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The Travels of Gaius is an entertaining and instructional tale intended to familiarize new
Freemasons with fundamental Masonic concepts. It is the story of an adventurous young man
named Gaius who travels to a strange, unknown land in his search for a thing of great value that
was lost long ago. Aided by Dux, an enigmatic guide from a mysterious Order, our hero finds
himself tested by the powerful Wardens of the Gates and the ingeniously wicked creatures that
lurk in the realms of Beauty, Strength, Wisdom, and Ignorance.The story’s scenes and
characters are designed to give a new initiate a basic but holistic comprehension of certain
elementary Masonic subjects. These include, among other things, the nature of the three pillars;
the cardinal points of the lodge; the roles, locations, and jewels of the lodge officers; the lesser
and greater lights; the four cardinal virtues; circumambulation; the movement of the sun; the
Mosaic pavement; and the importance of Deity.These diverse topics have been woven together
in such a way that they can be easily understood and associated with little or no conscious effort
on the part of the Masonic reader. Though this book’s target reader is the newly obligated
brother of any degree, even established Freemasons might discover a few ideas worthy of
contemplation.

“Nur Masalha has produced an impressive work that challenges those who are trying to erase
the Palestinians from history.” ―International Socialism“The attention to detail, as well as the
rigorous explanation is impeccable. Every reading, or re-reading, of this book, will provoke new
contemplation.” ―Middle Eastern Monitor“A sharp, powerfully understated denunciation of
Israel's founding mythology. Masalha's narratives provide ballast and backstory to the
contemporary claims of the dispossessed.” ―Publishers' Weekly“Masalha has done an
extraordinary job, collating evidence from an abundance of rich sources, to give us a stunning
narrative substantiating these identities.” ―Socialist Review“The most comprehensive English
language history of Palestine to date. This book is a painstakingly researched and well-
documented deconstruction of the myths too many Zionists and their western apologists have
convinced the world to be factual history.” ―Counterpunch“Masalha has now admirably
unearthed this forgotten Palestine. He settles securely and authoritatively into a narrative that
commands respect and is not impaired by the passion behind it ... Masalha's confidence that all
will not be extinguished offers hope in the face of a still-uncertain future. He has written his
history to encourage the survivors and to enlighten those who sympathise with them. He strives
to keep alight the flame of Palestinian culture that, despite every attempt to snuff it out, still burns
brightly in the poetry of Mahmoud Darwish and in the world he never left behind.” ―New York
Times Review of Books“A work of broad and impressive scholarship. It fills a critical gap in our
knowledge of Palestinian history and provides a long overdue corrective to traditional histories.”



