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Dedication

I wish to acknowledge in dedication those individuals who in friendship and in Love have contributed to bringing this book to Light:


	Rev. Lee McLemore, with whom these thoughts were told and shared.

	Rev. James B. Erickson, who edited and co-authored the manuscript, and

	Bonnie Erickson, Jim’s wife, who kept asking, “What’s the Plan?”




Preface

The Age of Aquarius is being ushered in with a series of events. A percentage of this activity will be necessary geophysical events, such as earthquakes and erupting volcanoes, and another percent will be spiritual incentives. These do not constitute a judgment against the Human Condition, but an opportunity to move beyond complacency and toward compassion.

The material in this book is taken from a series of audio taped interviews conducted by Rev. Lee McLemore upon the request of Rev. Dan Chesbro. Lee made many visits to Dan’s home in upstate New York and came prepared with questions, which Rev. Chesbro would answer, often at some length. The ensuing recorded conversations were later transcribed, and then very diligently edited by Rev. James B. Erickson, once again at Dan’s request. Jim took the many hours of transcribed interviews and reassembled them into a coherent and readable form, occasionally adding information and useful perspective(s).

You will find references in this book to a man named Thomas Joseph Sawyer. Dan spent many years in his company and these are Dan’s personal memories and reflections of Tom. Note that a “sawyer” is one who saws, like a carpenter, and Tom was an accomplished wood worker. “Sawyer” can also refer to a branch or twig in a river or stream. Because it is there, it changes the current and stream of the river, just by being in the flow. Tom’s being here changed the Stream of Consciousness and the history of the Human Condition. This book contains reflections on some of those events and teachings.

May these shared thoughts both challenge and comfort you on your spiritual path.

LOVE YOUR NEIGHBOR AS YOU LOVE YOURSELF


Foreword

How beautiful upon the mountain
 and in the city streets
 are the feet of those who bring good news;
 who publish peace by word and deed;
 who bring glad tidings of the Salvation of Humanity;
 and who proclaim to the world, “God Is!”

—ISAIAH 52:7 (PARAPHRASED FOR TODAY’S AUDIENCE)

My lower self/personality believes this book is overdue. Way overdue. It needed to be published in 2002. My Higher Self knows that the universe is unfolding exactly as it should; that creation is continuing according to the Master Plan, and that this publication is right on time. And so it is. My master plan calls for a “How to”, some comments about this book’s content, a warning, and what you may gain by reading it. And so here goes.

First let me address the “How to”, as in how to read this book. I could say that all of us are comprised of many “parts”. We have an intellectual part, a serious part, a humorous part, a creative part, an artistic part, a musical part, a courageous part, a social part, and on and on. The list may be endless. But I’d like to start by addressing your skeptical part—that part of you that stands at the ready whenever you encounter anything of a new or different nature, or something that apparently conflicts with what you already “know”. Your skeptical part is that which works to defend and protect you from things fraudulent. Be sure to thank it for all its efforts and for the good it has done for you. No, seriously, thank it now! Your parts like to know that they are appreciated. A simple internal, silent “Thank you” will get the job done nicely, and go a long way towards creating trust and rapport, not only between your parts, but also between you and your parts. You will be rewarded, over time, with increasing intuition and insight.

Now I’d like to ask you to strike a deal with your skeptical part. Ask it if it would be willing to conduct an experiment with you. Ask it if it would be willing to stand down, so to speak, while you read this book, but maintain its vigilance all the while. This is to say, ask it to be still and silent until you are done reading, and then it can raise all the objections it wants, but only after you are done. Promise it that you will consider all of its input after you have finished reading. Of course, you get to specify the amount of reading you do while your skeptical part stands down. You could specify a paragraph, a page, a chapter, or the entire book--the choice is always yours. Be absolutely certain to remember that when you have finished reading the amount you chose, you must let your skeptical part do its thing. If you fail to do that you will lose internal rapport and your rewards.

