
9 LIVING THE MAXIMUM LIFE

After having made a case for society's need of much greater understanding and tolerance vis-

a-vis  human sexuality,  I  suppose  some  may  have  the  impression  that  I  feel  our  human

experience is a grand Shangri-la of self-directed amusement. 

But I don't. The reason it is so important to establish the tenets of sexual tolerance in a

culture of intolerance, is because our fulfilling of our need for affection, companionship and

sex is just as fundamental to our ability to make spiritual progress as our need for food, air,

clothing and shelter. All these things have to be satisfied for us to be able to go forward.

So, what does it mean to go forward? Go forward where? Go forward how? We know

Jesus said, 

"I am the way, the truth, and the life: no man cometh unto the Father but by 

me." (John 14). 

So, what is that way?

The Way of the Thawing Pot Roast

It  has been suggested that the state of being frozen is a fairly accurate simile with

which to describe human consciousness. The idea is that we're hypnotized, to the point of

being frozen solid, by the continual reports of the physical senses. The remedy, then, is to take

the pot roast out of the freezer, and let it begin to thaw out.

This process of a roast beginning to thaw translates to the person who is beginning to

learn of spiritual things. But, while the roast takes only a number of hours to complete its

thawing, the human being requires a lifetime. 

There are no gimmicks in this process; no shortcuts. We can travel the world, living

with holy persons, shamans, monks and gurus, and then come back home and find ourselves

facing the same paradigm we were boxed into when we left. 



The thing is,  we need to focus  on continuing our process  of  thawing out.  It's  this

process that brings us the spiritual progress we're looking for. It isn't fast or exciting; it isn't a

story that will entertain people at a party. It's an inside thing—a patient journey of the mind,

heart and soul. 

The patient journey of thawing out does require, however, some items that one may

find pretty darn expensive. To some of us, they may seem like simple things, items which

don't seem expensive at all because we've always been familiar with them. 

But for others, they can seem very costly, very hard to get a handle on. Things like self-

discipline;  self-surrender;  becoming  more  child-like;  becoming  more  responsive  to  the

suffering of people and animals. 

Attitudes like letting our faith in God come out from being buried beneath mountains

of human opinions; like finding the humility simply to ask God for help; like rearranging our

daily life so that our opportunities for getting to know Her become increasingly the focal

point.

We find that our need is to simplify. We begin removing the clutter—anything that

hinders and gets in the way. Jesus' remarks to Jairus about being born again (John 3) start to

make a lot of sense ... I guess because as we thaw, our temperature going up bit by bit, we can

tell we're changing, and want more of it. 

Thawing Out With Jesus

The brightness of the stars dimly illumines the surrounding landscape. Jesus has been

awake for  some time,  praying  quietly  while  appreciating  the  warmth and protection  his

blankets are providing from the chilly winter wind. More snow could come at any time. 

"How  quickly  these  three  years  have  gone  by,"  he  reflects.  A persistent  image,  a

troubling memory is forcing its way into the camera of his mind: the scene of his mom and

brothers coming to visit while he was right in the middle of preaching to a large group. They

couldn't have dropped in at a worse moment. 



He had been battling the specious arguments of a lawyer badgering him from the front

of the crowd for over an hour, and was just beginning to win the people's support, when they

arrived. 

And, wouldn't you know it, the lawyer's attack had been hammering at the accusation

that  Jesus'  radical  teachings  influenced  people  to  neglect  their  families  and  basic

responsibilities. 

So, then, as if on cue, they suddenly show up, and people start calling out, "hey, your

family is here, standing out here in the crowd ... aren't you even going to acknowledge them?

Don't you even care that they're here?" All the arduous labor he had been pouring in to wrest

the crowd away from that damned lawyer was instantly lost. The adversary gloated in victory

while the crowd murmured and stared. 

At  that  point  he  had  been  faced  with  the  dilemma  of  either  acquiescing  to  total

devastating defeat, or striking a strong blow to the falsehood gripping the assemblage—while

devastating his mom's feelings in the process. What an awful choice that had been. 

But, as usual, it wasn't a choice, really ... there had been only one viable option ... the

option of vindicating the truth. And how painful it had been, all along the thorny road of his

human experience, to do that. 

"The awakening truth often seems to be so terribly hurtful", he thinks to himself. With

sadness he remembers the anguished look on his mom's face when he had shouted, "Who is

my mother? And who are my brethren?," and then lifted up his arms in a grand inclusive

gesture and shouted again, "Behold my mother, and my brothers! You must wake up, and see

that it is only they who do the will of my Father in heaven who are my brothers and sisters

and mother!" 

"And now I'm approaching the final  chapter  of  this  life",  Jesus muses—"before the

approaching spring is over, I will be here no longer." Folding the two olive-colored blankets,

he places them in his shoulder bag, then drapes the woolen cloak Susanna made for him over

his head and shoulders. The time has come.



"Peter ... wake up ... wake up." Peter doesn't respond for a few moments, then suddenly

opens his eyes. 

"Is it time to pray, Lord?"

"Pack your things quickly—we're going up the mountain. Wake up James and John,

they're going too. I'll have a talk with Philip." Jesus can see his brown-orange blanket over

nearer the fire. Carefully making his way through the patchwork of sleeping disciples, he

crouches next to Philip and gently rocks his shoulder. He opens his eyes, but it takes him

awhile to realize that it is Jesus who is kneeling beside him. 

"What is it, Lord?"

"Philip, listen carefully. I'm taking Peter and the Zebedees up the mountain with me. I

don't know how long we'll be gone ... a day, maybe more. I want you to be in charge while

we're away. Do you understand?"

"Uh ... yes Lord ... but ... uh ... what shall we do while you're gone?"

"That's up to you, Philip.  Tell the others it is my desire that they follow your lead,

because I have put you in charge. Don't be afraid. Spend most of your time in prayer, and

God will show you what to do. Are you willing to do this?"

"Yes Lord."

"Good. We'll be leaving in a few minutes."

"What are you going to do up there, Lord?"

"I'd rather not talk about it right now. I will tell you about it after we return. You're

going to get some useful experience from this, Philip. You're one of my best students—you

have a bright future." 

