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Each moment contains a hundred messages from God:


To every cry of “Oh, Lord,”
 

He answers a hundred times, “I am here.”


—RUMI





PROLOGUE


SOMETIMES we are blessed with grace, and in a quiet moment we unexpectedly move beyond our everyday struggles and touch a place of inner peace. At such moments we are reminded that we are not alone, that there’s a greater power which is a part of our lives. Sometimes, however, this same grace comes at seemingly unbearable personal expense. In our case, it was the latter. But if there is one thing we’ve learned, it is that the cost of confirming our relationship with God, or a higher power, can never diminish what we have gained.


For me, the story begins in a hotel room in California; for my wife, Takeko, it begins in her beloved garden in New York. Just two weeks before, in mid-October, I’d secured a lucrative Christmas job in Los Angeles, leaving my family back home in Tarrytown. Having completed my first day of management training, I decided to reward myself with a night at a good hotel. I planned to spend some time meditating about the near future and then to get a good night’s sleep. Right after dinner, I went to my room with plans to call Takeko. But first I called my sister in nearby Woodland Hills to let her know how the day had gone and when she could expect a visit from me. I no sooner said hello than she blurted out, “David, there’s been a very serious accident. It’s Takeko. She was accidentally shot by your son. Call home right away.”


Badly shaken, I immediately dialed my home number. A family friend answered and related what had happened. Takeko had been pruning an apple tree in the shadowy garden area behind our home. Our oldest son thought she was a garden-raiding deer and fired two shots to scare it away from his mother’s precious orchard. Crumpling to the ground on suddenly lifeless legs, Takeko cried out for our son, hoping he’d come from the house. Instead, he emerged, rifle in hand, from the nearby brush. In the next horrible moments, mother and son realized what had happened. Takeko prayed for survival while our son raced her off to the emergency room.


My son had purchased the .22 rifle the previous summer. We’d been against it, but he pleaded and assured us that he’d use it only for target practice. In the face of his expert persuasion, we had relented. After a few weeks, the threat of having a gun in our house faded. Besides, we were preoccupied with planning an upcoming move to Seattle and how we would announce the move to our children.


Even as my friend was telling me that the doctors were not sure that Takeko was going to make it, our son was being interrogated by several policemen in our living room. One of the younger officers, my friend told me, was quite convinced the shooting was premeditated.


The next hours were a blur as I booked a red-eye special back home. After an interminable flight, not knowing if I’d ever see my wife alive again, I deplaned in a crowded terminal and was driven immediately to the hospital where Takeko was in intensive care. In the waiting room I was greeted by familiar faces—friends who were not quite certain of what to say or do. After tearful hugs, a nurse came out and ushered me into Takeko’s room. Surrounded by IV poles, monitoring equipment, and a stoic-looking medical staff, my dear wife looked pale and small. Tubes protruded from her mouth and side. She smiled at me as I leaned over her bed, as if to assure me that she would make it.


After five hours of emergency surgery, I was told, the team of doctors had upgraded her chance of survival. I sighed with relief. Hell brightened and I thanked God.


I stayed at Takeko’s side for only a few moments and then reluctantly whispered good-bye. The neurologist followed me into the hallway and described the injuries. One bullet had smashed into Takeko’s spinal area, damaging nerves to her legs. She would probably never walk again. As bad as this news was, it was enough to know that she was going to live.


As I returned to the waiting room, my son came rushing up to me. He sobbed into my shoulder, trying to explain what had happened. It wasn’t a time for fatherly chastening. I just held him. Whatever agony I’d experienced on the long plane ride from Los Angeles couldn’t begin to compare with the agony of what he was going through.


After a few moments the two of us went back to Takeko’s room. She smiled as we went to her side, and then she scrawled a note to our son on a pad of paper the nurse supplied. “Why aren’t you in school?” it said. He gazed at her in shock. She wrote again, “Don’t worry. I’m going to make it. You better go back to school.”


Our son later told us that those notes gave him more encouragement than anything else during those first days following the accident. After Takeko regained her speech, she quietly told our son that she felt no blame or anger toward him. He had made a mistake, but he mustn’t allow himself to be destroyed by guilt. Today Takeko is convinced that the shooting opened a door in her relationship with our son. It deepened their relationship in a way that seemed almost miraculous.


