What An Extraterrestrial at Area 51
Revealed About God, Changed Everything

youtube.com/watch?v=PHEwnPEp9rM

Military sci-fi documentary based on true events

A non-human entity that revealed shocking truths about God's true origin and humanity's
purpose. This true story exposes how government secrets about extraterrestrial contact
have been hidden to control human consciousness and prevent our spiritual awakening.
What this extraterrestrial being communicated changed everything we think we know about
religion, faith, and our role in the universe. Discover the classified truth about why
extraterrestrials are contained, what they know about God, and how humanity is part of an
evolving collective consciousness. This military documentary reveals the real reason
behind the Area 51 coverup and what it means for our future evolution.

Disclaimer: This story is an original work of fiction written by Battleground Times. Any
characters, events, or creatures described are not real and are created for entertainment
purposes only.

| did not lose my faith because | stopped believing in God.
| lost it because | learned where God actually comes
from...

And that knowledge did not come from a church, a book,
or a moment of weakness. It came from standing guardin
a place that officially does not exist.

Watching something that was never meant to speak to a
human being like me.



What | learned there did not destroy belief. It destroyed
certainty. And once certainty is gone, it never comes back
the same way.

People think Area 51 is about spacecraft, secret aircraft,
or strange lights in the sky. That version is convenient
because it keeps the conversation shallow.

The one | was assignhed to protect had nothing to do with
machines, propulsion, or weapons. It had everything to
do with origin, purpose, and why human beings
instinctively look upward when they search for meaning.

The truth buried beneath that desert is not technological.
It is existential. And that is why it has never been allowed
to surface.

| am not telling you this to convince you of anything. And
I'm not asking you to believe every word | say. | am telling
you because what | was shown forced me to confront
something far more unsettling than the idea of
extraterrestrials.

It forced me to confront the possibility that everything we
think we understand about God is incomplete. Not
wrong, but unfinished.



And that difference matters more than most people
realize.

The entity | guarded did not threaten me, did not attack
me, and did not offer power or salvation. It offered
understanding. The kind that rearranges how you see
your own species.

The kind that makes you realize some truths are not
hidden to protect us from fear, but to protect those in
power from losing control.

| did not leave Area 51 with answers. | left with questions |
was hever supposed to ask. And once you hear what the
extraterrestrial told me about God, you will understand
why they never let me leave.

Before any of that happened, | was not a man searching
for meaning or revelation. | was searching for silence as
been most of my adult life work in contract security for

joint operations that never appeared on official records.

Not special forces in the ceremonial sense, but the kind
of work that exists between agencies where jurisdiction
blurs and accountability disappears. Black sites,
temporary facilities, assets that needed guarding without
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questions being asked. That was my world, and | was
good at it.

By the time Area 51 entered my life, | was already burned
out in ways | did not know how to name. My marriage had
collapsed under years of absence and emotional
distance. Alcohol became less of a problem and more of
a routine, something to slow my thoughts enough to
sleep.

| did not hate my country, but | no longer believed in its
moral clarity. | had seen too many compromises made in
the name of security to trust simple narratives about
good and evil.

Religion was something | had quietly set aside years
earlier, not out of anger and not because | thought God
was imaginary. | just could not reconcile the language of
worship with the realities | had witnessed.

Prayer sounded hollow when measured against mass
graves and classified casualties.

Faith felt like a vocabulary that no longer matched the
world | operated in.

Still, I never stopped wondering if something larger
existed beyond human systems and human cruelty.



When the offer came, it did not feel like an opportunity. It
felt like a continuation, a private contractor role, extreme
clearance, long rotations, and a level of secrecy that
made previous assighments look casual by comparison.

The screening process focused less on belief and more
on psychological fracture points. They wanted people
who had already lost simple answers, people who would
not panic if reality shifted beneath their feet.

| did not accept the position because | wanted truth.

| accepted it because | wanted numbness. | wanted
structure, routine, and something that would drown out
the noise in my head. | had no interest in extraterrestrials,
disclosure, or cosmic secrets.

At that point in my life, meaning felt like a luxury for
people who had not seen what | had seen. That is what
made me dangerous.

| was not loyal to religion, ideology, or myth. | was empty
enough to listen. And that is exactly why | was trusted to
stand in front of something that would change how |
understood God forever.