The loyalty and intelligence in his deep gaze make an impression on Jesus, giving him

a surge of hope for the coming time when he will no longer be there to guide his followers. A

short distance away, John, James and Peter are huddled together, looking at him. Jesus walks

toward them, putting his hands on their shoulders as he comes close.

"Here we go. God has selected you to receive a great blessing. Pray without ceasing,

and stay awake as best as you are able." He turns and commences his familiar rapid walk



toward the east.  Mt. Tabor is barely perceptible,  a black void blocking the starlight at the

bottom of the heavens. They stumble and lurch to fall into step.

John is lost in thought as he follows the shifting movements of the three figures ahead

of him. The purposeful little group moves fluidly in the darkness through the small brush

and  rocks,  working  its  way  to  the  base  of  the  mountain.  Tabor  isn't  tall,  but  it's  steep,

thrusting sharply upward from the floor of the valley. 

He flashes back to that beautiful summer day so long ago when his mom was still

alive,  and  dad  took  the  family  up  to  the  top  on  donkeys  for  a  picnic.  The  view  was

spectacular, and mom was so happy then ... those were the joyful days ... the happy times

before she got sick and passed away. It seems like so long ago.

Reaching  the  base  of  the  mountain,  Jesus  stops  and  turns  to  the  others."How's

everyone doing?" They look at each other, then back at him. "Fine."

"It can be kind of treacherous climbing in the dark, so let's stay close to each other.

There's a little brook about half way up where we can have a drink of water. If you need to

stop, just call out. Are you ready?"

"Yes."

As Jesus starts up the trail, Peter shudders and asks God to give him, and the others,

strength to keep up. He is usually able to demonstrate more physical endurance than the rest

of disciples ... but he's no match for Jesus, who seems almost never to tire. 

"Father, help me, and the brothers, to not disappoint him. Help us to not add to his

burden. Give us wings as eagles on this sacred morning." 

As they work their way up the mountain, Peter feels a sense of peace he has never

before  felt.  And  he  notices  that  he  doesn't  feel  tired  ...which  is  strange—very  strange—

because they have been climbing vigorously for quite a while. He realizes that God is indeed

lifting him, and the others too, on wings of Spirit. 

When they arrive at the brook, Jesus sits on a large smooth rock, and says, "let's have a

short rest. Hey, you guys are doing really well ... I'm very pleased!"



"Lord, I never even felt tired." It was quiet James who was speaking. "Honestly, I feel as

if God is actually carrying us on eagle's wings. What a wonderful feeling this is." 

Jesus looks at Peter with joy in his eyes, for he knows that James has been lifted up by

Peter's awakening to the presence of Spirit, and his prayers for his brothers. Peter meets his

gaze with a modest, ingenuous glance, rejoicing inwardly that he could ever have been called

out of nothingness to be of good service to Jesus. 

"I feel that way too ... I don't know how to describe it." This time it is John sharing his

thoughts.

After a time of quietness, Jesus says, "well, let's go ahead and finish our drink, and

maybe use the facilities ... we need to get going." They all jump into action, and are back on

the trail in a short time.

Winding upward in the darkness toward the top of the mountain, James is deep in

thought. It had been easy for his spontaneous brother to leave everything behind in order to

follow Jesus,  but  not  at  all  easy  for  him.  "I've  always  liked to  have  a  sense  of  order  in

everything I do," he thinks. 

"Of all the miracles I've seen in the past couple of years, the greatest of them must

surely be the fact that Jesus was able to talk me into leaving father behind and going with him

to be a fisher of people instead of a fisher of fish! Who ever heard of fishing for people instead

of for fish, anyway? Sometimes I feel like I must be half insane." 

He thinks back to the time when Jesus sent them out in pairs with the assignment of

healing sick people, and curing the wicked and the sinful. He had ended up going out with

Judas  Iscariot,  and  was  shocked  when  Judas  healed  a  little  girl  of  leprosy  in  that

impoverished encampment outside of Nazareth. 

"Judas is so spiritually-minded," James recollects—"he didn't even seem surprised by

the healing ... he just wept with gratitude as he held the little girl in his arms." He remembers

the joy and enthusiasm in Judas' face as he recounted the healing to the whole group when

they returned—he remembers because he had felt an indescribable spasm of envy. 



"I'm always the dull one, the slow one," James laments. "I don't understand what Jesus

sees in me ... but he just continues to encourage me to keep trying. He always has a smile and

a kind word, even when I'm such a failure." Looking up, he notices that the trail is less steep

—they are nearing the top. 

The eastern horizon, like a bonnet adorning Tabor's flat bald head,  is  beginning to

lighten with the first indications of the coming dawn. The cold wind feels refreshing to his

sweating face.  Almost in spite of himself,  James feels a undercurrent of anticipation ...  he

realizes they are doing something unusual, and that he is one of only three disciples selected

by Jesus to partake in it. 

Jesus is intent as he navigates his little party toward an outcropping of boulders he first

discovered when he  was  fourteen  years  old.  They  will  provide  both  privacy and a  high

vantage  point  from  which  to  be  aware  of  unexpected  visitors.  They  are  traversing  the

elongated top of the mountain now ... heading to its northern end. 

"Father, open their eyes, that they may behold Your glory," he prays—"... lift them out

of darkness into Your radiant presence, Your infinite Spirit. Let them not languish in physical

sense-dreams, but reveal to them Thy power ... for these are they who must build my church

when I am gone." 

Arriving  at  the  outcropping,  Jesus  follows  a  barely  discernible,  winding  pathway

which finally brings them to that high place affording both seclusion and a view of the entire

mountain-top. Concluding his prayer for his closest friends, he turns to them filled with an

earnest longing that they see God face to face.

"Do you know why I have brought you here this morning?"

The sky to the east is deep emerald. Fingers of timid pink curl among the silhouetted

peaks of the Nazareth mountains. The peaceful rustles and chirps of small birds mingle with

sporadic whistles of gusts of cold wind caressing the rocks and boulders. His friends' faces

portray a startled demeanor. 

"John, do you know why?"



"I think so, Master ... I think you brought us up here so that we could see God face to

face. The Scriptures say that Moses' face was glowing ... but, Lord ... not just your face, but

your whole body, even your clothes, are on fire with heavenly light. I ... I don't know how to

understand it ... I am in awe."