In late November, Takeko was transferred to a rehabilitation hospital. Her new home was the spinal cord injury and amputee ward. Here she would undergo an intensive physical and occupational therapy program to help her adapt to the realities of a wheelchair lifestyle and constant pain.


With the coming of the new year, I set about preparing the house for Takeko’s return. I installed a ramp to our main-floor hallway and cleared passageways throughout the house so that her wheelchair could move about easily. In February, we drove from the rehabilitation center through a sunny but frigid Hudson Valley, arriving home late in the morning. After a jerky wheelchair ride from the back porch to our bedroom, Takeko at last lay on our large double bed. She’d lost twenty pounds since the accident in October, most of it in muscle mass from her legs. The strong legs that had carried our family for so many years were now shrunken to the circumference of a small child’s.


Nonstop spasms contorted her upper legs, and she uttered little cries as they rippled through the muscles. I sat next to her, trying to somehow comfort her. The giant blue diaper she had to wear for lack of bowel control heaped mocking insult on an already devastating injury.


One by one the kids arrived and embraced their mother. In spite of everything, it was so good to have her back home. The heart of our family had returned.


We’d decided earlier in the day that we would pray each night after everyone else had gone to bed. Someone who had once experienced their own dark night of the soul said that the essence of prayer is a cry for help. Never was that more true  than for Takeko and me that night in early February. There was little else we could do. I sat next to her on the bed, and we began to pray.


We both wanted this communication badly—like an instinctual hunger. For Takeko, there was nothing philosophical involved. Would her pain ever end? Would she ever walk again? What about our previous plans to move to the West Coast? Would all this have to change? And what about our finances?


I had not yet shared my own concerns with Takeko. There was a painful issue that my time alone with the children had unearthed: I didn’t really know them! For too many years in my work with the church, I’d been running around the world trying to help other people’s children. God’s will, for me, had been the next set of directives and plane tickets from my department head. God had become my commander, always ready with another battle plan. But now I was having to face the fact that by being gone over forty weeks per year for a decade, I had robbed my own children of their father. I now sought guidance from a higher power on how I would heal all this.


In the months since the accident, God had been MIA for me. My relationship with God felt about as unresolved as my relationship with my kids. Deep down, I confess, I didn’t really like Him. No wonder! I’d created Him in my own image. Suddenly, after twenty years of working for God, I was asking, “Who is this God?”


From that first night of Takeko’s return, our prayers were unlike any I had ever experienced. I’d been praying in groups throughout my life, though I had never relished it, even in the years since I had developed a public eloquence. Prayer, for me, had been from the neck up. Always my voice had echoed back to me. I’d wondered, “Am I heard? Do I really mean this?”


The first nights that Takeko and I prayed together, we wept. In the presence of my wife’s agony, it would have been impossible for even the coldest of souls to pray neck-up prayers. My own tears were also tears of peace, of knowing that I was returning from a long distance to a God that I now understand I had never allowed myself to know. And so the tears flowed from both of us.


Many questions arose those first nights. What do we pray for? Do we pray for healing? I remembered watching evangelists on television in the 1950s, seeing crutches thrown aside and wheelchairs abandoned. And certainly, those first nights of prayer together did find us asking for Takeko’s legs back and for an end to her pain.


But something more was emerging, something quite unexpected. In the life of Christ, it seems clear that healing the lame was not his most essential work. Far greater was the inward healing of the heart. I remembered his last words: “Father, forgive them, for they know not what they do.” This statement of love in the face of such hatred surely mirrors the plight of humanity—of killing one another even as we hold the knowledge of our oneness.


This profound lesson echoed in our own lives. These prayers were not just about Takeko’s legs or her pain. Our prayers were about our son, who had certainly not intended this to happen to our family. And they were about me, about my absence from the family for so many years and how it had affected those I love.


As our prayers continued, a theme emerged. We soon found ourselves putting the whole of our situation into God’s hands, for whatever purpose He deemed good. Takeko and I confirmed in our hearts and minds that beyond her daily struggle with pain, we wished to dedicate our lives in the service of God.


