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AUTHOR’S NOTE

That Heaven
is my third book and brings my life story up to
date. When I think back on all I have experienced in this lifetime,
I am amazed. It is as if there was an urgency to integrate many
experiences in one lifetime, for I have had an abundance of high
hills and deep valleys.

Six years ago, in a
near-death experience during a heart attack, I visited the
heaven I speak of in this book. It was the
most profound experience of my life, different from other
out-of-body experiences I have had in that my unity with God was
complete. I was not an observer separate from God, but was fully
united with God. Ego was gone, and my soul had returned to its
Source. Upon my return to earth, the longing to go back clung to me
like a newborn babe to its mother. I was
devastated.

I try to convey my experience of that
heaven through poetic imagery. Even so, there are simply no words
to describe Oneness in God. Although my mortal mind was not
present, through the memory of that experience in my soul I can
tell you of it.

As an occupational therapist and healer, I
have worked with dying patients and clients and had many
opportunities to give words of comfort to those who were at death’s
door, tell them of a loving, forgiving God, and relate my own
experiences in leaving my body to ease their transition. This is
one reason I have written this book . . . I want people to know
that there is life after death and there is nothing to
fear.

But this book is not only about passing from
this world into another. It is also about realizing God’s presence
in the here and now. And it is about lifting oneself above the
limitations of dogmatic theology. If my beliefs had been
constrained by external authority, there would have been little
room for spiritual growth.

That Heaven
brings to light a fresh, love-filled way of
living in God consciousness and communing with God. It is filled
with words from Jesus, who wishes to give us teachings that are
suited to our understanding in the present age. There are
Yogananda’s words of encouragement and hope in trying times,
Babaji’s directives for right living, and experiences I have had
that I hope will inspire others to be more open to and accepting of
divine awareness, visions, apparitions, miracles, healings, and
change. There is so much more in life than meets the
eye.

My wish is that what I have written
will help you to acknowledge and more fully experience your own
spirituality, be more aware of and embrace the presence of God in
your life, activate divine energies within yourself, and increase
the light in your soul. If you deeply contemplate the truths in
this book, they will take on deeper meaning for you and help to
relight your memory of Oneness in God.












Chapter One

TRANSCENDING

I gave myself up.

Loosening the bonds of my human
form,

I became dancing, multi-hued
particles—

a transformation outside
myself,

as in a euphoric dream.

Delighting in love,

in that love I was loved.

Spiritual growth is usually
unhurried—like a lily quietly unfolding its petals in the light of
the sun. At other times, spiritual growth may thunder toward you
with a sudden breakthrough into a higher consciousness.

Standing in front of
the booth I shared with a daughter at the Body, Mind, Spirit
Festival in Warren, Michigan, where I was attempting to sell my
first book, Messages from
Jesus, my eyes were drawn to a harnessed,
Labrador dog coming down the aisle with his handler. As soon as I
saw him from afar, he also saw me, and our eyes met in one of those
forever moments. A smile spread throughout my being, like a breeze
flowing through, and I knew then that I would be greeting him as
though he were a beloved friend. And in this knowing, the spiritual
world surpassed the mortal, and time hung in the air as events
unfolded in slow motion.

With our eyes locked on one another,
fragrant oil suddenly started forming in my hands—real as day—with
a fragrance far surpassing that of any flower I have ever known. It
was distracting, and I felt as if it were interfering with what was
beginning to happen. I struggled with an earth-bound assumption
that the strong fragrance might offend the dog in some way. I gave
no thought to its significance, its reason for being. Sometimes we
struggle when our delusional, earthly ways clash with those of
Spirit.

I tried to wipe the fragrant oil on my
skirt, only to have it fill my hands, again and again! I kept
wiping my hands, to no avail. Fragrance filled the air. The dog
leaned into his handler and pushed her toward my side of the aisle,
dragging her toward me, as if she were nothing. She resisted, and
he persisted and won.

As the dog came before me, with his
irate handler at his side, my oil-filled hands slowly came out from
behind me and went out to him through no effort of my own. He
pulled his mistress one last, good pull, so he could reach my
hands, sniffed deeply, closed his eyes, backed up on his haunches
with his front legs before him, and bowed his head low, between his
legs. In soul-orchestration—in time beyond time—I pranamed low
before him. . . .

