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Mid-East Ramblings – Egypt   

 

By: Keith L. Sorrels (www.semperkeith.com) 

 

3/ 25/98 - 1432 (New York time) 
 

As I write this, I am at 30,000 feet over “fly-over” country. The first 3 hours of the trip 
provides me with time to ponder the events that preceded this adventure. This was the best 
time in a trip, similar to the moment that a Christmas gift is in your hands just prior to 
opening when one can feel the tingle of discovery excitement. In the case of a trip like this, 

the “tingle of excitement” lasts a long time and 
here is how it all started. 
   
Last December (1997), I went on a tour of Israel 
with my friend, Eric Lembcke. Traveling to the 
Mid-East is nothing new to Eric because he is 
the capable right hand man for Ron Wyatt. In 
that capacity, Eric had traveled to the mid-east 
with Ron several times. Ron (an interesting 
“Indiana Jones” kind of adventurer) has spent a 
major part of his life searching the greater mid-
mast area searching for archaeological 
evidence of places and events told about in the 
Bible.  
 

In this endeavor, Ron has been very successful having been credited by the Turkish 
government as the discoverer of the Noah’s Ark site.  Ron also found evidence of what 
appears to be the site of Gomorrah (as in Sodom and Gomorrah) and also found convincing 
evidence to the place on the Red Sea where the Children of Israel (the Jews) crossed in 
order to escape the Pharaoh’s army.  Many people have been interested in Ron’s Red Sea 
discovery, and one of these is Dr. Lennart Moller, Associate Professor of the Karolinska 
Institute - Center for Nutrition and Toxicology in Sweden. The institute is heavily involved in 
cancer research especially relating to nutrition. On that subject, Lennart cautioned us 
against eating the charred part of a BBQ, saying that their research had shown the char was 
carcinogenic. Lennart had been to the Red Sea site before with Ron and Eric and his 
continuing interest motivated him to fund a new extended expedition. The goal of which 
would be finding some artifacts and getting up to date photos for a book and video about the 
Exodus that he is writing titled: The Exodus Case.    
 
 Eric was invited to go on the trip and asked by Lennart to find another certified diver to be 
part of the expedition. I was the person that Eric selected. After assuring that I had approval 
to go on the trip from my wife, Kathy, and authorized time off from work, the next thing I 
needed was to become certified as a scuba diver. Soon I was standing in the Paradise, CA 
Dive Shop talking to the proprietor and X- Navy Seal and Dive Master, Dwayne.  I developed 
an instant rapport with Dwayne by telling him that I wanted to learn to dive and that I didn’t 
know anything about it. Dwayne said “You're just the kind of person I like to teach.” 
 
 

Dr. Lennart Moller (l), Ron Wyatt and me. 
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Diving, in my opinion, is a sport which is “bizarre”. I say this because in scuba diving, a 
person willingly puts himself or herself in a very hostile environment depending entirely in 
his equipment to allow him to maintain the critical bodily function of breathing. The sport is 
definitely not for the lazy because there is a lot of equipment required in diving that must be 
lugged around, and meticulously cleaned every time it’s used, especially when used in salt 
water. My training with Dwayne went well, and culminated with a two-day certification dive at 
Monterey, CA. There were several of us that went to Monterey to certify or re-certify 
including Eric, Dr. Jerry Niswanger and his son, Jeremiah, and Eric's future wife, Kristin. 
After arriving, we found that the underwater visibility at Monterey was not the best; it varied 
somewhere between 4 and 12 feet which was kind of claustrophobic! After our certification 
dives were completed, I went with Eric on two dives on our own.  
 

The objective for the additional dives was for Eric and me 
to be able to work together closely as a team and 
developing our skills. We performed some drills like 
removing the mask while under the water and putting it 
back on. We also tried some various schemes for buddy 
breathing, and catching a couple of emergency breaths 
from our Buoyancy Compensators (BC’s). A “BC” is a vest 
worn by divers which is basically an air bladder that the 
diver can inflate or deflate in order to ascend or descend.  
We also tried out some hardware that we were developing 
for the Red Sea trip, namely some inexpensive markers 
and a buoy made from a plastic toilet valve float filled with 
foam. The markers worked well, but the float tended to 
collapse under the water pressure. We also practiced 
navigating with our wrist compasses because underwater, 
every direction looks the same so a diver must learn to 
use and trust his compass. My certification was completed 
only one week before the trip which was cutting it kind of 
close. 

 
The Red Sea trip officially started when Kathy dropped me 
off at Jerry Niswonger’s house in Paradise. Soon, Jerry, 
Jeremiah, Eric, and I, were on our way to SFO. The drive 
to SFO was routine except for intermittent rain showers, 
and after about a three-hour drive, we arrived at our 
motel. The plan was to get some sleep and in the 
morning, utilize the “park and drive” service that will take 
us from the motel to the airport. Hitting my bed, (I 
volunteered to sleep on the floor) I managed to sleep fairly 
well. In the morning we visited the continental breakfast 
bar and came to the realization that “continental” is a code 
word that means: “Not much to eat.” Before long, we had 
boarded the plane and were on our way.  
 
 
 

Eric Lembcke & me 

Eric Lembcke and Ron Wyatt. 
These two have shared 

many adventures 
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Our domestic flight from SFO to JFK was just the first leg of a trip that would take us to 
Cairo, Egypt. Then a couple of days later we would have a long taxi ride to the town of 
Nuwieba on the Red Sea. My seatmate for this leg of the trip was Mitch, a pleasant Jewish 
man from Aptos, Ca.  He was in the eyeglass business and proudly showed me a case 
containing what he says was the cutting edge in eye wear; some of which he invented. 
Since Jerry Niswonger was an Ophthalmologist, I introduced Mitch to Jerry who was in the 
seat ahead of us and Mitch showed Jerry some of his wares. For breakfast we had 
scrambled eggs, sausage, potatoes and fruit. The food was good but not enough, so I went 
for some of the snacks that I have packed in my bag. We arrived at JFK and met Ron 
Wyatt… he was looking rested and ready to go. In consideration of the long flight ahead, 
Eric and I decided that we should try to get some seats in the emergency exit row so we 
could stretch out our legs during the flight. We were directed by the airline representative to 
go back to the main ticket counter to make the switch. 

The airline official that serviced us was most accommodating and he took our boarding 
passes and tickets, and made the switch for us. Then soon, things got interesting! When we 
arrived back at the boarding area, boarding was in progress so we got into the line. When 
we arrived at the head of the line, we gave the attendant our paperwork then a problem 
surfaced. It seemed that when the ticket agent changed our seats, he tore up the old 
boarding passes along with our actual tickets. Now it was being made clear to us that 
without the tickets, we would not be allowed to board the plane. We were directed to a 
female official who seemed somewhat sympathetic to our story, but still insisted that we 
needed the ticket. It seemed rather strange to me that although we had a copy of our ticket 
and a boarding pass in our names, they still would not let us on the plane. 

Every couple of minutes we would hear the announcement of the time left until the airplane 
door would close and now they were saying, “2 minutes.” This certainly added to our stress. 
As you might imagine the thoughts that were swirling though our minds on what was going 
to happen if the plane left without us, especially considering that the rest of our party had 
already boarded and were unaware of our plight.  The airline official continued asking us 
rapid-fire questions (mostly questions we had already answered) and the pace of the 
questions peaked to a nightmarish crescendo when finally, with an irritated sarcastic tone in 
her voice, the official said to “get on the plane”. Those words were sweet music to our ears 
and we hastily complied before they changed their minds. The lesson for potential travelers 
is this; a boarding pass (while official looking) it’s just a boarding pass and not a ticket. The 
actual ticket should always be protected and carefully handled. 
 
With that nightmare behind us, the flight to Cairo was long and for the most part, uneventful. 
The monotony of the 9 hour and 40 minute flight was interrupted by about 4 hours of actual 
sleep. The flight attendants (with only one exception) were rude and uncaring. We 
passengers seemed to be nothing more than disturbing nuisances to them. As a test of their 
“give a care” level, I watched a parade of flight attendants walk over a discarded (almost full) 
salad dressing packet, which fell into the aisle. Of course, It was just a matter of time before 
a passenger’s foot found the packet and splattered its fat laden contents all over the carpet, 
resulting in the low “care level“score for the flight attendants. It seemed that we were simply 
cattle to them.   
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We were rapidly coming to the end of our flight as we flew over the outskirts of Cairo which 
in the morning light was shrouded in a dust storm. The pilot announced that the pyramids 
were visible out the right side of the plane and he was right. Through the small portholes, 
and shrouded in a dusty haze, was the Great Pyramid of Giza. While we were craning our 
necks to catch a glimpse, the pilot decided to give all of us a thrill by doing a right hand 360 
degree turn around the pyramids at a height of about 3,000 feet. Welcome to Egyptian 
airspace! Airspace rules… there are no rules!  The landing was exciting because we had a 
strong right crosswind and Eric and I, along with several others, nervously watched the busy 
control surfaces on the 747's wing doing battle with the crosswind. When we finally made a 
well-planted landing and realized that we were still alive and in one piece, the whole cabin 
erupted in wild applause and cheering. 
 
