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To the Reader:  
And Was Jerusalem Builded Here?

Fact: At 17:00 BST on Tuesday, October 11, 2011, 
three men employed by a syndicate associated 
with an arcane quest to regain humankind’s lost, 
biblical Paradise entered Holy Cross Abbey, in Co. 
Tipperary, and stole one of its sacred relics. Unaware 
of the existence of the syndicate and the importance 
of the relic to this quest, the BBC and The Irish Times 
reported that investigating police were simply baffled 
by the theft. In order to stay true to the prophesy 
associated with the quest, the relic would have 
soon after been hidden in a purpose-built temple, 
in Jerusalem, in preparation for an unimaginable 
event. Not Jerusalem in the Holy Land, but the 
original Jerusalem that appears surreptitiously in the 
great British hymn, Jerusalem; the Jerusalem built 
in England, in Ancient Eborakon, the now City of 
York.

It happened in 2009, on the Winter Solstice. After 
sacrificing two decades of my life piecing together the quest 
to regain Paradise, I finally located the ancient temple in 
York that was built to act as the gateway, the nexus, the 
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portal between this world and the celestial realm.
I know. This all sounds like the beginning to a 

religious-occult, Hollywood adventure movie or some 
such like. But if I have discovered the gateway to Paradise, 
the implications are perhaps as far reaching as discovering 
God Himself. It will change everything.

From what I have witnessed, I have to conclude that 
the quest to regain Paradise was designed and given to 
us by a higher force, secreted, hidden within our psyche, 
within our very DNA; its exquisite content translated 
by a chosen few over the ages and secretly preserved in 
scripture, mystery systems and in the intimate nature of 
mysterious characters that appear in cultures across the 
globe. And then there is the prophesised end time, when a 
group of adepts will take possession of the divine secrets 
and sacred relics required for the final celestial battle; the 
battle of all history, for all history, the battle to regain our 
Paradise.

The following chronicle is based solely on real life 
events. It will not only guide you to the temple gateway, 
but also reveal the pathway to Paradise itself.

RH, Eborakon, Winter Solstice, 2012.
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1st Degree

Follow the White Rabbit

Way back in 1989, as part of an enthusiastic group of 
young people, I helped devise a theatrical play around a 
forty foot high climbing wall for the Edinburgh Fringe 
Festival, entitled E56B. In our second week of performing 
we were amazed to find that we had been secretly 
observed and awarded the festival’s highest accolade, the 
coveted Fringe First. As part of the prize-giving ceremony 
we shook hands with an array of elderly Scottish people, 
one of which made a strange comment that profoundly 
changed the direction of my life.

“I believe your play is as surreal as the White Rabbit 
from Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland,” the woman 
had whispered in my ear and then winked. It was not 
the nature of her words that took me by surprise, but 
the primeval sense of foreboding that followed. For the 
briefest moment a long forgotten memory was stirred. I 
was a small child again, lost, wandering aimlessly on a 
pebbled beach in Cornwall.

“The White Rabbit,” I had muttered in return. “I’ll 
have to remember that one.” And I did.

When the exhilarating experience of the Fringe was 
over and I had returned home to Yorkshire things seemed 
different, almost like a spell had been cast. The woman’s 
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Figure 1

words began to feature in a reoccurring dream, where the 
White Rabbit was dancing intermittently on a crescent 
moon to the cacophony of an insane orchestra. He then 
beckoned me to follow him into his warren, which held a 
peculiar aroma of incense and roots that shone like stars. 
Each night, as I clambered towards the disc of light that 
formed the exit to the warren, I awoke to find myself 
searching for air.

The White Rabbit

In the years following my Fringe adventure, I became 
obsessed with the White Rabbit, and in an attempt to 
somehow make sense of my troubling encounter with him, 
I spent much time researching his mysterious character.