I ask you to do this each and every time you pick up this book, for while many of you will be surprised and delighted with what this book has to say, and get that “I know this is true” feeling, some of you will take pause. At those points remind your skeptical part of its agreement, and then listen to it after you have finished reading.

I ask you to read in this way because I know, from my own experience, that it is difficult if not impossible to listen to two voices at the same time, especially if one of them is desperately trying to defend you by stating that the other voice is in error. Do yourself this favor so that you can at least begin to comprehend what is presented here before you begin to be skeptical. Then, if you and your skeptical part agree that what’s presented is not true for you, change it! I ask you to do this because I believe that what one person holds to be true, is not necessarily true for another.

Now allow me to address the contents of this work. I predict that certain readers will initially be angered by some of the things put forth here (hence the “How to” above). You may intellectually disapprove of what you are reading, although you feel it to be true. Do not lay the book aside on this account, for in my experience most people who are angry at first come to accept and appreciate what is being written as they come to understand it more fully. For these purposes it is important to get the entire picture before you pop a cork, slam the book down and storm off. So let me suggest that if you find yourself getting uncomfortable, continue reading until the end of that section. Then you will probably have understood that entire particular piece. I say “probably” because, in order to provide additional perspective(s), some pieces of this volume appear in several places.

Now I’ll address the warning (and do take this seriously): If you read this book, you are not likely to remain the same person that you are today. You are likely to adopt some, many, or perhaps all of the lessons, concepts, attitudes, thinking, beliefs etc. that it expounds. That may change you in subtle and/or not so subtle ways. Such changes may impact your relationships with other inhabitants of this planet. To be sure, many of them may be quite happy with it. However, some may be less than happy. So if you proceed, prepare yourself for possible repercussions as a new “you” shines forth.

Finally, I’d like to share that, as I have worked with this material, I have come to view the universe in a whole new way, with a geometric increase in acceptance and affinity, a geometric loss of judgmental behavior, a renewed and enhanced reverence for the physical world, and a love for all humanity. I believe that if you choose to let it work freely on you, it will do the same for you. So this saying may be accurate:

“The truth will set you free, but first it will make you miserable.”

Rev. James B. Erickson
 Minneapolis, MN
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Daniel Alden Chesbro


CHAPTER 1

Personal History

Daniel Alden Chesbro was born on August 22, 1944 in Mystic, CT, to a newly widowed mother. His father had died rather suddenly at the age of 36—six months before Dan’s birth.

He was raised by alcoholics. “I was raised on welfare in the projects and on the wrong side of the tracks. The projects offered an initiation into all types of life experiences: murder, robbery, rape, adultery, gangs, alcoholism, and of course, love. I learned early on not to judge anyone, for your situation could change in an instant, and then you could become the person you were judging. Despite all these things, I did have a happy childhood and learned a good deal about life in the Human Condition.”

Dan’s intuitive abilities came awake in childhood with dreams and feelings of being guided. As a college student at the University of Connecticut, his life experience pointed him toward a ministerial career. Following seminary training at Andover Newton Theological School, Crozer Seminary, and Colgate Divinity School, Rev. Chesbro became an American Baptist Minister serving congregations in Boston, Philadelphia, Rochester and Webster, New York. At age 33 he began traveling to spiritual conferences as a teacher, spiritual counselor and lecturer, and appeared on radio and television. His work has taken him all over the United States and to Canada, Europe, Egypt, India, and Tibet. “I believe I’ve ridden in, or on, every form of transportation except a helicopter. I really enjoyed that elephant ride along the side of a mountain in the rain.

“I started getting elected to certain positions even before high school. Then I was class president my senior year, I did the prom, and so on. Had those things not taken place I wonder what would have happened to have gotten me to the point of having some self-respect and self-esteem, because even with all that going on I was sorely lacking in those departments. I’ve wondered, had they not voted for me and given me that opportunity to use my creativity and ability, how I could have arrived at this point? Spiritually, I believe it wouldn’t matter what had gone on before. What matters is what I do right now; and this is what I’m here to do. When I think about my personal life and desires, I think that’s all very nice, but it is not primarily what I’m here for. The bottom line is that I’m here to do my work.