The airplane taxied for about 10 minutes and seemed like we were going in circles. We 
finally parked and gathered our carry-on's and waited to leave the plane. I was expecting a 
continuous stream of bu-byes upon leaving the plane, the kind of mocking fairwell typified in 
the Saturday Night Live skit where their bu-byes took on a definite mocking tone. But to my 
surprise, it was the heroic flight crew that bid us farewell while basking in the complements 
of their much-appreciated good work. I was puzzled at the absence of the flight attendants 
figuring they could have at least ‘mooed” a goodbye to us. 
 
3/25/98 - At the terminal we did the normal things. Passports were checked and there was 
another check that was new to me. Everyone with a video camera was taken aside and the 
authorities carefully recorded the serial number information about our cameras. This 
information would come into play later when we left the country. The authorities would make 
sure that we left with the cameras that we brought. Ron Wyatt said that the fine for not 
having your camera with you when you leave the country was $1,500.00. Ouch! Needless to 
say, we all kept close track of our cameras. 
 
Once we left the sanctuary of the terminal, we were confronted by an actual mob of taxi 
drivers all wanting, apparently, to be our friends (for a price of a ride of course). During this 
not so pleasant interlude, Ron was busy negotiating with a man who represents the Novotel 
Hotel. Ron felt that the last time he was here that somehow they ripped him off. The 
negotiating became somewhat heated when Ron said, “No deal”, and walked away with the 
representative who was then in hot pursuit of Ron. After a mostly one-sided conversation, 
Ron heard a price that he liked and a deal was suddenly struck. Then we boarded a van and 
were soon deposited at the Novotel Hotel, located just a couple of blocks from the airport. 
After we were checked in, I exchanged some greenbacks for some Egyptian pounds, and 
we gathered for dinner. Ron had dinner with a negotiator and worked out a deal for 
transportation to Nuwieba and around Cairo. Cairo is a huge city with a population of over 
11 million. 

Around 6:30 PM, we boarded a really small diesel minivan and headed west to the other 
side of the city to the see the Sound and Light Show at the pyramids. Although it took about 
an hour to get to the pyramids, the show really began as soon as we left the hotel. This was 
not going to be some relaxing drive through a sleepy mid-eastern city. When I observed the 
chaotic traffic situation, my first thought was, “So this is what a breakdown of civilization 
looks like.” The Cairo traffic flows just like blood cells in our body’s arteries.  
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The vehicular disorder seems to be complete chaos with no rules. I saw only one working 
traffic light in our hour long drive but lots of roundabouts. As the drive unfolded, I could see 
that subtle rules of the road were starting to emerge. Rules like: 
 
1. Headlights are not used, only running lights. 
 
2. Lane lines don’t indicate traffic lanes, the lanes accommodate as many vehicles as 

possible. 
 

3. If, as a driver you straddle a lane line, this tells the people behind you that you have 
the option to veer in either direction at any moment.  
 

4. Vehicles are driven with one hand on the wheel, and the other hand on the horn. The 
horn is an essential piece of equipment as evidenced, by me counting no less than 
36 horn blasts in 2 1/2 minutes. In the USA, a blast on the horn is most always 
considered an insult. In Cairo, the horns are used in short blasts that say to 
pedestrians, “I’m not stopping” or to the car in front of you, “I’m here”. Only a couple 
of times did I hear an angry blast which, along with the flash of the hand that said, 
“You stupid idiot!”  
 

5. Vehicles are driven as close to pedestrians and other cars as possible without hitting 
them and dents in most all of the cars are a testament to the numerous encounters. 

  
Driving in Cairo is hard work. I watched our driver’s 
eyes darting about and never resting. He was always 
planning ahead the path of least resistance in the 
slug of cars ahead. Buses would use their bulk to 
lever their way into a flowing lane. At times, we were 
so close to the cars around us that I expected to hear 
a scrapping noise.  
 
Cairo pedestrians have a special challenge and have 
perfected a technique for crossing the lanes which 
closely resembles the Frogger Game. People venture 
across one row of traffic at a time then wait to 
proceed until the next “faux” lane opens up. 
While this Mid-East form of the “chicken” game may 
be appealing to teenagers, I saw a mom with two 
small children crossing in this manner with no 
consideration or courtesy given to them from the 
drivers. From what I could see there were no 
crosswalks anywhere and the speed of the traffic 
depended entirely on the road ahead. If the road was 
relatively open for a couple of blocks, you accelerate 
as fast as you can go for those 2 blocks.  
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Police were here and there, but they seem disinterested like they don’t want to get involved. 
Intersections were crossed on a first come, first served, basis and no stop was required. 
Well, here was an amazing sight!  A man on a motorcycle taking both hands off his 
handlebars while completely turning around to get something out of the basket behind him! 
Don’t worry; it’s just another day in Cairo, expect the unexpected. 
 
Time, and time again our driver threaded the needle through converging walls of steel. While 
going past the City of the Dead, I heard a loud screech and saw a vehicle roll over onto its 
top in a cascade of sparks as another one bites the dust. I am sure that those drivers that 
were left in the game appreciated the extra maneuvering room. My final assessment of the 
driving system in Cairo was that they move a lot of traffic here. It’s not pretty and 
pedestrians are potential road-kill but, at least the traffic was flowing. The drivers in this 
“critical mass” transit system are skilled and a system like we have in America simply would 
not work here. 
 
On our drive, we saw large buildings like Saladin’s castle, parks, and a place called “Cairo 
Land”, sort of like a mid-eastern Disneyland but a bit smaller. OK, it’s a lot smaller. We also 
saw filth and decay and many habitations that were fitting examples of the term “hovel.” This 
was definitely a third world country. Look! There was a horse drawn cart on the boulevard 
with what looks like several tons of steel reinforcing bars on it, much of them nearly dragging 
on the street. My heart was pricked when I saw a young boy whose eyes were full of tears, 
begging on the center divider while we were momentarily stopped. His eyes were haunting 
to me as I see in my mind’s eye, one of my own sons standing there in his place. Seeing 
such poverty causes me to ponder the special blessing of my American heritage. 
Compassion flows from my heart and I do what I can, mainly a smile or wave to give the 
recipient a happy moment from a stranger, it's not much but at least it was something. When 
it comes down to it, these people were just like me. They were trying to make the best life 
for themselves in the world that they were born into. Because poverty is the rule here, 
helping by giving money is like trying to stop a flood with a bucket. The poverty here has 
caused many people to become entrepreneurs; people will lift your bags into the van and of 
course, expect a tip. In the restrooms there will be a man or young boy who will offer you 
toilet paper, a towel, or, will turn the facet on for you obligating you for an Egyptian pound or 
two. 
  
Despite the peril of our trip across Cairo, we made it to the Sound and Light Show on time. 
The show was a laser light show in which the laser drew pictures on the side of the Great 
Pyramid. The show would have been OK, except that the blowing dust in the air was a 
continuous distraction. Eric said he was able to see the same show on an earlier trip on a 
crisp clear night when the stars were out; he said that it was “impressive.” I was getting a 
little bothered with the effort in the presentation to overplay the mystique of the pyramids in 
an effort to make the mystery bigger than what it really is. The spectacle and mystery of the 
pyramids need no hype; they were impressive! After the show and the hour long drive 
afterward, we arrived back at the hotel and with a shower, eye drops, nose spray all done, I 
hit the hay. The foam mattress was firm but comfortable and until 4:00 am, I slept like a rock. 
After that though, I had just a couple of hours of fitful sleep. Nothing to worry about; it’s just 
my body trying to make some sense of the time change. 
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3/26/98 - It was morning again and I was drinking a Coke just after breakfast. I started out 
not having one because I thought I was safe (from traveler’s diarrhea) since I didn’t eat any 
fresh vegetables. When I said that to Ron, he said, “If you are eating in Egypt, you’re never 
safe.” Ron further explained that it was the local bathroom habit to wipe after using the toilet, 
not with toilet paper but with a hand and chances are that the “hand” was probably not going 
to be washed before being used for the preparation of the delicious pastries I ate this 
morning. Following Ron’s advice, I ordered a Coke from the bar and slammed it down 
hoping it would catch up with what I had eaten for breakfast. It seems that in Ron’s 60 or so 
trips to the Mid-East, he learned that for some reason cola neutralizes the bacteria that 
causes travelers diarrhea.  But, as I was writing this, my lower intestinal tract was rumbling 
and I hoped it was only psychological. It turned out that I was OK. 
  

3/27/98 -  Today, Ron, Jerry, and Jeremiah flew 
to Israel and spend the day so Jeremiah could 
see Jerusalem and some of the other Bible 
related sites. They will catch up with us at Taba 
border crossing tomorrow. But today, Eric and I 
went to tour some of Cairo. I think this was the 
3rd time that Eric had seen all of the attractions 
of interest, but he was willing to go with me so I 
could see them. I really appreciated Eric doing 
this. 
 
After finishing our breakfast buffet meal of 
scrambled eggs, potatoes, beans, yogurt, 
coffee, cola and pastry (I tried 5 different 

kinds), Eric and I boarded the minivan and we were off to the Cairo Museum. The morning’s 
traffic seemed lighter or somehow at least more cooperative; maybe I am just getting used 
to it. The Cairo Museum is housed in a massive building and there was a lot there to see. 
Eric showed me a statue of a fellow whose nose looks Jewish, maybe it’s Moses or Joseph. 
King Tut’s mask and gold items were housed here and they were impressive; I have never 
seen so much gold in one place. One of the things I liked best were several small clay 
figurines of families which were sort of like old style family portraits. There were several of 
them with usually 4 people in the group. The facial features of each family member were 
distinctly unique and different; I thought they were fascinating. We also saw the chariots 
taken from King Tut’s tomb.  Another interesting thing I saw was a coral encrusted metal hub 

from a chariot. This fitted the story that Ron told us 
about giving a hub to one of the antiquities officials of 
Egypt; it could be the same one. Unfortunately, we 
only had about an hour to spend at the museum; I 
think we could have easily spent three or four.  
 
