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AUTHOR’S NOTE:
Song of the Morning is a yoga retreat, nestled deep in the silence and beauty of a Michigan forest. My husband and I built our home in the nurturing space of a new spiritual community here. It is from this peaceful, woodland setting that I write.
Most children lose their ability to see spirit beings or invisible friends. They realize that others can’t see them, and they tend to slowly let go of the things grown-ups never saw or have long since forgotten. Or maybe parents and peers tell them how silly they are, so they block out such subtle experiences from their awareness.
As a young child, I was very close to Jesus. He was my invisible friend. All I had to do was think of Him and He would be there and we would communicate through “heart talk” or just be silent. I soon realized that others could not see Jesus and considered me strange when I spoke of our companionship. I loved His nearness and found comfort in His presence, but I learned to keep these experiences to myself. Jesus never faded from my awareness during all my growing up years and as an adult. He continues to be my friend and companion today.
In my openness to the spirit world, I was eventually made aware of having the gift of spiritual healing. I was raised as a conservative Lutheran and did not have much knowledge of such things. I was working as a traveling occupational therapist in hospitals, outpatient clinics and other settings, and the healing ability just appeared. I had a hard time dealing with my new role. I felt separated from my church family. Still, this was not something I could keep secret. This was God’s work and could not be set aside.
Then I had a powerful awakening, upon which I became more aware of spirit. I began writing poetry describing my experiences—blissful energies flowing through me, visions of great beauty, deeper understandings, ethereal fragrances, love, oneness. But this awakening separated me even more from those who don’t want to hear about things they don’t understand. So, I came to live at the Retreat to be able to commune with God and Jesus in an accepting environment. It was here that I met my present husband, who values spiritual matters as I do.
In 2002, Jesus told me I should write. My relationship with Him was no longer just a personal one. It became all-encompassing and includes all of you who read this dialogue. Jesus is speaking through many others at this time in history and His messages are both timely and timeless. In Messages from Jesus, He discusses threats to our health, safety, and environment that didn’t exist before. He presents spiritual concepts that few could have understood two thousand years ago. But He also enables us to more fully comprehend the timeless truths He lived and taught at that time. Many people have informed us that this book has given them comfort, hope, and strength for meeting daily challenges, deepened their understanding of truth, answered many of their questions, and helped them be more loving and forgiving.
In Messages from Jesus, Jesus often addresses me with the endearments“Saint Ta” or Brave Heart,” but even when it seems as if He is speaking just to me, please remember that this dialogue was meant for everyone. Jesus said to me, “Even if the sharing seems to be concentrated on you, it is not about you. Disown it. Your sharing is about what these writings will do for others.”
So now I share with you what is very sacred to me: my experiences with Jesus and His messages of truth and love.
Chapter One
THE VISIT
Thou hast given so much to me,
Give one thing more—a grateful heart;
Not thankful when it pleases me,
As if Thy blessings had spare days,
But such a heart whose pulse may be Thy praise.
—George Herbert
One never knows what is going to happen from one moment to the next. One’s whole life can change in an instant.
This morning, George, my husband, and I had a disagreement about a person who has a channeling gift and appears to be exploiting it. I argued that he was charging too much for his classes, excluding many people who couldn't afford them. I don't feel exclusivity belongs in the teaching of spirituality. George felt that each of us is on our own path and this person could do as he wanted, just like the rest of us.
Of course George was right, yet I thought my feelings were justifiable and I was becoming increasingly upset that he did not see things exactly the way I did.
I was about to storm out of the bedroom, when I stopped, turned and emphatically stated, "I can channel Jesus, Yogananda, Sri Yukteswar, Babaji and Sebastian, too!"1 I had always been skeptical of channeling and my sudden claim startled me. George replied, "Well, why don't you?" I quickly turned and rushed out of our bedroom. I went into the guest bathroom and started to ready myself for our Sunday church service, when, suddenly, there they were, all five of them!
The bathroom took on an expanded dimension. It was no longer the bathroom. Brilliant, white, pulsating light, tinged with faint pastel colors, almost like flames, permeated everything. It was everywhere, as if suddenly a brilliant light had been turned on in the dark. Astounded and awed, I bathed in the light. It filled me.