―Ghada Karmi, author of Return: A Palestinian Memoir“This book by Nur Masalha is the fullest
and richest text he has produced to date, bringing together his decades of work as a historian to
produce a master narrative on Palestine.” ―Haim Bresheeth, SOAS, University of London“A
significant contribution to the restoration of the history of ancient Palestine, written by a prolific
indigenous historian of international repute. Brilliantly explicating the relationship between
history and colonial ideology in Palestine, with this book Masalha puts Palestinian history back
on track.” ―Hamdan Taha, archaeologist and former Deputy Minister for Tourism and Antiquities,
Palestine“An amazing book, long overdue. A tour de force which demystifies the distortions and
fabrications around Palestine and the people living in it.” ―Ilan Pappé, author of The Ethnic
Cleansing of Palestine“It is the first true history of Palestine, and should be read by anyone with
an interest in the Middle East.” ―Karl Sabbagh, author of Palestine: A Personal History“A
masterpiece of history writing. It serves to set the record straight, methodically and rigorously
debunking the myth that Palestine is a new concept.” ―Mazin Qumsiyeh, Founder and Director
of the Palestine Museum of Natural History“This erudite, comprehensive study of Palestine
explodes many myths. Essential reading for a proper understanding of the efforts to deny the
deep historical rootedness of this name, and of its indigenous people.” ―Rashid Khalidi,
Columbia University“Masalha's meticulous and multifaceted coverage of the history of Palestine
from the late Bronze Age to modern times is essential reading for all who hope to understand its
people's irrepressible struggle against occupation and exile.” ―Rosemary Sayigh, author of The
Palestinians: From Peasants to Revolutionaries--This text refers to the paperback edition.About
the AuthorProfessor Nur Masalha is a Palestinian academic and historian and former Director of
the Centre for Religion and History at St. Mary's University, London. He is currently a Member of
the Centre for Palestine Studies, SOAS, University of London. He is the Editor of “Journal of Holy
Land and Palestine Studies,” published by Edinburgh University Press. He is also the author and
editor of numerous books on Palestine, including, Palestine: A Four Thousand Year History
(2018); An Oral History of the Palestinian Nakba (with Nahla Abdo, 2018); Theologies of
Liberation in Palestine-Israel: Indigenous, Contextual, and Postcolonial Perspectives (2014); The
Zionist Bible: Biblical Precedent, Colonialism and the Erasure of Memory (2013); The Palestine
Nakba: Decolonising History, Narrating the Subaltern, Reclaiming Memory (2012); The Bible
and Zionism (2007); The Politics of Denial: Israel and the Palestinian Refugee Problem (2003):
Imperial Israel and the Palestinians: The Politics of Expansion (2000); A Land Without a People
(1997); Expulsion of the Palestinians: The Concept of 'Transfer' in Zionist Political Thought,
1882-1948 (1992). Professor Masalha also currently serves as a judge on the panel for the
Palestine Book Award (London). --This text refers to the paperback edition.
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entertaining and informative presentations on a wide variety of Masonic topics. Without his
feedback and encouragement, this book might have remained nothing more than an idea.I
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FOREWORDThe splendid story had begun sometime in the early seventeenth century, one
night in Lucerne or London. A secret benevolent society...was born; its mission: to invent a
country. Excerpt from Tlön, Uqbar, Orbis Tertius, by Jorge Luis Borges What follows is a story, a
fictional tale, intended to familiarize newly initiated Freemasons with certain fundamental
Masonic principles. I am using this unorthodox educational approach because it allows me to
create a world within which I can create memorable connections between some Masonic tenets
and practices that are otherwise only tenuously related, if at all. The story is a hero’s journey of
the type prevalent in ancient myths and modern novels and movies. In it, an adventurous young
man, escorted by his guide, moves from a land of darkness into a magical world of light. There,
he faces many dangers in his pursuit of an elusive master who might help him find something of
great value. Our hero’s name is Gaius (pronounced Guy-us), a name so ubiquitous in ancient
Rome that it evolved into a generic term for any man. Our hero thus represents any man, though,
in particular, any man who chooses to become a Freemason.Nothing in this story should be



taken too seriously. In fact, the story is silly at times. But as I pointed out in another of my
books, Solomon’s Memory Palace, silly and outlandish things are better remembered than
things that are predictable and mundane. Since the objective of this story is to help a new Mason
learn and associate certain fundamental elements of our craft, it necessarily contains a fair
amount of brain-stimulating absurdity and exaggeration. I admit to taking tremendous creative
liberties here and there to establish plot continuity and to make the story, and its underlying
lessons, fun and accessible to the novice Masonic student. I have done so with an expectation
that the reader will, at some later date, conduct more serious investigations into the topics which
interest him.Because the rituals and specific teachings of Freemasonry differ from region to
region around the world, there are bound to be ideas, characters, and utterances within the story
that will make no sense to some readers, even if they are perfectly understood by others.
Nevertheless, the foundational concepts of our fraternity are universal, and I have tried to focus
on those things we have in common, versus our differences, whenever possible.There are no
Masonic secrets here – by which I mean, no secrets that Masons are sworn to conceal and
protect. However, members of our craft have, for centuries, demonstrated a remarkable zeal for
seeking out hidden and lost things. For that reason, I have concealed a few things here and
there within the story. Perhaps they will be found quickly. Perhaps, not at all. Time will tell.If you
find this story helpful, or at least entertaining, I would very much appreciate a positive review.
There are a great many books about Freemasonry, but relatively few new books are
written by Freemasons for Freemasons. A kind review of this book by a brother will help
distinguish it from these other varieties. Thank you – and now, on with our story! Bob Lingerfelt,
P.M.Education Committee of the Grand Lodge of Nebraska, A.F.&A.M.Bellevue Lodge
#325Saints John Lodge of Education #331Tabula Rasa Lodge #332Scottish Rite, Omaha
ValleyS.R.I.C.F. 