One interesting thing that happened in the museum 
was that one of the museum guards insisted that we 
take our photo with him. This seemed a bit strange 
but, since he had a gun, and we had a camera, we 
complied. I don’t think the guard was being mean, just 
overly friendly.  
 

Eric and King Tut 
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Eric did a good job showing me the highlights of the museum and after making a bathroom 
stop at the nearby Hilton Hotel, we were on out way to the pyramids in the taxi. 

The pyramids were amazing. I was impressed with the steepness of their sides and the 
huge size of the blocks of stone. The stones fit together with a close fit even though many of 
the mating surfaces were irregular. We took videos and pictures from several vantage points 
while fending off potential “friends” who all wanted to sell us things. We also looked at the 
Sphinx which like most of the statues that we saw at the museum, had it’s nose defaced. 
Eric said that breaking off the nose was the big defilement and insult. 
The thought was, that if the nose were broken off, the soul of the person represented by the 
statue would not go to Heaven. In the case of the Sphinx, the nose was blown off by well-
placed artillery shots. What fools they were to destroy such a wonderful artifact. 

After Giza, we loaded up into the mini-van and headed to 
Saqqara about 10 miles away to see the stepped pyramid. 
On the way there, we paralleled a canal/sewer where the 
filth and squalor was even worse than what we had seen 
before. I saw people fishing, washing clothing, and 
cleaning pots and pans in the same trash filled open 
sewer. 
 
Saqqara for a number of reasons was thought by Ron and 
others to be the pyramid that the Children of Israel built 
during the time of Joseph. The first thing we saw at the site 
was an unusual building which had a door sized opening 
on the east end, and similarly sized opening on the west 
end. A long hallway connected the two openings and on 
each side of the hallway were small square alcoves that 
were about 6 by 6 ft, perhaps 10 of these on each side. 
This building looks like it was built for a special purpose. 
Ron Wyatt thought that this building goes back to the story 
in the Bible that took place during Joseph’s time when 
there was 7 years of plenty followed by 7 years of famine. 

 
The theory was that during the famine, 
people came from many surrounding 
nations to buy grain from Egypt. These 
people spoke different languages and 
would have needed someone speaking 
their own language that they could make a 
deal with. The building makes sense when 
looked at from this viewpoint; the people 
would come in and go to the table in the 
alcove that matched their language and 
then traded their money for chits.  
 
 
 

 

Eric standing next to a grain silo with 
the Saqqara Pyramid in the 

background 

The Special Purpose building 
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They then continued west down the one-way hall 
and not far outside, were several large in-ground 
silos where they would be issued grain for their 
chits. The silos, (eleven of them) were square, about 
40 feet across and look about 70 feet deep. Eric 
said that Ron had explored the bottoms of the silos 
and had found that they were interconnected by 
small passageways just like the way modern grain 
storage silos are interconnected. Ron also said that 
he had found some grain at the bottom in the shafts. 

While we were walking around, we found a clay item 
that was shaped like an ice cream cone and had a 
center that was blackened. Eric said that it was a 
torch handle, and that the black stuff was leftover 
from whatever they used to burn as torch fuel.  Eric 
said that these torch handles were all over the 
place. We then proceeded to walk around the 
stepped pyramid, which unlike the Great Pyramid of 
Giza, was made of mud bricks instead of stone, and 

thus, not as well preserved. Eric said that there had 
been some bricks found at this pyramid had been 
made without straw which fits an element in the  

 
Bible’s; Children of Israel account. After that, we 
returned to the van and the drive back to the hotel. 
After a nap of about an hour, I went to the coffee shop 
downstairs for a cup of coffee and a pastry which was 
not real tasty. It had certainly been an interesting day 
and after I recorded the day’s events into my journal, 
“dog tired” I retired for the evening. 
 
3/28/98 - Our wakeup call was 4:30 am because we 
were leaving at 6:00 am. Today, Eric and I were 
traveling across the Sinai desert to Taba which is a 
border crossing between Israel and Egypt. Taba is 
located at the end of an arm of the Red Sea called the 
Gulf of Aqaba. There we will wait for Ron, Jerry, 
Jeremiah, and the others who were finishing their tour 
of Israel today. After a wonderful breakfast, Eric and I 
headed east with our Egyptian driver, Mahmoud Ezzat 
El-Mihy, in a Mercedes diesel van. Mahmoud speaks English pretty well although, his voice 
was so low, I had a very difficult time understanding 
him.  I had to listen to Mahmoud,  v e r y   c a r e f u l 
l y.  
 
 
 

Inside the building with several alcoves and 
one way out to where the grain storage pits 

were located. 

Looking down into one of the grain pits. 
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There was a lot of dust in the air today and the terrain was pretty stark. Mahmoud selected 
some Brian Adams music for us but after hearing the same cassette three or four times, I 
asked Mahmoud to play some of the kind of music he likes. His musical preference was 
typical Mid-Eastern high velocity music and he liked it LOUD! 
 

Mahmoud told us that he didn’t get any 
sleep the night before and judging by 
the way his eyelids kept drooping; I 
think it was probably true. Now that we 
know that he was sleep deprived, some 
of the things he was doing were 
alarming us. Mahmoud was trying to 
keep awake by taking frequent drinks of 
water, smoking, and keeping the 
window open even though it was a 
rather cool day. For some unknown 
reason, when we came to a curve he 
slowed way down much slower than 

what the curve deserved and these 
actions put both Eric and I on edge. 
Mahmoud wanting to be friendly tested 

the waters by telling us a rather filthy joke which soared like a lead balloon. While it may 
have been a hit with the last folks he toured around, the joke sort of just laid there. So 
because of the lack of success in the joke, it was the last one of that flavor that we heard 
from Mahmoud.  Another strange culture difference I took note of was that after Mahmoud 
was through drinking water from its plastic bottle, he merely threw it out the window which 
telegraphs that he feels, “The world is my trash can.”His action helped explain the 
abundance of litter present almost everywhere you looked. 

After crossing under the Suez Canal, we stopped in a little town that can be fittingly called 
“the middle of nowhere.” My map says that its real name is Nakhi and we fueled up and 
Mahmoud bought us some Turkish coffee. The coffee was very strong yet not bitter and I 
liked it. There were several Muslims here that were traveling by bus on a pilgrimage to 
Mecca. In the restroom there were several men that were washing their feet in the sink 
which was a bit different.  
 
Soon we were on the road again and every hour or so there were military checkpoints that 
we have to stop at. The soldiers were very friendly and they smiled a lot as they talked to 
Mahmoud about his passengers and our intentions. Soon, instead of the wide-open 
stretches of desert, we were entering a rocky canyon and descending; I was thinking that 
the Red Sea could not be too far away. After about 1/2 hour, we arrived at the Red Sea on 
the Gulf of Aqaba, just south of Taba, and proceed for a short distance to Taba itself. We 
found a place to park near the border while we waited and watched for the others. 
 
 

(L to R) Mahmoud, Jeremiah and Eric 
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Nearby were a couple of local gardeners that were sprucing up the area. One of them was a 
young man who had a horrendous cut on his hand and it looks to me like his hand was 
infected. In spite of a major language problem, I tried to clean up his wound and put a 
couple of band aids on it in order to help him keep it clean. After I am done with that, he 
returns to his work and I am dismayed to see that already one of the band-aids was falling 
off. I feel compassion on this poor kid and approach him to give him some money, $20.00, 

which was probably a week’s wages, but he 
will not take the money and conveys to me, 
“Allah will provide.”   
 
While waiting for the others to cross the 
border, Mahmoud asked if I would like some 
tea; I told him “yes”. He walked around to the 
back of some ramshackle buildings and soon 
returned with a glass containing hot tea. Tea 
is a like a national drink here and they like it 
strong and sweet, it was very good. We eyed 
everyone that came through the crossing, and 

after several hours, we finally saw some of our 
party: Lennart Moller and Viveka Ponten, both 
from Sweden. Lennart is the cancer researcher, 
and Viveka is an adventurer. On one of her 
adventures, she was employed as a midwife in 
Saudi Arabia at the small town directly across the 
Gulf of Aqaba from where we were going to be 
diving.  
 
She worked there for a year so she could explore 
the other side of the Red Crossing site and visit 
the real Mt. Sinai, which she did. It is interesting 
that Viveka did find chariot artifacts also on the 
other side of the gulf. Soon, we spotted Ron, 
Jerry, and Jeremiah, coming across the border. 
After exchanging greetings, we loaded up in the 
van for the hour ride to the Nuwieba Hilton where 
we had our accommodations.   

Doctor Lennart Moller 

Ron and Viveka 
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Once we arrived and checked in at the hotel, we were introduced to the rest of the team: 
Aaron Sen and Nerida Titchiner both from England. I had met Aaron on a previous trip to 
Israel and it was nice to see him again. 
 
