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0. Introduction
"The scent grows richer, he knows he must be near,
He finds a long passageway lit by chandelier.
Each step he takes, the perfumes change
From familiar fragrance to flavors strange.
A magnificent chamber meets his eye."
Inside, a long rose-water pool is shrouded by fine mist.
Stepping in the moist silence, with a warm breeze he's gently kissed.
Thinking he is quite alone, he enters the room as if it were his own
But ripples on the sweet pink water
Reveal some company unthought of..."
               --Genesis, The Lamb Lies Down on Broadway

I have seen God.

Or at least I think I have.

Ultimately only you can decide for yourself if these stories and experiences have any validity, or even value / inspiration for your own life.

I have decided to add this series of writings to the TCOY portfolio for the following reasons.

	

	It is a regular feature of the emails I receive that people want to know "Who are you guys?", "Where did you get all this from?" and so forth.  I am convinced that the material presented here stands or falls on its own merit, regardless of its source.  But then that goes to the core of my very existential approach to mysticism and religion, an approach I realize does not appeal to everyone.

	

	Since the web is so vast in its reach, I cannot possibly know the history or mindset of those who browse or dig deep here.  So, in my own way, I am trying to adopt the Pauline approach of becoming all things to all people that I might by all means reach some.

	

	I will freely admit that much of the material in The Church of Yahweh appears (on the surface) to be on the philosophical / theological / scholarly side.  That can tend to make it seem a bit abstract and impersonal, whereas the truth of the matter, at least for me, could not be more different.  Each and every single word in these writings is the result of my personal, immediate, oft-times life & death struggles to talk to God, and be able to hear Him.

	

	Though it may not seem like it, my teaching IS my testimony.  It's just that I've tended to focus on the results & answers, rather than the processes by which I have come to these conclusions.

	

	The people my teaching / testimony has touched the most over the years (and I am speaking of actual life-transforming realizations), without doubt, have been those who personally know me.  For millennia the human race learned almost exclusively in one-to-one relationships, be they parent-child, teacher-student, master-apprentice.  And while the web can certainly convey thoughts, it is an aspect of what some sociologists have come to call "The Age of Missing Information"...body language, tone of voice, teaching environment, eye contact, encountering the teacher outside the classroom, all of these are lost in the New Age of Information Dissemination.  Hopefully, for those who are interested, this series will put more of a human touch to this micro section of the Web.


I only have one hesitation, and that has to do with the simple fact that this is not your "normal" testimony.  Having reviewed my rough drafts, I think the thoughtful reader will be left with only 3 possibilities:

1. This author has been touched by the Living God, seen & encountered Him in a variety of strange and glorious ways.

2. The author is making the whole thing up just to be sensational.

3. He is a deeply disturbed, nearly psychotic, and in need of serious, immediate help.

All I can do is declare that these accounts are 100% factually true to the best of my knowledge and recollection, to the point of legal-deposition-accuracy.  

That really only leaves you 2 options.  You decide.

I call this "Transcendent Experiences" because I will be focusing on those extraordinary events that have had a trans-normal, mystical, super-natural aspect to them.  These have been the encounters with the Divine that have most deeply shaped my life.

The journey will get quite strange, Dear Reader.

And, as always, I look forward to your feedback.

 
1. The first time I went to Church
It was September 1974.  I was 16.  My family had just moved from Pittsburgh Pennsylvania to Irvine California.

On the way home from school one day a very attractive young lady in a very flattering outfit sat right next to me.  Nothing like this had ever happened before, and I was excited, embarrassed and dumbfounded all at the same time.

Her name was Carolyn, and no, I couldn't have her phone number, but she wanted mine.  Fine, no problem.

Saturday night Carolyn calls me up and wants to know if I want to go to a free rock concert.  My teeth just about hit the floor.  "Sure" I said.  "Where is it?"

"C--@#y C---%^."  Static.

I asked here to repeat it 3 times.  I'm sure she said what it really was, but in almost a stereotypical Hollywood moment where the "target" cannot hear the key words, I simply could not make-out what she was saying.  But hey, I didn't care anyway.

So, I put on my pink tie-dyed shirt, my purple bell bottoms, and put 2 doobies (that's marijuana joints for those of you who were not 70s Led Zeppelin flower children like myself...Hey, if you do the math you can gather that I was a member of the Bicentennial Class of '76, just about as 70s as you get) in my pocket, ready to rock & roll with my California babe.

When I picked her up she had a Bible in her hands.  "Uh, what's that for?"

"Oh, there's a Bible study afterwards.  You don't mind do you?"

Oh, no, of course not.  What was happening here?  What had I gotten myself into? 

Well, the free rock concert was being held at Calvary Chapel in Costa Mesa.  The singer with a guitar came out, started to play, and 3,000 people rose to their feet and started singing "Hap-py, Hap-py, Hap-py, Hap-py, Happy are the people who's light is the Lord..." 

'Toto, I don't think....' 

Well, sure enough there was a rock concert.  Pretty nice, actually, though somehow it never inspired me to whip-out a doobie & light-up.  In fact, I remember being terrified that one of those beasts would fall out of my pocket; in that crowd, I was sure I'd get arrested! 

Then there was an hour long (!) Bible study, the essence of which was that the world was getting ready to end, and you had best give your life to Jesus before it was too late.  Complete with an all-the-sinners-go-to-the-front altar-call, during which I sat frozen to my seat, though I could tell Carolyn was aching for me to "Come to Christ". 

And that was the first Church service I ever attended in my life. 

After the service we went to a Carl's Junior burger place to talk.  It's so funny how I can forget what I had for dinner last night, but that night over a quarter-century ago is emblazoned in my memory clearer than video tape.  I can still find the restaurant, know what we ordered (I had a shake & french fries), and could even show you the exact booth we sat in. 

And I certainly remember our conversation.  The essence was that I didn't find the Church or what was said or the idea of Jesus a problem at all.  But "I couldn't give my life to someone else's mental philosophy." 

And it is so remarkable...Every person's life contains key nexus points, where all of the universe and one's destiny appear to be condensed into a single event or decision.  I've had several over the years, where actions as simple as a wrong left-hand turn have life-changing consequences.  And that night with Carolyn was certainly one of them.  All of the significant elements of my future spiritual life were there: 
	

	Worship through music - I have, as of this writing, been a Church musician for 25 years.

	

	Bible study - I have attended & taught more Bible studies that I could ever count.

	

	Fellowship - the discussions about God & the Universe I have had through my life have been essential to keeping me focused, and have often been the seeds for invaluable growth.


But, and this is most key, "I couldn't give my life to someone else's mental philosophy."  I didn't know it at the time, but I was a "born mystic."  

Mysticism, as it is commonly understood, has been connected to ouija boards, fortune telling, and a host of other silliness.  But according to the classic, philosophical definition of the term, Mysticism is simply the quest, desire, and attainment of direct knowledge of the Divine.  Mystics seek to transcend what people say, sing, and believe about God, and know directly the truth for themselves.

Statistically (and this is a trick question I've used for years in my religion classes) +90% of all people on the earth have exactly the same religion; what is that religion?  Not Christianity (+25%), not Buddhism (+15%), not Islam (+20%), not Hinduism (+20%).  Nope.  

Give up?  

90% of the earth's people wind up unquestioningly accepting whatever mommy, daddy, and the social order around them tells them is true.

My natural mystical tendencies were never hampered, because my family was a modern-secularist-enlightened one.  We never went to Church, talked of God, and if there was ever a Bible in the house I sure never saw it or remember it.  Christmas had something to do with a baby called Jesus, but the other 99% was Santa Claus & presents & waiting until the adults had their first few "bloody marys" (so odd to specialize in that one drink on Xmas morning) just for "a the hair of the dog that bit you."  And Easter was all about egg hunts & ham dinner & candy (we were a very gastronomic family), but I was in my mid teens before I had any actual concept that Easter had anything at all to do with Jesus.

AND I WOULDN'T CHANGE ANY OF IT FOR ALL OF THE MONEY IN AMERICA.

You see, I was spared the indoctrination that happens all too often to children, AND I WILL FOREVER BE GRATEFUL TO VAN & MERNA FOR IT.  Yes, I am "all for" religious education, but only if it is done properly from the standpoint of helping the child to find their personal relationship with God & the Universe.  All too often religious "training" brings with it such fear of varying from the prescribed doctrines & creeds (understood or not, it does not matter) that the soul of God's Child enters maturity damaged beyond redemption.

So, for me, I was spared that abuse, and as I sat with Carolyn at Carl's Junior my soul was still an untrampled virgin field.  And in addition to all of my other incalculable blessings, this is the single greatest gift Mom & Dad gave me.

"I can't give my life to someone else's mental philosophy."  I must have said it 4 or 5 times that night.  Sure, OK, I understood Jesus' death, resurrection, the need to have a personal relationship and all (it was, as I said, a 1 hour Bible study, and I hung on every word).  But these, ultimately, were just ideas.  Though I had never had a class in epistemology or linguistics or ontology or anything like it (didn't even know they existed, folks) I intuited that words and ideas, especially in the religious domain, must be connected to an actual, real thing, or they had no more value than Alice's Wonderland.

And that, in and of itself, makes me and everything written here in The Church of Yahweh a statistical rarity.  At the top of the Table of Contents I write 

"On this Website you will find many documents. They cover all essential aspects of religion. Do not accept or believe any of it, without carefully testing & examining its truth. Believing what someone else tells you, simply because you think they have some authority, is one of the silliest things you can do."

Folks, that's a call to the reader to find their own innate mysticism.  It has been said of old that the unexamined life is not worth living.  And the unexamined faith is not worth having.

But we can, indeed, move beyond faith, beyond belief.  We can see.  We can know.  

To paraphrase the kid in the movie "The Sixth Sense"...

"I smell God."
What I told Carolyn, and what was true, and what would remain a constant theme through my entire life, that would result in the unspoken essence of each and every word in this Church / website, was that I needed to know, have some direct connection to, and experience of, the (possible) entities (God & Jesus) that were spoken of with words, sung in songs, and believed in other hearts.

I was a born mystic, like I said.

And that night I started, consciously, to find out for myself.

 
2. Accepting Christ into my Heart
I have always had the traits of an obsessive / compulsive personality.  And during the months of October and November 1974 (after first attending Calvary Chapel with Carolyn in September) I dove headlong into my search for meaning in the universe.  Monday nights were Campus Crusade for Christ meetings at Ed's house, the adult sponsor of the group.  Saturdays were the concerts at Calvary, and often I would attend Sunday services and/or the Wednesday night midweek study.

Like I said, if I'm going to do it, I really do it.

By early December '74 things were coming to a head, so to speak.  Carolyn & Ed knew about my attention, attendance, and endless questions.  But still I had not "found it", that is ask Christ to become my Lord & Savior.  And they were beginning to none-too-subtlety let me know that I needed to make a decision here.  

But I was blocked by the very same (#1 and only) issue that Carolyn & I had discussed at the burger joint.  I was OK with the idea of Jesus, that He "died for my sins" (though my concept of this was quite limited), the notion of life after death (that one had never been an issue for me, for reasons which I will discuss later), and all of it.  I was even fairly convinced (the uninitiated being so open, vulnerable and gullible) that they had the entire end of the world thing right.  My problem was I had no direct, immediate, personal involvement or experience with anything they discussed.  Thoughts, ideas and beliefs.  None of them objectionable to me, but, at least for me, there needed to be more.  I needed contact.

This is a central point, one upon which many wars (open and covert) have been fought.  For many, myself among them, personal experience of the Divine is essential, everything else being steps toward and preparation for real Communion.  For others it is a deceptive trap.  You see, many feel that faith is the one and only vehicle by which we can access God.  Relying on personal experience is dangerous, they say, because we are so easily tricked by our senses and thoughts.  And, yes, I would certainly learn in the coming year and a half how true that is.  

Nevertheless, the Bible is full of language about us Knowing God.  Yes, it starts with hearing...then believing...then faith (belief turns into faith when we apply our lives to our beliefs)...and ultimately knowledge...and Love.  I understand that now on many levels.  In December '74, a full 3 months into my Christian exploration, I only knew that if I dedicated my life to this Jesus thing, then I would really do it (did I mention I'm an obsessive / compulsive?) with total dedication.   And I simply could not make that type of commitment without some kind of first-hand, direct confirmation.

So, after the Campus Crusade meeting on Monday, December 9, 1974, I did something that I had never done in my entire life (as far as I can recall).  I knelt by the side of my bed and prayed.  Sincerely, deeply, honestly, pouring my soul out from the depths of my being.

"Dear God.  Well, I don't even know if you are real.  But if you can hear me, then you know I have been hearing a lot of things about you and Jesus.  And if you can hear me then you also know that I am really lonely.  So, if you will see fit to give me a girlfriend by Christmas, then I will believe you are real, and give my life to you.  Amen."
The next morning I had completely and utterly forgotten the previous evening's prayer.  I went to school, and went into one of the lunch rooms, and there was this girl just sitting there.  I was a junior, she was a freshman.  Her name was Cindy.  And she looked at me.  And talked to me.  And sat next to me.  And I was so awkward & shy I could hardly talk, but she basically did all the talking.  She wound up asking me if I would like to take her to the opening of the school play the upcoming Thursday night.  I said sure.

Thursday night I picked her up.  She slid all the way across the front seat (yes, there was a time when the front seat was just one seat that went all the way across the front, for both the driver and passenger to share) and cuddled-up right next to me.

I was in shock.  I put my arm around her, drove to the play, made chit-chat...all the usual gawky teenager type stuff.  And after the play she wanted to kiss me.  Rather a lot, actually, and that was the first time I ever kissed a member of the contradictory gender, other than Mom & Grandma.

Eventually I dropped her off at her house (quite reluctantly) and as I drove home...<BANG!!> Just like a flare gun going off in my head it hit me!

"Wait a minute!  Just wait one minute here!!!  Monday I prayed for a sign, and here she is.  A sign, very loud and clear, beyond my hopes and expectations (if you know what I mean.)  Oh....My....GOD!!!!"
So, that night, Thursday December 12, 1974, I knelt again by my bed and prayed.

"Thank you, God.  I prayed for a sign and you gave it to me.  Thank you for Cindy.  Thank you for loving me.  Please come into my life and forgive me for my sins.  In Jesus' holy name I pray.  Amen."
And that's how I came to Christ.

And it happened...just...like...that.



Friday night (Dec 13 for those of you keeping track at home) Cindy & I went out again.

Monday, at school, she didn't want to talk to me.  Something about something I had said Friday had upset her, she thought I was mean, and just didn't want to talk to me any more.

As I traveled home from school that day I was furious.

