
CHAPTER FIVE 
 
Across the Canyon 

 

MY dream grew darker so that I have a sense, but little clear memory of the things that John 
experienced both in the pool and in great catacombs, paved sometimes with water, sometimes 
with stone, and upon winding stairways in the live rocks whereby he and Vertue ascended 
through the inwards of the mountain to the land beyond Peccatum Adea..  He learned many 
mysteries in the earth and passed through many elements, dying many deaths. One thing 
has come through into my waking memory. Of all the people he had met in his journey only 
Wisdom appeared to him in the caverns, and troubled him by saying that "no man could really 
come where he had come and that all his adventures were but figurative, for no professed 
experience of these places could be anything other than mythology. But then another voice 
spoke to him from behind him, saying: 

'Child, if you will, it is  mythology. It is but truth, not fact: an image, not the very real. But 
then it is My mythology. The words of Wisdom are also myth and metaphor: but since they do 
not know themselves for what they are, in them the hidden myth is master, where it should be 
servant: and it is but of man's inventing. But this is My inventing, this is the veil under which I 
have chosen to appear even from the first until now. For this end I made your senses and for 
this end your imagination, that you might see My face and live. What would you have?' Have 
you not heard among the Pagans the story of Scmclc? Or was there any age in any land when 
men did not know that corn and wine were the blood and the body of a dying yet living God?’ 
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