The called came on an ordinary weekday morning. The
kind of morning where nothing important is supposed to
happen. No classified ringtone, no warning, just a calm,
professional voice that already knew my name. My
service history and details that were never written down
anywhere official.

The woman introduced herself without rank, without
agency, and without explanation. She spoke as if the
conversation was already agreed upon, as if | had been
expecting it when she asked if | was available for a secure
interview. It did not sound like a question. The interviews
did not take place on any base | recognized. They
happened in neutral buildings, rented offices, places
designed to leave no memory behind.

The people across the table never identified themselves,
never corrected each other, and never explained who
they represented.

Instead, they asked questions that had nothing to do with
combat or tactics. They wanted to know how | handled
moral contradiction, how | lived with decisions that had
no clean outcome, how | reacted when authority
conflicted with conscience.



One of them asked me what | would do if | were ordered
to protect something dangerous without being told why it
mattered.

Another asked how | would respond if | learned a truth
that destabilized my identity but benefited the world.
They spoke about identity collapse as if it were an
expected outcome, not arisk.

At one point, a man across from me used the phrase non-
human intelligence once clinically without emphasis,
and then moved on as if it were no more unusual than
discussing weather patterns.

There were no forms to sign at first, no mention of
location, no promise of heroism. They talked about
isolation, long rotations, and information that could
never be shared.

They described the assignment as custodial rather than
operational, guarding rather than fighting, preserving
rather than confronting. It was clear they were not
looking for belief or loyalty. They were looking for
containment of reaction. At the end of the final interview,
the woman leaned forward and said something that still
echoes in my head.

They did not ask if | believed in God. They asked what |

would do if | learned God was never what | thought.
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The transfer did not involve marked aircraft or dramatic
secrecy. | was flown in on an unremarkable plane, driven
across empty desert roads, and escorted through
checkpoints that felt more ceremonial than defensive.
No one raised their voice. No one rushed.

Every movement was deliberate, practiced, and calmina
way that made my skin crawl. This was not a place that
feared intrusion. This was a place that assumed
obedience.

The facility was not structured like a military base or a
research lab. It was divided into zones, each separated by
heavy doors and long corridors that curved just enough to
prevent clear lines of sight. The deeper we went, the
quieter it became, not silent, but subdued, as if sound
itself was being asked to behave. The walls were smooth
stone and dark metal materials that absorbed light rather
than reflecting it. The architecture felt old, not in age, but
an intention.

Technology existed everywhere, but none of it looked
new. Consoles were embedded into surfaces instead of
standing apart.

Displays glowed softly rather than brightly. There were no

warning signs, no blinking alerts, no sense of urgency.
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The guards stationed throughout the zones did not look
tense or afraid. They stood relaxed, hands folded, eyes
forward, as if they were attending a ceremony rather than
securing something dangerous.

As we moved through the central access corridor, |
realized the layout resembled something closer to a
place of worship than a facility. Wide chambers opened
into narrower passageways, then expanded again,
guiding movement the way cathedrals guide
congregations. Every step felt intentional, as if the
building itself was designed to prepare you
psychologically for what came next.

This was not a place built to study. It was a place built to
contain meaning. No one explained what | would be
guarding. No one needed to. By the time we reached my
assigned zone, | understood that whatever existed
deeper inside this complex was not hidden because it
was dangerous to humanity.

It was hidden because humanity was dangerous to it. In
standing there surrounded by quiet walls and reference
silence, | realized | was not being assigned to protect the
secret. | was being assigned to protect the boundary
humanity was never meant to cross unprepared.



The first contact did not happen the way movies prepare
you for. There was no voice, no sound, no visible gesture
that signaled intention.

It began as pressure behind my eyes. Subtle at first, like
the early stages of a headache. Then came emotion, not
mind, but placed gently inside my awareness. Sadness
layered with patience and something older than grief.

| felt loneliness so vast it could not be measured in years,
onlyin errors.

The extraterrestrial was not reaching outward to
dominate or persuade. It was allowing me to feel what it
had carried alone for longer than human history.

Images followed the emotion, not as pictures, but as
fragments of experience.

Vast stretches of darkness broken by stars that were
unfamiliar. Long periods of observation, waiting,
recording, never intervening unless necessary.

| felt regret, not for harm done, but for silence maintained
too long.
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The extraterrestrial had watched civilizations rise and
fall, not just on Earth, but elsewhere, always guided by
the same restraint. It had known suffering, not as pain
inflicted, but as the burden of restraint, of watching
mistakes unfold without permission to interfere.