"Just what the hell is this deal?  2 stupid little dates and she's gone?  What kind of a God is that?!?"
And for the first time in my life I heard The Voice of God.  It was not an external, audible voice; it was inside my own head.  But I did not "make" the thoughts, and the voice was different.  We all talk to ourselves inside our own head all the time, and it is our own voice we hear, and I am telling you this voice was different.  (Again, like I said in the introduction, this guy hears voices, sees signs & wonders, and you ain't heard nothing yet, so he either really does commune with the Divine or needs serious medical treatment.)  And what The Voice of God said was,

"You prayed to Me for a sign.  Were you looking for that sign as evidence I exist, or were you just using Me to get a girlfriend?"
Well, it was all pretty clear.  As super-natural as the entire experience had seemed to me (one minute she's there, out of the clear blue sky, and practically the next she's gone), there was nevertheless a certain logic to it.  It "fit", if you will.  I had tested God, He was now testing me.  There was a harmony, balance, and perfection here that left me nearly breathless.  As I've thought back over the years the closest thing I can relate it to is the movie The Wizard of Oz, when it suddenly switches from black & white to color.  That's what I felt like.  

	

	God was real, 

	

	and starting in September began working through people to reach me.  

	

	I could talk to Him, 

	

	He most definitely heard, 

	

	and would even talk back when I really needed it.  

	

	I wanted, even needed a direct contact with this thing / guy called God that I had been hearing about, and that need had been met.

	

	But God would not be "had", and was certainly not going to be my cosmic servant.  The encounter would ultimately happen on His terms, with His guidance.


So go ahead, say I made the whole thing up.  Call me delusional and psychotic.  Dismiss it all as silly coincidence that I sadly ascribed illusionary meaning to.  At this point I really don't care.  Over the years I've received so many "you've changed my life" emails and so many "you are a sick loser" emails that I'm a bit numb to the whole "audience reaction" thing, for which I am very grateful.  All I can do is relate to you the world as I understand it, and my experiences as I perceived them.

I had talked to God, and He had talked back.

"You are right, God.  I am sorry.  Please forgive me.  I did mean what I said, and I do want to give my life to you."
I would never, could never, be the same.

 

3. Dark nights of the soul
You could easily get the impression from certain evangelical TV programs that once you become a Christian all of your personal and financial problems disappear.

Of course, nothing could be farther from the truth.

On the other hand there is a pervasive type of autobiography in the Christian marketplace today that describes in great detail all of the gory and horrible things the Child of God did to mess up their lives, until Jesus miraculously steps in to save the day.

And that, too, is seldom how it happens.

The overwhelming majority of my writings focus on the good, blessed realizations and enlightenment we have access to as God's children.  Frankly, I think most of our sin needs to be done in private, and our praise & joy needs to be displayed to the world.  There is, after all, plenty enough darkness and suffering in this world.

But please have no mistaken impressions...As Led Zeppelin sings (I told you I'm a child of the 70s) "Upon us all a little rain must fall."  And I have certainly known my share of darkness and pain.  Both of my wives left me, one because she was having an affair, and the other because, after our daughter was involved in a car accident that resulted in a fatality, there was simply too much pain and stress to continue.  Sickness, loss, anxiety, night terrors, you name it.  Frankly the events leading to my name change were, indeed, the toughest time I had ever known.  No one is immune.

But universally I have experienced resurrection.  Easter Sunday 2001 was 2 days ago as I write this, and the Pastor at the Church where I play the organ did an honest, solid job of expounding on the historical basis for believing Jesus actually rose from the dead.  I have written on this, and it is certainly one aspect of the Christian faith.

But over the years I have become most focused on Romans 5, 6 & 6 in the New Testament, where Paul says that if we have been united with Christ's death through our baptism, so too shall we be united with Him in His resurrection.

The thing is, this resurrection is not just once, or thousands of years from now, or at the end of time.  No, resurrection happens daily.  Sleep has been called the little death for many reasons, not least among them being the fact that the one and only thing you will never be able to change is what you did yesterday.

Through each and every dark night of the soul I have experienced, whether I caused it through my stupidity or not, I have found 2 common threads:

1. God does not cause our suffering.

2. He is nevertheless present, acting in our hearts to transform even the greatest pain into something wholesome.  Pain is pain, and no one likes it.  Death is death, and it is seldom fun.  But contained in the ashes of our hopes and dreams lie the nutrients of new growth.

That is Easter, that is resurrection.  I have lived it, touched it, felt resurrection physically course through my body.  Again, we have theme #1, that religion is not just something to believe, but to be experienced and lived.

While I focus nearly exclusively on the good, when one of my turbulent periods contains particularly valuable lessons, I have written about them.  There are really only 2: When I was threatened and excommunicated by a certifiably psychotic pastor, and Dare the Devil.
Dare the Devil is certainly the most disturbing and controversial writing contained in The Church of Yahweh.  I have been advised more than once to remove it.  When I first wrote it in October 2000 I posted it as a novel, though few who have read it were fooled.  The only less than 100% true word in the whole thing is, in fact, the word "novel."  Even the apparent pseudonym Sam was, in fact, what many of my friends in California called me, since I was officially the 4th Mark in the small group I associated with.

I wrote Dare the Devil, and do not plan to remove it from this site, because of precisely the reasons I mention in its opening chapter:

	

	Your children are going through more than you think they are.  Somehow most parents become brain-dead once they leave puberty and become parents themselves.  But don't you remember the angst, the aloneness, the awkwardness of your youth?  The fear?  And yet, in survey after survey, what is the overwhelming thing teens want from their parents?  Money, a car, more freedom?  Nope, none of it.  The #1 thing the majority of today's teens want from their parents is for their parents to be more involved in their lives.  To spend time with them.  To care about them.  I'm certainly no saint, but both of my kids, now adults, consider me to be among their best friends.  I learned from my own experiences.

	

	There are, indeed, things in heaven & earth not dreamt of in your philosophy.  Millions of "good Christian parents" have no problem with their children reading hundreds of pages of a certain popular children's series, full of sorcery, witchcraft & magical powers.  Fortune telling, psychedelic drugs, psychic readings, even the horoscope of the day have infiltrated themselves so pervasively in today's society that most have no awareness of the danger they present.  In Dare the Devil I share my testimony.  You can, and will, take it or leave it.


I mention Dare the Devil in this context for 2 reasons.  First, there I recount all the significant events to occur during the 18 months following giving my life to Jesus.  In this odd semi-autobiography the true story told there happens next in the chronology.

And, finally, Dare the Devil is the most extended (and only substantive) relaying of one of my dark journeys into hell.  It is, ultimately, a story that leads to a very slow resurrection...

When I met a friend named Dennis...who took me to meet the strangest creature I have ever encountered, a man named Dan, who would become my Rabbi, guru, priest, teacher, friend...who would anoint my head with oil 20 years later as his successor to carry on his ministry...who shared with me the single greatest gift I have ever received... 

The revelation of God's Holy Name.

 
4. God's Name
Following the odd events recounted in Dare the Devil I was quite intent on settling down in my school and Bible studies.  In the Fall of 76 and Winter of 77 I attended the University of California at Irvine as a mathematics major.  In the spring of 77 I transferred to Christ College in Irvine, now known as Concordia University.  There I enrolled in the pre-ministerial program; I was a Lutheran-Pastor-to-be.

A fellow student and friend named Dennis (now a fully ordained Lutheran Pastor) told me about this gentleman that he had met in Los Angels, named Dan.  "The spaciest guy I have ever met."  Dennis picked me up one night from my parents house & drove me all the way to LA.

We walked up the long walkway to Dan's house, and I started to feel really weird.  Folks, I cannot explain it to you.  But this experience has happened fairly regularly to me over the years, though by "regularly" I probably mean an average of about once a year.  To describe it with words is of course a challenge, but here's the best I can do: Every footstep seemed more solid and deliberate than usual.  The very air seemed thicker.  The entire environment seemed almost other-worldly, and everything felt as though it was stuffed with meaning and destiny, and that I had best pay very close attention.

Dan greeted everyone at the door as he greets everyone, with a huge hug as though you are his best friend in the world, and he has missed you more than breath.  He is 6 foot tall, was dressed in all white, very Rabbinic looking.

And as I entered the living room where Dan held his weekly meetings I got the creepiest yet most thrilling sensation.  It was more than a feeling of Deja-Vu, that odd experience of having seen, heard, done something or been somewhere before.  Yes, there was that component.  (I would have in future years a series of Deja-Vu experiences that would, indeed, change my life and perception of myself and the universe.  And yes, I will tell you about them, but that will have to wait a bit.)  But beyond the I've-been-here-before feeling was a "we've entered a spaceship outside of our normal time and dimension."  No, that is not rational, and no, the house did not physically leave the earth.  But sitting in Dan's living room with 10 or so other souls, all there to listen to this guy dressed in white talk about the real universe, I felt that the entire experience was "out there," "off the chart," and whatever other clichés you would like to use.

There was a grand piano in the corner.  I had been playing the piano & organ since I was in second grade.

There was a massive gong in the middle of the room.  In my suburban upbringing that only things I had ever seen in a living room were a couch, chairs, and a TV.

Sitting on the mantle of the fireplace was this odd design, painted on paper with florescent pigment, with a black light illuminating it.  



I couldn't take my eyes off of it.  The entire room seemed to drip with poignant holiness, but whatever that thing was over the fireplace I was mysteriously, transcendently (as in I simply cannot explain it to you) drawn to it.

And Dan.  His entire presentation was unlike anything I had ever, Ever, EVER encountered before, for 2 reasons.  First was the absolutely radical story he told us.  A thousand times more bizarre than any science fiction tale.  The second was that he told this incomprehensible tale with a style that was rather unsettling for its very commonality.  Dan spoke like he was recounting the most obvious, mundane story, like he had told it thousands of times before (I would learn later that he had) and really found it hard to believe that anyone, anywhere still needed to hear this stuff.

But I certainly had never heard it before.

And I certainly needed to.

I cannot quote Dan verbatim, for it has been a quarter century since I first heard the amazing sermon I am about to relate.  And I've never related it before, but feel compelled to do so here.  (I hinted at it in my one page bio, but only the surface.)  Why?  The best answers I can give are: 
	

	I really was a pretty "far-out" creature, have been since I was born.  Anyone who has actually taken the time to read Dare the Devil knows what I mean.  But what I heard that day was beyond the scope of anything I had ever imagined.  

	

	And it's not "giving away anything" to tell you I did not believe one word of it.  

	

	But I am unwilling to hide anymore the fact that each and every single day over the last 24 years, in ways large and small, I have become utterly convinced that Dan's little sermon is the factual truth of the universe, the most true thing anyone has ever spoken to me.  Linguistically, philosophically, theologically, Biblically, and experientially true.  It is the Central Pillar (a Kabalistic term I hope someday to be able to explain in detail) around which every word written here, and every experience I have ever had in my life, revolves.  

	

	Yet over the course of my public ministry I have been very concerned to "prepare the soil" as Jesus' parable describes.  Everything that is said must be true, yet not everything that is true must be said.  Jesus himself spoke of having "many more things to say, but you cannot bear them now."

	

	Nevertheless, things are changing.  The technology shift alone makes it impossible for me to prepare the fields of the minds or souls who come this way.  I cannot control what you read, what order you read it in, and certainly have no way to discern your personal spiritual state.  All of that is possible in a personal teaching relationship, but the human race has decided to abandon that.

	

	So, the best I can do is offer the information I have.  "This is what I heard."  "This is what I saw."  "This is what happened to me."  "This is what I think."  The rest is up to you, dear friend.

	

	I also realized before I started the Transcendent Experiences series that there would simply be no point at all in presenting this material in a "soft-core" or edited fashion.  What, really, would be the point or relating to you my personal encounters with God if I am going to edit out anything I think is "too much," or something the reader might not be ready for?  In that way I have received enough negative emails, even with my attempts to sugar-coat this material, to finally cure me (yes, I mean cure, as in healing, as in good growth from so-called criticism) of the illusion that I can affect or effect in any way how it is perceived.  Rather freeing, actually.

	

	In short, my life was changed from what I heard that evening (statistically) more so than any other single event in my life, short of being born with all limbs and body parts functioning properly.  And I cannot know that it won't have the same results for you.


End of introduction. 

Dan's Sermon
"The entire universe, as you know it, is not real.  It is all a dream inside the mind of God.  There are none being born, none dying, none alive, none dead.

"When you get tired of playing with this world you will find yourself in the realm of desire, also known as the astral world.  It's what is commonly referred to as heaven.  There, desire is the equivalent of physical strength.  Most people play there for about 150 years, but whenever you get bored you can drop your astral body and find yourself in the realm of pure mind.

"Most people play there for 400 to 500 years.  But whenever you get bored you can drop your mental body, when you find yourself in the realm of the Angels.  These are the beings that surround God's throne.  It is the realm of pure Will.  Most people play there for several thousand years.

"But when you get bored you can step out of your will-vehicle, at which time you will realize you are what you have always been, the Birthless, Deathless, Creator, Preserver and Destroyer of the Universe.

"Of course you do not have to follow this long, winding pathway.  You can go direct to the source.  The most powerful tool we know of, and what I have been advocating for years, is using God's Name, Yod-He-Vav-He.  That's a picture of it on the mantle.  Yod-He-Vav-He's Name, spelled vertically, is a picture of a human.

"So what you do is get some beads, and every morning chant "Ani Yod-He-Vav-He" 100 times, and 100 times at night.  "Ani" is Hebrew for "I am."   Every month add one hundred times.  Very soon you will realize this mantra is the key that opens all the realms of God consciousness, and you will realize you are Yahweh Himself, seeing yourself for what you really are."

Well, I thought this was totally ridiculous.  And I said so.  "So you really want us to believe that this entire universe is an illusion?  That's impossible."

Dan replied, "That's only because you want to hold on to your ego, and sit there arguing with me instead of spending even 5 minutes to find out for yourself."

"Well, what about this chanting business.  Jesus says we are not supposed to do that."

"He said no such thing.  He said don't use meaningless repetition, and Yod-He-Vav-He's Name is not meaningless.  And you don't do it to get heard.  You do it to hear."

"And you really think it's right to sit around saying "I am God" all the time?  Isn't that blasphemy?"

He just shook his head.  He turned out the lights, and started chanting.  "Ani...Yod-He-Vav....He."  And every time he finished another repetition he lightly tapped the gong with a mallet, emitting a very warm, rich sonic bloom into the air.

Everyone else in the room except for me joined in.

Well, that was pretty much it.  And on the drive home the (apparent) symbolism of the symmetry was not lost on me...another acquaintance / friend inviting me somewhere, my sense of amazement & feeling out of place, yet unable to deny the unseen, mysterious tugging on my heart.

But make no mistake, Dear Reader.  I thought Dan was crazy.  Not evil, just crazy.  Sitting around, chanting "I am God" ('cause the Yod-He-Vav-He thing hadn't fooled me at all) was wrong, just so wrong to my rational mind on so many levels.  And the universe was an illusion.  And I would see God.  And I was God.

Yeah, right.  OK, sure.  Whatever.

And yet...Yet...I was no longer really comfortable at Calvary Chapel, having done my own Bible studies and found that what they said it said it just simply did not say.  And Lutheran Orthodoxy and I were at cross-odds on many levels (another long & interesting story but not germane to the subject at hand).  And I had been a Christian for barely 2 years, and knew instinctively I couldn't know it all.

