for something that I haven’t even seeked or 
caused. How can they be so cruel, my God? How is it possible that 

people who liked me before, now turn their heads when I go by, 
without even thinking for a second that I tell the truth, that I have 
really lived this situation, that maybe whom has told them about it 

hasn’t been able to explain himself correctly? What evil have I done 
anyone with my experience? Why has this had to happen to me, my 

God?» 
 
Ubeda, Sunday, June 5th, 1983 

«It’s five o’clock in the evening. Early in the morning I’ve left 
Frank’s house and gone home to change clothes because I’m 
returning again to the Puig Campana. I’m writing at the bus station 

and... truly, I don’t know what else to write, because I have a lump 
in my throat, pins and needles all over my body, and I feel so sad 

that I can’t think.» 
 
Climbing down the Puig Campana, Monday, June 13th, 1983 

«Even now that I’m writing, I feel perplexed and trying to unravel in 
my interior the events I’ve lived today. 

The summit was covered in clouds. Up there I saw everything in a 
typical grey light. I’ve read again this diary during this week on top 
of the mountain, as nothing special has happened... and although it 

seems impossible, my only feeling is that I missed Ubeda. 



 

An internal voice told me: 
“Take your things, pack them up, and leave.” 

I was dumbfounded, because I felt that I had failed. Then I asked: 
“Has everything finished?” 

The voice replied: 
“No. Now is when everything begins.” I said: 
“How can it be, if the ninety days of my stay here haven’t still 

elapsed?” 
To this the voice answered: 
“I didn’t say you would be ninety days here, but a period of ninety 

days (*). So leave, because everything is going to begin. What are 
you waiting for? Return to where you’ve come from.”» 

(*) Both Miguel Angel and his speaker seem to be talking about the 
time of the normal calendar, the calendar down here, because the 
time “up there” exceeds ninety days, as recorded in the diary: 

 
First Period “Up” Down 

Climb up the mountain 07/05/83 - 
Climb down to the coast 11/07/83 12/05/83 
Days on the mountain 66 - 6 

Second Period “Up” Down 
Climb up the mountain 16/05/83 - 

Climb down to the coast 09/07/83 12/05/83 
Days on the mountain 55 -3 
Third Period “Up” Down 

Climb up the mountain 06/06/83 - 
Climb down to the coast 13/06/83 13/06/83  
Days on the mountain 8 - 8 

Total days on the mountain 129 - 11 
(Editor’s note) 

 
So I put everything away, my backpack, the stones, the blanket. I 
emptied my water bottle and put everything on my back. I found it 

hard to leave that marvellous place where I had learnt and moved 
around so much. Before, everything was a theory about learning, 

now it’s a tangible reality that I feel afraid of having lived and taken 
part in. 



 

After a while, when I was climbing down, a strong wind started to 
blow that seemed to want to drag me to the abyss I was looking at. 

A short time afterwards, the wind was replaced by a thick fog, and 
after fifteen minutes, I saw something moving near me. 

I got near and recognized the old man! 
He smiled, and this time he looked less ugly. He got near me 
dragging his feet, and again, as ninety days ago, he held his two 

hands out, in which I saw again both white stones. He told me with 
bright eyes: 
“Now do it. Join both stones.” 

I stared at him and moved to pick them up. For the first time, only 
once during all the time I had been on the mountain, I had a very 

special feeling all over my body, panic and happiness at the same 
time. I looked at his face again... and discovered the most beautiful 
being that the human eye has ever seen. But he had a frozen, sad, 

bitter smile... strange and enigmatic, which seemed taken from an 
old classic sculpture that I couldn’t remember. Although his face 

fascinated me, there was something in him that prevented me from 
taking those stones he was trying to hand me. As if a light had 
illuminated my mind, I replied smiling: 

“I can’t die now that I’ve started. Keep them for me for another 
occasion in which I will come to ask you for them.” 

Time gave me a conspiratorial wink and continued looking at me 
smiling. Then he said: 
“You’ve done right. This was your last trial here in the Mountain. If 

you hadn’t passed it, your failure would have been spectacular. Go 
in peace.” 
I started to climb down the mountain, maybe more quickly than 

usual. I sat down and looked up, to say goodbye to that huge 
mass... and at a distance of about four steps, I saw Umiel 

accompanying that Time. “I will always be by your side,” he seemed 
to say. 
Even now, that I’m writing this on the bus, on the way to my 

beloved Ubeda, tears haven’t stopped suffocating my heart. 
 

THANK YOU, MY GOD! 