“I’ve had three dreams, and three times my guides told me they want me to do part one, two or three, but if I don’t want to do it or can’t do it, they’ll get somebody else; I’ll be fine and there’s no judgment. Every time, I said I’m here to do my work. So I do it.”

In the first dream I was to be an actor on stage and I had to know my lines, but I wasn’t prepared. I tried to sneak my script onto the set in a newspaper so that I could read my script on the sly. They said I did okay, but must do better next time.

In the second dream I was putting on my makeup and I was not yet ready to go on stage, and they said I was needed out there now, and that I couldn’t do the newspaper trick, and that I’ve got to know my lines. They went on to say that if I wasn’t prepared they had somebody waiting in the wings, an understudy, and he would go on and they’d let go of me, because the work needed to be done. I knew who the person was, and I knew once again that I had to make a decision whether I would do part two of the work or turn it over to somebody else. When I woke up, I said I’m here to do it, and I will do it all. That particular person, the understudy, was living right in the house with me and in two or three days that person was gone—packed up, moved out, just a cloud of dust down the road.

The third dream came a couple of years after the second. They told me that we’re going to be filming part three so I really have to know my stuff. I cannot have any delays or any slip-ups. I said yes to this, because that was the part where the whole thing comes to a climax, and the entire play turns on it. Besides, why would I want to do act one and two and not finish with act three? So I said to sign me up; that I’m here for the duration. What’s interesting is that at the time of the third dream we were videotaping interviews with Tom Sawyer.

In addition to all of this, I had had a Christian Ethics professor in seminary and he told me, “The problem with you, Chesbro, is that when it gets really, really tough, you cut and run.” I keep in mind what he said and I use it to my advantage. I think, “Not here; I’m not going to run this time.” So while I’ve had plenty of opportunities to cut and run, to let this cup pass—I’m not going to falter. I’m not going to allow that to happen.

I have had four near death encounters that I’m aware of. The first was when I was about the age of three or four. My family was getting a new refrigerator and the old ice box was to be put out in the street. It stood in our living room for awhile. I crawled into the ice box and the door shut behind me. I’m in pitch blackness and I’m crying for my mother. They hear me but it sounds like I’m far away, so my mother and sisters go running all over outside looking for me. My mother was quite psychic but never realized it. All of a sudden she knew where I was, and she ran to the icebox and opened the door. I had already turned blue.

The second encounter happened when I was about eleven and had a girlfriend named Marion. She had a sister named Sharon. Once I had learned to swim, I became a very good swimmer, but Sharon couldn’t swim. There was a raft at this place called Sparkle Lake and I thought I could walk out there with Sharon on my shoulders and hold my breath forever, and she would be fine and able to get on the raft. So we started walking out to the raft like that. However, we fell into a hole; she went under water and panicked. She was grabbing and scratching me and trying to get on top of me to stay up above the water. I was pretty strong but after awhile I became tired. Then everything went into slow motion, and I was looking up toward the sky through the water and there were these lights that started coming from the sky, like beams. Then I felt this incredible peace in my body, and I thought, oh no - no, no, no! While all of this was happening, there was a man on the beach watching, and he decided we weren’t playing, so he jumped in to save her. He managed to get her off me, but then she started drowning him, and I had to get her off him again. This went back and forth, and finally the three of us made it ashore and fell down exhausted on the beach. I went home that afternoon and every time I shut my eyes I started to remember the drowning. I decided that if I didn’t go back there the next day and go swimming, I would probably never swim again, so I made myself go back to the beach. I still love to swim, but I vividly remember the slow motion and feeling of peace.

It is interesting that for the following three years I had a lot of back pain. I even ended up in a hospital and was going to have surgery but then they decided not to proceed. I believe that this event triggered the kundalini rising in me and that created my back pain.