And besides, I was a born mystic.  I needed to see, to experience, to go beyond belief, often (I had certainly learned the previous summer) at risk of my own (and other's) peril.  And Dan's little chanting experiment would only take, what, 5 minutes a day?  

I could certainly afford the time. 

It would either work or it wouldn't.  

And if, indeed, there was a way I could actually see God, then I was most interested.  

This was the final, determining factor.  No one, not the Lutherans, not the drugs (which, for the record, I no longer did at all), not Calvary Chapel, no book, nothing anywhere I had ever encountered offered me such a (theoretical, long-shot, who-are-you-kidding) vision.

I would find out more about this name, and try Dan's little experiment.

 
5. YHWH's Name Becomes the consummate prayer
Consummate - complete or perfect in every way; supreme.
I realize in preparing my notes for this chapter that no one on this earth, with the singular exception of Dan, really has any idea of who I am.  So many of the key elements and events of my life I have simply never discussed with anyone.  For these are such out-of-the-way experiences that sharing them with even my closest friends has not been possible.  Language, as I have said elsewhere, ultimately rests on a matrix of shared experiences.  And if only one of you has had a particular experience, especially if that defies analogy ("Oh, it was just like..."), then there's really not much to talk about.

I would learn later that nearly all of the mystics through history eventually enter the realm of the ineffable.

Ineffable - (1) too overwhelming to be expressed or described in words; inexpressible (2) too awesome or sacred to be spoken

<<Picture of beads>>

The first thing I did after Dan's little talk was go to a hobby shop & buy some beads, which I assembled into the necklace pictured here.  And yup, that's the original one.  Exactly 100 beads.  You see, that's the reason for a Rosary and the like; not that the object is worshipped, but so that the faithful can focus on their meditation without worrying about things like counting.  After every recitation, your thumb just grabs the next bead.  When you get to the "big bead" you know you have done one cycle, usually 100.  And, interestingly, this tradition (or variations on it) can be found widely throughout the world's cultures.

And I started on the experiment.  100 times in the morning, 100 times at night.

Nothing.  Zero.  And I felt so stupid.

In the 2nd month (June 77) I added 100 every morning and night.

Nothing.  Zero.  And I felt so stupid.

Around the third month I started to get into the rhythm of the thing.  Oh, I wasn't seeing angels dance on the stars, or anything like it.  But I began to look forward to the time of meditation.  Just to quiet my mind, and put all things earthly and mortal out of my consciousness.  And the methodical repetition of the Sacred Name was starting to become just right in SO many ways:

	

	I could go fast or slow.

	

	Out loud or silently.

	

	With different rhythms...Being a musician this part came naturally to me.  And there was an amazing variety of pulses:


Ah-  ni    Yod   He   Vaaaav    He......

1      2      3      4      5      6      7      8

Ah......... ni.........Yod   He   Vav    He

1      2      3      4      5      6      7      8

Ani...... Yod   He   Vaaaav    He......

1      2      3      4      5      6      7      8

Ah-  ni    Yod   He   Vav    He

1      2      3      4      5      6 

Ani Yod   He   Vav    He

1      2      3      4      5  

You get the idea.

	

	Sometimes as its own rhythm, sometimes in synchronicity with my heartbeat, sometimes in time with my breathing

	

	And I did the requisite Bible studies...digging into the Scriptures to see what this Name was, if Dan have given accurate information, some of the history of the Tetragrammaton.  And just what did "I Am That I Am" mean?  (I was not to learn the linguistic facts of "I Will Be" until the mid 90's.)  You will find the results of these meditations in the oldest writing present here, God is Not God's Name.

	

	Often with my eyes closed, sometimes with them open, looking at a copy of The Name written on a parchment Dan had given me.

	

	And once I really internalized the 4 letters, representing the head, arms, torso and legs, I would then sometimes picture each of those parts of my body glowing as I said each of the letters.


What I came to realize was that I was attuning myself to the "vibration" of YHWH's Name.  This is actually a very common practice in the human race; we only find it odd when people do it with religious objects.  A football fan, for example, will follow the draft, pre-season training & games, read all about the teams, and go through all types of simple or elaborate rituals for each game.  He is getting pumped, getting psyched for the game.  He is, in fact, putting all thoughts of everything else out of his mind, and getting his entire psyche to "vibrate" with the football thing.

Funny how that's so cool, but sacrilizing (making sacred) the process is considered weird.  Ah, humanity.

I have written more about this phenomenon, and chanting as a whole, here.

During this time I also read a book on the Sacred nature of prayer.  It had much to say, but what I focused on was its presentation about the 5 phases or aspects of prayer, which it portrayed as a living dialogue with God.

1. Repentance, where we seek forgiveness and cleansing
2. YHWH pronounces and grants that forgiveness, washing us in His grace.
3. We speak to YHWH, making our requests and petitions known to Him.
4. He speaks to us, with a word of inspiration or reassurance.
5. The petitioner and God become joined in an expression of their renewed love.
I have been amazed over the years at how solid this structure of 5 phases really is.  From worship services to personal prayer to how people relate to one another (a child, for instance, having done something naughty, goes through each of these 5 stages in reconciling with the parent) it is the unspoken backbone of our most important activities.

Well, during the 5th month I began to dedicate each of the cycles (100 repetitions) to one of these phases of prayer.

1. "Ani Yhwh"  during phase 1 meant "Hey, God, I'm sorry for having been such a jerk.  Please clean me and set me on Your path again."

2. During phase 2 I would listen to Yhwh say, "Ani Yhwh", wherein He was washing me & declaring me Holy and perfect in His sight.  Forgiven, new.

3. In phase 3 (petition) I wanted 2 things.  First, "Ani Yhwh" meant I wanted God.  Calling to Him, like a lost child calling for Mommy.  Beyond money, health, sex, anything, in my sacred time of meditation my one and only request was for Yhwh.  Second, "Ani Yhwh" was what I sought, to be transformed from a fallen, mortal human, being renewed with my mind, letting the inner man made in the image of Christ to grow and blossom into full maturity within me.

4. In phase 4 I would shut-up, and just listen to Yhwh proclaim His Presence.  "I AM YHWH" He would remind me over & over, declaring His sovereignty, pronouncing the promise of His forever abiding presence.  Forever God...Always God...only God...

5. And I realized Yhwh was saying this through my mouth, in my soul.  "The petitioner and God become joined in an expression of their renewed love."  Yes, the proclamation and promise was "I AM YHWH", yet this was happening through my vehicle (body/soul) ..."I", whatever that meant, the little Mark Lee Huppert so full of self and ego and sin and silliness was simply....gone...No thought of me, myself or I...As I listened to Yhwh proclaim "I AM" through me, the "radio transmitter" that I was became utterly transparent in the presence of this all-consuming transmission of love.  

Lover and beloved one in love.  He-who-prays and He-who-answers one in prayer.

Ineffable.

"I" literally became lost in the Ocean of love.  The one and only reality was God...The positive "sending" pole of the battery was Yhwh, and the negative "receiving" pole of the battery was me...But the only real, actual essence was the current.

The experience was so overwhelming that I really could not function for quite some time afterwards.  I simply couldn't jump up and run to catch a bus or go brush my teeth like nothing had happened.  And honestly I don't think I got even halfway through month 5 before I had to quit.

You see there was yet another aspect of this meditation.  I came to call it "Dropping the veils".

1. "Ani Yod-He-Vav-He."  Representing pure spirit, plus mind (Y)/desire (H)/ life (V) / body (H).  The prayer of repentance.  "Repentance, where we seek forgiveness and cleansing."
2. "Ani Yod-He-Vav."  Dropping the physical body, in the realm of the New Life.  The receiving of Yhwh's forgiveness.  "YHWH pronounces and grants that forgiveness, washing us in His grace."
3. "Ani Yod-He."  In the realm of pure desire, where we only want Him.  The prayer of supplication.  "We speak to YHWH, making our requests and petitions known to Him."
4. "Ani Yod."  Realm of mind, where we hear His voice proclaiming "I Am."  The prayer of Yhwh's proclamation.  "He speaks to us, with a word of inspiration or reassurance."
5. "Ani."  The "I".  The eternal One.  The Self-Existent one.  God.  Pure love.  God is love. "The petitioner and God become joined in an expression of their renewed love."
And then it hit me...oh my dear God....These were exactly the steps Dan had recounted in our first meeting!!!  Ascending through the world, through the astral / heavenly world to the world of pure mind, and will, into the Eternally Existent I Am.

I had to stop chanting.  I put the beads down.  I had worked this path for barely 5 months, and I was simply overwhelmed by the experience of disappearing into Yhwh, and the realization of the harmony this had, in undeniable and unmistaken ways, with what I had considered to be pure silliness.

There was nothing I was aware of then, nor is there now, that made me want to conform to Dan's "stupid and ridiculous" message.  Yet here I was, in the safety of my own room, on very solid Christian, Biblical grounds of prayer, experiencing through this simple exercise exactly what Dan had said would happen.

I had to stop chanting.  I could not go on.  I could barely function.  Fortunately it was my "job" as a religion student to sit around and meditate on God and the Bible and the universe and all, but still....no one gives you a handbook on "How to be a mystic in 5 easy months or less."  Yet it certainly appeared that this was my new reality.

So I quit chanting.  Or, more properly, I tried to.  I needed to back off from this whole thing and examine it a while, to gain perspective.  This, I would later learn through my book studies, was a common theme with ineffable experiences: those who had even a single experience would often spend their entire lives examining that one event.

But folks this was different.  This was an organic extension of myself, with a very simple technique I could repeat at will.

And over time the technique would become unnecessary.  With time the Transcendent, Phase 5 Prayer that I found so incapacitating would become the ground of being that I have constant access to, as simply as deciding to blink.
And we hadn't even gotten started yet.

 
6. YHWH's Name becomes the Key in the Cosmic Lock protecting all the Treasures of the Universe...And it begins to turn.
There.  Now that's a proper chapter heading.  It's the only way I know to express the otherworldly and profound nature of that time as YHWH's Name really began to take hold within me.

In the 5th month I stopped the outward ritual of chanting The Name in the morning and the night.  But by that time it was "too late."  Or, more properly, superfluous.  My devotion to the Name had, by that time, created what I can only liken to a gyroscope effect.  The Name was "vibrating" within me, and my inner man continued to chant / sing / echo The Name without any further direct, conscious involvement on my part.  It was much like when you hear a song on the radio and simply cannot get that song "out of your head" the rest of the day.  The Name was there, constantly in my soul, and there was nothing I could do to turn it off, even if I had wanted to.  This is true for me even now, 24 years later.

As I was walking I would notice that, "behind" my normal daydreaming thoughts, "Ani-Yod-He-Vav-He" would be constantly repeating in synchronization with my footsteps.  As I sang songs The Name came easily to mind in a lyrical substitute for the normal words.  And I started to notice this Name everywhere.  Everywhere.

Folks, I realize that many of the thoughts and ideas presented here in The Church of Yahweh seem foreign and way out there.  To many they are wrong.  To others they are actually dangerous.  So most people are surprised to find I have a real old-world, classically orthodox approach to the world of religion.  I don't do astrology, fortune telling, psychic readings, or channel anything.  I believe in, and have actually experienced the value of, much of the old-fashioned "stuff" that fundamentalism is made of:

	

	Private Bible study - Folks, you have GOT to be "In The Book."  There is simply no substitute for a hands-on approach.  And this includes commentaries, cross references, and the whole thing.

	

	Group Bible Study - You need to hear other people's ideas, and you NEED to share your own.

	

	Fellowship - If the only conversations you have with people (spouses included) center around money and sports and drugs and sex and rock and roll then you cannot possibly gain the full benefits of a community approach to religion.

	

	Church - Yes, I believe in regular Church attendance.  As a new believer, a babe on the spiritual path, you go to hear & be inspired.  But as you mature (and yes, folks, there ARE different phases and levels of spiritual maturity) you need to go to Church EVEN MORE, so you can share and touch others.  Whatever your gifts are, they will grow exponentially as you share them.  You never learn nearly as much as when you try to teach.  "The teacher learns the most of all."  (Something about that is just soooo cool I have never gotten over it.  It's all connected to the magical and mysterious "As you give so you will receive, pressed down & shaken together....")

	

	Prayer - You need to get connected to the Source.  This is not about idle thoughts or philosophies, but a dynamic, living RELATIONSHIP with The Divine.

	

	A moral life - The 10 Commandments and all that stuff the government wants to make illegal.  You simply cannot progress along the spiritual path if you are harming other people in any way.  And you cannot have a relationship with Yhwh if you don't even respect simple human relationships.

	

	Health - Any kind of external substance will weaken you.  But beyond being free of drugs you need both strength and stability.  If you are anorexic, obese, a workaholic or any other kind of -aholic, you are harming yourself and you will not progress nearly as quickly, if at all.


Over the course of time I came to recognize this as The Revealing Science of God.  To take the ideas we have learned about the scientific method (seeing a problem, doing book research, consulting colleagues, performing experiments, publishing our results, etc) and applying them to the Quest for God.

The experience of momentum is real.  Everything you do propels you toward similar experiences.  All of the above factors begin to work together, and the whole is greatly diminished by the loss or weakening of even one aspect.

Now I hadn't formulated any of this when I started chanting The Name.  But I was most blessed that all of those factors were present in my life:

	

	Being a religion student, and being personally interested, I was doing a lot of private and group Bible study.

	

	Having been burnt so badly the previous summer, I was 100% substance free, riding my bicycle a lot, very healthy and strong.

	

	I was playing the organ at a Church, so was involved in regular worship.  And since I was playing music, I was sharing with others what I had been given.

	

	And I was most definitely involved in daily prayer and meditation (not the same thing, of course, but often related.)


And, for me, the "environment of my life" was a magnificently balanced environment (again, in no small measure due to the hard work and love of my parents) within which the Seeds of God Consciousness could begin to grow.

Self Transcendence
The overriding experience at that point, as I relate in the previous chapter, was this "Phase-5 Prayer" wherein my personal identity evaporated into this all-consuming Divine Communion....With-Union.

And then I noticed Christ talking about "Not my will but Thy will be done."  And talking about how he and the Father were one.  "He who has seen me has seen the Father."

And St. Paul talking about "It is no longer I who live, but Christ who lives in me."

And a host of other Bible verses.  I began to see that the entire Bible is a history and guidebook to Self Transcendence, moving from the small, space-time, ego-centered little "i" to becoming a vessel for God to pour through.  That we would eventually know as much about God as He knows about us (1 Cor 13:12).  And that only God could know anything about God's thoughts except for the Spirit of God (1 Cor 2:11).  Which had to mean that eventually God would know God fully as God.  

Which is exactly what Dan told me I would find.

And the whole idea of Jesus...Not just to be worshipped, but a living power and person to be united with.  United with him in his death we can be one with him in resurrection and the ascension back to Yhwh, where we too can know that "I and the Father are One."

Oh my Sweet Lord.

It was all a bit too much for me to take, the love that was shining all around me.

The Name is Everywhere
Not only was the "vibration" of this gyroscopic Name-chanting effect constantly going on, but I started to see the entire world around me as an aspect of The Name. 

	

	The physical matter was the lower Hey.