"John, ... Peter, ... James, ... I want you to see what I see. I want you to be where I am. I

brought you up here this morning so that you might fully experience what is really going on

all around you. You haven't yet realized it, but  your faces are also shining with God's light,

just as Moses' was. Go ahead and look at each other ... I want you to see for yourselves."

Turning toward one another, the three spiritual learners are even more surprised to see

each others' spiritually illumined countenances than they were to see Jesus'. 

"How can it be, Lord," asks Peter, "that our faces are shining with God's light? We're

just ordinary men ..." 

"Peter, there's no such thing as 'ordinary men'. You are God's image and likeness right

now. I want you to see that very clearly this morning, and remember it when I'm gone. I yearn

for all of you to realize that you're the sons of God  right now, not just in some mysterious

future time. James, I can see you're troubled about this ... tell us what you're thinking."

James  turns  away  from the  others  in  embarrassment—he feels  overwhelmed with

emotion. All  his life,  until  Jesus came along, life had made perfect sense ...  each day was

predictable and understandable. But everything went topsy-turvy after he left father to follow

his crazy brother. 

He had planned to persuade John to come to his senses and return home. But instead

of  him  changing  his  brother's  mind,  Jesus  was  gradually  changing  his mind,  gradually

winning over his resisting heart. And now, this morning, seeing the heavens open and baptize

them all in the light of Spirit, his heart and his soul feel like melted wax.

"Turn  toward us,  James."  Jesus'  voice  is  tender  yet  commanding.  As  James  slowly

brings his eyes toward the others, Jesus says, "I know how difficult it has been for you to be

my disciple.  But  you have been  changing  inside,  and this  morning  you are  healed:  that

stubborn, petulant spirit has been overcome, and will never return." 



As James lifts his face, they can see that tears are flowing down his cheeks. He is so

illumined that the others perceive the impression of a halo of light wrapping around him. He

cannot speak ... all he is able to do is look at Jesus, then the others, with eyes expressing the

deepest gratitude and humility.

"I want you all to stay awake while I pray—Satan will try to put you to sleep so that

you will not receive the full power of this morning's events. But don't let him." 

Turning toward the east, Jesus drinks in an horizon alive with the colors of dawn prior

to the rising of the sun. There is so much spiritual light enveloping his head and body that he

is barely recognizable. He remains still, motionless, for what seems like an eternity. Finally,

Peter sits down to rest his feet. John looks at him sternly and warns him not to fall asleep.

Then James sits down, following Peter's lead. 

"James! Peter! Don't do it! Come on, stand up! You're going to fall asleep!" As they look

at him their eyes begin to roll back in their heads. Afraid to disturb Jesus, John doesn't dare

shout at them. In a few minutes they're both sleeping ... John almost weeps with sadness.

Refusing to succumb to the hypnotic heaviness, he begins to walk back and forth amid

the boulders as he prays.

"Open Thou mine eyes, Thou great God of light, that I may behold wondrous 

things out of Thy law ... open Thou mine eyes, so that I may behold Your glory, and all 

the glory Jesus is beholding. 

Help me to not succumb to the darkness! O great Father ... Thou Who art the 

fountain of infinite light ... Hold me in Thy light ... hold me in Thy light!"

 

As he prays, he begins to hear what sounds like voices ... yes ... voices. He is puzzled.

"How could there be voices?" he wonders ... "that's not logical, because it's only the four of us

up here, and James and Peter are asleep." He glances toward Jesus.

What he sees is something he will remember the rest of his life. It's almost as if Jesus

isn't  there  anymore.  It  seems  like  there's  just  light—an  outflowing  of  heavenly  light

emanating from the place where Jesus' body is. 



But the brightness doesn't hurt John's eyes at all. Without thinking, he moves toward

his Master transformed by his conscious communion with Spirit, Soul, ... the eternal Father.

There are definitely voices. John stands quietly beside Jesus, his vision full of luminous

glory, hearing the voices, and listening for what it is they are saying. 

"Help me, O God, understand what is being spoken," he prays. "Open Thou 

mine ears, as Thou hast opened mine eyes." 

As John strains to hear, he becomes aware of two distinct, individual voices addressing

Jesus. 

As best he can understand, they are describing events which will be occurring in the

future—very dark events—events that will include Jesus being nailed to a tree like a common

criminal ... then being buried ... then, ... then ...—John strains to hear it all correctly, for it

sounds  so  strange,  almost  unimaginable—Jesus  coming  back  from  the  dead.  Could  that

possibly be what they're saying? 

John yearns to understand. Listening and watching with all his ability, he hears a voice

in his mind—very clear, very distinct ... it's Jesus' voice: 

"The two individuals  talking  with  me areMoses  and Elijah.  Listen  to  what  they're

saying." 

John's perceptive faculties are illumined as he prays, "Great Father, help me ... help me

grasp it  all.  I  need Your help." As he prays and listens,  he begins to see forms ...  luminous

forms ... forms like bodies of light. John realizes they must be the two of whom Jesus spoke. 

The hand taking hold of his shoulder neither surprises nor disturbs him. He knows it is

Peter, and his heart wells up in a flooding of joy that his companions are awake. 

"Peter ... James ... do you see ... do you see?"

"I can't see very much at all ... the sun is too bright." James squints as he is saying this,

trying to figure out what has put so much animation into his brother's voice.

"Peter, how about you ... what do you see?"

"Pretty much what James said—it's just really bright ... I really don't know what I'm

looking at. "



"Let's move over here, so the rising sun will be at our backs." John guides them as they

take some steps in a semi-circle, then look back toward where they had been.

"How about now?"

Peter  and  James  are  speechless,  hard-pressed  to  understand  what  their  eyes  are

reporting. 

"Is that ... Jesus? I ... I can't even recognize him. Are there ... are there other people with

him? It seems like I see two others standing there with him... is that what you're seeing?" 

James answers Peter, "yes ... I think so ... something like that ... I can hardly describe it.

John, do you know what's going on?"

"Jesus explained to me that the two others are Moses and Elijah ... they've been talking

about his final days here with us on earth. I don't really understand it all." 

Walking slowly toward Jesus, Peter begins to talk, almost incoherently ... "Master, we

should build memorials for you, Elijah and Moses. All the world needs to know about what is

happening  here.  This  is  incredible  ...  we  have  to  tell  everybody  ...  surely  you  are  God

Himself."