The masters, in ethereal, yet human form, appeared to be somewhat blended into each other, as if one, and yet separate. A few were elevated off the floor, as if the floor didn't matter. I simply knew who they were. Each appeared to have his own distinct floral fragrance that blended with the others into one exquisite perfume. The aroma penetrated every cell of my body. I could "taste" it in my saliva. My every inhalation, permeated with fragrance, led to a crescendo of unfathomable bliss.
Time had no meaning. My fading argumentative emotions were intermingled with joy. I gasped for breath. . . . Then, in a rush, I said to the masters, "I can't ask you to be here. You have more important things to do."
One of them said, "All you have to do is say our name or think of us, and believe, and we are there with you."
The voice was mellow, yet full of power. I suddenly realized I was out of my body! Though I still had conscious awareness, I was not aware of my body. Feeling blissfully calm and in a oneness I cannot put into words, I conversed with the masters in what I call "heart talk."
Contemplatively I said, "So . . . you would be here, anytime, for me to connect with?" I knew in my heart they are always there for me. They must have read my thoughts because they did not acknowledge my question. Increasingly humbled, I continued, "I do have many questions."
Together they answered, "No. You have many answers."
In my doubting mind, I did not feel I could provide all the answers. So many things were running through my mind. Thoughtlessly I asked, "So . . . should I put these answers in books or on the Internet, like. . . ?"
Interrupting me, they collectively answered, "Why not! You would reach more people that way."
Without thinking, I asked, "Should I charge for this service, too?" At this point they appeared, as one, to be conversing about whatever it was they had in mind for me. It was confusing and I was unable to come to any conclusion. I was feeling left out. They didn't answer my question. Time seemed to simultaneously both speed up and slow down. I was absorbed into their energy, yet I was not given a definite answer.
Suddenly they brought me out of my thoughts, and seemingly out of context said, "You should have a new name."
Immediately, the name "Saint Ta" came to my mind. I reeled from the sudden, unexpected thought of it. Some time ago, one of the masters, Sebastian, had told me "Saint Ta" was a name given to me in a past life for work that I did, an informal name given to me by the local people.
Without giving this name more thought and maybe to change the subject, I asked Jesus, "So . . . what am I to write about?"
"I shall speak to you of love. Before you ask a question, you will have an answer, and the answers will breathe love," replied Jesus.
I turned ever further inward, probing my mind, trying to find answers. I wondered about my ability to write, the significance of sharing revelations from the masters, and what might follow. I asked them, "How am I supposed to do this?"
Then, suddenly, I felt a sense of urgency start to come over me—like a flood—an urgency to write that I could not dismiss. It felt as if the skill to write down the information would simply be there.
While deep in my analytical mind, no longer focused on the masters, I lost them. They left behind a trail of questions that I knew would be answered soon. I knew they would be back. Knowing they are always there for me when I call upon them brings me comfort. For now they were gone.
To have them all come at once was, to say the least, overwhelmingly humbling. The energy was powerful. Time expanded and contracted. As they left and I became lost in thought, I suddenly realized I was back in body consciousness. I felt joy bubbling up inside me. Nearing laughter, I went back into our bedroom and said to George, "You are never going to believe this!"
In the meantime, George had retreated into his bathroom to ready himself for the Sunday service. He told me later he could feel the heaviness of my energy when I stormed out of the bedroom. Then, in my absence, he could feel my energy mellow into a beautiful, calm stillness, unaware of what was happening to me in the other bathroom.
So, when I said to him, "You are never going to believe this," he wasn't surprised. I thank God every day that he is my husband.
All throughout the Sunday service, I was distracted by my thoughts and doubts. I knew I was about to embark on a challenging journey. The responsibilities would be tremendous. My memory had not been very good, following a recent "stroke." I had had very little contact with Yogananda and Sri Yukteswar, and I didn't remember any contact with Babaji1 at all. Sebastian was a master from a past life. Jesus has been a part of my life since I was a child.
How could I write books? I tried to meditate and clear my mind. This simply did not work. My mind was too active and full. Many of my thoughts were garbled—just noise. I went over what they had said to me: "You know that all you have to do is say our name or think of us, and believe, and we are there with you. . . . You have many answers. . . . You would reach more people that way. . . . You should have a new name. . . . Before you ask a question, you will have an answer, and the answers will breathe love. . . ."