	

	All life (plants, insects) were matter inbreathed with life, the Vav.

	

	And the higher animals, expressing intent and desire, were extensions of the upper Hey.

	

	And the Yod (as in Yoda, the enlightened one in Star Wars, and no that is not a coincidence, and yes Spielberg knew what he was doing) represented mind and consciousness and self-awareness, and thus was the human race.


And each and every single person had body (Hey), life (Vav), desire/emotion (Hey) and mind (Yod).  They even had the indwelling spark of God itself, which the western world calls the Spirit (the soul consisting of thoughts, desires, emotions) which I realized was symbolized by "Ani", the eternal "I".

And very quickly I started to see that each and every single person was a walking Yod-Hey-Vav-Hey, made in the image of Yhwh.  And I was able to meditate on the philosophical nature of Words (In the beginning was The Word), being related to Names (names being just a personalized word), and Images...Until I realized that Names and Words ARE Images, reflections in the mind-realm of the thing named.

Man, made in the Image of Yhwh.

The Name being an Image of Man.

I am God's Name.

The eternal "YHWH", God, gives life to the small "yhwh", man.  The transcendence of the small yhwh to be one with YHWH.  All of it compactly and incomprehensibly symbolized and screaming at me in one simple Word, the Word I originally saw over Dan's mantle, repeating endlessly and gently within my soul, seen everywhere and in everyone...



Yhwh, Name, Word, and Man.

One.

"I pray that they may be one, even as Thou Father are in me, and I in Thee, that they also my be in Us..." John 17:21

Oh my God..........

Jesus, the Bible, and The Name
As though THAT weren't enough...Just so to make sure I did not miss the importance of all this(!), I ran across these passages:

John 12:27"Now my heart is troubled, and what shall I say? ‘Father, save me from this hour’? No, it was for this very reason I came to this hour. 28Father, glorify your NAME!"
Then a voice came from heaven, "I have glorified it, and will glorify it again." 29The crowd that was there and heard it said it had thundered; others said an angel had spoken to him.

John 12:12The next day the great crowd that had come for the Feast heard that Jesus
was on his way to Jerusalem. 13They took palm branches and went out to meet
him, shouting,

"Hosanna!"

"Blessed is he who comes in the name of YHWH!"

"Blessed is the King of Israel!"

John 17:6"I have revealed your NAME to those whom you gave me out of the world. They were yours; you gave them to me and they have obeyed your word.

John 17: 25"Righteous Father, though the world does not know you, I know you, and they know that you have sent me. 26I have made Thy NAME known to them, and will make it  known in order that the love you have for me may be in them and that I myself may be in them."

The message was unmistakable:

Jesus' entire life of miracles and teachings were revelations of The Name.  His death and resurrection were revelations of The Name.  The entire Bible is an explanation and illumination of what God's Name means!!!
The world I thought I knew was not the real world.

The Bible I thought I knew wasn't the real Bible.

The me I thought I knew wasn't the real me.

The Name as Transformer
Vibrating on your wrist at this very moment are a whole bunch of things you are not aware of.  CBS, ABC, NBC, and the satellite signals for about 500 other channels...Citizen's Band, AM, FM, the glorious short wave frequencies, not to mention police, or the war department...All of those signals are present here and now, vibrating on your arms and legs and all over your face.

But you lack the ability to perceive them.  You need special radios and TVs and satellite de-scramblers to change those signals into the visible and sound spectrums that you can perceive.  A very good, all-purpose word for those different devices is Transformer, as in re-form the signal from one vibration to another.

God's Name YHWH works like just such a transformer, taking the truths and revelations of God Consciousness that are always present, and turning the "signals" into forms we can tangibly and directly relate to.

We worship God.  The person.  We do not worship His Name.

But it is my experience and testimony that The Name of YHWH is the most powerful tool available for people to use, in conjunction with a healthy and moral life, to effect their own transformation from "yhwh" to YHWH Consciousness.
 
7. A word from our sponsor 
<<Picture of my “Ani YHWH” license plate>>

  
8. Christian Doctrine
Months 3, 4 and 5 of my intense time of Calling on The Name happened during the summer of 1977, between my freshman and sophomore years of college.  I had a work study program at Concordia University to help pay the costs of tuition my scholarship did not cover.  My "job" was to help move, organize, and categorize the thousands of books that were being donated to the college's new library.  They came from old church libraries, estates, and private donations.  And they came by the truckload.  Day after day...books everywhere...in the halls...in the storage...in my dreams...And I opened the boxes, put all the books on shelves, and begin to classify them according to fiction, religion, science and so on, just to see what we had here.

And inevitably I would find a book interesting enough to glance through, or maybe read the jacket notes, or table of contents, or whatever.  But during that entire summer I only took one book home with me.  It was called Christian Doctrine, by an author I shall not name.  I was drawn to it because it was the most closed-mined, petty, and blatantly ignorant piece of so-called writing I had ever come across.  And, with a train-wreck fascination I just had to take it home and read it.

To be fair, I know that there are millions of people who are touched and inspired by such writings.  The basic problem was that this book was entirely the polar opposite of my religious pathway.  For me, experiencing the Divine was all that mattered.  Everything else was supplemental, an aid toward that direction.  For Christian Doctrine, however, experience was evil and not to be trusted.  The one and only root and ground of the religious life, it said, was the belief that the Bible was mathematically, literally, scientifically and historically fact.

Now, I'm not going to expound at length on philosophies of Biblical interpretation, nor its inerrancy.  You can find my pertinent comments in The Revealing Science of God.  

When I graduated from high school my parents gave me a leather-bound New American Standard Bible.  It sits on my desk as I write this.  And I had written this little quote about the Bible on the inside page.  (Regrettably I did not write the author's name.)

"Its role is that of a teacher, which is to lead to a direct relationship of the student to the more ultimate authority of reality that the teacher mediates.  Like the able teacher, it seeks to make itself unnecessary."
Well, for Christian Doctrine that was sacrilegious.  That was the devil talking.  For me it was intuitively obvious, the Gospel truth.  So I guess you could say we had a difference of opinion.

And can you guess the punch line?  The first day of my sophomore year the professor in my religion class hands out our textbook...Christian Doctrine.   
Yup.  

And it happened...just...like...that.  

The one-and-only book I took from the library that entire summer turned out to be the textbook for the fall religion class at Concordia University.

Coincidences?
Folks, I cannot explain this.  I had never seen the book before.  I did not know the prof would be using this text.  I must have touched nearly (over?!?) 10,000 books that summer.  Yet it was this one, this one and only...

What to make of such events?  I would have many in my life.  At what point does the mathematics of a situation add-up to more than coincidence?  Are we guided somehow from beyond, or is it all chance?  You know, it is easy to believe we are being supernaturally and Divinely guided when good things happen.  But when your beautiful daughter becomes involved in a vehicular manslaughter investigation, what then?  Where's the Divine guidance when your wife is having an affair with her first high school boyfriend?

Of course I cannot answer these questions for you.  I can only give you my answer.

And my answer is best expressed in a lyric from the song Close to the Edge by the rock group Yes:

"As song and chance develop time, lost social temperance rules above."

The song is the Song of God, composed and orchestrated by the Divine.  

Chance, too, exists.  From the roll of the dice to the car's tire suddenly driving over a nail and exploding to an asteroid crashing to the earth, stuff happens.  I am convinced, between free-will and physics, that we live in a non-deterministic world.
The song of God and chance are the 2 forces (the axes of the cosmic matrix, for you mathematicians) that develop time.

The lost social temperance is God, the ever-present person and force seeking to love and heal.  No matter how bad it gets, no matter the pain inflicted through free-will and physics, God is always love, working to cause all things to eventually work out for good.

That's how I view the world.  That's the best explanation I can give you.  And if you have a better, please let me know.

Orthodoxy and Me
I took the Christian Doctrine episode as a definite sign from God that my path did not lie with Lutheran Orthodoxy.  It was too late to change things for the fall '77 quarter, and I sat (somewhat) patiently through the rest of that indoctrination session.  You see, the Christian Doctrine book was the "good news".  It could have been the springboard for some lively debates and investigations.  I've never had a problem with opposing views, and have VERY, VERY OFTEN found them to be catalysts for great enlightenment.  You can fill-in the lesson for yourself.

The bad news was that the professor proudly announced that, should any of our answers on tests, positions on papers, or contributions in class be found to be at odds with certified, approved Lutheran Christian Doctrine, then our grades and careers would suffer.
Yes, that really happened.  (I guess I should stop saying that, yes?)  Perhaps to you that's no big deal, happens all the time.  But I was in shock.  I still can't believe that human beings treat others that way, though it happens millions of times every day.  Dan was my teacher and "guru" if you will, and he demanded that we work on this stuff ourselves instead of just sitting around arguing about ideas.  And the contrast was just way, way too much.

The simple, objective fact is, that professor in particular, and orthodoxy as a whole (in whatever discipline it exists, religious, scientific, whatever), do not educate.  They indoctrinate.  Education encourages the student to grow into their own ability to think and grapple with life.  Indoctrination force-feeds them a frame of reference, and examines the student carefully to make sure all traces of independent initiative or cognition have been entirely eliminated.

And yes, I sat in the back like a good little parrot and regurgitated to the professor what I knew he wanted to hear.  I got the requisite "A" rewarded to the mind-numb valued by Orthodoxy.  I guess I'm none too proud of the fact, but I knew how to play the game.  There was no changing these people.  And there was no changing me.  I knew what I knew, beyond belief.  And I knew, beyond belief, that in oh so many ways these people were simply wrong.  Just one example from the blessed Lutheran Indoctrination:

"So, what is God's name?  God is God's name.  God the Father who created us, God the Son who redeemed us, and God the Holy Spirit who sustains us."

I knew this to be historically, linguistically, and factually a lie.  But I knew there was no point in discussing it, and wasn't willing to risk my GPA and possible future on them.  You have to know the battles that are worth fighting, folks.

And, for the record, that's what inspired the title for God is Not God's Name.  

So I got out the yellow pages and started looking for a new college.

Ron
I was led to Chapman University in Orange, California, just about 8 miles up the freeway from where I still lived with my parents in Irvine.

I called the religion department, made an appointment, and met the second most influential and important person in my religious development.  I met Dr. Ron Huntington.

Ron was the chairman of the religion department and taught the World Religions classes.  I was transferring in as a World Religions student.

He had been playing the organ for decades, and was the resident classical organ instructor.  I took weekly lessons from him on the glorious pipe organ Chapman had in the chapel.

And he was to become my faculty advisor.

So, starting in the winter semester of 1978, halfway through my sophomore year, and for the next 2 1/2 years, I worked almost daily under the guidance and challenging education of Ron Huntington.  His organ playing was impeccable, and inspired me to heights I didn't even know existed, let alone hope to reach.  His handwriting still sits on many of the manuscripts I play from in my ongoing Church ministry.

Lutheran Church, by the way.  Missouri Synod, by the way.  Yup, the same folks who run Concordia.  Oh, I've tried to run away many times.  But the calls I get from the most interesting, lucrative and local organ positions have always (and nearly exclusively) been from Missouri Synod Lutheran Churches.  For 25 years now.  Go figure.  "As song and chance develop time...."

And 2 or 3 times a week I would have a class in the religions of the world from Dr. Huntington.  Judaism, Christianity, Zoroastrianism, Islam, Hinduism, Buddhism, Taoism, Confucianism, Sikhism, Shinto, the Native Indian religions of the Americas, not to mention a survey of the New Age movements, and a semester dedicated to changes in science and what they are doing to the human world view.  

And in one of the earliest classes I ever had with him, as he gave us a term paper assignment, Ron said something that would change my life:

"You are all competent scholars.  You know what Aristotle said, you know what Plato said, you know what Jesus said, you know what Paul said, and you know what Aquinas said about what they all had to say.  What do you say?!?"
I was just a couple months short of my 20th birthday, and I had never been asked that question before in my entire life.  I knew I was where I belonged.

I graduated in May of 1980 with a Magnum Cum Laude Bachelor's Degree in The World's Religions and an unofficial minor in organ performance.

Even to this day I think about what Ron would say as I play a particular organ piece.  I wonder if he would be proud of The Church of Yahweh, and his role in helping to shape me and oh so many of the thoughts and insights I present here.

I tried to contact him about a year ago, for just those reasons.  I found out he had died a couple years ago.

I think he knew I appreciated him.  After I graduated from college we socialized occasionally, going to Indian restaurants and the like.  Next to Dan, no one has ever inspired me or opened my eyes to the glories of God more than Ron did during those 30 months when I was his student.  His guidance lives in me to this day.

I hope he knew that.

I just wish I had told him more.

 
9. The Strange Time of Synchronicity
To relate in detail all of the events sketched in this chapter would require an entire book in itself.  I could not have possibly anticipated the amazing harmonies and relationships I discovered between Dan's message, The Name, my own meditations, and Bible study.  Yet it was only the beginning.

Donna and Mark
Just a couple weeks into the 78 spring semester at Chapman a girl told me they were having a training session on how to lead a Bible study.  I said I'd be interested.  About 10 of us gathered on a Saturday, and the leader walked us through a chapter of the Bible, showing us how to lead discussions and all.

Sure enough, it was a sign.  My brother's girlfriend's mother called me (you know how those things can be) and asked, out of the proverbial blue sky, if I would be interested in leading a Bible study at her house.  Of course I said yes.

The Bible study that began in March of 78 met weekly for over 2 years.  At that first meeting I was introduced to (are you ready?) my brother's girlfriend's mother's next door neighbor's daughter.  Her name was Donna.  To make a long story short, we fell in love.  Well, at least I did.

The harmony between us was glorious.  Music, religion, food, style, even the area where we lived...all were in harmony.  The only little problem we had was that she wasn't entirely sure about wanting to be with me.  She was, in many ways, still in love with her first high school boyfriend.  His name was Mark.  So was mine.  Just to keep things straight, since we were both often referred to in conversation, he came to be known as Mark 1.  I was Mark 2.

After this naming convention was firmly in place, I suddenly remembered with a bit of a shock, that the part of the Bible we looked at during the first "How to Lead a Bible Study" meeting was...Mark 2.

A Knock on the Door
Donna and I became involved in missionary activities.  We joined World Vision, sponsoring a child in India.  And we started making weekly calls to the people who would visit the Church where I played the organ.  

It was just amazing.  You learn the most when you teach, and between leading the Saturday night Bible study and the Monday night evangelism calls, I was sharing and teaching a lot.  Who I was, what was true...coupled with the discussions and studies at college, and my ongoing investigations into The Name...continued to combine in a glorious "spiritual incubation environment."  The service & pursuit of God was my job, education, and constant enterprise.  "Whatsoever you do in thought, word or deed..."

And the "coincidences" were nearly a daily event.  I had a daily, nearly constant experience of Yhwh guiding my every step.  Later, as I passed my 30th and then 40th birthdays, and thoughts of the mortgage and business and porting 50,000 lines of code from DOS to Windows started to occupy an ever-increasing part of my mind and soul, the experience of that daily guidance faded.  And I know with ultimate certainty that the problem is me.  As the ancients said, "If God seems farther away, guess who moved."