Jesus turns quickly toward Peter and speaks clearly and firmly, 

"Get thee behind me, Satan. I  am not God, but God's Son. Never forget that, Peter.

Promise me you'll never make that mistake again."

"Lord, I ... I ... I'm so sorry. I promise never to make that mistake again ... I  promise!"

Peter's anguished face shows his shame. As John moves toward him to give comfort, Jesus

speaks to them in an unusually clear and penetrating voice, 

"Be still, my dear friends ... be still. Listen now ... listen for my Father's words. O my

Father, open their ears ... open their hearts ... help them to understand." 

It  seems  to  the  awestruck  disciples  that  all  of  the  spiritual  light  that  had  been

enveloping Elijah, Moses and Jesus is now hovering upon them like a divine, radiant canopy,

filling them with a joy never before known. As they revel  in the beauty and peace of its

presence, a quiet, gentle, yet infinitely possessing thought embraces them: 



"This is my cherished Son ... you have known it from the beginning. You 

can trust his words, because he speaks only what he receives from Me. Be not 

afraid of what is to come. Remain in Our love, and go forward in peace, my 

faithful servants."

The rays of the half-risen sun bring gradual warmth to the chilled bodies of the little

band standing atop Tabor's rocky summit. They stand still, quiet ... lost in thought. The little

birds are busier now ... and noisier ... they exude cheerfulness. There is so much to think

about ... so much to consider. Everything seems different. The group remains lost in thought

for quite a while. 

"Why  don't  we  have  some  breakfast?"  It  is  Jesus  who  finally  interrupts  their

ponderings. It takes them awhile to become disengaged from such vivid, arresting, sacred,

mind-boggling impressions. As their thoughts slowly revolve toward the necessity of finding

out what food has been brought along, they begin searching for their knapsacks. Rummaging

through the contents, they pull out provisions.

"I have a loaf of bread," Peter says.

Chagrined, John mumbles, "I'm so sorry ... I didn't even think about food." 

"When I heard we might be away for a couple of days, I salted some of the left-over

meat from last night, and wrapped it in corn husks," James reports with thankfulness.

Jesus looks affectionately at his pupils. They mean so much to him ... so very much ...

he has invested such a great portion of his time and effort into training them in the ways of

divine Love's new ministry. 

"And I brought a few ears of corn. Why don't we walk down the mountain a ways, to

where the little stream is ... that might be a good spot for us to rest and eat."

Quickly gathering their things, they start down the mountain trail. Jesus suggests that

James take the lead, which he feels honored to do. As they walk, Peter asks Jesus, "Master, I

don't  understand  what  happened  this  morning.  We  saw  such  unusual  things.  Can  you

explain to us what was going on?"



"I'd like to ask each of you to just be quiet about this morning's events ... just keep them

in your own heart, and ask God to give you understanding. I will be sharing with you, and all

the others, more about these things as the time for the Passover draws nearer. Can you be

satisfied with this, my beloved Petros, and James, and John?"

"Yes, Lord," they respond.

"And, ... Master, ... I know we each want to thank you for choosing us to be with you

this morning ...  words can't  describe the deep gratitude we feel."  So typically of John, he

speaks  inclusively  for  his  brethren,  as  well  as  for  himself.  A sudden  surge  of  emotion,

triggered by his words, takes Jesus by surprise, to the point that his eyes well up with tears—

something that hasn't happened since he healed Lazarus. 

Strong emotions like this are difficult for him: they're like thunderstorms sweeping

through his being, clouding his crystal clear sense of purpose. He begins to answer ... then

stops—he's not sure if the words will come out of his mouth. Taking several long moments to

compose himself in prayer, he now feels ready to respond to John's words.

"We will always be together ... but I will leave the world before the three of you. When

I am gone, you will lead the brethren in the Father's new ministry of divine Love, which I

have shown you."

Thawing Out Enough To Reflect Spiritual Power

We have a  very  limited  sense  of  our  capabilities.  But  as  we  thaw—as we become

deeply illumined and seasoned through a lifetime of communion with the one God Who is

our eternal Father, Mother, Shepherd; Who is creative Soul, Spirit, Mind ... Principle, Love,

Truth and Life; Who is entirely good, and in no way responsible for, or even aware of (for, as

John writes in the third chapter of his second epistle, "God is light, and in Him is no darkness at

all") the plethora of evils stemming from "the carnal mind, which is enmity against God"—we

begin to awaken to, to see, to understand and to put to good use the spiritual power God's

image and likeness is able to manifest. 



Does it make any sense that an all-powerful God would have an all-helpless image and

likeness? It doesn't to me. And I have learned, through a lifetime of yearning and laboring to

come to know God through a patient approach built upon putting communion time first, that

God's sons and daughters can, and  do—when they have made the thawing process the top

priority in their lives—bring forward, manifest, reflect and demonstrate spiritual power.

I realize that those who are dominated by ratiocination based upon the information

gained through the physical senses laugh at this claim as being nothing more than fanciful

delusion. You know, that's okay. 

Their  process  of  thinking  of  existence  in  an  effect-to-cause  manner  (inductive

reasoning),  will  someday,  through  pressures  and  imperatives  within  their  own  life

experience,  be  turned  in  the  other  direction,  that  is,  to  thinking  from  a  cause-to-effect

perspective (deductive reasoning). 

This is the only reasoning process that enables us to grasp a spiritual God unseen by

the physical senses. And thank goodness for that! For once we begin to make progress in

apprehending God's existence and nature, not chiefly through ratiocination, but through a

process  of  deductive reasoning combined with large amounts  of  communion with Spirit,

Soul, Life, etc, we begin to have experiential confirmations of the reality of Spirit. 

It  seems  to  me  that  this  is  a  really  crucial  point,  because  without  experiential

confirmations of the reality of Spirit, what one is left with is blind belief. And blind belief is

quite limited, and limiting. 

Yes, it's true that blind belief pointed in the right direction is better, to some degree,

than blind belief pointed in the wrong direction. But blind belief pointed in the right direction

is still blind—not seeing, not feeling, not understanding, not experiencing. 

But I yearn to say to everyone that we don't have to put up with blind belief. I have

found, from my own experience, that the above statement—"once we begin to make progress

in apprehending God's existence and nature, not chiefly through ratiocination, but through a

process  of  deductive reasoning combined with large amounts  of  communion with Spirit,

Soul, Life, etc, we begin to have experiential confirmations of the reality of Spirit"—is true.