CHAPTER 1THE CALLThere was once a thing of great value that was lost. The nature of the
thing was a secret, but in all ages, there were men who were born with an innate sense of its
existence. These men spent their lives traversing the world seeking clues about the thing’s
history, properties, and, above all, where it might be found.Because these men had a common
cause, they gained permission from their king to form an Order of knights, so that they might
share their findings with one another, and safeguard the clues they collected for future
generations. They established gathering places around the world where they could rest safely
during their long journeys among like-minded men.The tabards and armor of these knights –
whether plate, chain, leather, or cloth - was peculiar in that it was as white as newly fallen snow.
This was so that anyone who might encounter a knight would know that he was a peaceful man
dedicated to the pursuit of knowledge, not war. This immaculate armor stood in contrast to the
dented and bloodied armor worn by the land’s many bands of roving warrior knights who,
displaced by battle, and having no means of sustaining themselves, often plundered homes and
farms, bringing chaos and ruin to entire villages. In this way, the white armor of the knights,



unstained by blood and unspotted by the world, served as a knight’s badge and as an emblem
of innocence.It was rumored that the knights of this Order collected many great and wonderful
tales during their travels in foreign lands and that they learned many strange arts and
sciences. Now, there was a young man named Gaius (named after Julius Gaius Caesar, or so he
was told), who heard the call of the secret thing and decided he would join the Order. The
decision did not come easy, since many of his friends and family warned him that the pursuit of
the secret thing was dangerous, or pointless, or immoral, or subversive, or childish. Yet he was
steadfast in his convictions and sought out a friend whom he knew was in the Order to ask how
he might join.This friend, named Amicus, knowing of Gaius’s sincerity of purpose and good
character, recommended him to the Order. A few days later, three men, named Planchet,
Boniface, and Grimaud, approached Gaius to inquire about the nature of his interest. Blanchet
and Boniface smelled strongly of food, as if they’d spent the entire day cooking, while Grimaud’s
hands were stained with ink, as if he had spent the day writing.The men asked Gaius many
questions and, to the villager’s relief, seemed satisfied with his responses. They advised Gaius
that the thing which he sought was real, and was purportedly somewhere in the East. Gaius
asked where in the East he should go, and the best route to take, but the three men told him that
such information could only be divulged by the Master of their Order. When Gaius asked where
the Master was, the knights told him that if he would go to a certain high hill on a certain date, at
noon, he would find a guide who knew the way.A fortnight passed, and when the time came,
Gaius made the trek to the hill described by the men who had questioned him. There he found
Planchet and Boniface waiting for him. Each wore, atop their armor, a brilliant white tabard on
which was the insignia of the Order. Neither was armed, but each carried a long rod, or pole, that
was capped by a strange silver device.“Greetings, friend,” said Planchet. “Are you ready to begin
your journey?”“I am,” replied Gaius, glad to see familiar faces. He had been worried that the men
of the Order might have second thoughts about accepting him. “But why are we gathering so far
from the village, on this high hill?”“We meet here,” answered Boniface, “to escape the eyes of
spies and the long ears of eavesdroppers. From here, we can see all around us for a great
distance. No one can approach without us seeing them. See for yourself.”Gaius slowly pivoted
and surveyed the country around him. In one direction, he saw his distant village, smoke pouring
from the chimneys, and several farms, and the roads that ran between them. In another, he saw
the great forest in which he often collected wood. In another, he saw the wetlands, teeming with
life, and in another, the great plains of tall grass he’d played in as a child. Strangely, while all
those places were familiar to him, he could not recall having ever climbed this hill. Yet he saw
that Boniface was right – there was no way for anyone to approach without being observed by a
person on top.He nodded and asked, “Where do we go from here?”“Not we,” said the man,
planting his rod in the ground with so much force that it remained standing when he released it.
“You.”Planchet planted his own rod into the ground, only three feet away. The two rods were
perfectly vertical and just far enough apart that a broad-shouldered man could pass between
them. “This is the start of your journey, friend, not ours.”“But you said you would take me to the