One episode in particular stands out.  It was not the only one, but one of the most dramatic.  Donna and I were making the Monday night calls.  We knocked on a door.  A lady opened it.  We said, "Hi.  We're from Light of the Valley Lutheran Church..." and this woman SCREAMS!!!  And I don't mean hollered.  Hands-on-her-face SCREAM!  Well, it turns out, she had just been having a very heated argument with her mom.  The lady who opened the door was the daughter, and the mom was full of anger and bitterness about her lot in life.  The daughter tried to say God loves the mom, but mom would have none of it.  The mom then said, "Well, if God really loves me, I want him to knock on that f#$%ing door right NOW!!"  2 minutes later we did.

I know, just another coincidence.  Shake the bag, the watch gets assembled...and wound...and set to the right time.

"Behold, I stand at the door and knock..."  And as we knocked on that lady's door we were Him, knocking through us...One.

Exactly the "Stage-5 Prayer of Love," only in a different form...

It was like that, folks.

Still is, really.

Isaiah
Between services on Sunday mornings the Pastor started leading a study in the Book of Isaiah.

I could spend lots of pages describing this.  It was glorious.  Every verse came alive.  This ancient manuscript (what, 2500 years old?) was living and breathing.  Every verse seemed to be speaking to what was happening in my life at that very moment.  Not in a weird, satanic, voices-from-beyond way, but in a solid, organic, Divinely blessed way.

"Do not call to mind the former things, or ponder things of the past.  Behold, I will do something new, Now it will spring forth."  Isaiah 43:18
I understood historically that this spoke to the people of the day.  But it also spoke to me, then and there.  It speaks to me now.  The Holy Scripture kept coming to life, not as some arcane doctrine to be memorized, but as a living connection to the living God.

And I could share this with people during the evangelism calls.

And I could share this with people during the Bible studies.

And I could write about this and discuss it and be challenged on it during my college studies and discussions.

The 3 were one.

The Happy Bride
Between my junior and senior year of college Donna & I married.  I thought we were soul mates.  We were not simply getting married, we were re-enacting the Cosmic Drama wherein Christ marries to Himself His Bride.

The thing was, the ceremony started almost 30 minutes late.  When Donna finally appeared she burst into tears.  Well, everyone in the building, myself included, thought she was simply overcome with emotion and love.  Emotion, perhaps.  But I would learn years later (people always save things like that to reveal them at just the right time) that it wasn't love causing the tears, it was fear and anger.  She had been standing in the back, telling her sister she felt trapped and didn't want to do this.  Her sister told her to just leave, get in the car and split.  Her sister would cover for her.  Well, Donna ultimately was unwilling to disappoint the 200+ folks who were waiting.  So, she went through with it, hoping and praying that God would some day give her romantic feelings of love for me.  Feelings which she had always and only reserved for Mark 1.

Hey, I may be #2 (I've been told so many times!), but I tried harder...

And folks, I have a distinction.  Not exactly an honor, but a most pronounced distinction.  I've written in plenty of other places how I've always felt weird, out of place, different.  And over the course of the 25 years I've played the organ at churches I estimate I've played at and attended somewhere around 100 weddings.  And of those +-100 weddings, mine is the one and only I have ever seen where the Bride did not kiss the Groom.  When the moment came, she turned her head and gave me a hug.  I can laugh now, but at the time, wow.  And when she explained (years later) the real reasons why, I was devastated.

Yup.  Your host, webmaster and sometimes pastor didn't even get a kiss from his bride at the altar. 

That, Dear Reader, was most definitely a Transcendental Experience.

Anyway...

The Center of Mass in the Eye of the Mandala
The strange time of synchronicity continued throughout my senior year.  Again, many chapters could be written.  Many were, actually, in the form of the term papers I wrote.  Perhaps some day I will scan & post them.  

During my fall '79 semester things went to an entirely new level, even beyond what I had experienced before.  I had 2 classes in the morning, Monday, Wednesday and Friday, one right after another.  The first was a tour of the Far East with Ron Huntington.  We spent most of the time on Hinduism.  Judaism has been called the Father of Religions, and Hinduism the Mother.

Right after the Hinduism discussions I had a physics class.  I thought I was taking an intro class just to get the science requirement out of the way.  It turned out (I didn't learn this until much later) I had inadvertently signed-up for a required course for the science majors.  It was, according to the professor, one of the 3 hardest classes available on campus.  Deep, deep math.  One night I worked for 4 hours on just one problem.  ("Given an incline of 32 degrees, with a wagon connected to a pulley, with the wagon and its cargo weighing 3 kgs, coefficient of friction .12, only one wheel on the pulley exactly 10cm in diameter...if a 1 kg weight is dropped from the end of the pulley, exactly what is the rate of acceleration of the wagon up the ramp?")  

Well, the thing was...I began to notice that the Hinduism and physics class would discuss exactly the same topics on exactly the same day, literally 10 minutes and 300 feet apart.

So my last will and testament for college was called "The Center of Mass in the Eye of the Mandala."  It compared Newtonian physics to Hindu philosophy.  Both professors kept copies, and insisted I try to publish it.  

From the introduction:

"The purpose of this paper, then, is three-fold:
1. To look at many of Hinduism's fundamental tenets in terms of physics.  I will be concerned only with Newtonian physics and the laws that govern our everyday world.  Einstein's theories of relativity, of which Newton's laws of motion are a subset, are outside the scope of this discussion.
2. To use the laws of physics as a link between Hinduism and Christianity, as a basis for dialogue.
3. To apply the methods of scientific research to the quest for knowledge of God."
Yes, I plan to upload it some day.  Reading it really is a trip.  Lots of scientific equations that I explain in terms of the Hindu Scriptures, and relate back to core Christian views.

Learning it, seeing it, let alone writing it, were completely transcendent experiences.

And speaking of Hinduism...speaking of India...

 
10. India

I knew, before I even started this series, that there would simply be no point at all in trying to give you an edited, watered-down version of my transcendent experiences.  Only the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth would serve the purposes herein intended.

Nevertheless, it would probably be best if most of you stopped reading here.  Go on to another document.  Have lunch.  But don't read the rest of this.

You see, all the "normal" stuff has been related to you in the previous chapters.  From here on the journey becomes, as Alice said in Wonderland, "Curiouser and curiouser."

The events in the rest of this document are all true.  At the very least I can assure you that I have the linguistic skill to accurately reflect what I thought or felt I experienced.  What it "means," and what (in an "objective" sense) actually happened, you can and will decide for yourself.  

But I said in the introduction that the perceptions of this author seem to require a judgment of either Divine Communion or psychosis.  And please understand that I have asked myself that question nearly daily for over a quarter century.

So, in all seriousness, if you found the previous material threatening or twisted in any way, please stop reading.  You won't like any of what follows.

--\--

The synchronicity I experienced between my Hinduism class and my physics class in the fall of 1979 was the least disturbing and bizarre aspect of the encounter.  The odd part was...and what took me a long time to come to terms with...and what a very large part of me is so reluctant to tell you...is that as we studied the Hindu Scriptures I had the constant, distinct, and undeniable impression that I had heard it all before.

Have you ever seen a movie once, many years ago...perhaps you were half asleep, or drunk, or not really paying attention...When, years later, you do not even remember you have ever seen that movie before...and you rent it from the video house, or it airs on the TV...and you watch the entire movie feeling oh sooo weird?  As each scene plays you remember it, but your memory is very shaky...But every now and then, maybe only a couple of times during the whole movie, you can actually tell what is going to happen before it does, because some long-forgotten memory bubbles through just enough to bring a recollection.

I hope you have had that experience.  Because that is exactly what it "felt" like as I read the ancient Hindu texts...the Rig Vedas, Upanishads, and Bhagavad-Gita.  I had heard all this stuff before.  Sometimes, I knew what was on the next page even before I turned it.

Folks, as I've said, I have a degree in the Religions of the Entire World.  All the majors, many of the minors.  I have read many, many texts.  Jewish, Christian, Muslim, Buddhist, Taoist, on and on...Never, ever, have I had the experience of Deja-Vu from so much as a single paragraph of text.  Outside those of Hinduism.

I took to the ideas of Hinduism like the proverbial fish out of water.  

Too much so, really.  It nearly got me expelled from college.

I had an East-Meets-West class, comparing and contrasting aspects of the different religions.  We were given the assignment of creating a myth.  Well, when I got my paper back I had been given an "F".  The charge was plagiarism.  Lying.  I was supposed to create my own myth, and the one I related was very prominently from the Hindu tradition.  The professors recognized it.

It is certainly possible that I had heard that myth somewhere, somehow, at some time in my life.  But I have no conscious recollection of it.

All I can tell you is that at the end of the class the professor had changed my grade on that paper to an "A".  He told me that "Well, I can't explain it, but that really is how you are."  

Curiouser and curiouser.  Who am I?  What is going on here?

 - Food
While at Chapman a next door neighbor took Donna (wife #1) and me to an Indian food restaurant.  Folks, call me a liar.  Call me psychotic.  I cannot change or affect your reactions, nor can I change the fact that every aspect of Indian food reminds me of Mommy's home cooking.  No, not my loving suburban mother Merna.  I mean when you have been away from home for years & your Mom fixes your favorite meal and it reminds you of every home-cooked meal you ever had.  Mommy India.  The smells, the sights, the tastes...Heck, even the names...I've taken many people to different Indian restaurants over the years (even cooked some myself at home, though getting all the right spices from California distributors is a real challenge) and almost without discussion they let me order...Want me to...Something about it just lets them know I'm really "at home" and comfortable in the environment.

Living in America we have access to cuisine from literally around the globe.  I have honestly sampled (as far as I can tell) all of it.  Mexican, Chinese, Egyptian, Moroccan, Thai...Oh, why bore you with the list.  You get the point.

But nowhere, anywhere, have I ever experienced the profoundly emotional connection to food except when it is Indian.

 - Music
Yup.  Heard it.  Been there, done that.  I've even done piano improvisations that folks have commented sound very Raga-esque.  I even started naming them "Alap", which is the name given to the opening (unaccompanied) section in a Raga (like the equivalent of a classical symphony).  I provide my own Tambura drone with my left hand...

 - Gandhi
All of that was as maybe.  Until 1982, when they released the movie Gandhi.  I do not see many movies in the theatres.  2 a year is probably my overall average.  But I felt compelled to see Gandhi.

Anyway, it starts in South Africa, all is well, I'm just watching the movie...when...When Gandhi travels to India, gets on the train, and travels through the countryside when...I immediately start crying.  Weeping.  Deep, silly, uncontrollable sobs.  I'm sitting in this western movie house balling my eyes out like a baby.

Honestly, my friends, that one really shook me up.  I've seen the movie 3 or 4 times now, and even today cannot remember hardly anything about it except that stupid trip on the train.

Curiouser and curiouser.  Who am I?  What is going on here?

 - And...
From the appearance of Indian ladies to the modern cinema to the dances and mudras (hand gestures) and ancient mythologies like the Mahabharata (the grand poetic epic that contains the Bhagavad-Gita, you knew that, right?) to even...oh heck, I found myself reading the Yukon Jack British publication about news from Indian one day when all of a sudden I asked myself..."Why exactly am I doing this?"...

There is simply a pre-conscious, bizarre affinity for all things Indian.  From the battles in Kashmir to the explosion of the computer programming business to the exploding of the A-bomb, it has this weird fascination for me way, WAY out of proportion to my awareness and interests in any other part of the world.
 - Explanation?
You tell me.  Maybe I have projected the whole thing.  The fundamentalists would have me believe I have a demon that is implanting false memories.

Objectively, scientifically, my answer is that I have no objective or scientific answer.  The best answer I can give you is, well, hard to discuss.

I simply have the experience (at least) of having been to India before.  Her people, landscape, food, music and Scriptures all resonate in me with a power I find utterly unique among all my encounters with the traditions and cultures of this planet.

But India, and my strange attraction / reaction to Her, would prove to be the easy part.

 
11. NDE
We live in a world filled with acronyms.  FBI, ATM, RSVP, NBA, NFL, CIA, DOS, FTP, HTTP...Yowsah!  (That's a technical term meaning "wow.")

In some ways YHWH is an acronym, which stands for the entire Universe and all domains within it.

My life would take yet another utterly unanticipated turn when I began to study NDE.

As near as I can tell I've always had these visions...glimpses...like mental pictures that flash for a second and were gone...like trying to remember a word or a name that's just "on the tip of your tongue."

Pictures, feelings, impressions...of a place, so real, so MUCH more real than here...Our real home.

You see, I know how it feels to die.  "It slips through into the very depths of my soul."  I have been to the next world.  I remember it.
NDE stands for Near Death Experiences.

In common conversation you will often hear people say something to the effect of "But no one has ever come back from the dead to tell us what it is like..."  Statistically, nothing could be farther from the truth.  All across the world, in every continent, across all religions and traditions, literally hundreds and thousands and hundreds of thousands of people have died and come back to tell about it.  

Clinically dead.  No EEG (brain), no EKG (heart), no pulse, no vital signs whatsoever, at all.   Declared really, totally, clinically, fully, and legally dead.  Sheet over the head, stuffed into the morgue, turn-out-the-lights-the-party's-over, dead.

And have come back to life.

Many of the larger hospitals actually have staff to talk with the newly resurrected.  

Council them.

Interview them.

Record what they have seen.

And while each and every experience is individually personal, there are common elements that cross all statistical boundaries.  No single person has all the elements, but the common aspects of the Near Death Experience are:

	

	The departed finds themselves floating above their body.  

	

	They often hear the voices of those in attendance, and have been able to successfully report the statements made.  Some can even report the exact minute they were declared dead.

	

	They "turn around", and see a black tunnel.  They enter the tunnel.

	

	In the tunnel they experience no pain.  Sometimes they float, sometimes run, sometimes fly.  

	

	And as they move through the tunnel they often report a feeling of freedom and perfect bliss.  And a change of state-of-being, as though they are moving through and to a world more real than the earth-plane they have just left.

	

	At the end of the tunnel is a light that grows in brilliance and (sometimes) geometric complexity.  

	

	When they reach the end of the tunnel the light becomes all-consuming.  

	

	There they are usually met by a loved one.  Sometimes a dead departed (Mom, child, Grandpa), sometimes a religious figure (Jesus, Buddha, God).

	

	Their life is reviewed in full 3-d, complete with all sights, sounds, smells, and thoughts and feelings.  The review appears to happen instantaneously.

	

	Sometimes there is a second review, where the person experiences their life from the perspective of all the people around them.

	

	For some, the experience is quite hellish.

	

	And then "The Voice" speaks to them.  Some report gaining spiritual insight, some have a vision of the future, some are given clear instructions for their remaining mission.

	

	They are sometimes given a choice, sometimes simply told that they must go back.

	

	Some fly through the tunnel, some have to search for their body, some just find themselves jolting-alive in their body.


This list is hardly exhaustive.  There have been many, many books and articles written on this, many from reputable scientists and physicians.  And if you are really interested you can read them for yourself.