 

 After introductions, we gathered for a 
briefing conducted by Lennart. Among other 
items, secrecy was stressed, because if the 
word got out of what the true nature of our 
trip was, there could be some big problems. 
It was conceivable that the artifact area 
could be closed off to us for this as well as 
future trips. We developed a loose 
vocabulary, substituting “coral” for “wheel.” 
After the briefing, it was time to turn in; I 
shared a bungalow with Jerry and Jeremiah. 
Jerry bears a striking resemblance to 

Jacques Cousteau, which was confirmed by 
the illustration of Jacques Cousteau on the 
package that my dive mask came in. For the 
rest of the trip, I called him Jacques. His 
reply was always that he was Jacque’s 
brother, Joke. We had a lot of fun with that. 

 
3/29/98 - I awakened early and 
while Jerry got up and 
showered, I caught up on my 
journal and made sure that my 
dive gear was ready to go. 
When it was time for breakfast  
 
 
Upon arrival, I was horrified to 
see that the rest of the group 
were eating and in fact, most 

of them were finished. They all wondered why I was so late and I wondered myself. I looked 
at my watch which said 7:00 AM, which I thought, was the appointed time for breakfast. 
Meanwhile, a swell of embarrassment washed over me as they said my watch was set 
wrong and Ron said, “What part of the breakfast time plan did I not understand?’ Ouch, that 
remark stung and I was angry with myself for making such a stupid mistake on the first day 
of diving. I’ll bet they’re all impressed with me! My appetite dwindled. 
 
After a few minutes, Eric joined us. He had gone to the front desk to see what time it really 
was, and he found to my relief that my time was correct. Immediately, my appetite returned 
and I felt better about the situation. Now, the shoe was on the other foot and I tried not to 
gloat over “their mistake.” After a casual breakfast, we went to the dive shop on the hotel 
compound to get some gear we needed but there was a problem; they would only give us 
one scuba tank each and we needed a minimum of 2. After a bit of haggling, Ron and 

Nerida Titchiner and Arron Sen 

Jerry on the left and Jacques Cousteau 
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Lennart drove to another dive shop a few miles away where the people were more helpful, 
and we were able to get everything we needed. 
 
 

Before long, we were driving to the place 
where we would dive, which conveniently, 
was only about 15 minutes away. On the 
way, we traveled through downtown 
Nuwieba, which was a small, obviously 
poverty-stricken, Bedouin town. The 
buildings resembled burned out concrete 
houses, and as I understand, they were 
just used seasonally. There were not 
many people out and about, here and 
there were a few idle men sitting around. 
On some trips through the town there 
were piles of garbage burning. The 
garbage system here was designed for 
minimal labor in that garbage was left to 
accumulate wherever it happens to land. 
When an accumulation was dense enough 
to support combustion, it was lit. Because 
there was a lot of plastic in the refuse, the 
fire produces volumes of acrid black 
smoke. No air pollution control officials to 
worry about here! Most dooryards have 
small herds of goats and no doubt one of 
the poor unsuspecting animals had been 
selected as the “special one“ intended for 
the next family special occasion. 
 

Soon we arrive at the dive site and it was fairly rocky except for a few scattered patches of 
sand. We unloaded all of the equipment and set about organizing our dive camp. One of the 
things we did was to establish one of the lockable bags as a “bank”. After everyone put his 
or her valuables in, it was locked up. This kept us from having too many separate bags to 
worry about and was a system that worked well.   
 

Soon we went on our first dive and 
immediately, I could see that the 
underwater visibility was good. Once 
we swam away from the shore the 
bottom was sandy and fairly sparse 
except for scattered corals of various 
sizes. Some coral formations were 
just a few feet across, and some in 
the 8 to 10 ft range and most of them 
seemed to be random shapes. There 
were only a few large coral heads 
seen in the area.  

Each day we set up our dive camp here. 
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Because of the lack of coral that provides 
protection for fish, there were very few fish 
seen. When we swam close to a large coral 
head, then we could see a few colorful fish. 
I learned that coral grows on objects so that 
would mean that these scattered 
formations all have something solid 
underneath. It could be a rock, but it also 
could be an artifact that provided the 
original nucleus. Eric and I find an area of 
several formations that look interesting so 
we marked it off with some of the grid ropes 
we had brought. The yellow polypropylene 
ropes were 100 ft long and we placed 
several lead pieces in the middle of the 

rope to keep it from floating. Colorful flagging was added at 25 ft. intervals to help us judge 
distances. 
 
The rope was loaded into heavy zip lock bags, and could be easily deployed by a diver 
holding onto one end of the rope, while the other diver swam away with the bag containing 
the rest of the rope and the rope played out as he went. When we deployed the first rope, 
we found that the water was so clear that when Eric reached the 75 ft mark, he could see 
me clearly. I then signaled with my outstretched arm which direction for him to go to be on 
the desired compass heading. After the marking was complete we looked around and Aaron 
had found a corral formation that looked like a hub with some spokes. Meanwhile, I found a 
formation that looked interesting so we marked both of them with some markers made of zip 
lock bags and flagging. We would exhale some air into the bag and it would float above the 
marked site with the ribbons of flagging tape trailing down. I am pleased that the improvised 
markers worked OK. My first dive lasted 35 minutes and a depth of 35 ft. 
 

The second dive a little later in the 
day was to 40 ft for 30 minutes. 
During these shake down dives we 
were all making little adjustments 
to our systems and methods of 
storage. Ron was having some 
problems getting the proper weight 
needed to keep his buoyancy 
under control. On this dive, I took 
video of some interesting 
formations with Jerry’s underwater 
camera and we also searched an 
area south of the grid but found 
nothing interesting.  
 
 
 

Our humble accommodations, the Nuwieba Hilton 
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Although the water temperature was probably in the 70’s, we were in the water so much that 
when I got out, I noticed that my hands had a bluish tinge. The reason for this was because I 
didn’t bring along my dive hood to keep my head warm and the wet suit I rented did not fit 
me very well. I always seemed to have a pool of cool water sloshing around in the area of 
my kidneys. Our dives on this first day yield nothing too interesting and at the end of the day, 
we drove back to the hotel. 
 
After cleaning our gear and ourselves, we debriefed and then had dinner which consisted of 
a large buffet of many interesting and wonderful foods. The food was pretty much standard 
food and not anything unusual (like goat kabobs). Shortly after 9:00 PM, I was bushed so I 
went to my room and Jeremiah went with me. 
 
While I wrote in my journal, Jeremiah said that he was going for a walk. Forty five minutes 
later, Jeremiah had not made it back and since Jeremiah is a young man (14) I started to 
worry about him and went searching. Some of the areas around the hotel were pretty dark 
and spooky and I felt a bit frantic when I hear a scream somewhere in the distance thinking 
that it could be him.  After not finding Jeremiah, I went to Ron’s room where I am relieved to 
find out that Jeremiah went with Eric to the Papyrus shop. Soon, Eric and Jeremiah returned 
and I spent some time telling Jeremiah the story of looking for him and to please not go 
wandering around by himself alone again. Tiredness overtook me, and I found my way to 
bed and soon, the events of the day faded into sleep. Today had been just a warm up, 
tomorrow we would go out to deeper water to hopefully find a really “big coral.” 

 
3/30/99 - Today’s goal 
was to locate a sunken 
buoy and its concrete 
anchor block. This buoy 
was made of steel and 
shaped like a hockey 
puck that was about 12 
feet in diameter. The 
reason that finding this 
buoy was so important 
was because if we 
could, Ron could find 
the chariot wheel that 
he videotaped on an 
earlier trip. It was also 
the wheel that is in the 

picture on Ron’s web site: http://wyattmuseum.com/the-18th-dynasty/2011-671 . 
 
The wheel was a gold trimmed 4-spoke wheel. Why a chariot wheel would have gold on it 
probably had some special significance. Perhaps the chariot belonged to someone of 
importance, but just who or what level he was in the Egyptian hierarchy was unknown. The 
plan was to tow Ron and Lennart (which were in an inflatable raft) out about a mile to the 
site and do some surface snorkeling in order to locate the buoy. With Eric pulling and me 
pushing the raft, we headed out.  

Lennart (right), Eric and me out at one of the still floating buoys. This is also that 
place where I had a dive that didn’t go as intended. 

http://wyattmuseum.com/the-18th-dynasty/2011-671
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On the way, I breathed through my snorkel while keeping my head under the water scanning 
the bottom just in case I saw something interesting along the way. After what seems like 
eternity plus a day, we arrived at the site which “looked right” to Ron as he sighted-in on the 
mountains to our west. Lennart then joined us in the water and with the help of a length of 
rope, the three of us surface screened using our snorkels for what seemed to be about an 
hour. The water was very clear and the bottom was about 50 feet down. But even with the 
good visibility, we were unable to locate the buoy and large block of concrete. A few days 
later, we learned from Forrage (the Bedouin boat operator) that sometime in the last couple 
of years the Egyptian Navy had removed the sunken buoy and anchor block. This meant 
that the whereabouts of the wheel in Ron’s videotape was lost again. Having no success in 
finding the sunken buoy, we pulled the raft to another buoy that was still floating about 1/2 a 
mile away. 
 