Master.”“No,” replied Boniface, “we said we’d lead you to a guide. That’s different, isn’t it?”“The
Master is not in this world,” said Planchet. “He is in the Unknown World. Unknown to you,
anyway. To find him, you’ll need a guide. While we are knights of the Order, we do not carry
passes that allow us to travel to all the places you need to go. Your guide will, though. His name
is Dux.”“When will he arrive?”“He is already here,” replied Planchet.Gaius again surveyed the
land around them. “I do not see him…”Boniface laughed. “That’s because he’s on the other side
of the door.”“What door?”“The door just there,” replied Planchet, pointing at the ground between
the two rods. You need only knock.”Gaius examined the spot that the man pointed at. “But…
there is no door on which to knock.”“There is,” Planchet insisted. “You just don’t see it.”Gaius
wondered if he was the object of a joke. “How should I know there to be a door if I can’t see
it?”“Well,” replied Planchet, “if you try to walk between those rods, you’ll run right into it. That’ll tell
you, eh?”He grinned at Boniface, and the two men chuckled.This exchange made Gaius more
certain that the two men were trying to trick him. He crossed his arms and said, “I doubt that will
happen since there is nothing between those poles but air.” He hedged by adding, “Even if I did
encounter resistance of some kind, that wouldn’t mean there’s an invisible door. An invisible wall
would offer resistance, too. A wall is not a door.”“Fair enough,” countered Boniface, enjoying the
impromptu game, “but if the resistance then moves and allows you to step past it, and after
doing so you then find yourself in a different place – I mean, a place unlike this one – then that
thing would be a door and not a wall. Do you agree?”Gaius thought for a moment. “Yes. That
would be a door. In theory.”“Well then,” beamed Planchet, his arms splayed. “It’s settled. All you
have to do is knock on the plane between the rods and see what happens.”Gaius saw he had no
choice but to play along, so he moved to a place between and slightly behind the two rods, and
readied himself to pantomime knocking on a door. He was certain his hand would pass through
the air and that Planchet and Boniface would then shriek with laughter at his gullibility. But he
told himself that this was an initiation of sorts, and sometimes initiations included a joke played
on the initiate. Not playing along might spoil his chances to join the Order.Yet when his knuckles
crossed the vertical plane, they did, in fact, strike something. Something hard. Something like a
door. The sensation was quite real. He made two more attempts, encountering the same
sensation each time, and though he did not use excessive force, each strike was as loud and
distinct as a cannon blast. He imagined the sound could be heard for miles.“It is real enough,” he
said, confused by the strange effect. “But it might still be a wall and not a door.” It was a silly and
petulant statement, and he knew it.“Just you wait and see,” said Boniface. He moved to one side
of Gaius while Planchet moved to the other. “Best take a step back, friend. Doors open. You have
sounded an alarm, and soon enough you’ll get your response.”

CHAPTER 2THE UNKNOWN WORLDThe area between the rods began to shimmer and the
ground behind them seemed to bend. It was as if a pane of thick, imperfect glass had been
placed between the rods and was now distorting the appearance of everything behind it. This
distortion became increasingly pronounced until there was nothing but a kaleidoscope of