All I can tell you is that I as did this research, and read more and more of these accounts, I found people describing with words exactly the visions, glimpses and mental images I've had for nearly as long as I can remember.
I have simply always "known" that death is nothing more than stepping out of the physical body, much like abandoning a broken-down car by the highway.
There has never been any fear in me about the next world.  Odd as it may sound to you, when life gets tough I have regularly found comfort in the assurance that someday it will all be over, and I'm going back.

Back home.

To Heaven.

Also known as the Astral World.

And you do not need to have a NDE in order to experience this.  When I started reading about the people who claimed to have the ability to leave their body here and now, and travel through the "next world", I realized that their tale was essentially similar to both the accounts of the NDE survivors and my own personal "memories." 

What can I tell you, Dear Reader?  What words of wisdom, insight or comfort can I offer you?  How can I possibly relate this to my devout Christian faith?  Or yours?

The "Transcendent Experiences" for me have not been the memories or mental pictures I'd had for so long, but rather reading verbal accounts from the NDE and the Astral Travelers that are so oddly consonant with those images.

I have the impression of having had all of those experiences myself.  Including experiences which I could only call Astral Projection.  Oh, so you want me to describe it?  Go get one of the countless books on the subjects.  They essentially all say the same things.  It's all in there.

Call it imagination.  Go ahead and say that all of this delusion has been planted into my head by demons.  Hold on to the fantasy (and statistical error) that these people weren't really dead.

You can draw your own conclusions.

But on your way to casting your Judgment Day vote against my soul, pause to ask yourself just one question...Why are you still reading this?



For the record, in the spirit of 100% complete disclosure, I present the following.  I may remove this as soon as I post it, but here goes.

This is a letter I sent to a lady I was dating last year.  This is a complete summary of all the essential elements in my life.  It answers many of the questions I have left unanswered in the previous chapters.  For good or otherwise, this is my truth. 

Wednesday 6/28/0, 10:00 am 
About Me…… 
It has been another hell-morning in computer land, so I will need to shorten this letter, and focus on only the essentials.  
So, I could talk about music & friendship & motorcycle cruises across country & fantasies & all that……But those are minor details.  
This is what you must know. 
I am not a normal person.  I mean that literally. As strange as the contents of this letter may seem, they are true.  Or, at the least, I experience / believe them to be true so intensely that, for me, they ARE facts..  I cannot prove them to you, so you will have to react in the most honest way possible, whatever that may be. 
As we started to discuss on the phone, I am not a normal person.  I am a "Fallen Angel."  By that I mean: 
	

	I have lived before 

	

	I remember what "heaven" or the "next world" is like 

	

	Most people are on their way "up", evolving upward toward God.  I stopped my upward momentum, and decided to return to this earth 

	

	I lived previously in the 1st half of the 20th century in India, I believe at the Sri Aurobindo Monastery.  It was a very austere life.  I decided, against better advice, to return to earth, primary for the "taste, smell, warmth and feel of flesh." 

	

	In earlier years my greatest desire was for sex.  It was all-consuming.  During the course of time I've learned (remembered) there is much more to the story……What most people call "religion" is my all-consuming "lust". 

	

	This does not make me "special" or "holier than thou".  Quite the opposite….The closest example I could give is a 5th grader with a solid "B+" average, who was afraid to go on to the 6th grade, and voluntarily decided to repeat the 5th grade.  I am that student. 

	

	As a result, I consider myself to have learned most (I've learned not to say "all") of the issues facing people in this life.  Only because, again, it's not really new to me. 

	

	I consider moral, personal & spiritual perfection to be possible & the true "work" of a human being. 

	

	If I could write on a magic tablet my life, it would be to lead the entire human race to God-Consciousness, peace & bliss.  Thru the tool of God's Name (which is still the most powerful tool I have found) I seek to enable as many people as possible to "Know God" ---heck, even to know what "Knowing God" MEANS. Thus The Church of Yahweh, YHWH.COM 

	

	The Church of Yahweh is real, legally registered as an officially recognized church.  As such, I am an ordained minister. 

	

	"Religion" is not something I believe….It is what I do.  EVERYTHING ELSE IS SECONDARY at best.  

	

	My "normal life" consists primarily in the struggle between the frustrations of the business world & my own laziness, vs. the music & ministry I am called to. 

	

	I do not believe in God…..I KNOW that God exists….I smell Him….See Him….Am Him…..As is everyone else; It's just that I see it a little more clearly than most. 


"Ahyh"  is, as I've said, Hebrew for "I Will Be."  It also is the Name by which God calls Himself.  See Exodus 3:14.  So, saving you doing the research & connecting the dots, I renamed myself  with God's own personal Name. 
This is not ego……It is egoless-ness…It connects to Jesus & dying to self & taking up one's cross….. 
God is the Ocean……He/She is the only reality……We are all simply coagulated molecules of water, collected into bunches called Raindrops (aka people), made out of little pieces of the ocean (God).  Eventually, all the raindrops fall back to the ocean, and re-inherit what they have always been: The ocean-in-exile. 
St. Paul said it best: "It is no longer I who live, But Christ who lives in me." 
I am working, hoping & praying that within 6 months I will enter the "promised land" I have been seeking: A business deal is "supposed" to go through (I've been told 80% probable) that will enable me to retire, pay-off the house, and dedicate myself full-time to music & the ministry.  [Note: It didn't happen.] 
Yet, indeed, I am human……I miss companionship, especially female……I often feel lonely, being one of only 2 "6th graders" I have ever met here in the "5th grade."  (In case it is needed, just for references sake, I really am serious about this ---it IS my reality.)  I have so seldom felt loved, even by my own parents (who so desperately wanted a "jock" for a son….My own mother told me I am the "strangest person she ever met.")…….It is not that they are evil or ill intended, it's just that I've been so hard to relate to....I've learned to live without, but still……Oh well. 
Ultimately I would LOVE to have someone in my life who REALLY loved me, accepted "this stuff" as true, and honor & respect me, getting a "kick" out of………what to say……"Hey, Folks, you have NO IDEA who I am with!!!"…….And if she could occasionally help, so much the better.  
This all probably sounds crazy…….but you were VERY HONEST & beautifully so, about some very personal issues discussed in our chat last night. 
I wanted to return the favor…..So, for good bad or otherwise, now you know.  
And, to paraphrase what you said last night….Now's the time to "escape while you can."  
Regardless of what happens, I want you to know I honor & respect you.  
Love, Ahyh 
  
12. Seeing God, part 1
"As is my want I only reach...to look in Your eyes."
            -- Yes, Sound Chaser

"In Your eyes...the light, the heat, I am complete..."
            -- Peter Gabriel, In Your Eyes

Throughout the world's religions there many traditions of looking into God's eyes.  The general field in known as Theophanies, the appearances of God or seeing God.  Someday I should write a book(!)

During this time of the early 80s, after I graduated from college and started working full time in my wife's housecleaning business, I became obsessed with seeing God.  Dan had said it was possible.  Our religious traditions are full of Theophanies.  I had been working with The Name for 4 years.  I wanted results.  

I wanted to see God.

In days of old, dreams were considered a perfectly valid way for God to communicate with people.  The Bible contains many references to Yhwh communicating with people through dreams.  It is an amazing study, and each and every single "How to Interpret Your Dreams" books I have ever seen is utterly wrong, and I should write another book, but that's for another time.

I wanted to see God.

And I fell asleep.  And I began to dream.  And so intent was my desire to see God that in my dream I was walking along the ground in a very lush garden, praying intently that Yhwh would reveal Himself to me.

When...all of a sudden...The blue sky <<zipped>> away, like it had been a tight rubber band waiting to get shot into the cosmos.

And when the sky was gone, the earth disappeared too.

There was me, and...this presence.  No shape, no form, no glowing lights, and certainly no face.  And it was God.  What the Hebrew Mystics call the Vast Face.  Nothingness is the zero state, the null set.  At the other extreme is No-Thing-Ness, Infinity.  

I was staring into No-Thing-Ness Himself.

And this No-Thing-Ness was total, complete, perfect.  Infinite peace, bliss and love.

My only reaction was panic and fear.  NOT fear of The Vast Face of God, but rather fear for my own ego.  I knew without thinking that if I was to dwell in the presence of No-Thing-Ness for even a microsecond, then I would be swallowed-up into Him and cease to be.

My ego-self reacted violently, and I immediately prayed/begged God to go away, putting my hands over my face.

And I immediately sat up in my bed, wide WIDE awake, heart pounding 200 times a minute.

The entire episode, from "When...all of a sudden..." to waking up had taken less than a second of perceived time.  It was all instantaneous.  Simultaneously I asked for God, the sky and earth disappeared, Yhwh appeared, and I begged Him to go away.

This episode has been one of the cornerstones of my life.  And I will share with you what I have learned over the years as I have studied religion, meditated, and contemplated my Divine Vision.

	

	We humans regularly think there's a problem with God.  That He's too busy or doesn't care enough about us, or that He's too far away out in the cosmos, or that we are unworthy of His attention or love.  All of those are wrong.  God is here, right now.  And God is love.  But we are small, week vessels.  We can only handle so much.

	

	When we are ready, in that moment, instantaneously, we will have communion.  In whatever degree we are ready, the circuit is completed, and the "God-Energy" begins to flow.  When you connect both ends of a battery to an open circuit, you don't have to wait for the current to begin to flow; it is immediate.

	

	My beatific vision was a gift of immense grace.  Dreams are real, they are important, and contain much information in a trans-rational (beyond normal thinking) form.  God gave me a valuable lesson, priceless, really.

	

	And the essence of that lesson is that the real, central problem of my existence is ego.  I, me, mine.  Which connects to Jesus and the Cross and the Garden of Eden and Name and the Level-5 Prayer of Consummate Love and all of that, in a perfect, seamless whole.

	

	The ancient saying is true, that when we take one step toward God, He has already taken a thousand steps toward us.

	

	No man can see God's face and live.  For to really see The Face of God can only be done by a perfectly egoless being.  Only through the death of self, in every way, can God be seen.

	

	God, ultimately, cannot be "seen".  God is a way of seeing.  And I was just not ready to see in that way.

	

	God is Love.  We are the beloved.  God cannot be seen as an object, because He (being the Source and Origin of all) is Infinite Subject.


That is what I caught a glimpse of.  The Infinite Source of All, Limitless Subject, Transcendent No-Thing-Ness.

 
13. Anniversary presents
-- 1983
June 2, 1983 my dear wife forgot our 4th anniversary.

For the record, especially now that I have many years of perspective, my heart really does go out to Donna.  She married me, essentially, on faith.  She was convinced (or at least hoped) that it was God's will for her to marry the Christian philosopher and musician she had so much in common with, instead of her high school boyfriend cocaine addict who still lived with his mother.  The problem was that she never loved me in the way a wife is "supposed" to love her husband.  

Nearly 2 decades later it's all rather humorous in a human-pathos kind of way.  But at the time I was very, very angry.  This "Mark1, Mark 2" thing was constantly a plague.  And I knew she did not really find me attractive.  There was, shall we say, plenty of evidence (or the lack thereof!) to support that conclusion.  But still and all, to forget the 40th or maybe 14th anniversary was one thing, but the 4th?!?  I was quite affected.

So, I went out and bought myself a present.  I bought a Texas Instruments TI994A "personal computer."  I paid $95 for it, which in those days of $800 a month gross income was quite an indulgent sum.  I plugged it into the back of our black and white TV set.  You saved your programs on cassette tapes.  And for the next 3 months spent most of my free moments teaching that machine how to do things.

It seems that, between my mathematics and logic, I have always have an innate ability to program computers.  Except for a few week introduction to what computers are back in my 8th grade class, I have never (even to this day) had a course in computer programming.  I have often referred to myself as an idiot savant, not entirely inaccurate. 

But the math and logic were only half of the equation.  The other half was that I was creating things.  Making it do things that I wanted it to.  The experience was very left-brain and right-brain intensive, in a way that few of my activities in life ever have been.  Many nights, as I tried to sleep after a particularly intense session, I would have wildly cascading geometrical images coursing in and around my mind's eye.  Amazing, really.  And no drugs.

Come September 1983 my Dad got a promotion, where he was in charge of the entire investment division for a financial group.  He bought an IBM clone, and for an hour talked into a tape recorder describing what he needed the program to do.  He needed to be able to track every stock and bond that was bought and sold, by customer, broker, and security, on a daily, weekly, monthly and annual basis.  And compute the commissions, and the firm's overrides.  Which would change as the broker's commissions changed for the year.  Fairly standard stuff these days, but it was 1983.

And the IBM PC was way, way beyond anything I had ever imagined.  It was faster, deeper, and much more complex than anything I had ever imagined, let alone worked with.

Well, what I did not know, and what Dear Dad had mercifully left out, was that there was a very specific reason why he was asking me to try this program.  The people who ran the $5,000,000 mainframe computer in Los Angeles had just completed a 6 month feasibility study, and determined that the program was too complicated, and they could not do it.

A week later I gave him a working copy.  And it happened...just...like...that.  Oh, not without struggles.  The truth is that what happened that week was, for me, a living miracle.  I could not write that program.  And this is not false humility.  I needed a special, miraculous Word of Knowledge to make the thing work at all.  I've told the story (in the context of the Gifts of the Spirit) here.

His boss's boss took notice.  Little ole me, professional toilet scrubber, had gone from housecleaner to the "computer expert of the Hansch Financial Group" in a week.  I was brought in to help move their core mainframe program to the PC.  They wondered if, instead of me making $6 an hour cleaning houses and playing with the computer in my spare time, if it would be OK for them to start paying me $25 an hour to make the machine do what they wanted.

I said "sure."

At present I have approximately 100,000 users of my software, nation-wide.  I've seen and done many amazing things through the computer industry.  In the 18 years I have been doing this I have made well over $1,000,000 programming computers.

Little ole me.

Housecleaner.

A friend even gave me this memorial:

<<Picture of a toilet brush on a wooden plaque>>

CP, as in Computer Programmer.  As in Commode Polisher.

And my familiarity with computers and religion combined in 1996 to start YHWH.COM, aka Yesod HaShem, aka The Foundation For The Name, aka The Church of Yahweh.

All because Dear Donna was still in love with Mark #1.

-- 1985
Dear Donna's never ending struggle with herself and her 2 Marks remained unresolved until just after our 6th anniversary in 1985.  She left her diary out one day (a real cute Middle Earth Hobbit Trails diary I had gotten for her), wherein I found love poems and accounts of enthralling episodes I had no recollection of.  Yes, she admitted she had been having an affair with him.  She couldn't figure out why, if King David had 1,000 wives why she couldn't have 2 husbands.  Well, maybe she should, but I was tired of being #2 (in more ways than one!) in her life.  So, we split up permanently.

I was, Dear Reader, a proverbial basket case.  Full of immense self pity, I made this "horrible thing" the center of my life.  Most of my thoughts, and nearly all my conversations, focused on "How could she do this to me?"

Well, that went on for about 3 months.  Then one night, I was sitting in my living room alone, feeling sorry for myself, when all of a sudden...the world shifted a bit...the room looked fuzzy and strange...and it was like Yhwh had reached into my brain, took it out, and held it in front of me so I could have a good, hard look at myself.