A couple weeks into these prayer sessions, I began noticing a warm sensation around my heart. It felt as if my heart were filling—I know this is a strange image—with helium gas! It felt pleasantly light and full. Even more than this was a feeling of the deepest love for my wife. Another love, far beyond our own, was embracing the two of us together. I didn’t mention this to Takeko at first. Several years before, I’d had a mediumistic experience connected with a particularly traumatic event. It seemed to me that talking about what I was now feeling would trigger memories that I did not want to open up again.


While I felt cautious, I could not deny that this love, and the desire to tell Takeko about it, kept building. As she began her prayers one evening, I asked her to stop, to wait. As she turned to listen, I said, “All I can say is that there is this feeling of incredible love for you. It’s been building night by night, and it isn’t just me. I mean, I do love you a lot, but this is something much more.”


I described the loving presence that communicated wordlessly during our prayers. I wanted to share the message with which this presence encompassed us. I told her I would keep the messages of this being in the third person as I related what I was experiencing. Takeko was calm and ready to listen.


I closed my eyes and began. Whatever original intentions I had to speak in the third person were swept away like a feather by an ocean wave. As my tears flowed, I immediately knew they were of a different quality than those I’d shed that first night. These tears flowed from a far deeper place within my heart. The voice that came pouring forth was in the first person, with such love and depth that I could barely convey it. I was as moved by the words that were being expressed through my own mouth as was my quietly weeping partner. I felt sorely at a loss to translate into a suddenly limited earthly language the love pouring out through my heart. And I could not curb the flow of tears that washed down my face as I experienced this loving presence.


That first communication lasted for over an hour, during which time Takeko and I felt enveloped in a loving embrace beyond anything we’d ever experienced. When it finally stopped and Takeko was “tucked in for the night,” I lay filled with amazement and gratitude. But I couldn’t imagine that it would ever be repeated. I was wrong. This was just the opening!


The following night, the same warmth and overwhelming love returned.


Again the expressions flowed through my own heart and voice, taking up from where it had left off the previous night. A third and fourth night passed the same way. I knew this wasn’t mediumship or channeling. It was not a spirit speaking through me. It was God speaking from within yet beyond within. Regrettably, we didn’t think to record the expressions of those first several nights, but their message remains in our hearts.


The love that embraced us was that of a parent. At one point He compared Takeko’s injury to His own, saying that He, too, was impaired at the place where He touched the Earth. He spoke of the spiritual unconsciousness of humanity that was much like the numbness and pain of Takeko’s legs.


From the beginning He was natural and totally spontaneous. He told us He has always been with us, as with each and every person. But so many of us have become estranged, cut off from that part of us where we encounter Him face-to-face. He spoke of moments when each person, through whatever circumstances, comes to this place within himself and experiences this encounter. Too often we overlook these encounters with God, consigning them to memory, attributing them to our own inventiveness, or simply forgetting in the ocean of everyday experiences. The message conveyed was that this encounter—this relationship with our Selves and with Him—should be the easiest and most natural thing in our lives. We were often told, “I am not going away after a few nights with you. I am here always.”


If our moment of encounter was triggered by Takeko’s desperate situation, our urgent and innocent prayers had brought us to that place within our hearts where this contact is made. We were told that though we might pull away, He would always be waiting, as He has always done, for every heart.


He told us not to think of religion as being the only way to Him. Rather, the place of true communion with Him is within each person’s heart. The original beauty and magnificence of the human heart, He taught us, is far greater than the greatest cathedrals and still remains the place where He communicates best with us. With humor, He confided that He was “never really the religious type”! Tearfully, He confided that He was really the family type, meaning the family of all humanity. Sadly, He reflected, only a few of His sons and daughters allow themselves to feel this original connection with Him, much less with each other. Most do not even believe it possible.


Soon, we began to tape these sessions. Takeko and I were always together for them, and so it remains to this day. While the expressions came through my voice, it is clear that Takeko’s quiet faith and love of God provided the space in our lives for this opening to occur.


Soon after we started recording the sessions, we decided to share them with a few close friends. We circulated typewritten transcriptions, and this soon became a large network that has now spread around the world. And then, people urged us to put these readings together in a book. But before that could happen, Takeko and I had much work to do in our own lives.