Then out from the depths of a shared
eternity, “Bless your heart!” flowed from me in spontaneous verbal
blessing, and our joy merged into one love.

And with that, I recognized the spirit
of a true friend and teacher from a past life—Sebastian—who, in
this life when I was a child, had merged his consciousness with the
body of a dog in order to protect me.

The interlude ended in what seemed
like an audible snap as his mistress yanked his harness and dragged
him off. The moment broken, he went reluctantly.

The oil stopped forming in my hands,
its fragrance faded as if it had never been, and my skirt was
unstained.

Only then did I look over at my
daughter, who was selling essential oils. Caught up with a
customer, she had seen the dog and the woman, but was not fully
aware of the encounter. Soon after, another woman came up to me and
said, “I saw that!” She had tuned in to what had taken
place.

Thank you, Oh God,

Creator of fragrant oil and

Source of every blessing.

Amen.

Later, I turned and
faced the part of the booth where copies of Messages from Jesus were on display
and contemplated why my huge poster depicting the book cover was
not attracting many sales. I suddenly realized that the title, with
the word “Jesus” in it, was out of place in this New Age show.
There was nothing in the title to convey that my book was a link
between Christianity and the New Age. Perhaps those attending the
festival associated Jesus with traditional beliefs that no longer,
or never, appealed to them, for I saw many of them glance at my
poster and rush away, leaving a blur behind them as they distanced
themselves from me.

Suddenly, a gentleman stood in front
of my booth and started weeping uncontrollably. Tears coursed down
his face and his shoulders trembled. He couldn’t seem to control
his crying. I reached out to comfort him. Then I thought that maybe
the huge poster caused his reaction and he wanted a book. I tried
to sell him one. Instead he cried out, “No! No! It’s not the book,
it’s you!” Then he faded into the crowd.

I can only surmise that he felt the
blissful energy that lingered from the divine encounter with
Sebastian.












Chapter Two

Transition

“Before enlightenment he
gathered wood

and carried
water;

after enlightenment he
gathered wood

and carried
water.”

—Buddhist
saying

Ah . . . what joys and sorrows we share in the
midst of our dream—a dream of our own making. We react to the
“slings and arrows of outrageous fortune”. We enact a portrayal of
who we think others want us to be. We search for God. We search for
who we really are. We search for Love.

When souls came into this world to
experience it through physical bodies, they were still aware of
God. Then, as a result of judgmental and dualistic thinking, they
lost this joyful awareness and identified with the body they
inhabited and its limitations. For most of them, only a vague
memory of God remained. They felt that something was missing and
tried to fill the gap with physical pleasures and activities, but
of course, nothing else could ever take the place of God. Deep
within, many of us long for that Indefinable Source of happiness we
once knew.

Most of us do not realize what a great
loss this is or even what it is that we long for, but when we
experience divine love and bliss, we want more of the same and
often begin a conscious search for God.

I believe that every human being is
eventually drawn back to God for one or more of the following
reasons: curiosity, disillusionment, desperation, a deep longing
for God, the gentle promptings of Spirit—the “voice of God” within
us.

We have been on a long and winding
path for countless lifetimes. In many of them, we only gained a
little knowledge of God, or none at all, or we regressed, and in
others we were catapulted closer to God. Never were we not on a
journey that eventually would bring us home to God.

A spiritual path is a way of
life—which often includes spiritual practices—that leads a person
toward final liberation in God. In this lifetime, my spiritual path
did not begin at Song of the Morning Retreat, where we now live. As
a child, I followed in the Christian footsteps of my parents. This
Christian upbringing was a good foundation, for Jesus first
appeared to me when, at the age of five, I attended my first Sunday
school class. From then on, Jesus was my “invisible
friend.”

Though surrounded by Christian
structure, I conversed in heart talk with Jesus, and this became a
part of my everyday life with nary a thought to theorize about it.
He has been a companion and guide to me all my life.

Heart talk is an aspect of superconscious soul
perception, which is the ability to see, hear, and in other ways
experience non-physical levels of reality. Communication with
Jesus, God and nature, for me, feels like a song from my heart
flowing through my whole being. Heart talk is an innate ability,
awaiting your discovery.

Silently expressing thoughts and
feelings from the heart with Jesus was easy for me, and our
conversations always concerned only myself, never others. I learned
to keep them a secret, because when I spoke of them to others they
seemed to shrug it off or turn away in unbelief.