This was a remarkable, transformational event.  I saw that my victimization and boo-hoo-hoo-is-me attitude was a CHOICE!  It did not "have" to be that way.  I could decide to make my divorce the center of my life, or I could shake it off with no more concern than a stubbed toe.

It was up to me.

Over and over I kept saying to myself, "I am not a victim!"  

From this experience I gained one of the greatest gifts in my life, and there have been many, many.  But through my 1985 "anniversary present" and subsequent divorce I learned that I have complete dominion over all aspects of my life.  The old saying is so true, that life is 10% what happens to us and 90% how we choose to react.

Our society is obsessed with the idea that we have no control over ourselves.  All the popular 12-step programs start with the erroneous statement that the user is "powerless" over the substance or habit that is destroying them.  And then, of course, spends the next 11 steps telling the powerless how to get control(!)  Murderers have a murderer gene.  Rapists are the victims.  You simply cannot watch one single movie or TV show where you are not asked to have sympathy for the criminal.  The government forcefully redistributes more than a $Trillion every year on the strength of the self-fulfilling and self-sustaining victimization model.   Even in the Church we are regularly told we cannot control how we feel, or what we think.  Often we are told we cannot help what we do.

All of this is wrong.  Entirely, totally wrong.  

Actually, this attitude is so all-pervasive that we don't even notice it anymore, and it certainly deserves much more extensive treatment than I can give it here.  (I think it's book #23 on the list.)  But I am deeply, passionately involved in this.
	

	You CAN control how you feel.

	

	You CAN control your thoughts.

	

	You CAN control your desires.

	

	You will be what you WILL to be.


And athletics stands as the great indictment against the victimization models in our society.  How?  Well, we honor and worship those athletes who have the finest, strongest, and most absolute control over their bodies.  Yet when they beat their wives or rape a woman we assign them a 12-step program to get them to admit they are powerless.  AM I THE ONLY ONE PAYING ATTENTION HERE!?!?!??!?
We are more than body.  As I have stated so often we are body and emotion and desire and thought, all of which is ultimately controlled by Will.  

Yes, disease exists.  But perfect health consists in gaining (through spiritual strength) as fine control over our emotions and desires and thoughts as the athlete has over his or her body.

I caught my first glimpse of this through Donna's 1985 anniversary present. 

So let's see...in 1983 she gave me a million dollar business, and in 1985 dominion over my own soul.

I am forever grateful.

Thank you, Donna.

 
14. Tarot Rota Torah
Please never, ever say "I found it."  Infinite truth is, indeed, infinite.  So pretending you found "it" simply means you stopped looking. 

I think I learned this lesson first in spring of 1986, when Dan and I were talking, and he handed me a Tarot card.

Now, my reaction was pretty much like yours (I imagine) would be.  Disgust.  Yes, I had learned God's Name from Dan, and much (most?) of what he had told me over the years had proven experientially true.  But this was too much.  The Tarot is a tool of the Devil, Satan himself.  It's exactly the type of thing Yhwh warns people about over and over in the Bible.

Or so I thought.

But by this time I had developed a type of faith in Dan.  And, more significantly, I had developed a scientific approach to the field of religion, as I've discussed so often.

So this Tarot thing was going to be easy.  Just do some research, and prove the whole thing to be crap.  Case closed.

Except it was not to be that way at all.

I remember so clearly the day in May 86 when I went to a bookstore near the University of Riverside to do my research and get this Tarot thing "behind me."  I actually remember the weather, the sun, the nice patio they had outside the bookstore.

And I also remember my shock.

Really, friends, I am not exaggerating.  As close to biological shock as I've nearly ever known.

The first thing I saw was a book about "Tarot and the Bible."  It didn't talk about fortune telling.  It talked about the Biblical symbolism contained pictorially in those "stupid, evil cards."

So I gathered my courage, actually bought a Tarot deck (praying literally for Yhwh's protection as I did), and opened it.

And yes, I saw the usual pictures Hollywood is so happy to show us, pictures of the Devil and Death and a heart pierced through with swords.

But I also saw a Torah scroll.

And pictures of blessed, natural simplicity.

And Adam and Eve in the Garden.

And on two of the pictures I actually saw...God's Name!

And I learned that "Tarot" was simply "Tora(h)" spelled backwards.  Tarot Rota Torah: The Tarot is the Wheel of the Torah.

Yes, my friends, I was astounded.  I simply could not believe this!

Within one hour I had enough information to tell me these cards deserved deeper investigation.

Years later I wrote Tarot Cards for Christians.  You can find it here, complete, and for free, if you are interested.  It is the summation of nearly a decade's study.  And what I have to say about the cards themselves can all be found there.

But the experience of encountering these things...I still think back on it in wonder.  The sense of astonishment as I found all of my preconceptions to have been wrong.  And I have some observations to share with you.

	

	It is impossible for me to imagine that the Creator of the Universe, who holds swirling galaxies in the palm of His hand, is afraid of a human question.  An honest desire for greater information cannot hurt you.  With the understanding, of course, that you are seeking for goodness and morality.

	

	The eternal promise is that if you seek, you will find.  That's how the system works.  You will find what you are looking for.  Just be sure you are looking for goodness.

	

	The Revealing Science of God works.  One of the causes I "champion" is to get more people to apply the scientific method to their religious studies.

	

	And science is what I did with the Tarot.  I started with a hypothesis, "These things are crap and evil."  I consulted the literature, and found that others had found them to be divinely inspired.  I did personal research, leading ultimately to the experiment of looking at them for myself, taking proper precautions.  I gathered my data, and reexamined my hypothesis.  I found my original hypothesis to be wrong, and I published my results for other researchers.

	

	Preconceptions are not in themselves bad.  None of us can avoid them.  They are wired into our brains as a part of our survival instinct.  But when we hold to our preconceptions even in the light of new data or, worse, refusing to look at new data, then we are out of balance and doomed to ignorance.  We are not seeking.  We will never find.

	

	I was willing to admit that my preconceptions were wrong.  Open to the possibility that they could be wrong.  That makes me (regrettably) a rarity in today's world.

	

	Do not expect to become popular with your personal investigations.  You will find an entire world full of ignorance, with vested interests in maintaining their particular viewpoint.  Regardless of the data.

	

	A case in point is my Tarot Cards for Christians.  I have tried for a year now to find a book publisher for this incredible document.  (An actual email: "I read all of your Tarot comments, Lintscreen and all of your Revealing Science of God: great!  As for the Tarot, you're at the same level of the grand Masters of the past, Ouspensky, Wirth, Eliphas Levi...[If you know anything about the field, this is the equivalent to a musician being called Bach and Beethoven combined.]   As for the rest, you've been an incredible teacher to me: I wholly agree with your considerations, and I find you express your ideas in a very easy-to-understand way. Thank you a lot!!!)  For good, bad, right, wrong or otherwise, it is nearly unique in the publishing world.  Yet no one wants to touch it.  Why?  It steps outside the norm and accepted conventions.  The fortune-telling crowd doesn't want anything to do with it, because it stands firmly against fortune telling, and adds a devoutly spiritual dimension they run from.  And the so-called Christian publishers likewise will not touch it, because they "know" (as I thought I did) that the Tarot is evil; the only difference is they refuse to be open to other possibilities...

	

	So the only option presently known to me is self publishing.  So it stays on the Web.


It is OK to have questions, to wonder, to search.

It's OK, my friends.

<<Picture of the original Tarot Card Dan gave me.>>

A Call to Divine Inquiry.  The actual card my Teacher gave me in 1986.
I was to later discover that it symbolizes Yhwh's Large Face, the way He looked before the Universe was made.
 
15. House
In the summer of 1986 I started dating Debbie, who would become wife #2.  We met at the Lutheran Church where I was playing the organ.  And we basically fell in love from the first date.

On Valentine's day 1988 I had a problem.  According to my financial advisors my computer business was growth too quickly, and I was throwing away too much money on rent.  I needed to buy a house, they told me.

The problem was I dreaded the idea.  A mortgage, landscaping, property taxes, broken water heater, home owner's association dues...yuck.  The whole, complete, entire idea was depressing to me.  Renting my little 2 bedroom beachfront house was just lovely for me, thank you.

So, I said, let's go looking for a house.  In theory a very happy, nice thing.  I mean, there are worse problems to have, right?  But I was so irritated.  I felt compelled for purposes of financial stability to do something I had no need, want, or interest in.

And every house we saw was worse than the next one.  Outrageously priced, no land at all, and almost always sharing a common wall with the neighbors.  Who needs that?  Forget it.

But, what the heck, it was a nice day.  So, I said, how about if we take a trip out to the San Pasqual Valley, about 30 miles from where I was living.  I had done some business out there, and found it quite pleasant.

So...we headed down the freeway until it turned into a residential street...I stopped at the retirement home on the corner and asked for directions to San Pasqual.  I either got the wrong directions or went the wrong way anyhow, and wound up in an area 15 miles from where I thought I wanted to go.

We came up and over a large mountain, into a place called Valley Center.  It was gorgeous.  I didn't even know this place existed, let alone having visited there before.

We saw a sign that said "Open House--->".

We followed it...and again...and again.

We walked into simply the most beautiful place I had ever seen.  On top of a hill with 5 acres of orange trees, with a view of forever.  Well, literally 85 miles as the proverbial crow flies, including a panorama of Mount Palomar, home of the one-time world's largest telescope.  And the layout was just so perfect, with exactly the right amount of room for the computer business office, Debbie's 2 children, and us.

20 hours later I was in escrow.

And it happened...just...like...that.

The one and only house we ever entered on our house hunting was the one we bought.  And it was 30 miles from where I lived, in a place I didn't even know existed.  As Jesus says in The Last Temptation of Christ, "Thank You, Lord, for bringing me where I did not know I wanted to go."

And I went immediately from dread and anger to a hope and desperate prayer that somehow, by some miracle, a toilet scrubber like me could actually live in such a Paradise.

As of this writing I have lived here over 13 years, more than twice as long as I have lived anywhere else.

Well, the entire experience changed me.  Not just having a place to really call home, but the entirely transcendent way it all came about.  If I had turned right instead of left, or gone straight instead of right, or if the realtor had not been having the open house at exactly that hour, or any one of hundreds of possibilities, the entire event would not have happened.  Countless lives and parties and concerts and business meetings and start parties on and on have been shaped or touched through that one event.

So we are back to an old theme.  Kismet, chance, fortune, destiny, or God?

And for me, Dear Reader, any single event can be isolated and dismissed.  But after a continuous lifetime of such events I have simply become convinced that there is more to the story than we know.

Especially when I see that every "rotten" thing that's ever happened became a springboard for new growth and renewal...I don't know...The best way I know to say it is that I experience myself living inside of God.

As a part of God. 

 

16. Ahyh Asr Ahyh
Debbie, Melissa (her daughter) and I moved into the house.  We got married, and I entered the most normal, stable, comforting time of life I've known.  Life settled into business, family, and ministry.

We all need humility.  Every day I realize I need more of it.  But you must know that by the time the early 90s rolled around I had been working with The Name for well over a decade, had mapped it to Christ, the death of self, the Tarot, the World's Religions, and beyond.  I experienced myself as living in God.  So, my confession is that I thought I really had a handle on things.  Yet Dan and Yhwh had 2 more revelations for me, each of which proved at least as significant as Ani Yhwh.  This chapter relates the first.

I have related elsewhere my involvement with a local Lutheran Church, and how those events of 1990-1994 lead to inspiring me to finally write down what I had been thinking and teaching for many years.  By early 1995 I had rough sketches of many of the documents you will find here:

	

	God is Not God's Name

	

	The Revealing Science of God 

	

	The Stations of the Cross

	

	In the Garden - The Fall and Redemption of Mankind 

	

	Tarot Cards for Christians


In March of 1995 Dan was going to have a big meeting at his house, with many of the students he had taught over the years.  In the course of conversation I mentioned that I had been spending a lot of time writing.  Dan said he wanted me to bring 20 copies of everything to the meeting.  I told him that a lot of it was in rough draft form, but he didn't care.  

So I had them copied, and took them with me to the meeting.  And at that meeting Dan mentioned my writings, showed everyone where they were placed on a table for all to take for free.  Then he stood up and applauded me in front of the whole group, saying that mine was the type of initiative he was looking for.

Yes, folks, I know we need to keep our eyes on God.  Remain humble, and always ready to serve our fellow human.  For the record I had not sought this praise; it was freely given to me as a natural response to what I had been naturally doing.  And it was the greatest honor, to that point, of my life.  I was becoming important in the one circle I valued the most.

But that was not my reward.  Nothing so trivial.

Dan read God is Not God's Name and called me a few days later.  That document is written entirely from the perspective of "I Am."  And Dan said it was wrong!!  

Say what??!?
God's Name doesn't mean "I Am."  It means "I Will Be."  And God's Name isn't YHWH 
.  It's AHYH ASR AHYH 
, pronounced eh-YAH ah-SHER eh-YAH in Hebrew, or EY-ah ASH-er EY-ah with an English accent.  It is the first person infinitive of the verb "To Be."
And then he told me the most astounding tale, from the Midrash, the commentary the Hebrew Rabbis have written over the years on the Bible.  How, when Moses came down from the Mountain and told the people that the Name Elohim had told him was "I Will Be," the people got very nervous.  You can't say that, Moses.  We'll let you say "He Will Be."  YHWH is derived from the third person singular infinitive of the verb "To Be."  He Will Be.  All of the "I Am" stuff is a mistranslation centuries after the fact.

And there you have it.  God's innermost, revealed Name is Ahyh, I Will Be.  (You can find my summation of all this here.)

A quick bit of research (never, ever, believe anything anyone ever tells you, especially when it is important, simply on the strength of their word) proved that Dan was right.

I was exalted.  The next days were phenomenal.  There was no sense of having been misled, or of any contradictions.  

Why hadn't I been told this before?  I wasn't ready.

Why now?  My diligence and effort with The Name enabled me to be ready for the next step.  Perhaps (there's no way to know) if I had never printed those docs and given them to Dan then I never would have gained access to Ahyh Asr Ahyh.

Wasn't this a contradiction?  Not at all.  It was an amplification of all I already knew.  "I Am" was and IS true.  Everything in GINGN is perfectly valid.  For any given moment of time the truth is "I Am."  But that is not the whole story.  "I Will Be" is the whole story.  Yhwh is the Derivative of God, Ahyh is the Integral(!)  

The revelation of Ahyh Asr Ahyh took every thought and every meditation and every experience I had ever had through The Name and took it to the next, much higher level.  From static to dynamic, from two dimensional to three, all in one glorious step.

This is from my diary entry for April 23, 1995:

"I have, at 9:55 pm, just received the most all-consuming, highest revelation / comprehension I ever have.  It is nothing new, just a crystallization of previous awareness, all united.  
The Universe is a fractal equation of the form
        In+1 = In * Will
the "I" I will become next (In+1) is the result of my present "I" as I apply (use, exert) my will.
The easiest way to say this is I Will Be What I Will To Be.
This one equation generates the entire universe.
Absolute "I", God, applies absolute Will ("Let there Be..."), creating endlessly.  He does so only by applying His Will to Himself.  There is nothing else.
The result was I Will Be What I Will Be.