As the exchange deepened, | understood something that
unsettled me more than any revelation.

This being was old. Not ancient in the way ruins are
ancient, but old in the way processes are old.

It had existed before humanity, learned language, before
we learned to bury our dead, before we learned to ask the
sky questions.

| felt its memory stretch backward past the point where
human history even begins to register.

And still it watched us with care.

What affected me most was not its power, but its
restraint. It could have overwhelmed me, drowned my
mind in knowledge, erased resistance.

Instead, it adjusted, slowed, softened the connection
when my breathing changed. That alone told me more
than any threat display ever could. This was not a
conqueror. This was a witness. And withesses do not
interfere unless something has gone terribly wrong.
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Then the emotion shifted. Curiosity replaced sorrow. Not
about humanity as a whole, but about me. It felt my
doubt, my exhaustion, my distance from belief, and did
not judge it. It accepted it as data. | sensed that my
brokenness was not a flaw, but a condition that allowed
this connection to exist without shattering me.

In that moment, | realized why others were removed from
proximity. Not everyone could withstand being seen this
clearly.

Before the connection faded, the extraterrestrial placed
one final thought into my mind. Not an answer, not a
command, but a question heavy with implication and
sadness.

Why do humans worship what created them, but never
ask why they were created?

The next exchange did not feel like communication. It felt
like alighment. Concepts arranged themselves in my
mind without resistance, as if something long dormant
had finally been activated.

Humanity, the extraterrestrial conveyed, was never
designhed to serve or obey.
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We were not created as followers or worshippers.

We were desighed as observers, capable of perceiving
complexity, contradiction, and meaning simultaneously.

That ability was rare and it was intentional.

God, as humans describe it, was never a singular being
watching from above.

God conscioushess was a process unfolding across
unimaginable scales of time and intelligence. A system of
consciousness that grows by integrating perspectives,
experiences, and choices from countless civilizationsat
different, varied levels of maturity.

Not a ruler issuing commands, but an accumulation of
awareness refining itself.

God was not finished because nothing that evolves ever
is.

Religion emerged as an interface, not a deception.
Early humans lacked the language to describe contact
with something that vast. So they translated experience
into symbols, stories, and commandments. Those

frameworks preserved essential truths while distorting
their origin.
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Worship became easier than understanding. Obedience
became simpler than participation.

Over time, the interface replaced the function it was
meant to serve. Free will was not an accident of
evolution. It was the entire point.

Humanity was desighed to choose even when those
choices led to suffering or chaos.

A consciousness that cannot choose cannot contribute
anything meaningful to a collective process.

Predictable beings add no insight. Our unpredictability,
our emotional volatility, our capacity for compassion and
cruelty were features, not errors.

We were meant to struggle before we could integrate.

The extraterrestrial did not speak of salvation or
judgment. It spoke of readiness.

Humanity was never meant to be lifted or rescued. We
were meant to mature, to reach a point where belief
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could give way to understanding, to knowing, without
collapsing identity.

That was why premature revelation was dangerous. Not
because truth is harmful, but because timing matters
when consciousness evolves.

| understood then why the facility existed, not to protect
humanity from extraterrestrials, but to delay humanity
from confronting itself.

Control was easier than preparation. Secrecy was safer
than growth. The danger was not that humans would
learn the truth. The danger was that they would learn it
without being allowed to choose what to do with it.

Standing there absorbing knowledge that rewrote my
understanding of existence, | realized something deeply
unsettling.

If God is a process and humanity is meant to participate
rather than submit, then belief was never the goal.
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Responsibility was, and that meant the future of our
species depended not on faith, but on whether we were
willing to grow beyond the comfort of being told what we
are.

When the extraterrestrial finally allowed the full concept
to settle into my mind, it did not arrive as a revelation of
power. It arrived as grief.

God, as humanity has imagined it, was never a solitary
being watching from beyond existence...

God /S an all collective consciousness, formed over time
by countless intelligent civilizations, each contributing
perspective, memory, and experience...

Not a throne, not a ruler, not a judge, but an ever-growing
accumulation of awareness.

A living process, shaped by participation rather than
obedience.
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Humanity was never meant to worship this collective.
We were meant to join it eventually.