Joy is there for us

and we don’t laugh.

Bliss is there for us,

and we don’t feel.

Spirit speaks to us,

and we don’t hear.

Miracles happen for us,

and we don’t notice.

Still, I was happy as a child and
loved my church family, and my relationship with Jesus sustained me
throughout life’s challenges.

But after the age of fifty, my life
changed dramatically. I was working as a traveling occupational
therapist, when suddenly I discovered I had been given the gift of
healing others through the power of divine energy and God’s grace,
and entered a world I was not expecting. It was a calling that
filled my life with purpose.

Between traveling assignments, I felt
a need to tell my church family about the healings I had witnessed,
but many of them did not understand this. They didn’t know how to
react to me. I felt I didn’t belong.

My transformation from non-healer to
healer was profound, and I felt restrained by the conservative
religious attitudes that surrounded me. I had to make a choice
between staying within the confines of the church or accepting
whatever God had in store for me. It was difficult to leave it all
behind. Many of my friends were church members, and I had been the
organist. I gave it all up—every bit of it except the memories—and
walked away. In the solace of Jesus’ companionship, I simply
surrendered to God’s will and embraced my new role as a
healer.

Since I was recently widowed, my children were
grown, and I was traveling as an occupational therapist in
three-month settings across the country, I was in an ideal position
to utilize the gift of healing and integrate it into my
professional work, guided by Spirit. I prayed
unceasingly.

Loving Jesus, hear me. . .
.

Send your healing grace

into his withered hands.

Decrease his pain,

so he may move them

once again.

~ ~ ~

Sweet Jesus, hear me. . . .

Breathe your healing grace through my
breath.

Disperse her agony through
my

breathing out and breathing
in.

~ ~ ~

Blessed Jesus, hear me. …

I see past this ancient
man,

this double amputee.

I see a man walking.

You have given me this
vision.

Send me all I need to make it
so.

~ ~ ~

Gentle Jesus, hear me. . .
.

Send your healing grace.

Let me lay my hands, oh so
gently,

on this newborn neonate

to give her the will to
live,

and stretch, and become
uncurled.

~ ~ ~

Compassionate Jesus, hear me. . .
.

Send your healing grace thru
me,

so I might give comfort

to this broken child.

Fear is written in her body, mind and
spirit.

Let my touch be your touch.

~ ~ ~

Gentle Jesus, hear me. . .
.

Send your healing love.

Let me hold this beautiful,

Steroid-fed, enlarged babe with your
grace.

Nourished by tubes through his
heart,

let my embrace heal him through
you,

so he may be nourished

with food and love.

~ ~ ~

Comforting Jesus, hear me . .
.

Send your healing grace through
me

into this dying young
mother

so her spirit will be made
free.

Help me to comfort her grieving
husband

so he may gently let her go

and bravely turn to their
sons.

~ ~ ~

Sweet Jesus, hear me, teach me, move
me,

to touch a stranger’s pained
knee,

or a friend’s headache,

or a grandson’s tear,

or a puppy’s cry,

or a flower’s wilting.

Thank you, Sweet Jesus, for
your

comforting presence and

answering my prayers.






In 1996, while I was on a three-month
assignment in Albuquerque, New Mexico, I took a trip to see what
was on the other side of the Sandia and Manzano mountains. I rose
early and packed an overnight bag and some water and headed for the
mountains. It was Thanksgiving Day.

I couldn’t help but think about the nursery
rhyme that I sang as a child.

The bear went over the
mountain,

The bear went over the
mountain,

The bear went over the
mountain,

To see what he could see.

And all that he could see,

And all that he could see,

Was . . . the other side of the
mountain,

The other side of the
mountain.

The other side of the
mountain

Was all that he could see.

I had planned to do some exploring. The map
showed a few ruins on highway 14, which would eventually take me
into the beautiful, mountain-resort village of Ruidoso, and then to
the Mescalero gambling resort, “Inn of the Mountain Gods”, where I
was to meet with some healer friends for a Thanksgiving
dinner.

I started out on I-40, the expressway
through the pass between the mountains. It was nearly deserted. I
left I-40 and started south on highway 14. The road wound through
villages with opulent and crude homes nestled within the mountains,
under the bright New Mexico blue sky. The wind was cold as I made
my way slowly, savoring the views. Nothing was going to rush me
that day.