You might say, "prove it." Okay, fine. But these experiential confirmations of the reality

of Spirit I speak of never have been, and never will be confirmable by the physical senses, or

by a mentality hostile to a positing of spiritual phenomena existing in a universe of spiritual

cause and effect. 

If a sick person gets well, physical reasoning says, "they weren't really sick," or, "they

would  have  gotten  better  regardless."  If  threatening  weather  is  averted,  or  an  ominous

wildfire inexplicably changes its course, physical reasoning says, "it's a coincidence," or, "it's a

random occurrence." When employment is found when thousands of people all around are

out of work, physical reasoning says, "you were lucky." 

When physical  reasoning says to  me,  "you're crazy",  I  respond by telling the truth

—"no, I am not crazy. I am speaking honestly from my own experience. 

And I know in my heart that someday the path of the blindness of the physical senses

will no longer be satisfying to people, and they will re-orient themselves toward learning of

God, Spirit."

Some Pitfalls To Watch Out For

As we draw to a close, I would like to give a warning about a few of the dangers along

the way.

1.  The Spirit of God is not cheap or easy. Watch out for people who say it is. As the fifth

chapter of Hebrews points out, there is a time in our lives for milk, and a time for strong

meat; and we must matriculate from the one to the other as we advance. 

But unfortunately, there are plenty of those who would bid you to stay at the milk stage

throughout your whole life ... to remain dependent and undeveloped. 

2.  Address the problem of supply early on. Don't let others derail you from this imperative

with silly assertions like "it will take care of itself", or "you'll be led into a situation of supply".

We can't make much spiritual headway if we're constantly scrambling to find next month's

rent. 



Learn about investments. Learn about real estate, stocks, mutual funds and ETF's, annuities,

pensions, IRA's and 401k's. One very fine company, with excellent products and the lowest

fees in the industry, is Vanguard at vanguard.com. 

Even if you don't seem to feel interested in these things, get off your butt and learn about

them. For your own sake, don't be mesmerized and lulled into apathy about this extremely

important subject.

3.  Watch out for Gnosticism. This was a problem two thousand years ago, and it remains a

problem today (for example, the 'Nicolaitans' referred to in the second chapter of Revelation

were gnostics; and if you think about it carefully, you will realize that there are high-profile

organizations in our world today which are essentially gnostic in nature). It's the delusion

that some special wisdom can give us spiritual power or closeness to God. 

But nothing could be further from the truth. Closeness to God, and spiritual power, can be

attained only  through a  lifetime of  thawing out  through lots  of  prayer,  communion and

scripture study. There is no magical wisdom; there is no shortcut to heaven.

 

4.  The Martha busy-ness rebuked by Jesus in the tenth chapter of Luke is a killer to spiritual

growth. It invests itself in continual physical action and mental planning (almost always in

support of a noble, philanthropic cause) instead of prayer, communion and scripture study. 

People are duped by the delusion that staying busy in those ways is a path to salvation. Sadly,

toward the end of their lives they realize that they have been building on a false foundation,

and must go back to the beginning-point of spiritual development to start all over.

5.  Spiritual sophistry is a door to hell, so be alert and on the lookout. If someone is saying a

bunch a highfalutin words that don't seem to make much sense, then you are probably right

about  that.  Spiritual  sophistry  is  an especially  pervasive  malady in  the  areas  of  religion,

philosophy and spirituality, where we find those who are promulgating personal concepts

not supported by the Scriptures. 



One of the earmarks of such an approach is taking short snippets of Scripture out of context,

and pressing them into service with a meaning for which they were not intended. They do

not want you to examine the context from which their quotations were derived. 

But there is no honesty without understanding the context. It is for this reason that all the

quotations in this book refer to the entire chapter from which it was taken, with the hope that

you will take time to understand the whole context.

Accept only thinking that is  clear and logical.  Jesus is  a good example:  his teachings are

simple and to the point. In the fourth chapter of his first epistle John wrote, 

"Beloved, believe not every spirit, but try the spirits whether they be of God: 

because many false prophets are gone out into the world." 

This is great advice. If you're not sure about some alluring, or exciting, or quick-fix, or it's-all-

good new teaching someone is putting forth, then take some time to sleep on it; pray about it;

talk to  God about it.  Divine Mind,  God, will  unfold to you a right understanding of the

question.

6.  Protect yourself from mental evil. What I mean by mental evil is hatred that is focused

toward you in a protracted or continuing way. 

It's  not  unusual  for  spiritually-minded  persons  to  be  unwary  and  ignorant  of  this  evil,

because they themselves are so free from malice that they cannot imagine someone else being

engulfed by it. But we have to protect ourselves from this evil through prayer, or we become

its victim. 

The ninety-first psalm gives an excellent example of praying for protection from mental evil.

Divine  Love will  ultimately  enable  us  to  be  the  victor,  but  we have to  demonstrate  and

establish this victory through prayer. 



Jesus' words, "There is nothing hidden which shall not be revealed" (Mat 10), indicate that as we

pray our way through times of attack, God, Mind reveals to us the understanding of the

specifics of our situation we need in order to effectively nullify un-Godlike thinking. 

7.   Don't  be  spiritually  naive—that  is,  don't  be  a  spiritually-minded fool.  Associate  with

spiritually-minded  people.  Realize  that  the  hateful,  sensual,  dishonest,  cruel,  aggressive

thoughts of others try to invade and take root in your own consciousness. Keep careful watch

over your thoughts, and the mental influences around you.

8.  Idolizing persons is crippling to spiritual progress. When the devout Cornelius fell down

at Peter's feet and worshiped him, Peter took him by the shoulders and lifted him up, saying,

"Stand up, and don't worship me! I'm a human being just like you are!" A true follower of the

Scriptures does not allow others to worship him or her, or to put her or him on a pedestal.

 

9.  So-called natural disasters are not "Acts of God". They are reflections of "the carnal mind,

which is enmity against God." We can do much more than we realize toward minimizing the

appearance and effects of so-called natural disasters through our prayerful communion with

God, divine Love. 

The same spiritual law that Jesus was aware of when he said, "Peace, be still" to the storm

(Mark 4),  is a law to which we can awaken, and of which we can become conscious. We

shouldn't be afraid to stretch our wings in this direction. 