swirling colors.To Gaius’s astonishment, a man emerged from this twisting, colorful illusion. He
was thin and middle-aged, with a short gray beard and long gray hair that rested on his
shoulders. He was a few inches taller than Gaius and adorned in immaculate white leather
armor. He wore no helmet and carried neither weapon nor shield, but in his right hand, he
clutched a tall staff capped with a silver ornamental sun. The man’s hazel eyes seemed to
glow.He said, “You are Gaius?”The younger man, still dazed, took a moment to respond. “I
am.”“And you seek to discover the Master, and to join our Order, and to search for that which has
been lost?”“I do.”The stranger nodded. “My name is Dux. I am your guide and will escort you to
the Unknown World in which the Master resides, and there, through the several Gates, and a
place of terrible Darkness. The journey is perilous, and while I am tasked with keeping you safe,
you will not be immune to death. The tests and trials are heavy. Knowing this, do you still wish to
proceed?”Gaius was initially at a loss for words, but, prodded gently by Boniface, he replied,
“Yes, sir.”Speaking to Boniface, the guide said, “Is he ready? Has everything been done that
must be done?”“Yes.”The other man looked back at Gaius and seemed to be pondering
something. After a moment, he said, “Wait here.”With that, the stranger took a step back and
vanished from sight, though the colorful portal remained in place.Alarmed, Gaius exclaimed,
“Where has he gone? Why did he not ask me to accompany him?”Planchet put a hand on the
young man’s shoulder. “Patience, friend. It is not his decision to make. He will offer his
assessment to the Master of our Order and then, if there are no objections, your guide will
return.”Gaius nodded but stood uneasily for several excruciating minutes. He had not anticipated
being judged even before he had an opportunity to prove himself. He wondered what was
happening on the other side of the invisible door.Eventually, however, the man named Dux did
return, appearing from the same thin air from which he’d vanished.Looking at Gaius’s escorts, he
said, “You may bring him to the other side.” It was pitch black on the other side of the invisible
door. There was no terrain around the men, no ground, and no sky. Nor was there any sound. It
was as if the men stood in the midst of a vast plain of endless darkness.“Does the darkness
frighten you?” asked the guide.Gaius hesitated for a second, then said, “No, sir.”“Are you sure?
You find yourself in a strange land in the custody of a man you do not know, having no idea what
might befall you.”“I realize that, sir. But I have faith that God will protect me.”His guide smiled,
“Well said. Yet be aware that, as you have rightly placed your faith in God, so has my Order
placed faith in you. The wonders and perils of this place are a closely held secret. Regardless of
what happens, you must never divulge what you see or experience to any citizen of the Known
World. Our assessment is that you are a man of conscience – a man who can be trusted. Is that
correct?”“Yes.”Dux nodded, then looked at the two men standing behind Gaius. “Very well. I will
take custody of our friend here. You may go.”Planchet and Boniface pivoted and, in a flash,
disappeared.The guide said to Gaius, “Take hold of my arm. It is very dark here and we don’t
want you to wander into danger.”The younger man obeyed, and he and his guide began moving
slowly forward. Gaius found the experience supremely disorienting. Only his guide’s arm
prevented him from succumbing to vertigo.He opened his mouth, prepared to bombard the other



man with questions, but before he could do so, his guide whispered, “No questions, my friend.
Not yet. For now, be silent.”The initiate nodded – what else could he do? – and the men
continued to move slowly forward. Occasionally, and without warning, this guide nudged him in
one direction or another, as if there was some invisible obstacle in their path. There were so
many of these turns that Gaius gave up all hope of ever finding his way back to the portal without
his companion’s assistance.Then came a sudden and violent crack of thunder that caused
Gaius to shudder. There had been no precursor – no flash of lightning or distant rumbling. There
was no smell of rain in the air. He hoped that his guide might provide an explanation or some
calming words, but the man remained silent.The men continued to walk through the void, and a
short time later, there was an even louder crack of thunder. Gaius instinctively ducked, terrified
by the auditory assault, but his guide continued to lead him forward.Then came the third and
most terrifying clap of thunder, so loud that it almost forced Gaius to his knees. He stumbled,
suddenly disoriented, and only managed to stay upright by clinging to the arm of the man beside
him.Now terrified of what might yet come, the traveler made a silent prayer, asking his deity for
protection from the dangers that surrounded him.A point of light appeared in the darkness
ahead.“Ah,” said Dux, “Well done.”Gaius was confused. “What have I done?”“You have invoked
the blessing of deity, have you not?”Gaius, surprised, answered, “Yes.”“That is what was needed
for us to escape this darkness. Without such a blessing, this long march might go on forever.”“Do
you mean that, until now, we had no destination? That we were moving through the darkness
blindly?”“Just so,” replied his guide. “And, truth be told, I was getting quite tired. I’m not as young
as you.”The circle of light grew brighter and larger in diameter. Specks of color appeared, and as
the circle grew, these specks stretched into lines, and the lines became planes, and the planes
became three-dimensional shapes – cubes, spheres, cones, pyramids, cylinders, and others.
These shapes then began to assemble, as if being pieced together by an invisible hand, and the
surfaces gained texture.By the time Gaius and his guide reached the circle, the shapes had
become mountains, trees, rivers, and cottages, and the young traveler was surprised to feel a
breeze pass over him. It carried with it the fragrant scent of flowers.“This is a portal,” guessed
Gaius. “Like the one we used to enter the Unknown World.”“That’s right,” said Dux. “Are you
ready to pass through to the other side?”“Very ready, sir, for surely there is no place as terrifying
as this plain of endless darkness. But what is the land on the other side? Are we returning to the
Known World?”“No. The place you see ahead is the southern realm of the Unknown World – my
world, and perhaps, someday, yours. It is the first step in your journey.”The guide placed a hand
against Gaius’s elbow and urged him forward. “Let’s go.”
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