I arrived at the Salinas Pueblo
Mission, which is a National Monument, named for the salt lakes at
the base of the mountains. The Spaniards used Indian labor to bring
the salt down the Rio Grande River to where it was hauled in carts
to silver mines in Chihuahua, Mexico. Salt was crucial to the
process of silver smelting.

What remained to be seen and was not
buried by centuries of wind-blown sand was the skeleton of the
Spanish church. I explored the area and the church. Since it was
Thanksgiving, I was the only visitor at these National Park
sites.

Then I drove to the Gran Quivera Ruins
and visited a ruin that had been inhabited by the Tompiro Indians
for nine centuries. I was alone to explore—accompanied by a howling
wind and helped by a blue-colored bird, which guided me here and
there. I could feel the Spanish influence/interference. Little is
known of the history of the people as the ruins are still mostly
buried. Many mounds of maze-type pueblos were protruding partially
into the air.

How could these ancient people survive
drought and famine in the distant past, yet could not survive in
the end? What survival techniques and customs were lost or not
allowed by the Spanish Church?

I felt as though I was an intruder. I
was almost finished with my walkabout when strong feelings of
sorrow hit me. I sat down on a low adobe wall, which would have
been the last wall built, wall upon wall, upon wall. The blue bird
settled on a tree branch.

The earliest pueblos supposedly were
built in five or six concentric circles and contained up to 200
rooms. In that early phase, the masonry work was very durable since
a source of yellow clay was nearby. When they were excavated, these
pueblos were found to be intact. After they had been filled in from
years of blowing sand, they were topped with round to rectangular
pueblos. But the new rockwork was of poorer quality, because the
source of yellow clay had become hidden by the sand.

I began to mourn the fact that once
the Spaniards occupied the area, the decline of the Indians began.
It seemed as though this happened either because of greed or
sickness brought by the intruders, drought, or religion replacing
native customs. I could see them trying to resist and then giving
in.

I was about to say a prayer, when the
New Mexico wind became still. The blue bird stopped its song. The
silence fed my prayer for the lost peoples of these pueblos, and I
thanked them for allowing me the honor of visiting with them in
their ancient home. I could sense them as if they were there as
they were in the far past. I communicated with them through heart
talk, apologizing for the changes brought to the natural order of
their culture. I apologized for any damage my intrusion might have
caused and prayed for them to be at peace within their
sky-heaven.

I felt like I was in a hushed vacuum,
in tune with the past, one with the Indians in spirit, not of this
time. In a spiritual trance and far removed from duality, their
energy penetrated my heart and depressed my spirit at the same
time. Dark nights’ secrets and sadness lingered within. My eyes
filled with tears while visions passed before me, one after the
other, of what swept their heritage away—exploitation, disease,
hunger, defeat. I apologized for it all and cried aloud, as a
mother would for a lost child.

I drew in my breath and the vision
stopped, time stopped. A whisper of wind entered my right ear, and
with no room for misinterpretation, I felt a “Thank you!” Then,
another whirlwind at the top of my head caused me to stand and lift
my arms to dance in communion with the spirits, in cadence with my
slowed, drumming pulse.

A welcoming, peaceful feeling came
over me. Then the wind picked up its mighty force as if it were
more than wind. The blue bird sang. I meditated for a while, then
went on my way.

From there I drove up into Alto, New
Mexico, a 7,300- foot elevation, and then a short drive to Ruidoso.
In the clear blue sky, I could see Sierra Blanc at 12,000 feet—old
granite baldy—sitting spectacularly at the head of the White
Mountains, an awesome sight.

I met my friends for dinner at the Inn
of the Mountain Gods on the Mescalero Reservation. We feasted for
two hours. What fun and joy filled our hearts and good food our
bellies.

During dinner, snow began to move in
and, by the time we were finished, it was floating downward through
the troposphere in a haze of microscopic stars that touched
everything with glittering diamonds.

I left to go down the mountain while
the going was good. By the time I reached a mesa, at 6,500 feet,
the flakes were silver dollar-sized lace. They were so beautiful
that I didn’t think about what might happen going across a nearly
isolated mesa in a snowstorm. I followed a car ahead of me or I
might not have been able to see the road.

After a while, I realized I had better
look at the map for shelter. I saw that there was a small village
up ahead, Mountainaire, and I hoped there would be a room for me
for the night. Luckily, I made it to the village, plowing through
snow, and found a poorly heated motel room, but was provided with
plenty of blankets to wrap up in.