Sharing Two Physical Healings I Experienced

In discussing the subject of healing through prayer, I think it is important to begin by

saying  that  we have to  be  very  careful  we are  thinking  logically  and making  intelligent

decisions as we explore this approach to caring for our bodies and health. In order to be



genuine and christian, one's decision to maintain and heal one's body through prayer must

include a recognition that the process must be one of vigorous spiritual activity, combined

with careful watchfulness that the needs of the body are not being neglected. 

This is an area of endeavor where we cannot afford to let pride, willfulness or inanity

influence  our  decision-making  process.  A  mere  avoidance  of  medical  treatment,  either

because one is afraid of doctors, or because one is not willing to pay for medical insurance

and care, is neglectful in nature, and is neither acceptable to God, nor to mankind. 

The genuine, christian and true motive for investigating spiritual healing is not because

one wants to avoid the costs of medical care, but rather, because one is looking for something

better, more effective, and/or more God-centered. 

You  might  recall  my  mentioning  a  very  quick  healing  of  pink-eye  I  had  when  a

youngster. I grew up in a culture in which our default response to physical problems was a

spiritual  response.  In  a  family  of  four  children  active  in  sports,  we  were,  on  the  whole,

healthy and free from illness. 

On those occasions when common ailments made an appearance—fevers, sore throats,

flu, colds, injuries, accidents—they were generally dispatched with pretty quickly. 

But things have not always been perfectly rosy within this milieu. I have seen some

family and friends, afflicted with the more serious problems such as cancer, diabetes, severe

anemia, etc., not come out very well. 

And  I  have  seen  situations  where  persons  accustomed  to  employing  a  spiritual

response to illness would have benefited from seeking medical care.

And  so,  as  I  share  with  you  two  healings  I  experienced  of  problems  of  a  more

threatening nature, I want to say again that pride, willfulness or recklessness are not the right

motives to induce one to rely on prayer for healing. 

This option must be exercised with intelligence, humility, devoutness, and willingness

to acknowledge failure. 

In a time in my life when my work took me away from home a great deal of the time, I

gradually  developed  what  appeared  to  be  the  symptoms  of  diabetes.  My  eating  habits



became unhealthy; I became addicted to sweets and soda; I  was putting on weight; and I

began  to  experience  more  and  more  dizziness  and  weakness.  Also,  my  office  situation

included a lot of awareness and fear of this problem. 

I  realized that I  was getting into deep water,  and needed to begin receiving active

treatment in order to bring about healing, whether the treatment be spiritual or medical. Not

surprisingly, I decided to turn to the approach which had always given me a lot of excellent

help throughout my life.

My concept was that there were spiritual truths about God, and me as His creation,

which were being obscured from my life-experience by this oppressive disease-sense. 

As I looked into it more deeply, I perceived that the underlying fact which was being

obscured was the fact that God, divine Love, feeds and nourishes His creation, Her child, at

every moment. 

I saw that what I needed to really feel, and know, and have a sense of way down deep

in  consciousness  was  the  fact,  the  truth  that  supreme,  infinite,  divine  Love  was  feeding;

nourishing; fructifying; sweetening; enriching; enlivening; purifying; strengthening; planting;

establishing; upholding; and completely satisfying me at every moment; ... that my addiction

to sweets and soda, and the frightening weakness and dizziness, were not given to me by

divine Love, but were false physical-sense paradigms originating in the "carnal mind, which

is enmity against God." This was the fact of the situation; this was my battle plan.

So I commenced, on a daily basis, to really hone in on these facts. I wrote down verses

from the Scriptures which brought out these spiritual truths on three-by-five cards so that I

could be reminded and refreshed throughout the day. 

Also,  I  took extra  time to prepare healthy snacks for in-between-meal  times;  and I

resolved to wean myself off soda and sweets on a gradual basis. 

When these things seemed extremely difficult to do, I turned to God in prayer, both asking

for Her help, and also claiming the strength She was giving me. 

Gradually, over a period of about a year and a half, all these problems turned around,

and were completely overcome. 



That was several years ago, and I'm very grateful to be able to report that I am now

completely  free  of  all  those  things,  with  excellent  physical  strength  and  fitness,  normal

weight, almost zero sweets and soda consumption, a good healthy diet, and a great deal of

zest and joy to boot! 

The other healing I wanted to share is one of cancer. It's not a dramatic, miraculous

disappearance  of  a  late-stage  situation.  No,  it's  the  rather  boring  disappearance  of  two

different external tumors at two different times. 

But they were dramatic enough to me,  with all  the fear that  cancer brings with it,

several of my family and friends having succumbed to this disease.

The first tumor appeared on the side of one of my breasts (if a male can be said to have

"breasts"). It started small, and gradually grew until it had the diameter of about a nickel. It is

true that it was never medically diagnosed, and so may not have been cancer; but it had all

the appearances one sees when looking up the subject online. 

This took place over a period of about six or seven years. I give credit to my spiritual

approach to attacking the problem for holding the tumor at bay pretty darn well, but its size

had gotten to the point where I was seriously considering seeking medical help. 

I resolved to dig in and fight more vigorously along spiritual lines for one more month,

and then, if no improvement was noticeable, to get medical help. 

I  did  this,  and  guess  what  ...  the  case  turned  around.  Noticeable  improvement

occurred, and continued, so that within about six or eight months the tumor was completely

gone, leaving only a very slight, almost indiscernible, pink hue on the skin. 

What I've described so far are the physical externals of the case, but the whole dynamic

range of the situation occurred on the battlefield of my consciousness, and I would like to

share with you the main spiritual facts I was fighting to understand better.

Dr.  Bernie Siegel  is  a cancer surgeon from Yale New Haven Hospital.  His writings

bring out what he learned of the similarities of life-problems his breast cancer patients shared.

The realization was sort of like a falling apple to him. He saw that the disease was more of a

verb, "to cancerize", than a noun, "to get cancer". 



He saw that one of the most fundamentally effective ways for his patients to beat the

disease was to understand and overcome those life-problems. He began to invite his patients

to form support groups.

He saw that the life-problems mentioned above were heavy concentrations of despair

and hopelessness. This rang true for me, in whose family those feelings were prevalent, and

in whom, individually, they were strong. 