Here I was, faced with what I had always been skeptical of: channeling. And yet this could better be called "superconscious communion" than channeling. The masters did not enter my body and take over my voice. My heart, mind and soul were simply attuned to and uplifted by their blissful, loving presence. I could see them and consciously interact with them on a higher plane than the physical.
‘Yogananda, Sri Yukteswar, and Babaji are enlightened beings, who lived in India. At Sri Yukteswar’s request, Yogananda came to the United States in 1920 and spread the meditation techniques of India throughout the world. Babaji is an immortal, omnipresent avatar, who has been on earth for hundreds, perhaps thousands, of years. Sebastian has been with Mary Ann, as a teacher and guide, in previous lifetimes and in this life.
One might ask, "How do God, masters, and other spirit beings appear to me? Are they in human form? Are they in color?"
There is no doubt that God is with me always. God is love. God can be found in old people, little children, nature, animals and everywhere in creation. God is one with all, omnipresent.
Sometimes, I feel God's presence as a visual super-awareness of divine light, that infuses all things, and everything appears lit up, brighter. The greens are greener, the sky is bluer, and sparkles of light dance in the air. Everything feels alive and I am one with all of it.
Even so, I know I am in the oneness of God even at those times when I am unaware of oneness.
Ever present, Jesus said, "Even in your unawareness, you are living it. It is like wearing clothing; you are not always aware of the feel of the clothing on your skin, yet it is still there. When you bring your awareness to the clothing, you can always feel it. When you bring your awareness to oneness in God, you experience it."
"Thank you, Sweet Jesus."
Continuing on . . . Jesus and other masters always come when called upon. Many times they just show up, unannounced. Sometimes I see masters and other spirit beings in ethereal, human form; other times, as ribbons of light, or vast, intense light and color enveloping everything. Beings who have left the earth may have characteristics from their life on earth.
Sometimes masters have come to me without warning, emphatically, and in a rush. Once all the candles that were lit went out. Initially their energy feels overwhelming, and then I feel blissfully calm. With the masters there is often the most heavenly fragrance you could imagine, which permeates every cell of my body. I breathe in the fragrance and can't seem to get enough. All the senses may come into play. Sometimes everything appears to slow down or stand still, for I am passing beyond the physical dimension, which is ruled by time. The pleasure of a master's presence is so beautiful, it sometimes is hard to come back to ordinary consciousness.
I never know how spirits will appear and often don't know when. I feel and sometimes move with profound energies in the area surrounding me. I call this 'dancing with the spirits.' Sometimes I feel their touch and see them. Sometimes my body or the surrounding air feels extremely cold, or hot, or even heavy. There is a knowing in the presence of spirits. Intuitively, I just know they are there and whether I should acknowledge them or not.
When Jesus, masters and spirits come to me, I am never afraid. If someone comes around a corner and meets me head on, this always startles me, but the sudden appearance of a master or spirit rarely startles me.
Sometimes I sense a spirit who is a lost soul, and I simply talk to it and tell it to go to the light. If it wants to stay, I command it to leave and it does. Occasionally a spirit comes who I immediately know is not there for my best interest. At these times I simply know I am being protected. The presence of God is ever evident to me and, in these instances, even more so. I emphatically command such a spirit to leave in God's name. Occasionally it hangs on. Still I adamantly persist, and within a very short time, it leaves. Sometimes the vision of the spirit is hard to erase from my mind and stays with me for a while, and if I have a hard time dealing with it, then Jesus' face comes into view, taking the place of the spirit every time it comes to mind, and eventually it is forgotten.
I am also aware of a guardian that keeps watch over me. I often smell fragrances of these wonderful guardians, but this one has a foul odor about him. Still I welcome this guardian because I know he is taking care of me.
What do the masters or spirits wear? That is no more important to me than what someone I met at the store was wearing, so I don't always remember. Most often the clothing is as brilliantly illuminated as they are.