In March of 1996 The Church of Yahweh went online, public to the World-Wide Web.  Having computer documents that contained all of my writings made publishing to the Web a remarkably easy process.

In April 1997 Dan anointed my head with oil in a public ceremony naming me as his successor.  While certainly an honor, I experience it with a commensurate responsibility to carry on his ministry, bear testimony, move forward, and touch as many as I possibly can.

In December 1998 I completed the paperwork to legally change my name to Ahyh.  Many have criticized me, the banking system has real problems with just one name (my name for some institutions is either "Ahyh Ahyh" or "Ahyh None,") some think it is blasphemous, and my own father was so hurt he hasn't spoken to me for a year.

I mean no harm.

But with such grace...so many unspeakably glorious revelations...a life-long series of blessings, It is the best way I know to tangibly show my gratitude.

 
17. Ani Ain
The second life-transforming revelation Dan and Yhwh had for me in the 90s Dan had actually mentioned back in the 70s at one of our first meetings.  "One of the few mantras higher than 'Ani Yhwh' is 'Ani Ain,' but we don't push it here.  It is too much for people, and they don't get anything out of it."

It is my testimony that he was right.  I worked with The Name for nearly 20 years until I began to be able to comprehend this phenomenal system.

And that's a point that bears mentioning.  Everything I have printed here in TCOY is the result of intensely personal experiences and journeys in Yhwh's Kingdom.  You can read it in any order.  And flit about like a butterfly, "Oh, isn't that nice."  And click the browser to the next site-of-the-day to see what else is happening.

But you may be doing yourself a disservice.  We have become a world of browsers and channel surfers.  We skim.  We have an endless parade of surface-level conversations.  It is profoundly symbolic that we are obsessed with fashion, and clothes, and cosmetics, and hair.  Always on the surface, never coming anywhere near anything that actually matters.

It's like the old saying, "We don't know who discovered water, but we're pretty sure it wasn't a fish."  And if you don't know what that means, perhaps it is an indication you would serve yourself well to s-l-o-w d-o-w-n.



"Ani" is Hebrew for "I".

"Ain" is Hebrew for "Not."

"Ani Ain" is, literally, "I am the Not."

You see, there's you, and there's everything else.

You, and everything you are not.

As long as you identify with the "I", you are limiting your consciousness to the small, space-time-trapped ego.

The "Not" is everything beyond you.  It represents the No-Thing-Ness of Infinity.  Beyond attributes.  The Vast Face of Yhwh, also known as the Arikh Anafin.

"Ani Ain" then represents the totality, everything that is you, plus everything that is not you. 

In the fall we become "I-Not"...as in "I not clothed, I not rich, I not happy."

In the redemption we become "Not-I"...as in "Not my will, but Thy will be done."  As in "I (the ego) and The Father (the Not) are One (the Totality)."

As in the Whole Universe.

The 3 letters are sufficient to spell both words.

They relate to The Fool (the Totality), The Hermit (the I), and Death (the Not) in the Tarot.

The Fool = 0, The Hermit = 9, and Death = 13.

0 + 9 + 13 = 22.  The # of Hebrew letters.  The Totality.  Again, and always, and only...the Totality.

God praying through me..."Ani Yod-Heh-Vav-Heh...I Am God."

I've tried to put all of this together in a visual meditation.  It's nearly a megabyte, so I've put it in its own file in case it's too large for your browser.

And I can't explain it any better than that.  If it doesn't make sense to you then you can ignore it, or dig in.

It's up to you.

It always is.

<<Picture of the Ani Ain Meditation>>
18. Flying Lessons
The flying dreams started when I was in 2nd grade.  It was like I was swimming in the air, propelling myself along as though I was in a pool.  Over the course of 30 years the dreams would come at regular intervals, like they were one story...interwoven with the growth and development I had in my spiritual life...ever upward, ever more complex...telling me something...Wonderful. 

Within a few years I was no longer swimming through the air, but bouncing off the earth.  At first I could only bounce, and my flying would take me only as high as the energy I put into pushing off.  Quickly I could shove-off from the earth, like a miniature rocket blasting-off from the launch pad, and propel myself through the sky.

But I never got very high.  

The first obstacle I had to overcome was fright.  Simply being off the ground at all was terrible.

Then it was the gray-fog.  Once I could get even 20 feet off the ground I found myself in a silver-gray fog that made it impossible for me to fly higher.  And there was something just beyond the fog...

Throughout my 20s and 30s, just beyond the fog, I found power lines over my head.  Whenever I would have a flying dream, as I entered the fog I became aware of this energy, pulsing, vibrating, and very electric.  Eventually (after many years) I was able to get above the fog and actually see the power lines.  At first, just a single pair.  Soon, however, I caught a glimpse of the entire grid, stretched out as far as the eye could see, in all directions.  The wires were about 50 feet off of the ground.

I battled the power grid in my dreams for a decade.  I could go no higher.

Strangely, though it was certainly no coincidence, shortly after I received the Ahyh Asr Ahyh revelation, I eventually had a breakthrough...Flying above the fog, I encountered the grid, and, heart racing, told myself there was simply no need to fear.  Slipping delicately between a pair of wires, I finally rose above the power grid, only to find myself resting gently in a cradle-like blanket hovering just above the power lines.

They never appeared again.

But the last obstacle was height.  In these dreams I no longer needed to push off the ground, or flail my arms, or any other type of motor-motion.  Thought was sufficient to move me.  And there were no visible obstacles anymore.  The sky was, indeed, infinitely open to me.  My problem was the fear of the immense heights, as one mile then two then ten fell away beneath me.  Each dream I went farther, faster, more effortlessly.

My final flight happened as I dreamt I was at a meeting in someone's house.  A dark presence appeared at the door.  Some form of problem or threat was more often than not the impetus to initiate my flight.  The instant I detected this presence, I shot out a window to my left, quickly attaining a height of a few miles.  Next to me I encountered this thing...a presence...benign, but vast and awesome.  I continued to ascend, and quickly recognized this presence as an incomprehensibly tall tree.  I sought to reach the top of it, and soon realized I was flying to the top of The Tree Of Life.

As I flew to the top, uncountable miles below us, I could see there was a face on the top of The Tree Of Life.

And I realized I was looking into my own eyes.

The perspective changed, and I was no longer flying, but I was The Tree Of Life...roots planted firmly in the earth, watered by the River Of Life, branches extending through the air, as I reached toward the stars.

I opened my eyes, ready for the day.

I haven't flown since.

 
19. The Gong
I don't even believe this one.  "Fagedaboutit."  

Miracles, prophecies, words of wisdom, visions, revelations, answers to prayer...You name it, I have experienced it.  So if the story of the gong was utterly isolated it could be so easy to dismiss it.  But in context it at least seems possible.  Of course you can say I made it up, etc...I'm tired of saying it.

A couple of years ago Dan was into gongs.

Big, radiant, glorious gongs.  Rub them and they glow...hit them and they snap and growl.  With frequencies low to high.  And every time you are talking while you walk by the gong it vibrates with your speech...Resonant, grand, glorious, mysterious things.

They represent the Great Central Sun, the Cosmic Center of the Universe.

I wanted a gong.  It seemed the right thing to do.

So I went to the local major-name music retailer.  I went into the drums and percussion room.  The guy running the place that morning had been there almost daily since the place opened three years earlier.

"I need a gong."  

"Well, all we've got is this little one."  It was a tabletop model, about 6 inches in diameter.

"No, that will never do.  I need a real gong."

"Well, sorry buddy, but that's all we've got.  Don't get much call for them.  We could special order you one."

That would not do.

I closed my eyes...prayed and...well, it's hard to describe...

I opened my eyes and...There, hanging from the ceiling against the wall, over the counter itself, was a glorious 24 inch gong.

A real gong.

The percussion manager had this strange look in his eyes...this was his shop, and he had never seen this thing before.  It didn't have a tag, wasn't in the computer.  He had to look it up in the book to tell me the price.  

I took my gong home and called Dan.

He immediately got on the phone & started telling the group that I had manifested a Great Central Sun Gong out of thin air.

It seemed a bit far fetched.

I would never have believed such a ridiculous story.

Except that it happened...just...like...that.

<<Picture of my Gong>>

p.s. Did you know that if you have 2 perfectly matched microphones, one in front of the gong and one behind, placed exactly the same distance from the gong, with perfectly matched signal paths, recorded on a perfect system...You can strike the gong and hear NOTHING AT ALL?

Yup.

A scientific fact.  

All sound is a vibration, moving things (like wires and speakers and vocal chords) in and out, up and down.

For every part of the gong moving in there's another part moving out.

The sum total of the system remains neutral.  Unmoved.

The Unmoved Mover.

Ani + Ain = No-Thing

Oddly, one of the great mysteries in science is how anything can exist at all.  We now know that for every particle there is an antiparticle.  When they combine they return to the mysterious unknown from which they came.  The only thing we can't figure out is exactly the mechanism that somehow keeps them separate.

Just thought I'd toss that one in for free.

 
20. True Prayer
With as much sincerity as I can communicate across this impersonal medium I want to thank you for joining me on this journey.  From the profane to the sacred, from the one to the many to the One. 

And with all the visions and glories and mysterious gongs, it's quite a trip.  

But this cannot be accomplished in isolation.  Community is the essence of the call.  Community and responsibility to those around us.  Never forget that.

If I was to pick just one primary theme for what I have learned it is the symbiotic relationship between God and Man.  So often the vested interests of organized religion seek to maintain an unbridgeable gulf between us and The Divine, a gulf which I am convinced, and the Great Cloud of Witnesses testifies, does not exist.

	

	The primary paradigm the Bible presents us is God the Father.  Maker and creator, yes, but in an organic way, as a mother makes her child.

	

	We are fashioned in Yhwh's image.  From Genesis through Revelations through the very calligraphy of The Name itself we are told this over and over and over.

	

	God in the flesh, True God and True Man, Jesus.  Who called us Brothers and Sisters.  Who said He ascends to His Father and Our Father, to His God and Our God.

	

	From Yhwh's Name as the consummate prayer to the Ani Ain revelation, and so many points in between, God seeks to break-down the barriers between Our consciousness and His.

	

	Jesus' entire life, ministry, miracles, death and resurrection are revelations of The Name, calling us to take up our own cross (the vehicle upon which our egos will be slain) and ascend with Him to the Father.  That we might be one, as they are one.  (A potter might be able to "become one" with his pot, but I'm not sure I want to think about it.)

	

	Father, Son, Spirit.  Three in one.  All in Us.  The Lover and Beloved are One in Love.  The Speaker and Listener are One in Speech.  Giver and Recipient are One if the Gift.


With each blessing comes responsibility.  To care about others.  To share with them what we have been given.

For a year I opened my home to a family of 3, including their possessions and 4 dogs.  That does not make me a saint.  But if you are living in isolation, caring only for your own "blessings," then your life is not real, and you will not be able to progress along the Spiritual Path.

The husband got seriously injured in a fall during their honeymoon.  They rented-out their house and stayed with me in a (successful) attempt to save their house.

One night, I came downstairs from the office.  My friends were asleep.  The husband was on his hospital bed.  The wife was dealing with a horrid headache, not to mention the stress of trying to keep the family together.  And the son was dealing with his dad's injury, as well as being the center of a very bitter custody dispute.

Previously I wrote 

With time the Transcendent, Phase 5 Prayer that I found so incapacitating would become the ground of being that I have constant access to, as simply as deciding to blink.
Those weren't just words.  The entire "I-and-Thou" duality between "Me" and "God" phases in and out of consciousness regularly.

It has been happening for decades.

Yet I was not entirely prepared for the overwhelming power of the experience I gained as I stood at the foot of my stairs praying for my friends.

"Dear Yhwh.  Please help these people.  They are under such pressure and pain..."

When my entire perspective snapped, like when I realized I was The Tree Of Life, looking at myself.

And "I" was not "ahyh" (little me, myself and I) praying to AHYH (God) to help these people.  "I" was AHYH praying to ahyh, asking him (me) to help them.  My prayer was actually God within Me asking Me to help them.

I wasn't talking to God.  As I prayed, He was talking to me.

That was the experience.  It lasted maybe 10 seconds.  Then I was "me" again.  Whoever that is.

And as I contemplated this, it seemed to be astoundingly true, and consistent with the rest of the Story.

If we have the ability to help someone, yet refuse to do so, prayer becomes an evil.  Of course you need discernment, because you simply cannot find every battle that comes your way.  But if a person has been placed in your life, and you have both the time and capacity to help them, but refuse to do so, your prayer becomes a blasphemy.

Jesus says the most amazing thing in Matthew 16:19.  "Whatever you bind on earth will have been bound in heaven, and whatever you loose on earth will have been loosed in heaven."  Will have been, as in past tense.  And as I prayed for my friends I realized that this had already been established; I was praying for God to help them, and God, through me, had already been helping them through me.

I began to reexamine the whole issue of prayer.  From high to low, large to small, I realize that all true prayer bridges the gap between God and Us.  Petitioner and Listener are One in Prayer.

The Subject-Object-Relationship is condensed to Unity.

Every genuine prayer.

In fact, that is the measure of whether that prayer is genuine: does it honestly bridge the gap?  Which also means that genuine prayer must be coincident with a devout, loving life.

"Give us this day our daily bread..."  From the limited space-time-ego, this means "God feed me."  But on the Other Side of The Gong it means "Whatever you do to the least of my brothers you do to me...Feed the hungry, My Children."

Then, and only then, can God answer the prayer, when we begin to feed those around us.  We are, indeed, the only mechanism He has in this world to affect such a miracle.

"I and The Father are One."

You are Yhwh's Living Prayer to the World.
21. Seeing God, part 2
And I heard a million voices singing, 
acting to the stories that they had heard about.
Does One Child know the Secret, and can say it, 
Or does it all come out along without "you?"
    -- Yes, The Ancient, Giants Under the Sun

And in The Day of The Lord, whether in the body or out I cannot tell, I heard a Voice saying, "Come up here." 

And immediately I was in Heaven.

In a world without flesh, yet with bodies.  

Where desire was strength.

And as one's desire, so was one's destiny.

And I heard a Voice saying, "Come up here."

And immediately I was in a Realm of Transcendent Consciousness.  

Pure Mind.

And as one's thought, so was one's destiny.

And I heard a Voice saying, "Come up here."

And immediately I was in the Domain of The Angels Who Surround Yhwh's Throne.

Pure Will.

And as one's will, so was one's destiny.

And I heard a Voice saying, "Come up here."

And immediately I was finally myself.

And as I looked around, I saw millions, and billions, just like me.  Aware, awake, ascended Beings of Pure Light and Love.

And as we came forever closer, we joined as billions of cells, into one body.

The Body of God.

We turned our gaze from each other, moving outward...upward...

To begin our Spiritual Journey.

And it happened...just...like...that.
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