The  battle,  for  me,  was  to  eradicate  deeply  engrained  and  bottled  up  feelings  of

despair;  hopelessness;  cancerizing;  suicide;  self-pity;  passive  aggression,  resentment  and

hatred. 

The only  way to  eradicate these is  to  bring in,  through prayer and communion,  a

strong,  copious,  powerful,  persistent  and permanent  influx of  God's  nature,  which routs,

overthrows and replaces  those  dark  manifestations  of  the  "carnal  mind,  which is  enmity

against God".

And so, that's what I did. I really focused on awakening to, and becoming conscious of,

the following qualities:  a)  expectancy of  good;  b)  hope;  c)  confidence;  d)  peace;  e)  constructive

response  to  evil. At  the  same  time,  I  persistently  reminded  myself  that  those  destructive

feelings and patterns of thinking mentioned above were not from God, and so were therefore,

in the final analysis, neither part of my true God-given individuality, nor that of my family. 

That's the long and the short of it. That's how I fought, and that's the approach that was

successful  ...  working to become conscious,  through daily hours of  communion,  of  God's

presence and law uprooting and replacing those destructive feelings and emotions with Her

own sweet, pure, strong and whole nature.

The cynic may be thinking, "that lunatic will probably drop dead within a few years."

My response is: Friend, you have a right to hold your opinions, and I wish you all good

success in your approach to health. And who knows, maybe you're right about my future—

but I don't think so. 

About two years after that healing, another tumor began developing on my neck. After

noticing that it wasn't going away, one morning while shaving I almost involuntarily grasped



it with my fingernails and ripped it off, I think mainly out of revulsion at the prospect of

having to face the problem again. 

Of course, it came back, larger than before. So I saw that I needed to battle this tumor

the same way I had battled the former one, except that I  found in my thinking a greater

presence of fear of metastasis. 

The need to confront and destroy this potential problem forced me to really get down

to the nitty-gritty of going underneath the deep-seated fears I realized I had been harboring

through much of my adult life in regard to the cancer on both sides of my family. 

I  felt  deeply  that  the  best,  the  most  effective  radiation  and  chemotherapy  I  could

possibly get were strong hydrogen-bomb concoctions of God's nature as Love, Spirit, Truth,

and Life. 

I attacked that problem, of which I felt the tumor was the outward manifestation, in the

way described over the course of about fourteen months. I was wearing a small bandage to

cover it, so it would not cause concern in others. It was gradually getting bigger. 

Then, in what proved to be a watershed occurrence, while I was staying in a family's

home giving nursing care to one of the family members, the tumor became aggravated and

enlarged, and one night while sleeping in their guest bed it began to bleed, and soiled the

linen, which was a depressing and embarrassing experience. But you know, after that little

crisis, the case turned. The tumor began to subside and get smaller. Within about four months

it was completely gone. 

I would like to clarify the above remark about "strong hydrogen-bomb concoctions of

God's nature ...". That image was used only as a reference and  contrast to chemotherapy and

radiation treatments. It was not intended to give the idea that human will, or forcefulness of

character, or brute strength, or any sort of hyper-exertion is involved with spiritual healing. 

The healing process occurs as we awaken, through humble, quiet and consistent prayer

and communion, to God's presence, nature and power. It has nothing to do with human will,

or will-power.

 



Sharing A Spiritual Failure I Experienced

I'd like to follow up on the idea presented a bit earlier, that natural disasters are not

"Acts of God". If they were, what kind of God would that be, and why would we worship it? I

think the concept came about as a way for people who believe in God to try to connect the

tragic events in the world around them to their belief that God is omnipotent. 

The  thinking  is  that  since  He  is  omnipotent,  He  is  therefore  responsible  for  the

hurricane, earthquake and famine which kill thousands. But it seems to me that this is a type

of human reasoning which understands neither God's nature, nor the nature of our seemingly

physical universe.

Our world is neither a collection of random physical forces, nor a playground for a

sadistic God. But it seems to be both at times. What I have found, through my life-experience,

is that the so-called physical forces and events of our world can be influenced and governed,

to a individualized degree, by our communion with God. 

A  communion  that  feels  divine  Love's  controlling  presence.  A  communion  that

perceives and experiences  Love's  active government  of  the universe through an infinitely

gentle, beneficial, fulfilling, protecting, balancing and moderating power. 

A kind of prayer that "den[ies] sin, and pleads God's allness"—denies the mistaken

sense that God could possibly have anything to do with drought in one place and flood in

another; extremes of cold and heat; devastating storms; destructive upheavals. 

It seems to me we can't get underneath the problem if we don't first get right with our

understanding of  God's  nature.  God's  is  an entirely spiritual  nature and power,  which is

brought to bear upon the events of our world only as we actively perceive and witness this power

through communion. 

This truth may seem difficult to accept. I think the first verses of the gospel of John

bring it out most clearly:

"In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was

God ... In Him was life; and the life was the light of men. And the light shineth in 

darkness, and the darkness comprehended it not ... 



He was in the world, and the world was made by Him, and the world knew Him 

not. He came unto His own, and His own received Him not. 

But as many as received Him, to them gave He power to become the sons of 

God ... which were born not of blood, nor of the will of the flesh, nor of the will of man, 

but of God."

I am deeply grateful to be able to say that I know this to be true, only because I have

tasted—through a lifetime of quiet prayer and communion—divine presence and power; and

seen, unmistakably, its effects on the world around me.

And so, I would like to share a failure I've had, and then a success, in terms of feeling

and  consciously  experiencing  divine  Love's  controlling  power  weaken  and  avert  very

threatening weather situations. They are representative of my communion experience over

the past several years. 

I'm doing this  because  I  feel  it  will  be  helpful  for  mankind to  have on record an

account of the effects of the lifestyle described in this book.

On  Wednesday,  May  15,  2013,  a  category  four  tornado  (cat  five  being  the  worst

possible) struck Granbury, Texas, killing six people. I saw this on an internet news page, and

was naturally very concerned because I was aware of the fact that this is a time of year when

conflicting masses of cold air from the north and warm, moist air from the south collide in the

Midwestern  United  States,  bringing  about  unstable  weather  conditions  and  storms,

sometimes quite severe.