At twenty-two, I didn’t have a near-death experience per se, but I was doing an oil painting about the three phases of Jesus’ life. Suddenly I was surrounded by a white light and I had a feeling that cannot be described. The only word that comes faintly close is Love, and yet the feeling was far beyond that. I had never before felt so engulfed in Love, unconditional acceptance and peace. In addition, time and space were suspended, and everything seemed to be happening at once—there was only now. I felt as if I could exchange my molecules with the molecules of a tree or a rock, and that everything is alive. My blood was like the rivers and my breath like the wind. There was no separation. It was as if I possessed all knowledge and could understand all things. The Light was God and God is Love. I’m sure that all this took less than an instant and yet it felt like eternity. Then, just as quickly as it had begun, everything returned to “normal”, except that I was never the same again, for the feeling of Oneness has never left me.

I woke up on the morning of my thirty-third birthday with a feeling that something big had shifted; something was somehow different, but what? I ran to look in a mirror and asked, “What is it?” I looked the same, but something was not the way it had been. I called my mother and tried to explain it to her. I wondered if I was going crazy. She said, “I don’t know what to say. I don’t think you’re crazy. By the way, Happy Birthday. How old are you today?” Thirty-three.

At thirty-three I left my career to begin doing my work. I made the decision to leave the professional ministry. I had served the church for eight years and felt a call to take my career in another direction, move to a new location perhaps. My inner guidance said, “We have a larger congregation for you.” Little did I know then that the “congregation” would become a planet.

After I had left the church no one wanted to hire me. I would go for an interview and end up talking about spirituality, with the interviewers sitting at their desk listening to what I had to say. I remember walking out of a building and into the street and thinking that maybe this is what I am supposed to do—talk to interviewers. Shortly after that I began teaching adult education classes in spiritual development and dreams in Rochester and Syracuse, NY. At least it was a job and a way to support my family.

I was over forty-four years old when I had the experience on the airplane flying from Katmandu, Nepal, to Lhasa, Tibet. As the plane was taking off I began to feel as if all energy was leaving my body. I became weak all over and could not even raise my arm to motion to my friend, John, across the aisle, that I needed help. When he turned to look at me, he realized that I was in distress. He helped me to the back of the plane and into a bathroom, where I proceeded to get very sick.

“I don’t remember what actually happened next. The memory that I have is that I am lying down on the floor of the bathroom and four or more people are asking if I am going to be alright. The room seemed to be full of people, and two were dressed in white, or so I remember. (Mind you, this is impossible given the size of an aircraft lavatory.) Next, they put me in a window seat looking out over the mountains as we approached Lhasa.”

The next memory I have is of a long tunnel and I am looking down it as Tom and John are taking me off the plane. Tom is pinching the back of my neck at the base of my brain stem to keep me in my body, a technique that I learned later was used by Jujitsu masters to keep someone alive and in their body. I remember being in my body as I left the plane and touched the ramp at the end of the stairs leaving the plane. There was a tunnel again as I watched my friend Gary walk me into the hotel in Lhasa.

Once in the room I became very cold and covered myself with blankets. Tom Sawyer came to see me in my room and brought a small pillow that he used to ease his back pain. He tossed the pillow on a side board at the foot of my bed.

We were in Llasa to do a sacred ceremony to anchor the Blue Christ Light, and to find a Holy Place in the city. I asked Tom that if I were not well enough to do the ceremony, would he be able to do it (meaning was it spiritually correct and permissible for him to do that). “Son, I am here to do whatever you ask,” Tom replied.

When he left the room, I crawled out of bed and took his small pillow, clung to it and fell asleep. I was often sick as a child and slept with a teddy bear for comfort. When I was seven years old I had my tonsils out, and in recovery I crawled out of my hospital crib and took a teddy bear back to bed with me for security. This felt much the same.