How do I communicate with the masters? I use English—usually mental, though sometimes spoken out loud—through heart talk. I call such communication heart talk because it happens with a feeling of great love and from the heart. They talk to me in my language as they would talk to anyone in that person's language, and they use terminology that is appropriate in today's world. Their communication involves more than words or thoughts, for I often feel attuned to so much more. I cannot explain it. I hear a master's voice within my heart and soul, not necessarily through my ears.
How do I communicate with God? I talk to God the same way as with the masters, and I look for God's response in my innermost feelings, outer experiences, nature, and thoughts within me that appear to be coming from God.
Love is what draws me to God and makes communication easy. Through unconditional love—heart, soul, body and mind, filled with the energy of emotion—I feel oneness with God.
"Saint Ta, it is this love-generated oneness, the Spirit of God, that connects people to masters and God."
I have been seeing Jesus and spirit beings since I was a small child, so it is natural for me to see them and remain calm. Jesus has always presented Himself to me in a manner that I could understand. God has been good to me. My life has not been easy, but my faith and trust in God brought me from every difficult and wonderful moment to this one. There was never a turning point back to God, because I never lost sight of God.
Can I prove my experiences are real? Probably not, because most people don't have these experiences. I am the one smelling the fragrances, and it has been rare that others could smell them when I do. But I tell only truth, and Jesus' teachings, so full of love and power, speak for themselves.
I spent most of the day in a daze. My night was spent mainly in prayer. When morning arrived, I was still feeling uncertain about my ability to perform the task ahead of me, yet I knew I needed to start writing. I set up my healing room, lit candles and incense, put on soft music, lay down on the healing table wrapped in a blanket warmed in the clothes dryer, and prayed. I felt comfortable with the realization that I should begin my writing with Jesus. I called on Jesus and told Him I needed to talk to Him, and He was there for me.
"Sweet Jesus, having dialogue with You, and Yogananda, Sebastian, Babaji, and even Sri Yukteswar . . . having dialogue, getting questions answered, and putting it on the Internet or in books makes me feel very strange. It's like exploiting the beautiful words and experiences." Recently someone told me that he wondered how people could possibly share these sorts of things. It seemed sacrilegious to him. At the time, I was unaware that I was going to write books. Remembering that conversation makes me wonder if I would really be doing the right thing.
Breathlessly, hesitantly, I continued, "Oh, Jesus! I know that some things are too sacred to share. Yet in my heart now, I feel an urgency to write, an urgency to share. I don't understand why or how. Help me to do this, Sweet Jesus, without ego getting in the way. Help me to know I am doing the right thing. Keep me from being too elated in this sharing."
"I and my Father are within your heart. We chose you and appointed you, that you should go and bear fruit and that your fruit should abide; so that whatever you ask the Father, He may give it to you. Center yourself and you will not go wrong in your actions. Take time for reflection into your inner true self, as it is given. Your writing is being given a blessing from God."
I momentarily couldn't go on. His beautiful message made me turn inward. There were no feelings or words or actions that could have made any sense. At that moment, I simply "was."
After a space of time I continued, "Sweet Jesus, You tell me writing is a way to reach an audience. Why do I need to reach an audience?"
"Because times are rough. People are afraid."
"Will you give people hope?"
"I will if they listen."
"There will still be a lot of people that this won't reach."
"You will reach a majority."
"Jesus, I have a hard time focusing on philosophical thoughts. Ask George; he'll tell you. Will I really be able to write books?"
"Very definitely."
"One, two . . . ?"
"As many as you wish."
I lost Him at this point. I don't remember any more conversation. It was as if I were falling asleep.
I wrote down all that had happened to me and then settled back to read it over. It seemed too much to assume a reader would appreciate not one, but five masters showing up in my bathroom. So I discussed this with George and he just listened. I wasn't sure how, but I was determined to leave out that whole scene or parts of it. I thought I might just write about Jesus coming to me and not mention the other four masters or the bathroom. It wouldn't be a lie. Jesus did come to me and I just wouldn't mention the rest.
The following morning, I got up early and, reading what I had written, proceeded to attempt to change it in some way. Suddenly Jesus was standing alongside of my chair, watching, saying nothing. I, too, was doing nothing; I couldn't. My mind was a jumble of nothings. I could not focus on making changes. Once I realized that it had to remain as it was, with all five masters and the setting, Jesus simply faded from my side.