The new plan was for Eric and I to dive and see if we 
could find the wheel that Eric had found (and lost) the 
previous year. I was feeling somewhat nervous about 
this dive since this was going to be my first dive to 100 
feet. The wind had come up and the waves were 
building and making it more difficult to don my dive 
gear, but with Eric’s help, we soon were ready to go 
and we started down into the deep. As we descended, 
I looked down and all that I could see was assure blue 
in all directions and I noticed that I was descending at 
a faster rate then Eric. I tried to slow my descent, but 
despite adding air to my buoyancy compensator (BC), 

I kept sinking faster than what I wanted to. The visual 
experience was similar to what I imagine a skydiver 
has falling through a cloud. Soon I could see the 
bottom appearing out of the blue below. I kept adding 

air to the BC, but still sank to the bottom hitting it with a muffled thud. I looked around and it 
became clear why the buoy was located here. It was because the bottom, which up to this 
point gradually became deeper the further out from shore it went. Here, the bottom plunged 
downward at a rather steep angle and continued this angle down to as far as I could clearly 
see into an abyss. The scene was surreal to me, the water magnified the objects around me 
and it seems like I was the size of a small ant compared to the geography of the bottom 
around me. All of these cumulative new sensations would soon take their toll. 
 
The bottom was mostly rocks and irregular formations that were shaped like rings which 
have sand in the bottom of them. It was in one of these rings that Eric found a bronze wheel. 
Besides the surroundings, I was distracted by the new sensation of air explosively filling my 
lungs when I inhale. I feel like I am getting adequate air, but instead of merely inhaling I felt 
like I was being forced fed air from a high pressure hose. I could sense that there was a high 
volume of air flowing through my throat and into my lungs (which was really what was 
happening). Along with all of these new sensations, my mind felt a bit detached and I 
worried about nitrogen narcoses which can lead to euphoric decision making and disastrous 
actions.  I added some additional air into the BC and finally started to rise however too much 
and I had to let some out to get back down to Eric.  

Frame from a video taken by Ron Wyatt of 
a gold veneered chariot wheel. The one 

we were looking for. 
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I deflate a bit and struggled to swim down to Eric where I saw that he was writing something 
on his message board; “We have too much weight.” We started to swim together 
horizontally, but in a short distance I started to ascend rising feet first and concurrent with 
that, I realized that for a number of reasons this dive just was not going well for me and I 
decide to call it off. I struggled to swim down to Eric and give him the thumbs up signal that 
means, “I am going up.” 
 
Eric returned my signal with a thumb down while shaking his head saying, “Noooo, let’s stay 
down” a reply, that according to dive instructors, was not supposed to happen. At that 
moment, a tremendous wave of dread enveloped me as I became awash with my new “dive 
buddy” adrenaline and together we decided to ascend to the surface which didn’t take long 
in what was an under-controlled assent. I have since been told by others that what I had 
experienced was a classic “panic attack”, something that I certainly never want to 
experience again. The good news was that my total bottom time was only about 3 minutes, 
and therefore, my body didn’t have enough time to pick up much of a load of nitrogen. If my 
bottom time would have been much longer, I would have had the potential of being seriously 
injured. Have you ever noticed how a bottle of soda bubbles when you first remove the cap? 
This is precisely the same thing that happens to a deep diver’s blood when he comes up too 
fast, not a pretty mental picture. 
 
How did I get into this situation? First, I am a novice diver. I was hypothermic and fatigued 
by all of the swimming and time in the water. This was also my first deep dive where I would 
experience high-pressure breathing and wet suit compression which is where the foam in 
your wet-suit compresses and you sink a lot faster than during shallower dives. These 
factors came together and formed this nightmare that was my first deep dive. Looking back 
with a 20/20 view, I wish that Eric would have given me a couple of raps on the head and 
helped me focus by telling me what to expect. But there was no way that he could anticipate 
what was going to happen. Soon Eric appeared at the surface and with his help, I unloaded 
my SCBA cylinder back into the raft. It was apparent that I was in no shape to try another 
dive attempt so we pushed and pulled the raft back to our base with a welcome assist from 
the wind. We drank hot chi that Mahmoud made for us and I licked my mental wounds. 
 

Three small Bedouin girls visited us almost 
every day and they made pretty bracelets 
and hatbands out of thread for us. We 
bought them with a bit of haggling for 5 
pounds each. Eric and I went for another 
dive, though not as deep as the previous 
one. The only interesting thing we saw was a 
giant clam about 14 inches across.  Eric 
teased it so it would close by putting his fin in 
it. We also saw a Lion fish, which not only 
was very colorful, but also very poisonous. 
Fortunately, Lion fish are not aggressive so 
we just had to be careful where we stepped 
or where we were put our hands.  
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Because of the lingering memories of the previous 
dive this dive was not enjoyable for me. Afterward, 
we dried out by the campfire and soon the dive day 
was over and we arrived back at the hotel at 7:00 
PM. Dive gear cleanup, dinner and debriefing took 
until 10:00 PM, and then I slung my tired bones and 
mentally damaged body into bed. 
 
3/31/98 - I woke at 6:00 am after a night of fitful, 
restless sleep with reoccurring thoughts and dream 
snapshots of my unpleasant dive experience from the 
day before. Through it all though, I felt fairly well 

rested and ready for another day’s worth of activities. Today we went in the Bedouin’s boat 
to look again for the sunken buoy and we did some more surface screening. For a while I 
thought we had found the anchor block, but upon closer examination, it turned out to be 
nothing but an odd shaped rock. Later, by myself, I did some surface snorkeling and in 
about 40 ft. of water I saw the classic shape of a chariot wheel. The outline of the wheel was 
very clear against the sandy bottom and the wheel appeared to be about 3 feet in diameter. I 
could see that one of the spokes was broken and I managed to guide the lead weight of a 
buoy marker I had to within a few feet of the wheel. With the wheel marked, I swam back to 
the dive base. Eric and I assembled our gear and we went with Forrage in his boat to the 
marker. 
 

With my eye on the wheel, 
Eric and I descended down 
toward the bottom but about 
half way down, I lost sight of 
the wheel and could not see 
where it was. So we 
surfaced and immediately, I 
could see it again. We 
started down again and try 
as I might, bubbles 
distracted my eyes and I lost 
sight again of the wheel, so 
up we surfaced again. Once 
on top, I could clearly see 

the outline and we made 
another attempt to dive 

toward it but the same thing happened when we arrived at the bottom. There was nothing 
that looked like a wheel to me. Eric scribbled on his pad, “It’s just moss.” Seeing there was 
light moss on the bottom, we surfaced and abandoned the search. I was disappointed, and 
didn’t understand what I had seen and what was going on. It was only later after telling Ron 
what I had seen that Ron told us that it would make sense for the moss to be a little bit 
thicker over the top of a wheel that was buried just under the sand. This was because the 
moss would feed on the nutrients in the wheel and that we should have done a little bit of 
digging in the area to see what we could find.  
 

Forrage, Ron and me. 
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After returning from this disappointing 
dive, Mahmoud made Northern 
Egyptian chi which tasted great as it 
warmed us up.   

Forrage, the boat operator, like the 
Bedouin children that made daily 
visits to our dive base, didn’t wear 
shoes; they just went barefooted. It 
was amazing to see the children 
literally running on the rocky shore 
while playing tag, barefooted without 
as much as a stubbed toe. I asked 

Forrage if I could examine the bottom 
of his feet, which may have seemed a 
bit strange to him but he let me. The 

skins on the soles of his feet were somewhat thicker, but smooth and subtle, not hard and 
leathery like I thought they would be. I showed him the bottom of my feet, and when he 
touched them, I said, “baby feet”, and he laughed. Many times over the rest of the trip, he 
would refer to me as “Baby Feet” It was really funny. Forrage was trying in his very limited 
English to talk Eric into moving to Nuwieba and working for him. But, since the basic daily 
wage for a man in Nuwieba was $6.00 a day, I think that Eric decided to pass on the offer. 
Again today, two Egyptian policemen (one of which was carrying a machine gun) visited us. 
They conversed in Arabic with Mahmoud, who knew nothing of our real mission and seemly 
satisfied, they moved on smiling and waving to me as they went. 
 

4/1/98 - I woke with a headache, 
and it was going to be my 
companion for most of the day. 
Lennart chartered a 35-foot cabin 
cruiser for us, and the plan was to 
tie up at the buoy where Eric had 
previously found the bronze wheel 
and we would make a concerted 
effort to find it. The cruise to the 
buoy took about 45 minutes, and 
was most enjoyable. We had a 
wonderful view of the Wadi Watir, 
which is the rugged drainage or 
canyon that was probably part of 

the exodus route of the children of 
Israel. While our boat was 
paralleling the shore, Jeremiah, 

Eric, and I were all on the top deck. While Eric and I were sitting and looking at the 
countryside, Jeremiah was lying down on the deck, enjoying the warmth of the sun. It was 
during this time that either Eric or I said, “Look a nude beach,” and what a laugh it was to 
see Jeremiah’s head immediately shoot up at the speed of light, it was really funny.  

Viveka and the boat that Lennart charted for us. 

Nothing like a glass of hot tea to warm up with after diving. 
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Once we arrived at the site, Eric and I dove 
and did a general search of the area where 
he had seen the bronze wheel. Our dive 
lasted 18 minutes to a depth of 96 ft. One of 
the problems of re-locating the bronze wheel 
was that the wheel was on the bottom of a 
rough circle of coral and there were literally, 
hundreds of these rocky coral circles. The 
diameter of the coral circles range from 6 ft 
to maybe 10 ft., and they have sand and silt 
on the bottom. There were hundreds of 
these circles in the area we were in, and all 
it takes is for the silt in the circles to be a few 

inches too high and the wheel/s will not be 
visible.  The dive went well despite my 
headache. 
 