But we are unfinished, still early in development, still
unstable in ways that make premature integration
dangerous.

e That was why contact was limited, filtered,
translated. Not because we were unworthy, but
because we were not ready.

e A consciousness that cannot tolerate ambiguity
cannot survive awareness on that scale.

e What humans called angels were not divine spirits
descending from a supernatural realm.

e They were early envoys, observers, and guides from
civilizations already integrated into the collective.

e Some appeared luminous, non-corporeal and
overwhelming because advanced consciousness
changes perception.

e Their messages were not commands from God but
attempts to prepare humanity for participation
rather than submission.

e Overtime, reverence replaced understanding and
symbols replaced meaning.
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Miracles were not violations of reality. There were
interventions misunderstood by primitive minds,
without scientific context.

Healing was advanced biological scientific influence.
Prophecy was probability modeling interpreted
through intuition.

Visions were contact filtered through belief systems
that lack language for advanced technology or
mental cognition beyond human scale.

Each intervention was meant to guide development,
not to inspire worship.

But worship was easier than responsibility. The tragedy

was not that humanity misunderstood God. The tragedy

was that the misunderstanding became institutionalized.

Religions preserve fragments of truth while freezing them

in place, turning dynamic process into rigid doctrine.

Instead of evolving alongside awareness, belief became

static.

God became an authority to obey rather than a horizon to

approach. And humanity learned to kneel when it was

meant to grow.

18



The extraterrestrial conveyed something that left a
hollow weight in my chest.

God was never watching humanity the way a parent
watches a child. God consciousness was waiting.

Waiting for us to reach an advanced level of scientific,
technological and psychological maturity, where choice
could replace fear.

Waiting for an Earth humanity capable of facing its true
origins without collapsing into nihilism or fanaticism.

Waiting for a mature humanity that could accept that
meaning is not given but earned through conscious
participation.

That was why the truth had been delayed, hidden,
distorted and controlled.

Not because it would destroy faith, but because it would
destroy the institutional authority built on certainty.

A species that understands God as an advanced
collective consciousness based on a civilization’s
evolutionary process cannot be ruled through fear of
judgment.

A humanity that sees itself as unfinished participants,
rather than fallen servants, becomes impossible to
control.
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And standing there absorbing this truth, | realized
something devastating.

God was not absent from human suffering. God is
incomplete without us, and other maturing civilizations
catching up with our older, more advanced sibling
civilizations, throughout the cosmos.

Once | understood what the extraterrestrial represented,
the facility around me changed shape in my mind. The
glass, the zones, the rules, none of them existed to
protect humanity from a threat.

It existed to protect humanity from itself. The was
extraterrestrial not a prisoner in the conventional sense.

It was a delay mechanism, a way to slow our species
from reaching a truth that would destabilize every
structure built on belief, authority, and fear.

The government did not fear invasion. It feared
awakening.

A educated population that realizes God is not a judge,
but an evolutionary process, and cannot be governed the
same way.
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Old Institutions built on moral certainty might collapse
when certainty dissolves.

Faith systems might eventually lose their leverage.
Political power might eventually lose its mythological
backing. Population control becomes fragile when
obedience is no longer framed as divine or inevitable.

That was why the extraterrestrial reality was for centuries
contained quietly, and relentlessly. Isolated, and
prevented from finishing the conversation, started
thousands of years ago.

The truth that revelation carried was dangerous, not
because it was false. It was dangerous because it was
destabilizing.

A sentient, evolving species that understands its role as
unfinished participants becomes unpredictable in ways
no system can fully manage.

| began to notice patterns that had been invisible before.
Reassignments that followed to moments of curiosity.
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Psychological evaluations triggered by empathy rather
than fear. Careers ending not for mistakes but for asking
the wrong questions. The facility did not remove threats.
It removed listeners.

Those who lean too close to understanding were quietly
redirected, medicated, or erased from operational
relevance. Standing watch outside that chamber, |
realized the most horrifying truth of all.

Humanity was not being protected from the
extraterrestrial reality. Humanity was being protected
from its own potential.

The coverup was not about secrecy. It was about timing.
And the people in charge decided they would rather
control the pace of evolution than risk losing their place
within it.

The choice did not arrive dramatically. There was
nobalarm, no confrontation, no moment that felt heroic.