While collecting examples of his use in the Western 
world, I discovered that he was often depicted alongside 
the crescent moon, just like in my dream. You will have 
probably noticed this odd partnership when looking at 
christening and Easter cards. I also found him alongside the 
crescent moon on ancient artefacts, the essence of which 
still appears in ornamentation from the Far East (Fig. 1, 
left). However, it was in the recesses of Mesoamerican 
mythology where I 
discovered the true 
astronomical nature 
of the White Rabbit; 
it symbolised the 
white-planet Venus, 
alongside the 
crescent moon, as 
the eternal mother 
of the sky.[1]
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Figure 2

Even though I was unaware of its significance at 
the time, I found it telling that the symbol of Islam 
incorporated an unadulterated version of this ancient 
astronomical partnership (fig. 1, right), which was shown 
to the prophet Mohammed as part of his initial Vahy or 
revelation from Allah.[2]

But what caught my imagination at the time was that 
the White Rabbit had been used throughout the ages to 
represent various secrets, such as the one held by a 17th 
century secret society called the Rosicrucian or Rosy 
Cross Order. Here the Rosicrucians used the White 
Rabbit as a metaphor to represent their search for a secret, 
as illustrated in the strange drawing (fig. 2) by the 17th 
century Rosicrucian-alchemist, Basilius Valentinus.[3] As 
you can see, the Rosicrucian adepts are destined to follow 
the White Rabbit, since he will undoubtedly disappear 
down the hole with their secret.

While attempting to unravel the nature of this 
Rosicrucian secret, I discovered that the well-known 
phrase “follow the White Rabbit” did not appear in 
Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland. This triggered a 
number of questions: Why and how had this mysterious 
phrase become rendered into the human psyche? Did it 
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perhaps arc back to the Rosicrucian secret? Moreover, is 
this why the White Rabbit had been used as a mysterious 
beckoning-icon not only by Lewis Carroll, but also in an 
early episode of Star Trek, The Matrix film, and in strange 
songs that impart a sense of mystery, such as Jefferson 
Aeroplane’s White Rabbit?

You Couldn’t Make it Up

My research eventually hit a dead end and with these 
questions left unanswered I returned to my daily life. It 
was not until just after the start of the new millennium, 
years later, that my interest in the White Rabbit was 
reignited.

To my delight, I was given the opportunity to follow 
in the footsteps of the Rosicrucians, to physically follow 
the White Rabbit. I was told about this seemingly 
impossible concept by a very knowledgeable man called 
George Child, who for many years has resided at the Old 
Vicarage Bookshop in Wakefield. George is a colourful 
yet seasoned character, who is seen by many as a modern-
sage of the darker mysteries. If you ever decide to visit 
him, be sure to ask about his appearance in a newspaper 
article that delves into some of his intriguing adventures. 
Be warned though, his meticulous use of strange facts and 
seemingly unrelated global events could set you on a train 
of thought that is, well, simply too scary to ignore.

On the morning in question, during my visit to his 
bookshop, George and I were talking about the appearance 
of stone-carved demonic beasts in medieval churches. An 
odd subject I agree, but in combination with a previous 
conversation about Gothic architecture, it acted as the 
catalyst for his provocative fable about Lewis Carroll’s 
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stone-carved White Rabbit, which resides in a medieval 
church.

To begin the tale George turned over his miniature, 
Calumet-style smoking pipe and moved it up into the 
corner of his mouth.

“A long time ago I had a certain affiliation with the 
Rosicrucian-Masonic lodge in Sheffield, the Royal Arch 
Chapter of Paradise, Lodge No. 139.[4] The Master 
of the lodge told me a fable that explained why Lewis 
Carroll used the White Rabbit in his story. It’s not at first 
obvious, but Carroll’s story is surreal because it is full of 
Rosicrucian symbolism.”

George waited for a response, but I said nothing.
“It was when Carroll moved to Yorkshire, as a small 

boy, as part of his home tuition, that his clergyman-father 
took him to the surrounding churches to explain about the 
strange symbolism left behind by the medieval carpenters 
and stonemasons. This is how he came to know about 
the stone-carved White Rabbit and its importance to the 
Rosicrucian Order. This is why he later used the icon in his 
story. He used it to keep the Rosicrucian secret alive.”[5]

“So this is why the Rosicrucian adepts were trying to 
catch the White Rabbit. I found a picture of this, years 
ago. So tell me, what’s the secret then George?”

“Well, just as I was told, a clue to the nature of their 
secret can be found with the church’s stone White Rabbit.”