One’s life is not instantly changed or perfected as a result of experiences like those we share in this book. God is clearly not a spiritual surgeon who reshapes our inner selves with a few well-placed divine pronouncements. The process of learning to look at ourselves through the clearer lens of the inner eye (the “inner I”) and grow beyond our fears, skepticism, blaming, and all the rest of our immaturities is lovingly placed in our own hands.


Before reading on, let me warn you: This is not a book about one woman’s miraculous recovery from gunshot wounds, paralysis, and pain, though God has certainly helped us understand Takeko’s injuries and has brought much spiritual comfort. Rather, He speaks through us of healing a more fundamental injury, an injury within the heart due to humanity’s fracturing of the circle of Divine Love.


As you read the pages to come, it should be noted that in “translating” the language of the heart, the person who receives and articulates this information—in this case, me—is in the process of his own personal growth and change. This will color both how I receive these messages and how I am able to express them.


Also, as you read, remember that each of us has our own perceptual filters, or unique library of experiences, and these will color how you perceive what I share with you. Though I have done my very best, from moment to moment, to convey His messages accurately, you may find yourself having to look beyond the veils of my language and experience and thus into your own heart to discover the truth that you will find there. You are the final and most important translator.


These writings can never replace your own direct experiences of God, the face-to-face encounter you can have with Him. But we sincerely hope that this book will serve as inspiration and confirmation for your own unique path of opening your heart to a more direct communion with God.
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AN INTRODUCTION FROM GOD


THANK YOU for taking the time to open this book. As you read about this couple’s experiences you will probably have one of a variety of reactions, according to your own experiences: Many of you will already have had communications similar to what David and Takeko report here, and what you read here will be not a surprise for you but rather a confirmation. Or perhaps you have never had such an experience, in which case you may find yourself wondering how David and Takeko could even claim to have this kind of communion with the Almighty. Indeed, this book may challenge your understanding of how the world works.


Whatever your experience, know that the messages in this book come from One who loves you most deeply. This book speaks to something that each and every one of you possesses—the potential to have full and unhindered communication between you and Me. This form of communication reaches far beyond any you have ever known in your daily, outward experience. Often, it does not involve words as you know them but comes from deep within your heart. It is an intimate communication that you will realize you have known from the day of your birth.


David Hose, My translator for these messages, calls it the language of the heart. Though there are those who might like to discuss this process, it is not necessary for Me to do so. What is covered here is not theoretical, nor has it ever been a matter to be argued back and forth. Nor is it important for this communication to be perfect. There never has been a perfect and complete expression of what I desire to communicate to you. This sharing will never be captured by paper and ink. Rather, this sharing is a living communion that lives in your innermost heart and that is eternally evolving.


Throughout the millennia I have longed for full, deep, intimate communion with each of you; it is a very large part of why you were created. Yet the history of those spiritual seekers who have found this place of genuine communion with Me has often been sad and even tragic. I have seen innocent and open hearts denied and even condemned by those who judged them as heretics or as abnormal and dangerous. Beautiful sons and daughters have been imprisoned, driven out, tortured, and even killed by those who could not or would not understand. Then—often a decade, a century, a millennium after the persecution—those same martyred innocents were praised or sainted or in some cases even given the status of deities.


Please understand in your heart that neither the persecution nor the worship were right. Both those who persecuted and those who worshiped, almost without exception, failed to consider the sacred within themselves; instead, they saw those they sainted or deified as having special abilities. They missed the point that each and every one of you has the same abilities, the same capacities to have this deep communion with Me. Longing to be known by each of you, I worked through those innocent souls, incomplete though our communications may have been.


What is important to Me, far beyond this book, is your knowing that you have an inherent capacity for communicating directly and fully with Me. This book and any other expressions coming from outside your own wondrous heart are but dim testimonies to the potential that you have. This realization— the acceptance of what is within you—is central to the future of humanity.


How do you communicate with Me? How does it work to communicate within the heart? Whether in sending or receiving, the human heart is the finest communication system in all of Creation! Do you ever picture God as living in an idyllic place somewhere within or outside of Creation? Please understand that there could never be a better place for My presence than within your own heart as I created it. Beyond the flesh-and-blood organ that supports your physical life, your spiritual heart is the jewel of jewels. I could want for no greater palace. If you, in this moment, could fully observe the beauty, the awesomeness of what is at your very core, you would dissolve into a sea of tears.