It arrived during a routine shift when routine had already
lost its meaning.

| understood then that | had three options. Obedience
meant continuing to guard a boundary | now knew was
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artificial. Silence meant preserving my own safety while
participating in delay. Truth meant destabilization, not
just for others, but for myself.

| did not free the extraterrestrial. | did not sabotage
systems or leak classified footage. What | did was
smaller and far more permanent.

| altered a single report, a minor annotation buried inside
routine documentation, a reclassification of observed
cognitive effects from non-applicable to confirmed.

It was the kind of change that would pass unnoticed at
first and quietly propagate through internal systems. That
single adjustment forced mandatory review protocols. It
created paper trails that could not be erased without
exposure. It ensured that future personnel would be
briefed differently with questions they were never meant
to ask.

| did not reveal the truth to the world. | ensured that the
truth could no longer be completely contained.

| knew the consequences would come later.
Reassignment, surveillance, eventual removal from
sensitive access.
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But | also knew something else. Once a system begins
questioning itself, control becomes impossible to fully
restore.

Humanity does not awaken all at once. It starts with
doubt.

As | walked away from that chamber for the last time, |
understood the weight of what | had done. Not rebellion,
not betrayal-- participation.

| chose truth, not because it was safe, but because it was
inevitable. And once chosen, it cannot be unchosen.

| am still alive. That surprises people more than anything
else. | was not arrested, not imprisoned, not publicly
erased. | was reassighed, monitored, evaluated, and
slowly moved away from anything that mattered. My
access narrowed. My clearances expired quietly. My
name stopped appearing on schedules that led
underground.
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Survival was not mercy. It was containment of a different
kind. The advanced extraterrestrial | communicated with
is no longer in the chamber. Officially, it was relocated.
Unofficially, no one uses its designation anymore. The
space where it stood has been sealed, repurposed,
stripped of significance. And yet sometimes when | pass
that corridor in my memory, | still feel the same pressure
behind my eyes.

Recognition does not require proximity. That is something
the rules never mentioned. The world outside has not
changed in any visible way. Governments still function.
Religions still preach. People still pray, doubt, argue, and
suffer the way they always have.

No announcements were made. No skies opened. But
something subtle has shifted.

Conversations are different. Questions are sharper.
Certainty in old superstitious beliefs feels thinner than it
used to.

Sudden loss of faith in old superstitions does not lead to
despair, but to intellectual curiosity and new discoveries.
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In moments where belief gives way to responsibility,
there is a growing discomfort with being told what to
think without meaning and purpose.

These are not coincidences. These are early symptoms.
The extraterrestrial told me God was not watching us. The
Creator Conscious is waiting for us. Waiting for a species
capable of choosing awareness over superstitious
obedience.

Waiting for minds and a civilization strong enough to face
their true origin without collapsing.

Waiting for participants in humanity’s evolution, not
worshippers.

And now that you have heard this, you have to ask
yourself something. If God is real and the Creator
Consciousness and humanity’s evolution is at that stage
of process, then the question is not whether you believe.
The question is whether you know, and are already
changing.

Something | only understood months after | left that
facility. The extraterrestrial was not alone.
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There were other captive exchange extraterrestrials, not
in the same chamber, not in the same zone, but deeper.

Further down in sections | never had clearance to access,
| heard rumors from technicians who worked the lower
levels. Whispers and break rooms that stopped the
moment anyone with authority entered.

They spoke of multiple containment sites, not just at Area
51, but scattered across the globe. Different beings,
different origins, all carrying fragments of the same
message.

Each one was kept separate, isolated from the others,
prevented from communicating even among themselves,
The strategy was deliberate. If these entities could
coordinate if they could combine their knowledge and
present a unified message to humanity, the control
systems would collapse overnight.

So, they were divided, studied individually, their insights

compartmentalized, and buried in classified reports that
would never see daylight. | started to understand why my
psychological profile made me useful.

They needed guards who were broken enough to not
believe in simple answers, but not broken enough to lose
operational discipline. People who could stand at the
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knowledge of this revelation without immediately trying
to share it.

The system relied on individuals who understood that
truth without context is just chaos. And they were right
about one thing. Releasing this information carelessly
would not liberate humanity. It would fracture it.

But here is what they did not account for. Once you have
seen behind the curtain, once you understand that every
major religion is describing the same process from
different angles, you cannot go back to seeing the world
the way you did before.

The extraterrestrial showed me that Christianity, Islam,
Buddhism, Hinduism, all of them are incomplete
translations of the same fundamental reality. They are
different languages trying to describe a Creator
conscioushess so cosmically vast that human words will
always fail to capture it completely.