“So where’s the church then? Do you know?”
“Of course, but I have to explain something first. If 

you do decide to follow the White Rabbit, the trail will 
undoubtedly go cold at Ripon, I know, I’ve been there. To 
get to Ripon though, you will first have to visit St. Mary’s, 
where the White Rabbit resides, which can be found in 
Beverley, within the old Diocese of York.”
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Figure 3

Having recently moved to York, I explained that I 
could easily make the trip to Beverley in under an hour. 
I then thanked George for the intriguing opportunity and 
headed back home to prepare for my surreal journey to 
follow the White Rabbit.

The next morning, after a short tour of Beverley, 
I eventually found St. Mary’s Church, but for some 
reason felt obliged to hang around in the porch until 
the morning service was over. As the worshipers began 
to leave, I grabbed the opportunity to slip inside. As the 
vicar finished shaking the last hand I moved in swiftly and 
introduced myself.

“I know it might sound a little strange vicar, but I am 
on a mission to follow the White Rabbit.”

He laughed, clapped his hands together and without a 
word guided me over to the icon in question (fig. 3).

After reciting George’s strange 
fable to the vicar, he shrugged his 
shoulders.

“Like I told all the others, I 
must be honest I know nothing 
of a Rosicrucian secret, only that 
this stone rabbit was probably 
the main inspiration for Lewis 
Carroll’s White Rabbit. I believe 
Ripon Cathedral in North 
Yorkshire also has a legitimate 
claim for Carroll’s inspiration. 
You will find their White Rabbit 
upon the Cathedral’s famous 
misericords.”

“Yes, I sort of know about the Ripon connection. 
Misericords?”
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Figure 4

“Yes, misericords. If you look in the wooden stalls 
at Ripon Cathedral you will find them, and the White 
Rabbit. I believe Beverley Minster, just up the road, has 
a fine set of misericords. I would certainly recommend a 
visit.”

Mysterious Misericords

Before rushing off to Ripon, I decided to look into these 
so-called misericords and without too much trouble 
found that they were tiny seats for monks to rest on, while 
taking part in long religious services. As you can see (fig. 
4), the undersides of these seats hold strange scenes that 
were carved-out by the medieval artisans.

Unfortunately, no one had done any detailed research 
into the nature of these strange carvings, but some 
commentators suggested that they had Pagan origins, and 
that many of them were destroyed over the ages because 
they were seen as “improper”.[6] However, while taking 
pictures of the misericords in Beverley Minster, I was told 
a romantic theory by an elderly gentleman called Stan 
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Figure 5

Byatt, which explained just why the medieval artisans had 
carved the strange scenes. Stan was not only a veteran 
member of Beverley’s Masonic lodge, but also a guide at 
the Minster.

“The 12th century artisans, metal, stone and wood 
workers, were part of a fraternal network of mystery-
craft lodges,” Stan explained to me. “As part of their craft 
teachings, they were given access to the content of a story 
of immense importance, a story that is now lost to time.”

“Lost to time?” I asked.
“Yes, the extent of this story is still hidden within the 

misericord carvings.”
He stretched out and tapped a misericord with his 

brass-tipped walking stick (fig. 5).
“What I do know is that this particular scene depicts 

a special moment from the story, where an anonymous 
adept is fighting with a griffin for a treasure; a secret 
treasure that is lost, but at the same time has to be found.”

“What sort of treasure?”
“Ah, no one can be told what it is. Like my father told 

me, only the eternal Fool goes in search of this particular 
treasure.”
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Figure 6

This romantic idea of a lost treasure was dancing 
in my mind when I eventually made the scenic drive to 
Ripon, in search of the Cathedral’s White Rabbit. Once 
inside the Cathedral I visited the souvenir shop and found 
a pamphlet that explained all about its Lewis Carroll 
connection. However, I needed more help and hoping for 
some insight I struck-up a conversation with the woman 
running the shop.

“I’m following the White Rabbit. The vicar from St. 
Mary’s in Beverley pointed me in your direction.”

“Oh, this sounds like an excellent adventure. I’ll shut 
the shop and take you to see our poor little creature.”

“Poor little creature?”
She shooed me out of the shop, locked the door and 

headed off towards the heart of the Cathedral. Without 
delay I followed in her footsteps, until she stopped and 
pointed with a smile at the misericord containing Carroll’s 
White Rabbit (fig. 6). As I inspected the content of the 
scene my heart began to race because it again depicted the 
fearsome griffin. Here it was not fighting with the warrior, 
but attacking the White Rabbit.