On the next dive, we took 200 ft. of rope down and fastened one end of each to the buoy 
anchor and then laid them out roughly 160 degrees apart. This was so that the teams that 
followed could make sweeps using the ropes as a guide to scan the bottom for artifacts. We 
looked but didn’t find anything interesting during our 20 minute dive. Later, there was a bit of 
excitement when Ron surfaced and said he had seen something shiny on the bottom and 
had marked it. Within a few minutes everyone capable of diving was into the water and upon 
investigation, we found the shiny object to be the remains of a Mylar balloon reflecting the 
sun. While we were all down, we searched the area but didn’t find anything. Success 
alluded us and soon the day was ending so we cruised back to port. 
 
Several times before the trip and many times during the trip, Eric asked me if I would go on 
a night dive with him and I said I would. Tonight was the night; Aaron and Nerida decided to 
go along. We loaded our gear into the van and drove to a place where there was supposed 
to be a reef with abundant sea life. We decided before the dive, that we would only go to a 
depth of 30 ft since this was our forth dive of the day. We entered the water and started 
down. The dive felt familiar but visually, things look weird. Looking at my fellow divers, they 
looked to me like a UFO landing at night with its lights scanning around looking for 
obstacles. Each one of us had a single flashlight whose beam was quite busy looking here 
and there in the blackness. What's that a shark? Oh, just a rock. We descend along the 
bottom and when I looked at my depth gauge, I was shocked to see that we had descended 
to 50 feet, so we turned back toward shallower waters. 
 
There was a reef there but the fish that we were hoping to see must have taken the night off, 
or they were hiding so well that we cannot find them. We had thought the reef would be 
teaming with life, curious about our lights. Soon our time was up and we slogged back to the 
van and took off our gear. A big part of diving is gear management and at the end of each 
day, it was necessary to thoroughly flush all of the salt water and sand from our gear and 
wet-suits and then hang them up to dry. There was a nice rack over the bathtub that was a 
great help in drying our gear but tonight it collapsed under the load which certainly 
complicated things.  

Diving off the boat. 
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By the time I got into bed it was 10:30 PM. It had been a really long day and we were getting 
disappointed that we had not found anything too interesting. I was glad though that I was 
feeling better about the deeper dives and the night dive was a neat experience.    
 

4/2/98 - Today we had some more deep 
dives to do out at the buoy. The thought 
was that if we concentrated on the area 
where we knew a wheel was, maybe it 
will pay off. My first dive was with Viveka 
and Nerida, and we traveled out in 
Forrage’s boat. We retrieved one of the 
boundary ropes and re-deployed it to 
have a new boundary of about 90 
degrees. With a third rope that we used 
as a guide we swept back and forth 
scanning the bottom between the two 
boundary markers. Nerida thought she 
saw something interesting but it turned 
out to be just some modern discarded 
junk. 

While we were down, the wind picked up and as we began surfacing we noticed a strong 
surge. At 20 feet, we stopped to do what is called a safety stop where we would remain 
stationary for 3 minutes in order to breathe off the additional nitrogen that our bodies had 
absorbed while we were at depth. Usually, it’s kind of tricky to remain still at 20 feet. The 
procedure that Eric and I used was that we would grab each other with our right hands while 
holding onto and looking at our depth gauge with our left hands. Eric would use his BC to 
stabilize us and my job was to give a kick or two if I noticed that we were sinking. This 
system worked well, and we don’t seem to work against ourselves as could happen.  
 
On this dive, we had the buoy anchor chain to hang onto to help stabilize us while we did 
our safety stop. The only problem with this was that the wave action above us was causing 
the anchor chain to heave up and down (along with us). With only a backdrop of azure blue 
all around, I found that the movement of the anchor chain was very disorienting and I felt the 
onset of vertigo and loss of balance. Fortunately, I found that the symptoms subsided if I 
looked away from the chain and that was what I did to get through the rest of our safety stop 
time. We surfaced and the wind and waves had picked up noticeably. Getting into the boat 
took more effort than usual, but we all helped each other and got the job done. When we got 
to base the waves were really pounding so Forrage had to keep his boat back away from 
the shore. It was very difficult to safely get ashore with all of our gear, but the others in the 
group helped us and somehow we did.  Forrage was done for the day so he headed for 
home. The wind showed no sign of letting up so Eric and Jeremiah body-surfed in the 
waves. Even Mahmoud donned a wet suit and joined them which was fun to watch. We 
really enjoyed having Mahmoud as our driver. He was always assisting us in loading the 
heavy dive tanks (which the folks from Sweden called “tubes”) and making hot chi for us. He 
was a very likable fellow. 
 
 
 

Viveka, me, and Nerida 
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4/3/98 - Today, Eric and I dove out by the buoy to check 
out an interesting corral that he had seen on a previous 
dive. Our depth was 98 feet. The corral we were 
interested in had “pipes” like a pipe organ, but in this 
case they were lying horizontal. We quickly located the 
area and determined that an anchor probably pulled over 
the patches of pipes. The only other thing that happened 
on this dive was that Eric almost accidentally touched a 
Lion fish but fortunately missed it. Back on the shore, 
Lennart and Ron were looking at some coral pieces that 

they thought were bones. I just caught a glimpse of the 
“bones” and really didn’t have enough information to 
render an informed opinion. Several months after the 

trip, I received an e-mail from Lennart; he wrote that he had given the coral specimens to 
the bone department of the Karolinska Institute. He didn’t tell them about his inclination of 
what they were, or even where the specimens came from. After examining the objects for a 
couple of weeks, they concluded for a variety of reasons that the specimens were corralizied 
human leg femur bones, probably a matched pair.  
 
My next dive of the day was with Lennart and we started out just in a meandering dive and 
shortly after it started, I lost sight of Lennart!  After looking for him and not finding him, I 
decided to surface. When I got to the surface, I could see Lennart’s bubbles so I followed 
them down to their source and rejoined Lennart. Lennart soon found something that looked 
interesting to him and he tied his marker buoy to it and we continued on. After a while we 
came into an area that had some really interesting formations. I found what looked like a 
metal spoke or maybe a sword handle sticking out horizontally out of a corral formation. 
Lennart also found something that looked interesting to him and I started searching for the 
buoy marker that I had clipped onto my BC. No matter where I looked, I could not find it and 
signaled to Lennart that I couldn’t find it but he didn't understand. I was feeling frustrated as 
a check of the air remaining in our tanks said that the dive was over. As we surfaced, the 
gentle current was already moving us away from the interesting site on the bottom. That was 
all the diving I did that day. The day concluded in about the same way as the previous ones. 
I hit the bed at 9:00 PM, tired and sore from all of the cumulative activity. 
 
4/4/98 - This was our last day in Egypt and the grueling routine of the previous week was 
catching up to all of us. One indication of this was when we were in the van on the way out 
to the dive base, I asked the others, “Who is excited about diving today?” No one was, but 
all of us felt that we wanted to do our best for Lennart, who had generously provided our 
room and board and the rental of the dive gear. Maybe we would find something today. My 
dive buddy was Ron Wyatt and we just meandered along seeing what we could find, which 
was nothing. 
 
 The dive was pleasant and it was great to dive with Ron. I didn't know it at the time that 
Ron's dive with me would be his last. Cancer, already active in his body took him 16 months 
later to the day. Back at the dive base, I almost caused a near riot by giving away our 
leftover food and Frisbee to the local Bedouin children. 
 

One of the corralizied bones compared 
to a normal femur bone. 
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Soon we were on our way back across the Sinai headed back to Cairo to catch our midnight 
flight home. The drive to Cairo seemed to go by a lot faster than the trip to Nuwieba. For a 
while, it looked like we might have to stay in Cairo for a few days because Jeremiah’s 
passport apparently was stolen. As it played out, Jerry and Jeremiah stayed in Cairo for a 
couple of days so that Jeremiah could get another passport. On the way to the airport, we 
stopped at the Novotel and there was a bit of a ruckus between Ron and the negotiator. It 
seemed that we kept the driver and the van an extra day or two than originally agreed to and 
now the negotiator was trying to gouge Ron for an exorbitant amount for the extra day/s. 
After a while, the two struck a deal and everything was OK. We proceeded to the airport and 
did the normal things and soon the airplane was leaving the lights of Cairo behind. The flight 
back to the U.S. was uneventful, as well as, the domestic flight back to San Francisco. Eric’s 
parents were kind enough to meet us at the airport for the ride back to Paradise. 
 
This had been a trip of a lifetime, an adventure like I had never had before or would likely 
have again. I had seen some very interesting things; the mossy outline of a chariot wheel, 
and a spoke or sword handle sticking out of the corral. I didn’t hold a chariot wheel in my 
hand, but I worked and dove with those who had. I also witnessed their frustration of not 
being able to relocate the artifacts again. Now after this experience, I clearly understand the 
difficulties of finding and re-finding those elusive treasures. I have seen photos and video of 
a gold gilded wheel (partially covered with coral) and I have also seen coral encrusted 
chariot wheel hubs at the Cairo Museum as well as the marble column that Ron had found 
out in the water on a previous trip. I believe these artifacts testify to the accuracy of the 
Biblical account of the Jews Red Sea crossing. 
 
 

What does this all mean? 