How can you know this heart within you? Your knowing begins with an awareness of what David calls “the impulse of the heart,” so let us call it that. This impulse of your heart is not referring to the daily emotions you know so well, stimulated by objects or people around you—sexual feelings, hunger or thirst for food or drink, the desire for entertainment or possessions, and so on. The impulse of the heart that I speak of here arises from within the heart itself.


The impulse of your heart involves an inner reality that only a few have come to understand. These few are not of a “chosen” or elite group. They are no different from you. It is simply that at some point in their lives, whether from an early age or through life’s challenges—yes, sometimes extreme circumstances—they had a growing awareness of this impulse and responded to its call. What they and I would tell you, with the deepest love, is that this impulse is within each of you, without exception. It is your inheritance as a child of God.


Human history is full of those who did not, for whatever reasons, heed this impulse, this voice from within. At many times in your life you may have suspected My presence in that very voice. Yes, it was Me. And you so often chose not to listen. Perhaps you made this decision out of fear or out of a belief that what you were hearing or feeling was not real. Or perhaps you dismissed what you heard or rejected it because you did not want others to think of you as abnormal or strange. Or you may have felt that I could not possibly be communicating with you because you believed you were not worthy. There have perhaps been as many reasons for not hearing Me as there are people in all of history.


For a moment, let Me speak to you who hold as a tenet of your faith that you are sinners. For each of you, preceding any sinful act is the fundamental sin of separation between us. Regardless of how you may have learned to live a disciplined and consistent life within the moral teachings of your faith, this fundamental sin of separation will not be resolved until you open your heart to daily communication with Me. I know that this is a complicated and thorny issue, but please understand My perspective: You are, first and before anything, My son, My daughter. I don’t look at you from the outside in; I look from the inside out. At the very innermost core of yourself, at the very heart of your being, is the place where we meet completely and perfectly, where no separation can or ever would exist. It is the root of your being as a daughter, a son of Divine Parentage.


Don’t dignify what you so often have called your fallen nature by giving it equal status with the true nature of who you are as a son or daughter. At the end of the day, when you see your own child covered with grime from play, you want to put that child in the tub and clean him up. The significance of that dirt on your child doesn’t begin to compare with the beauty which lies beneath it—the child’s essence and the love you feel in her or his presence. And that is how I look at what you have called your sins. What you may see as your shortcomings or transgressions are as so much dust compared to the spiritual essence that we share in your innermost heart.


I want to help you remove the dust from your long journey. The tragic thing for both of us is that you feel you cannot come to Me until you are perfectly clean. You think of Me as someone so high and holy, so truly untouchable, that I become a fearful Being in your sight. This idea, taught by many of your religious institutions, by leaders and followers alike, has succeeded in driving so many away from even the thought of enjoying a genuine relationship with Me.


Most religious institutions were, at their foundations, inspired by an impulse of the heart, but that impulse has so often become buried under altars of stone. I am your parent! If you, in your deepest heart, honor the absolute honesty and intimacy that can dwell between parent and child, then know that this thought, this impulse for such a relationship, comes from Me. I honor it and long for that communion with you. You are worthy of our love together. But I cannot get My love through to you if you are convinced that you are not worthy of receiving it.


Think of a child caught up in the idea that he is unworthy of his parents’ love. What if the child feels that his parents would reject him because he soiled his clothes or didn’t live up to their expectations of him? This dark concept would block the flow of love between child and parent. The parents could not force love on the child, for it takes two to create such a bond. Overruled by the child’s concept of unworthiness, the parent would be prevented from letting the child know of his or her love. The child cannot hear the voice of his or her love—not because that love isn’t there but because the child’s sense of unworthiness has blocked him from receiving it.
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“An amazing story about discovering and conversing with God that
can help the reader open the door to God.”

—Dr. Gerald G. Jampolsky, author of
Forgiveness: The Greatest Healer of All

“Every Day God is a book that opens the heart as it feeds the soul.
It inspires each of us to look within ourselves for the God we
thought was out there somewhere. David and Takeko Hose
introduce us to a God who has always been with us, will always be
forus. and is available to speak to us—every day.”

—Paul Sibey, author of Healing Your Rift with God
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