As I left the Cathedral, I realised that George was 
right; the trail had quite literally gone cold at Ripon. 
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Nevertheless, I wanted to know more. When I visited 
George to tell him about my White Rabbit adventure, he 
listened intently and then began questioning me.

“Didn’t the vicar at Beverley tell you about the 
misericords?” He asked.

“Yes, you know he did. That’s why I went to Beverley 
Minster and then to Ripon.”

George laughed.
“Ah, the vicar sold you a mock turtle, a mock turtle 

indeed. He did not want you rooting around. You need to 
search through wonderland.”

“What do you mean mock turtle? Do I need to read 
through Carroll’s story?”

“Look, if you truly want to follow the White Rabbit, 
you will have to go back to St. Mary’s in Beverley.”

“This all sounds a little sketchy George, at least give 
me a clue.”

“OK. What I can tell you is that the White Rabbit 
was employed by the medieval artisans, Rosicrucians 
and ultimately by Lewis Carroll because of its esoteric 
meaning. It is the symbol for an age-old quest to reacquire 
a treasure that was taken from the human race.”

“A treasure, Stan mentioned this. But what treasure 
could have possibly been taken from the human race?”

He placed his finger on my temple and tapped three 
times.

“The treasure that many believe God took from us, 
Paradise young man, Paradise.”

“So you’re saying there’s a quest to regain Paradise?”
“Is Paradise something that should not be sought? Just 

be sure to make the trip back to St. Mary’s.”
Sufficiently intrigued by George’s proposition, I made 

my way back to St. Mary’s, which on this occasion was 
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Figure 7

empty, apart from a solitary sparrow dancing up and 
down in the rafters. Unsure of what I was supposed to be 
looking for, I started by scanning the architecture for other 
examples of the White Rabbit. In doing this I discovered 
that St. Mary’s had its own set of misericords, accompanied 
by a sign explaining, “These seats must not be handled”. 
Hesitantly, but at the same time undeterred by the sign, I 
began lifting the seats to examine their strange carvings. 
Each creak of the medieval oak caused me to wince, then 
bob up-and-down to check that the coast was clear. In 
fear of being caught I quickly photographed the carvings 
and then cautiously made my way out of the church.

On my return home, I switched on my computer and 
set about downloading all the photographs, and soon 
came across a misericord scene that again took me aback. 
It held two rabbits and two griffins clawing at a small tree 
(fig.7).

After several minutes studying the scene, I realised that 
the griffins were striking a common pose. I say common, 
because in heraldry the all important shield, which holds 
the symbols of its owner’s provenance, is usually protected 
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Figure 8

or supported by mythical creatures, like griffins or dragons 
(fig. 8). So were the griffins there to protect something, 
as part of the artisans’ lost story? But without any real 
insight into the story, I knew that I was just clutching at 
straws.

As Clear As Soup

Thinking back to my last conversation with George, and 
not having read Wonderland for several years, I settled 
down with a bottle of wine and began the trip down 
memory lane. I knew that George always chose his words 
wisely, and I was not surprised to find that one of the 
chapters was entitled The Mock Turtle’s Story. Sure 
enough, half way through the chapter, I came to the 
episode where Alice meets a griffin. As I read on, I found 
nothing of value in the text, other than it gave even more 
weight to the idea that the misericord scenes had inspired 
Carroll to write his story. But what really drew Carroll to 
these scenes? Did they just catch his eye, or was there in 
fact a deeper, more profound reason for his motivation?
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On the following Saturday morning I posed these 
questions to George, and for some reason he seemed to 
get a little irate.

“I have already told you, Reverend Charles Lutwidge 
Dodgson [Lewis Carroll] had been well aware of the 
esoteric significance of the misericord scenes; they are 
linked to the artisans’ lost story and the Rosicrucian 
secret, as part of the quest to regain Paradise.”

“But if Carroll knew about this secret quest, why 
would he want to give it up to all and sundry George?”

He turned over his pipe.
“Carroll did not give up the secret. Like the others 

before him, he just preserved it for a very specific 
generation to find.”