 
To me, the presence of chariot wheels and other artifacts at this site on the Red Sea are 
evidence that the stories in the Bible are true. The Bible is unique, 66 books written by 40 
authors over more than a thousand years, yet contains one constant, connected message of 
God’s extreme measures to save us from an eternity separated from Him. 
 
In simple terms, the overall message in the Bible is that God desires to have a large family 
that will be with Him for eternity. In this life, God has given us the ability to choose Him (or 
not) by creating us in mechanical, temporary bodies with many of the same attributes that 
He has. Attributes like the ability to think, plan, design, appreciate, make decisions and also, 
the ability to love and the need to be loved. He has also given us the capability of doing all 
of the things we do motivated either by love, or, out of evil motivations like selfishness, 
greed or pride. He has placed us on this earth where we are exposed to both good and evil 
thoughts, influences, and experiences. But there is a problem. Most people endowed with 
these attributes of God, will end up deciding that they are their own god. God has offered 
each of us a place in His eternal family and has established the process of doing that. It is 
by trusting Him with a whole heart and accepting and believing that His Son Jesus, atoned 
(served the sentence) for our unrighteousness. 
 
In my way of thinking, it is an overwhelmingly generous offer. You see, even at a basic level, 
God has given us life so, what do we owe Him? I think everything. Concerning Jesus, 
mankind was told in advance that He was coming and when, what kind of things He would 
do (like healing the deaf, blind and lame) and how He would die and live again.  
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He did all those things displaying His power over nature, sickness, demons and even death. 
His words and actions were documented by eyewitnesses who had no reason to lie because 
for most of them, sharing their story meant their death. The evidence, like the chariot wheels 
in the sea are there for people with hearts willing enough to investigate. 
 
What is my value to God now or, what can I do for my Creator? I can communicate often 
with Him in prayer, expressing my thankfulness and appreciation for His wonderful offer and 
giving Him he credit He deserves. We can stay close to Him each day, asking Him for help, 
wisdom and healing. We can attend Church where the songs are words of praise of credit to 
God for what He has done and is doing. And, we can study the Bible to get to know Him and 
His ways better and learn how we can be better people. 
 
During Jesus' earthly ministry, there was a time when several of His followers walked away 
from Him, basically turning their backs on Him. “Then Jesus said to the twelve, “Do you also 
want to go away?” But Simon Peter answered Him, “Lord, to whom shall we go? You have 
the words of eternal life. “Also we have come to believe and know that You are the Christ, 
the Son of the living God.” (John 6:67-69). 
 
I agree with the Apostle Peter, who else has offered eternal life and demonstrated His 
mastery over Death?  God's overall plan for those that love Him is a good one that gives 
solid hope for a great future. What's your exit plan?  An eternity separated from God would 
be nothing but an eternal tragedy. The following are a couple of my blog pages to help 
illustrate what God is doing and why. I hope you find them helpful. There are more of my 
blog articles at: http://semperkeith.com/wordpress/ 
 
 

Blog # 1 - The Purpose of Life – It’s Like a Lab Experiment 

Cancer is a serious plague that kills many, and fearfully threatens most everyone. Scientists 
around the world are working feverishly, to find either a vaccine for cancer prevention, or, at 
least a cure. This factitious short story is about one of these scientists. 
 
Dr. William Speers had the “Midas touch” at the giant bio lab named: Medici. Medici Labs 
had been very successful in the development of cures (primarily, through the work of Dr. 
Speers,) for many prevalent diseases, including, Limes and Lupus.  But, for the last several 
years, the good Dr. Speers had been tackling the “mother of all diseases,” cancer. 
 
Although the search for a cure had been difficult, about 6 years ago the “Speer's Team” 
experienced a breakthrough. The lab work was an arduous process that involved five 
thousand Petri dishes, arrayed on shelves in a special climate controlled building. The 
sterile Petri dishes would be brushed with a special growth medium, then, exposed to a 
concentrated burst of UV light and stored for a month in the “incubator,” where regularly 
changing lighting conditions as well as a prescribed atmosphere were maintained.  
On the day to check the results, a platoon of lab techs would carefully examine each of the 
thousand dishes through a magnifier, to see if the result they were looking for, had occurred. 
After viewing, the non-reacting dishes (being of no value) were crushed, then heated in a 
furnace (bio-sterilized), and taken to a landfill.  

http://semperkeith.com/wordpress/
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After many unfruitful test runs, general confidence was low that this would be any kind of a 
special day, as dish after dish was rejected and tossed in a bin to be crushed.  
 
But unexpectedly in this run, one positive result was found, a green-tinged heart shaped 
area, with a tiny red dot inside; the indicator that they were looking for. This dish was then 
given more time and careful attention in a smaller growing chamber, along with several other 
“control” dishes, to see if the red dot would grow, but instead of getting bigger, something 
totally unexpected happened. Some, (but not all) of the “control” dishes that were closely 
adjacent the positive dish, had also developed the positive marker. Dr. Speers pondered 
why this was happening, and eventually, came to realize that the positive result, now named 
Bld-1, had reflected some of the light that flooded it back out onto the adjacent dishes, 
causing the reaction. This was great news! 
 
A sample of Bld-1 was taken and injected into living cancer cells to see what would happen. 
The result was astounding; the Bld-1 did the trick, shriveling up the cancer like the wicked 
witch of the west in the Wizard of Oz. For months, a celebratory atmosphere pervaded the 
lab as test in human trials had exactly the same result, the cure rate was found to be, 100%. 
This fantastic result occurred for every type of cancer it was tried on. Soon, around the 
world, Bld-1 was hailed as a “miracle Cure.” So, with the original Bld-1 dish safely locked 
away in the lab's vault, it was time to make more. 
 
To make enough Bld-1 for therapeutic use, a huge building was constructed that could 
process 100,000 dishes, and the first batch was underway. With the new load of dishes 
pampered as before, but now bombarded with the light frequency that was reflected by the 
original Bld-1, anticipation of giant profits were envisioned by all the shareholders.  
 
But, at the end of the incubation, it was not to be, as dish after non-responsive dish, headed 
to the furnace. Yes, there were dishes with positive results which seemed to appear in 
clusters, and the technicians soon learned that there was never a red dot without the green 
tinged heart shape, but sadly, the vast majority of dishes were blank. This made the positive 
dishes extremely valuable, and they were handled very carefully. When asked why there 
was such a poor result, Dr. Speers said, “I really don't know, it's baffling because all the 
dishes were prepared just the same, and all of them exposed equally to the “just right” 
elements, but most did not respond. However, we are thrilled with the ones we are getting, 
because each one represents a person that is now dying, that will live.” 
 
 
This story is in essence what is going on here on the earth. The disease of cancer, 
represents death, (eternal separation from God), and the green tinged heart shape, 
represents a humble heart, and the red dot is love for God. God's goal for us is fellowship 
with Him, and fellowship with God, requires that we be a lot like Him and we are indeed, 
created like Him in many respects. However, there seems to be a tendency for most “God 
imaged people” to have real difficulty being humble and accepting their place in God's plan. 
Instead, they think in essence that they are their own god even though numerous situations 
in life prove that they are not in control. Even impending death does not seem to sway them 
from their prideful god-self position. Without humility, one cannot truly love, because real 
love is caring more for someone else, than yourself. 
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Most people experience God's goodness through life itself, our bodies and environment 
which wonderfully sustain us. He shines the light of love upon us through loved ones, and 
sometimes, through complete strangers. Even dog's (especially Pugs,) seem to be little 
living demonstrations of unconditional love, love without guile. But sadly, most people do not 
respond with love back toward God. Instead, they are rebellious toward their Creator and 
humility fails to germinate in them. The result that God is looking for are people who receive 
God's love and reflect that love back to Him and to others. Those “reflectors of God's love” 
people, are few, so to God, they are exceedingly and eternally valuable. I encourage you, 
dear reader, to examine yourself, stop “doing life” and start looking at life.  
 
Look at God's Word, the Bible, and understand that we are mere specks in God's universe 
and definitely not in control. Know that it is God's desire for you to humbly acknowledge Him 
and accept you place in His Great Plan. And what is His Plan? It is for you to be adopted 
into His eternal family where only goodness and righteousness dwells. The love part? I 
believe that as you look into His Word (the Bible) and get to know more about Him and 
understand the extreme measures He has taken to restore your eternal relationship, you 
cannot help loving Him with a whole heart. You don't even have to wait for the benefits. 
Knowing why you are here, and, why the world is the way it is and where you're going, gives 
you great peace even in this tumultuous and sometimes chaotic world... even while you see 
and understand that your mortal life's countdown is ticking. 
 
- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - 
 

 
Blog # 2 - Created in the Image of God – Risky Business 

 
 

The Bible says we are created in the "image of God." For many years I thought this meant 
that our basic human configuration with a body, head, extremities and five senses. My view 
of this has expanded greatly over the years and my current thinking is that we are very "God 
like," not only in physical characteristics, but more importantly in our mental abilities and 
characteristics. Here is why my thoughts about this have expanded. 
 