Then I contemplated the name "Saint Ta." I needed to come to terms with this title. When I read back what I had written, up to this point in the text, with concern about the new name, I smelled a strong, beautiful rose fragrance. It seemed to be coming from my hands. Each time I smelled it, I took deep breaths. It was as if I couldn't get enough. Tears came to my eyes. I went into the bedroom to ask George if he could smell the beautiful fragrance. I put my hands up to his nose. He could not smell it. I knew it wasn't lotion or anything I might have handled. When I smelled it, it permeated my whole being. It made me smile and feel blissful. I have had such experiences many times, but every time I do, I am always overwhelmed.
Jesus standing alongside me, preventing me from leaving anything out, and then my smelling the fragrance made me realize even more that everything happening was truth—truth as real as you and I. I was beginning to feel comfortable with my new responsibilities.
Then suddenly a poem came to mind that I had written about Jesus a few years ago.
JESUS' FEET
I stood upon the edge of dawn
And faintly saw a trace of path
Upon the barren desert lawn.
Sand eroded here, a little there,
Brushed aside to make it bare.
I trod upon this path of life
And came upon a bitter hour,
Where I knelt down upon my knees
And, prostrate, fell upon the soil.
I laid my head into my hands,
And sorrow stayed with me the while. . . .
And then I saw, before my eyes,
Dusty, crusted, sandaled feet.
And I looked up into the face.
There was Jesus, King of grace.
Oh . . . breathless . . .
I could barely see for light of Him.
Oh . . . my tongue in mysteries still does sing.
Such wonders of His glorious being!
Upon my knees, I kissed His feet,
Crusted dust and all.
It tasted of sweetness
And smelled of fragrant oil.
Then I hid my face, dissolved my heart;
Through tears of anguish I cried on.
Oh . . . He laid His hands upon my head;
"Walk with me a while," He said.
He led me down my path of life
And has never, never left my side.
I took time out to contemplate the situation and myself. My thoughts did not always seem to be my own. I needed more clarity. Part of me wanted the words to just show up on paper. How would I start? I let days pass. I hesitated to call upon the masters. I did not feel rushed.
Then very early one morning I felt moved to concentrate on Jesus. First, I prayed to God. "May the words of my mouth, written words and the meditation of my heart be acceptable to You, Oh God. Let there be truth. Open my heart. Open my whole being to Your words. I am Yours. I give myself to You. Help me to know what is coming from You and what is coming from me."
Jesus appeared when the prayer was finished, as if He had been waiting for it as a catalyst for more dialogue.
"Jesus, recently I said to you that I have so many questions, and You said to me, 'No. You have many answers.' In fact all of you said I have many answers, and yet, I do have many questions."
"Saint Ta, your answers are all within. If you give yourself time and if you think about it, you would find the answers within. The paths you have taken and the journeys you have chosen have brought you to this point. The answers have been within you always, and have lain patiently, awaiting unfoldment."
"I want to be able to give the right answers to everyone. I want them to come directly from Spirit and masters, not from me. I feel they are coming from You, and yet, how can I be sure they are coming from You or God?"
"Remember how it feels when you experience timelessness? In those present moments, all that exists, exists in timeless God-energy. You access all-knowing energy in timeless God-energy. Whether the answers appear to come from you, me, or other masters, they are all God-energy. Calm yourself. Give in to it. Be one with the timelessness. Become the timelessness, the all-knowing, and simply know that Spirit is helping you to access and make known the answers from within yourself."
"How can I be in a state of timelessness all of the time? Is this the same as being in the now, living always in the present moment?"
"The present moment is all there is. You are in the present moment and you are within timelessness: no past and no future, just the present. You simply are. Be yourself."
My thoughts drifted off momentarily. I had grown up with the concept of time as very important. I was always time-conscious.
Continuing on with Jesus, "I experience timelessness often, especially when I go deep into meditation. A few years ago, an experience of timelessness prompted me to write a prose poem. I talked about the in-betweens and the fragrances even back then."
WIND OF CHANGE
Oh, Wind of Change,
you bring with you delight.
I welcome you with open eyes
and mindfulness.