I was very much better in the morning and met Tom at breakfast. I had brought him his pillow, which he held up at arm’s length and exclaimed, “Oh, you drained it!” Later that day we did the ceremony and found the Holy Mountain.

Many months later I learned that I would have died on that flight had Tom not come on the trip to keep me here. Then I remembered having driven home from work one night, crying from exhaustion and frustration, and saying to the Boss that I had had enough and that I wanted to come Home.

Some time later, Tom and I met for our usual liver & onions supper at a local diner and I asked him, “Tom, how long is the flight from Katmandu to Lhasa—a half hour?”

“No, Dan, it is three and a half hours,” he replied.

I have no memory of three hours of my life! But my life was to take a major turn within a year of that close call.

So it’s almost as if every eleven years I get this little shove, although I don’t consciously remember anything happening at age fifty-five. Now I wonder what will happen at sixty-six.

Tom Sawyer once said to me, “If we both died right now today, we’ve done our work.” So I’m on extended time as far as I’m concerned. However long I continue to be in my body and do my work is fine for me. I’ve already made my impact; I’ve done my job. Whatever else I can do from here on out is frosting on the cake, so to speak. I’ve delayed writing this book because I didn’t want to mess up what has already been done, or give people a wrong impression or wrong idea. Doing this now, from my ego-personality point of view, may be risky, but my work is completed.

Tom Sawyer and I are like twins, we’re connected, even though I preceded him in birth by about thirteen months. We’re totally opposite men; opposite people. He preceded me in going Home, and he said this about me after his second near death experience: “Doesn’t he know that we cannot be separated?” Whatever happens to me happens to him and vice versa. So we’re two different people doing the same function or the same job. Numerologically, Tom’s vibration is nine to infinity,1 which signifies the role of a redeemer, indicating that the two of us have somehow encapsulated this Christ energy for this New Age. Now that he’s gone Home, I’m left to do whatever is the rest of my work for however long. He has finished his work, and he has told me, “We don’t ever have to be together, because we can never be separated.”

So Tom and I have shared many wonderful times together. Years ago I spoke to him about concerns I had for his safety. I said, “I’m afraid for you. I’m afraid that when people find out who and what you are, that they will kill you again, that they will stone you.”

He said, “Dan, do you see anybody parked outside my house or your house?”

“No,” I replied.

He said, “Neither will there ever be.”

I replied, “So, we’re like thieves in the night, we’re going to come and do our work and go, and nobody’s going to be the wiser, but we will do our work!” I have come to understand that the priests and priesthood have a protector—St. Michael the Archangel, another function of the Light.

Somebody once accused me of being a fraud, and said that I wasn’t a master because I don’t walk on water and raise the dead. I spoke to Tom Sawyer about this and he said, “I don’t remember a rule book. Where did it say that you had to raise the dead or walk on water to be a master?” I don’t remember such a book either. I’ve come here of my own free will to help get this world into the next dimension without causing even the least amount of pain, but that can’t be done without individual consent. So it’s the same old question, “Will you love yourself and each other as much as God loves you?” Don’t judge the response, either spoken or behavioral, just observe it. However, often my heart hurts because I do so want the response to be “Yes.”

Here are a few items by way of introduction to the next piece. Neutrinos are the invisible Life Force throughout the universe. They have allowed themselves to be “captured”, and are the end of mathematics. At this time science seems to believe they occupy a minority of space, but in Truth they are the majority. They are a constant. They are the unified field. They are pure energy and have no mass. They have no death cycle and constantly “reincarnate”. The suns of God produce them and they are Unconditional Love and have consciousness. Neutrinos are also known spiritually as “The Comforter” and “The Holy Spirit.” Because they exist, all of creation is in a state of evolution. The universe takes billions of years to expand (the Big Bang) and millions to contract (the Big Crunch). This is the fourth time that this has happened; the fourth time that time will come to an end, and then begins the fifth time.

When neutrinos were discovered I had lunch with Tom and I said that perhaps now that we’ve discovered this energy, there may be an end to war and discord. He said, “No, because this planet is a place for greed and ego. You come here to find out about those things; to learn to be a conscious creator and to learn about love.”