The overarching theme of the Bible reveals that the purpose of our existence is to have 
eternal fellowship with God. We were created by Him and for Him.  According to  Webster,  
the word “fellowship” means: “Companionship, a community of interest, activity, feeling, or 
experience." Most of us (like God) have a longing for fellowship and it is a rare person who 
continually wishes to go solo. Here is an illustration to hopefully reveal that in order for true 
fellowship to function both parties need to have fairly equal attributes.  My wife and  I have a 
female Pug dog named, Lily. We have had Lily since she was 8 weeks old, and like most 
dogs, Lily has many loving ways. She is always happy to see us, wanting to be near, etc. 
She sleeps on the bed with us and in the morning if I stir a bit rousing myself awake she will 
come closer to my face, staying maybe 12 inches away and just look at me. As I stir a little I 
can feel her little circle of a tail fluttering happily. If I go back to sleep (as I often do) she will 
just retreat a bit, curl up and go back to sleep. I think that her consideration in not forcing 
herself on me is both unusual and very enduring. On another occasion (with summer 
temperatures above 100 degrees) I've seen Lily sitting in the hot sun because she thought I 
was in the garage and she wanted to be with me.  
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Yes it was hot but it was my heart that melted when I saw her waiting for me. It is actions like 
this that we interpret as love and why she is wrapped tightly around our hearts. It is 
interesting to me that, although Lily and I are light years apart in our intellectual capability,  
the love and affection is still able to flow between us. 
 
But when considering the concept of “fellowship,” even though Lily has our hearts, we will 
never be able to experience true friendship or fellowship. Why? Because our intellectual 
abilities and our inability to communicate to each were so unequal, it prevented us from 
engaging in true fellowship. God desiring fellowship prescribed that we would share many of 
His attributes, but of course a lot less in scope. Creative attributes like thinking, designing 
plans, organizing a project and the skill to craft the thing that our minds once only imagined 
are a few examples. We also share emotional attributes like love, empathy, grief, laughter, 
appreciation, anger and we can communicate these feelings to each other. 
 
So why do I think that God was doing a “risky business” by making us so much like Him?  
Because most humans with these “God-like” attributes who are placed in a position where 
they could choose, would not choose to have a relationship with their Creator and be under 
His authority. It is more likely that they would choose to be “their own god” (at least in their 
minds). That somehow they are smarter than what they sometimes even term: “the big guy 
in the sky.” These souls cannot he humbled out of their self-imagined god status even while 
knowing the immensity and complexity of creation. Even as they experience the slow 
breakdown of their bodies during the seasons of life, it fails to convince them that they are 
not in control. With chins held high they pass through this life into death and smack into the 
realization that they are not gods and not in control. They have in fact been eternally 
deceived and lured away from God, by their own pride.   
 
Sadly, the pseudo-gods fail to understand that if they would put aside their own  faux-
lordship and accept their legitimate place in God's plan as one that is “loved to death” by  
God, they would have what they actually desired; God-ship as a son or daughter of the 
eternal family of God.  When Adam and Eve were offered the prize that they could “be like 
gods” they failed to recognize that while clothed in God's righteousness, they were already 
“like God.” There was no need to upgrade. 
 
The poem, Invictus by  William E. Hensley, embodies the attitude of these pseudo-gods. The 
poem's last stanza goes as follows: 
 
“It matters not how strait the gate, 
How charged with punishments the scroll, 
I am the master of my fate: 
I am the captain of my soul.” 
 
Yes, it's great to be the “captain” unless your name is Joseph Hazelwood (the Captain of the 
Exxon Valdez). People that identify and embrace the attitude of this poem will find out about 
2 seconds after they die that indeed they were the “masters” and “captains” who have 
steered the “ship of their soul” into the rocks. That despite clear warnings, their arrogant 
pride misguided them and now has left them eternally shipwrecked. For us that are still 
plying the tricky waters of life, it is always best to have God on-board as your “Pilot.” You will 
never end up on the rocks and you'll definitely sleep better during the stormy weather that 
life always brings. 
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     -- Scripture References -- 
Image of God: Genesis 1:27 & 9:6, 2 Cor. 4:4 
Fellowship: Revelation 21:3-4, 1 John 1:3 
God and pride: Proverbs 6:16-17 & James 4:6 
Adopted: Gal. 4:5 & Eph 1:5 
  
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- -------------------- 
 
 

Because of the unimaginable consequences of eternal separation from God, I implore you to 
take some time to look into the validity of the Gospel of Christ and secure a good eternal 
ending for yourself.  
 

Resources: 
Consider studying the Bible with Pastor Joe Focht. Joe is a gifted Bible teacher that will 
increase your understanding of  the Bible. On the CCPhilly app, go to “verse by verse” and 
follow along with your Bible. You will soon realize why I call him a “gifted” teacher. I suggest 
at least studying through the first four chapters of John or Luke. Read the eyewitness 
accounts and decide for yourself who Jesus was and is.  Here is the link to the apps: 
(Iphone and Android). http://www.ccphilly.org/mobile-apps/ 
 
Helpful Books: 
The Case for Christ, by Lee Strobel (a former atheist journalist). 
Mere Christianity by C.S. Lewis 

 
Helpful Links:  
Video - How are you looking at life?  https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=86dsfBbZfWs 
Video – Falling Plates. Is this you?  https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=KGlx11BxF24 
Video – Are you too far gone?  https://www.iamsecond.com/film/#topics 
Changed Lives Testimonies:   http://www.semperkeith.com/gospel/bible40.html 
Why I think the Bible is the Word of God:  http://www.semperkeith.com/gospel/abible1.html 
My Gospel Blog Posts:    https://semperkeith.com/wordpress/ 

 

 
Comments or Questions?   Consider me a resource. 
Keith  Sorrels  
E-Mail: semperkeith@gmail.com 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

http://www.ccphilly.org/mobile-apps/
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=86dsfBbZfWs
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=KGlx11BxF24
https://www.iamsecond.com/film/%23topics
http://www.semperkeith.com/gospel/bible40.html
http://www.semperkeith.com/gospel/abible1.html
https://semperkeith.com/wordpress/
mailto:semperkeith@gmail.com


29 
 

Red Sea addendum:  The evidence that Ron Wyatt cited to show that this was the actual 
Red Sea crossing site is as follows: 
 

The geography of the area fits the Biblical Story in that:  
 

1. There is a canyon (Wadi), long enough and steep enough to confine the pursuing 
Egyptian army. 
 

2. There is a flat area large enough to accommodate the million plus Jews that were on 
the exodus. 
 

3. To the south along the shoreline, the Jews were completely cut off by a mountain that 
plunges directly into the sea. 
 

4. To the north there was an Egyptian fortress, so they couldn’t go north. The remains of 
the fortress are still visible today. 
 

5. The actual Mt. Sinai is on the other side of the Gulf of Aqaba; east of the crossing site. 
 
                Other evidence includes: 
 

6. On a previous trip, Ron found a Roman style 
column lying in the water near our dive site. The 
column was about 25 ft. long and 2 feet in 
diameter with no visible inscriptions because they 
had been worn or chiseled off. This was after 
Israel’s 1967 war during the time that the Israelis 
held control of the Sinai Peninsula. The Israeli 
engineers were building a patrol road along the 
shore near Nuwieba and Ron showed them the 
column. The engineers removed it from the water 
and set it upright next to the highway where it still 
resides.  
 

7. Later, Ron and his two teenage sons snuck into 
Saudi Arabia were arrested and detained for 78 
days because the Saudis thought they were 
spies. During the process of investigation, Ron 
was taken by helicopter to a point across the Gulf 
from Nuwieba. There they found another Roman 
style column still standing with words in Hebrew 
that said: "MIZRAIM (Egypt), SOLOMON, EDOM, 
DEATH, PHARAOH, MOSES, YAHWEH (God)." Ron deduced that King Solomon had 
erected the columns to mark where the crossing had taken place. Later, it was 
discovered that the Saudi authorities had removed the column and replaced it with a 
simple metal post. Why? The hatred of the Jews by the Arabs goes back a long ways 
through history and they (the Arabs) want nothing to do with evidence that the Jews 
were at one time in their land. 
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8. An underwater land bridge lies between the 2 columns. To the north the water depth is 
4,000 ft and to the south the water depth is 6,000 ft but between the two columns the 
water is 500 to 900 feet deep. 
 

9. Ron located and filmed chariot wheels on the bottom of the crossing site. Other Items 
such as corralizied bones and horses hooves have also been found. 
 

10. Other divers have seen chariot wheels first hand at the site. 
 

 
 

 In this video, -  https://youtu.be/d90NM9tgDQE  -  at the 7 
minute mark, there is video of this wheel. This is the wheel that 
Ron was going to show us but the landmark, (the sunken 
buoy) was removed so this wheel is now really lost.  
 
An abundance of information on Ron’s discoveries are 
available at http://wyattmuseum.com/ as well as several other 
web sites which feature Ron’s discoveries. 
 
Ron Wyatt died of Colon Cancer on 8/4/99. It was my privilege 

to accompany him on 3 trips to the Mid-east. During that time, he showed himself to be 
trustworthy, generous, honest, and above all, humble. He is certainly missed by many 
people who loved him and appreciated the difficult path in life he chose. My life was made 
richer through knowing him, and learning about his discoveries. 
 
 

I recommend these 
    

I have no vested interest in either of these 
products. But, I have read this book; it 
reminds me of a school textbook in its 
format and quality.  The DVD, is very 
professionally done. Both the book and the 
DVD present the information in a concise 
and logical manner. Both are excellent and I 
highly recommend them. The book is by 
Lennart Moller who was on the dive trip with 
me. Lennart also had a lot to do with the 
DVD. Lennart and Viveka even appear in 
the presentation. Both are probably still 
available on Amazon.com. 
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Google Earth Images of the Crossing Area 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