The next morning, the sky was clear
blue, as if nothing had happened, but the ground was covered with
very deep, brilliant, diamond-laden snow, lying quietly, awaiting
my next adventure.

Still up in the mountains on the mesa,
I started out slowly, taking in the beauty of it all. My Buick
Roadmaster plowed through snow all the way down the mountain to the
freeway, only to find out that the freeway was closed. Once again,
I was stranded, but there just happened to be a motel at the
intersection. Finally, the next day, I was able to make my way back
to Albuquerque for work.

After three years of travel, working
as an occupational therapist/healer in medical facilities and
nursing homes, mainly in the Southwest, Jesus urged me to return to
my hometown in Michigan, and within a short time, I had a profound
experience that changed me and altered my life, just as becoming a
healer had done three years previously.

~ ~ ~

On New Year’s morning, 1998, I had a
powerful awakening, brought on by a kundalini energy flow, so
fierce that I was hospitalized and then in therapy for months.
Normally, a spiritual awakening does not have harmful effects, and
in the past, I often had experienced bliss when my pelvic floor
would clamp shut and energy would shoot up my spine. But when it
happened this time, the energy that flowed through my spine, brain,
and entire body was so intense it opened me to deeper levels of
spiritual awareness. It was as if layers of veil between the world
of ordinary human perception and the spirit world had been
lifted.

My physical body and cognition were
affected as though I had suffered a stroke. But all that the
medical tests indicated was an increase in brain
activity.

I wrote poetry to describe and express
what I saw, felt and heard as I began to experience, ever more
deeply, the divinity in nature and an expanding awareness of
oneness in God. As a result of this awakening, I am less affected
now by the delusive thought that where I end the rest begins. It’s
all one!

At some point, while yet in
rehabilitation, I was told of Song of the Morning Retreat. And,
through inner prompting from Jesus, I felt an urgency to go there
that I could not deny. Without consent from my caregivers, I drove
the long distance anyway, and because of my decreased strength, it
was not easy for me to walk through the snow from building to
building. I often had to lie upon the snow to rest.

Following my initial visit, I was
moved to go for another and another . . . and eventually doors
opened up for me for a job in the area and a place to stay. Jesus
and all my spirit friends were a big part of my life, and I was
filled with gratitude for all the lessons and blessings I was
receiving.

After some time, I met George at the
Retreat, and we married in the year 2000. A year later, we were the
first to build a home in the new Clear Light Community within the
eight-hundred-acre, forested Retreat.

Here, I am free to worship at home or with
others, as I wish, and meditate in my own way. I love the
acceptance that abounds here at the Retreat; individual differences
are respected and there is a spiritual energy that sustains
me.

Just as birds of a feather flock
together, people with similar soul traits are drawn to certain
teachings and teachers, and like to pray, sing and worship
together. Yet, each follower of a spiritual path or religion will,
to some degree, implement its teachings in their own unique way,
because each of us is an individual soul and has a unique personal
relationship with God, as well as different strengths and
weaknesses.

Nevertheless, all spiritual paths have
the same purpose: to help us grow spiritually and realize God. We
call God by different names and say different prayers, but God is
love. Connecting with God is the common constant uniting all true
spiritual paths and religions.

Although I became disenchanted with
the rigidly held dogma and conservatism of organized religion, I am
not down on religions that teach love, for they help people in many
ways. Christianity was a good foundation for me and provided me
with a way of worshipping God.

If you feel a need for religious
structure, it can be of help, as long as it does not keep you from
expanding your horizons and moving on if you ever wish to do
so.

A religion should not block your way
if more is opened up for you, but should honor whatever path you
choose to take.

 


Some see our holy books –

Our covenants, both old and new
–

As perfect, free from

Human limitation.

But scholars know these books to
be

Both human and divine

And that translations of key
words

Are sometimes far from certain.

Moreover, some religious teachings
are

Approximations of the truth.

As mankind grows in wisdom

These teaching often change.

Old-time religion saw a wrathful
God

And evil, guilt and sin.

It dwelt on retribution

And what a fix we’re in.






Now, many see with eyes of
soul

And know a loving God.

They emulate the lives of
saints

And tread the paths they trod.

And through deep
meditation,

Self-discipline and love,

They open inner portals
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