Then he asked, “Do you want to close the school?”

I said, “Of course not.”

He said, “Well, this is a unique place for souls to try their wings, so to speak.”

So we come here to help them to help themselves if they choose to be helped. Whether they know what they’re doing or not, they somehow manage to find me. They have their ordination and they go on their way. They’re not bound to me, and I’m not responsible for them. We share that moment in time, and it’s a forever deal. God periodically sends messengers into the world to encourage people to stop hurting one another. I believe this planet is more important than the human condition that sits on her skin. I am thoroughly convinced that if it ever got to the point that we were in danger of destroying her, God would definitely intercede on the planet’s behalf.

I had planned a trip to Tibet and Egypt with a number of the priests from the school. I have mentioned that a few months prior to leaving I was driving home exhausted from my office. I had had a very bad day and I was distressed, wrung out, and I was crying on the way home in my car. I begged God to please bring me Home—I’d done enough. I was tired and I just wanted to put this burden down. Of course the Universe picked up on this and, as I came to understand afterward, an arrangement was made for me to die on the trip to Tibet. I detailed this above. Here’s an interesting addition to this story: Tom Sawyer was given a dream, and in the dream he was told that if he went on the trip to Tibet he could keep me here; that I would have changed my mind about going Home and that I could stay on the earth plane and continue to do my work. So he decided to go on the trip to Tibet and Egypt. When the plane took off from Katmandu, Nepal, I started to die, and I was going to go Home. The only reason I didn’t stay dead was because Tom was on the plane and he kept me here.

At another point in time I was in Kentucky, out in the country, and I sat down on a mountain and through a vision/meditation, I kept him here while he had his second death experience. So we each did that for the other at different times. I kept him here and he kept me here for another go around in service.

Let me explain. Tom’s service to the Human Condition and the many tasks he had undertaken took a toll on his physical body. Some of the vertebrae in his spine were distressed and he was in a good deal of pain. Surgery was prescribed and scheduled, but Tom did not want anyone to know where he was, nor exactly when the procedure would be performed.

The day before his operation I was flying down to Kentucky to do an ordination workshop with the woman who had written his book, Sydney Farr. Even she did not know any details except that his surgery was planned for the following day. While in flight I received a message from spirit that if I chose to, I could go to the mountain top that he had recently visited and through prayer and meditation keep him in his body, or otherwise he would pass over.

When the plane landed, I went to the home of my friend who was hosting the class. She said, “Let’s call Tom tonight—he must feel like a little kid before Christmas!” She placed the call, he answered and they spoke. Then the phone was handed to me. I had not told anyone what spirit had said to me. Tom said, “Yes, to all that you were told in the plane. But don’t let anyone know what you are doing. We can’t have any interference.” I was amazed that he knew what had been offered me to do, and yet I wasn’t. He had extraordinary spiritual gifts.

The next day I borrowed a car and in the cold rain drove to the mountain. I climbed to the top and saw a boulder at the edge of a cliff with a five pointed star painted on it. “X marks the spot,” I thought, and sat on the boulder. The operation had already started. He was on his belly and four angels were guarding the four directions. The incision had opened up his spinal area. I was singing to him and holding the event in light. I felt that I needed more energy, so I moved to the top of the mountain and clung to it for more strength. Just then his vital signs flat-lined—he was dying! I put gold and blue light in his wound and gave him more energy. In a moment his vital signs picked up again. “He will be okay—you can go now,” spirit guided me, so I left the mountain top, assured that he was going to be fine.

I never told anyone what I had done for Tom. Later that night a call was made to Tom to find out how he was doing. Someone sitting with him in recovery said that when he awoke, he said, “I was with Dan on the mountain, but why did the son-of-a-bitch move?!?!” He was fine.

A few months later, on September, 15, 1991, Tom Sawyer was ordained into the Order of Melchizedek.