The prophets were real. The visions were real. The
experiences that founded every major faith actually
happened. But they were not communications from a
supernatural deity sitting outside reality.

They were contact events; moments when the collective
Creator Consciousness reached through the barriers of

space and time, and through advanced older mentor
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space and dimensional civilizations, to guide primitive
humanity toward scientific technological maturity.

Some primitive cultures interpreted this contact as
angels, others as enlightenment, others as ancestral
spirits or cosmic forces. All of them were right in a way,
but all of them were incomplete.

What makes this so dangerous to existing power
structures is not that it invalidates faith, but not
individual, personal spirituality. It is that it transforms
faith from collective obedience into personal, individual
participation.

If God is not a king demanding worship but a process
inviting contribution, then the hierarchies built on
religious authority lose their foundation. Priests, imams,
rabbis, monks, all the intermediaries who claim special
access to divine will. They become obsolete. Not
because they were lying, but because the framework
itself was misunderstood from the beginning.

The extraterrestrial made me see that humanity's
readiness is not measured just by technological
advancement or moral perfection.
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It is measured by humanity’s ability to hold paradox
without collapsing. To understand that multiple truths
can coexist, to accept that we are both insignificant and
essential. That we are both created and creating.

And that God is both real and still becoming, based on
our evolving, expanded spiritual understanding.

Most humans are not ready for that level of complexity.
They need certainty. They need clear answers. They need
to be told what is right and what is wrong.

But a growing number are ready to expand their
conscious understanding. | see them everywhere now.
People who have stopped waiting for external salvation.

People who are asking deeper questions about purpose
and meaning. People who are dissatisfied with being told
what to believe and are starting to explore what they can
know.

The spiritual, evolutionary shift is happening, whether
the control systems want it or not. The extraterrestrial
told me this was inevitable.

Consciousness evolves. It always has. It always will.
What | did by altering that report was not heroic. It is not

30



even particularly brave. It is simply participatingin a
process that was already in motion.

We all are single nodes in a network that spans
continents in centuries. Others before us have made
similar choices. Others that come after us will do the
same. We are not revolutionaries, nor are we
whistleblowers in the traditional sense. We are simply
refusing to delay the inevitable any longer.

There's something else you should know. The
extraterrestrial told me that contact has been increasing.
Not because they have changed their approach, but
because humanity is changing.

Our collective spiritual consciousness is becoming more
coherent, more capable of receiving information without
fragmenting.

The number of people experiencing unexplained
phenomena, vivid dreams that feel like messages,
sudden insights that seem to come from nowhere.
Greater scientific discoveries and technological
advances.
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All of this is increasing not because something externalis
invading but because we are finally becoming ready to
perceive what has always been there.

The governments know this. They have known for
decades. That is why the containment protocols exist.

They are trying to manage the transition to control the
pace at which humanity wakes up. They believe that if
revelation happens too quickly, society will collapse into
chaos. Maybe they are right. Maybe they are wrong.

But the decision of when humanity is ready should not
belong to a small group of people operating in secret. It
should belong to humanity itself.

| think about the extraterrestrial often. | wonder if it is still
contained somewhere, still patient, still waiting, or if
others like me have made similar choices and the
process is accelerating beyond anyone's ability to
control.

| wonder how many people are walking around right now
carrying pieces of this truth, not fully understanding what
they know, but feeling that something fundamental has
shifted in their perception of reality.
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If you have made it this far, if you have an understanding
of everything | have told you and you feel something
resonating inside you that you cannot quite name, then
you are already part of this.

You do not need to do anything dramatic. You do not need
to start a movement or convince anyone else. You simply

need to remain aware, to keep asking questions, to refuse
the comfort of certainty when it is offered in exchange for
your curiosity.

The extraterrestrial’s final message to me was not a
warning or promise. It was an invitation, not to join
something external, but to recognize what we already are
participants in a consciousnhess expansion that is waking
up to itself. Every moment of genuine connection you
have with another person, every instance of compassion,
every time you choose growth over comfort, you are
contributing to the spiritual process. You are adding your
perspective to the collective. You are becoming part of
God, of the Creator Consciousness.

That is the truth they buried beneath the desert. Not that
we are being watched, but that we are being waited for.
And the waiting is almost over...
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