 I  had been mindful  of the safety of the Midwestern United States in my times of

communion with divine Love, but rather incidentally, and in combination with other parts of

the  world;  but  this  severe  tornado,  with  six  fatalities,  showed me that  I  needed  to  give

undivided attention to the safety of the people of the Great Plains. 

I began to do this each day in my times of communion with God, Soul, Spirit, infinite

Mind. A little further on I'll talk in more detail about which aspects of God's nature I was

focusing on the most.



The unstable air masses continued to cause storms and severe weather warnings, and

on Saturday, May 18, multiple tornadoes touched down in Kansas and Nebraska, the most

destructive being a cat four near Rozel, Kansas; but there were no fatalities, for which I felt a

lot of gratitude. 

The next day, Sunday the 19th, all seemed quiet in the morning, and, lulled to apathy, I

failed to check the internet for news in the afternoon or evening. It wasn't until early Monday

morning, May 20, that I read about the occurrence the previous evening of the tragedy in

Shawnee, Oklahoma, in which a cat four tornado killed two people and destroyed several

homes. 

I felt a sense of shock mixed with deep sadness. For one thing, I had allowed Sunday

morning's hecticness in getting ready for church to deter me from giving full attention to

prayer and communion with God, including a neglect of feeling divine Love embracing and

enveloping the Great Plains in Her presence and power. 

I felt a lot of remorse that I had allowed that neglectfulness, that absence from my post,

to occur. Another thing was that my grandparents on my dad's side lived in Shawnee during

the early part of their marriage, and my family had visited relatives there when I was a boy. 

I could remember scenes, images, faces—the kindness of my relatives; their modest but

inviting home with its huge front porch; the faces and voices of people we met and talked

with. I could imagine and feel some of the terror they felt as that killer storm passed through

their area. 

But, tragically, for some reason I was again lulled into complacency that sad Monday

morning. I was lulled into believing that all the death and destruction of the past five days

had reached its peak, and come to a conclusion. I think part of the reason for the stupefaction

had to do with a false sense of positive thinking. 

Another aspect of the apathy gripping me was the fact that there were several personal

issues and business concerns pressing on me and taking center stage that Monday morning—

to the point where things were so hectic that I actually had almost no ability to mentally

focus, and almost no time at all for prayer and communion ... which is very unusual for me. 



When I checked the internet news in the afternoon, I was stunned. I felt nauseated. The

details of the aftermath of the category five tornado which struck Moore, Oklahoma were

trickling  in.  Twenty  four  dead,  including  several  children  in  an  elementary  school.  The

terrible cost of my neglecting my spiritual post the last two mornings gripped me with an

inner sickness.

 I felt personally responsible that this tragedy occurred. That may sound ridiculous to

some or most people, but that's the way I felt. 

I felt that way because I had had so many experiences of God's power, of a tangible

sense of divine Love embracing a community, a continent,  a world and protecting it  in a

tangible way, that I knew in my heart and my bones that a different result would probably

have occurred if I had been faithful to the post to which God had called me to service. The

soul-sickness of unfaithfulness, of lost opportunities, weighed on me heavily. 

I resolved to never let that happen again. Being a frail, fickle human being, it is a vow I

almost certainly will not be able to keep. But we have to lay out our battle lines, and strive

with all our striving to achieve them, and that is what I have done since those terrible failures.

The unstable air masses continued to prompt severe weather warnings during the next

twelve days, through the end of May. But I was firmly at my post. One of the changes I made

was to put a gadget for Oklahoma City weather on my computer screen, so that  I  could

always see, in a glance, what was going on. 

The culmination of all this was that on the last day of the month, Friday the thirty-first,

one of the most violent and powerful tornadoes ever to be monitored in the United States

touched  down about  thirty  miles  west  of  Oklahoma City,  in  the  vicinity  of  the  farming

community of El Reno. 

It had winds in excess of 295 miles per hour, and a touch-down width of up to 2.6

miles across, the widest ever recorded. There were eight fatalities, and 115 injured. 

I  grieved deeply for  the people of  El  Reno and their  families.  I  also  felt  profound

gratitude, and gave thanks to divine Love, that this storm had not come into contact with the

populous urban area fairly close by.



The psalmist wrote,

"O God, Thou art my God; early will I seek Thee: my soul thirsteth for Thee, my 

flesh longeth for Thee in a dry and thirsty land, where no water is; 

To see Thy power and Thy glory, so as I have seen Thee in the sanctuary." (Ps 

63) 

I mentioned earlier that I would be more specific about what aspects of divine Love's

nature I tend to focus on the most vis-a-vis the weather and other physical conditions of our

world. Well, the above words from the sixty-third psalm give a good indication of my starting

place:  to  see,  to  feel  God's,  divine Love's,  power,  glory and  lovingkindness embracing the

community, the region, the continent, the world being imperiled by the prospect of godless,

malignant physical forces threatening its safety and well-being. 

And where ... how ... do we see and feel these things? I think it must be as the psalm

says: "in the sanctuary"—the "quiet sanctuary of earnest longings"—where "we must deny sin

[idolatry; fear; doubt; intellectual pride] and plead God's allness." 

In the sanctuary of earnest longings, of God's presence, I pray to see and feel divine

Love's allness; to see and feel that the only causative action going on in our world is divine

Love's infinitely gentle, beneficial, fulfilling, protecting, balancing and moderating influence

blessing  and  governing  His  treasured  offspring  at  every  moment  ...  this  divine  Love

embracing every molecule,  every atom, every thought and every living thing in His very

holiest power.

 

Conclusion

Spiritual progress is real, permanent, irreversible. As we develop, as we thaw, we see

new terrains; the world seems different, but it is more we who have changed than the world.

We also see the emergence of new capabilities in ourselves which we never imagined were

there. We become more and more single-minded: our only goal, our only mission is to bring

forth, to manifest divine power. 



Everything else gradually falls away as less  significant.  With this comes a sense of

being wrapped in  a  cocoon,  a  panoply of  God's  spiritual  light.  This  cocoon of  light  is  a

foretaste of greater, much greater, perceptions of spiritual existence to come as we journey

toward infinite Life, Soul, Spirit. 

But  in  our  relative  darkness,  this  cocoon  has  an  incomparable  sweetness.  We're

tempted to be wholly absorbed by the profound beauty of the path we are on, and forget that

it leads to an infinitely higher ground.