About a year or two later, during the weekend when I took the vow of the bodhisattva, Tom and I and some others went to the Notre Dame Cathedral in Montreal. The whole place was blue inside, like a blue backdrop, and there were all these niches with sculptures in them. In one of the niches was a male figure standing near a stone altar with bread and wine in his hand, and we all thought it was Jesus. When we read the brochure, the figure was identified as Melchizedek. Afterwards we all went to lunch, and Tom said to me as we were looking at the brochure of Melchizedek at the altar, “I don’t remember Melchizedek whining and complaining about wanting to go Home.” I heard what he said and I didn’t ask any questions, and I didn’t make any comments either.

One night I was awakened and my guides said that I should walk the walk that Joseph of Arimathæsa walked in the last new Age of Pisces. That’s why I went to Malaga, Spain, because he had been there. He was a tin merchant and a wealthy man, and he had connections with the Romans and the Jews. He was Jesus’ uncle and a follower, and he took Jesus to southern Spain, took Him to England, and took Him to India. So we went to India, went to Hemis, which was a town that Jesus visited in his youth. I’ve not been to Turkey, but I’ve been to Greece. In the space of two or three years I retraced, in essence, the path that Joseph had walked before.

I have emotions and thoughts and feelings, and maybe they’re fantasies, about that time when Jesus was here, especially the crucifixion. They have been burned into my brain. As a child, one of the first drawings I ever did was of the crucifixion and His burial in a cave with a stone rolled in front. I drew that over and over until finally I could draw it on a big sheet, on a linen, and that was one of the last times I did it. I have memories of ancient Egypt, of the Hall of Records, which go back to the time of Hermes, Enoch and Ra-Ta. I have a lot of memories about the Crusades. I have memories of Leonardo de Vinci and of having worked with him as a very young man; of the Orient; and a number of times in the realms where Buddhism was paramount. But along with all of that I realize that now is the most important incarnation—the one that I or you are in right now is the significant one; the one to concentrate on. The other ones get you here, but what I do here affects not only my future but the future of maybe hundreds of millions of people forever. So it’s important that I do not falter about what I’ve been given to do during this time.

Will I be back here again? I would love to come back. Truly, I like this place. For a while I didn’t. But I’m curious—I want to come back to see what they’re going to do with us because it’s kind of like a science project. You plant a seed and you walk away; then later you come back to see how it has developed (or not). This is really an interesting place. What they’ll do with history; what they’ll do with politics; what they’ll do with religion; it’s anybody’s guess, because the future is totally mutable. We have made an impact here and this is just the beginning of it. It will play itself out over a couple of hundred years and I would be every interested to see what results. I assume I could be aware without having to be here, but I do enjoy this place. I love the earth and I love the things in the earth, the beings and all. This is a cherished place. This is the Garden of Eden, and who wouldn’t want to be here? It’s exquisite and it continues to change, always, nothing stagnant—and it’s God’s body in this form, God’s will becoming, which is really exciting.

Some folks have asked if they and I have been together in other incarnations. It may be hard to understand this, but I may have a sense that I know someone but don’t remember them. Then there are some that I remember and know, and it has been fun and interesting to be here with them again and again, and so I have no doubt. It’s neither an accident nor a coincidence that any two people are in each other’s lives.

LOVE GOD, LOVE LIFE


CHAPTER 2

About This Book

Before I leave I have to leave a tract behind; I have to leave a manuscript or something of the story, and what others choose to believe about it is up to them. There is a lovely line from Richard Bach’s book, Illusions that says, “The truth doesn’t need anybody to tell it what it is.” How true that is! Jesus said something similar, that by their fruit you will know them. So look at my years of labor in the field and look at the thousands of priests out there who are in every major country of the world doing fabulous work. There’s a lot of good fruit on this tree, and it will continue to bear more. I don’t understand it altogether and I don’t know that I need to, but I know that it’s true. In a world that right now seems to be going to hell in a hand basket, I can say we’re here and we’re doing what we can to keep this place together.

“Days of Love” was the inscription written on my mother’s wedding ring that my father gave to her, but the ‘D’ had been partially worn off so it looked like “rays of Love”. As I became aware of what had happened, I realized the days of love became rays of love because of the wear that was put on the gold and became reflected in her experience. She didn’t know that. She never knew that they were days of love or rays of love. She lived a life that by her own free will choice had heavy karmic issues.

So one of the sub-titles is on top of the other, as one reflects the other: “As above so below.” It’s all the same thing. That’s about the present moment—that’s what we are dealing with. There are rays of love and these are days of love, and you can embrace them. But if you don’t know that, it’s not going to happen. You can feel the Love every day when you know that It’s present, omnipresent. You can choose to jump into that, or as people say, “I’m going to step into the next dimension.” That doesn’t mean that people are going to vaporize and live happily ever after. It means that you have the ability to change your mind and proclaim, “I’m living in days of love; I’m being bathed in rays of love; I choose to have this as my ongoing present.”

Tom Sawyer and I had dinner one night in Rochester, NY, and he said to me, “You know, it’s really important that before you and I both leave here, before we pass over, that we leave behind a book, a pamphlet, something that they can literally hold in their hands. They need something to hold on to. But it can never say anything like ‘...and therefore you shall all wear blue’, or ‘everybody eats fish on Friday’, or any of those things that other religions put out as dictums to their disciples.” He said, “You have to insert disclaimers at the beginning, middle and end of the book so that the reader understands that because something has been said, it does not mean that it has to be that way forever. It means that’s what it was; that’s the way it is up until now. It could totally change tomorrow. Otherwise, they will get locked in and other people will get locked out; and then God, who is Eternal Cause and Effect, cannot operate in that system, and has to be outside of it once again. It gets codified, which is what’s happened to most religions—they’ve got rigor mortis.”

So the book is written because it’s to show an alternative reality to those people who can see it and hear it, who can dare to believe that there is no evil, dare to believe there are no victims, no coincidences, no sin, and no accidents. When you dare to pretend—and that’s an important word, pretend—when you dare to pretend that that this is true, and then you dare to believe it, or at least start examining your life through this new lens, everything takes on a whole different cast. You may eventually come to the idea, or the knowing, that you are responsible for all that you are sitting in, literally, and that everybody else is too. We all co-operate in running this place through free will, cause and effect. That means that everybody who was in the Twin Towers on 9/11 had an appointment. They didn’t have to keep it, but those who kept it, by their own free will, used their destiny to get there.

This different way of looking at life was the motivation for this book, and it’s overdue. When I’ve been on the road and mentioned this book, I’ve been surprised by the response from the people out there—the new people becoming priests and those who have been ordained for years—they practically stand on their chairs and cheer because they want something real to hold on to. I think this book or books can be guidelines, tools and guideposts. When the energy comes into Earth at the beginning of each New Age, it comes in with new information. It’s not new to the universe because everything is available there, but it may be new to this particular epoch. If Mary Baker Eddy talks about Father Mother God, people mutter, “Huh, how can she say such a thing? That’s heretical.” Well, it isn’t, for God is beyond that, and to realize that is getting closer to the truth.

I was teaching up in Montreal and when I woke up in the morning, it was as if there was an angelic presence in the room. At least it seemed angelic to me. It was “saying” to me, you have got to write, you have got to do this. And I got the feeling that I was running out of time: I’m not doing my job, so I’ve got to get this done. That was some time ago. It wasn’t until September 11th when the Twin Towers were destroyed, and all the news and broadcasters were talking about the evil, the victims, all of that, that I was struck hard. I recognized that people in general still believed in evil and still thought that people were victims. I thought, if there’s nothing else that I might be able to contribute, I can give them another way of thinking about reality: that there are no victims and there is no evil. This will make some people angry and outraged, because they hold on to those ideas for their understanding of how things happen.
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