You accuse me of constancy.
I plead innocent.
It was my forefathers and theirs
who inflicted me with this disease of time.
Just try me.
See if I can change.
See if I can open my mind
to expand into no-time.
I have glimpsed the
milliseconds between the milliseconds.
The in-betweens fascinate me.
I have smelled the roses.
I have heard the beckoning.
I have tasted the sweetness of life.
I have been touched by God . . .
and I see the light. . . .
"It is through these prose affirmations that you have received many blessings. Being open to change and growth, and welcoming whatever God wants of you, invites into your life many loving encounters with Spirit."
"Am I writing this book in defiance of . . . ?"
"No."
"This is a big undertaking, Jesus. Will I have the strength and the health to do this?"
"Of course you will."
"About this title You've given me, 'Saint Ta.' People are going to ask questions about it. I know it's not a canonization; I know that. But, in this day and age, people will question it."
"Use it."
"Help me, Jesus, with this ego, egotism, egoism—whatever you want to call it. I am worried about that."
"You need to stop worrying. It only brings more attention to your ego. You are not egotistical."
"My daily prayer is asking for freedom from my ego."
"Saint Ta, it is not in your nature to be egotistical. You are too strong for that contrasting delusion. Stop thinking about the ego. Do not give it attention. Free yourself from the hold your earthboundedness has on you. Take on the new person you are daily. Think not of the ego."
A feeling of sheer ecstasy came over me. . . . For a moment in time, all was still. . . . Life stopped. . . . Then, with every inward breath, fragrant energy flowed into the soles of my feet and radiated up, quickly, into all of my body and out my crown. The more deeply I inhaled, the stronger the energy became. I couldn't get enough of it. I could taste the fragrant sweetness of it. It lingered long within. . . . I felt heady. . . . My breathing became as if nothing but pure rose fragrance.
"SAINT TA," Jesus' words reverberated in my very being, shaking me somewhat from the bliss. "This fragrance is given to you as a sign to affirm authentication of our presence and, further, a consent for you to use the title 'Saint Ta.' You are born again into a new life daily, and today is special."
Time passed or was it the next instant that I again remembered something I had written about the divine breath. It seems strange to me that these conversations would prompt me to remember prose and poetry that I had written in the past. What was happening? Was I preparing for this way back then?
BREATH OF GOD
The evening floods the space.
With quiet thoughts I spend
the time alone in all the splendor here.
The breath of God is felt
upon my brow.
I gasp and hold. . . .
Eternity comes . . . is spent.
Then I let the vapor go
upon the streamers of the deep,
who hold the answers so.
The breath then comes again . . .
caressing me within
from crown to feet
and back again to heart.
I let it go right in,
then aim it out to you
to mend and love,
and love and mend,
and mend and love again.
The breath comes once again . . .
from me to you
and you to me,
going deep within/without,
healing what has been and is,
and letting go of that.
Memories . . . speculations . . .
The moment is
where I am at. . . .
I jump into the midst of it.
I felt as if Jesus was trying to wake me from a long slumber. After a moment of collecting myself, I went on.
"Jesus, I wish I could preserve everything that You tell me. A lot of it is throughout the day and it's little tidbits, here and there. I can't carry my recorder around with me all the time and my memory is so short. I don't remember all these conversations unless I record them, type them, or tell them immediately to George. And then, later on, he is able to help me remember. All my life You have listened to me and I to You. And yet, I wonder why I can't remember these conversations. They are so significant and so beautiful. And there are so many of them. Why is it that I can't remember all of them? Is it because of my past stroke?"
"You did not have a stroke. You had an awakening."
"I had stroke symptoms, but they couldn't find a cause, except for an increase in the megahertz of brain activity."
"Saint Ta, you had an awakening that connected you to your higher creative power and higher realization of God's graces by expanding your brain activity to higher dimensions of wakefulness."
I'll never forget that New Year's Day in 1998.
Upon awakening, early that morning, my pelvic floor clamped shut, containing in me a pulsating, flowing energy that spread quickly up my spine, out into my limbs and into my head, as if I were a vessel to be filled then emptied, again and again.
I surrendered to its awesome intensity, as every energy-filled breath built upon each preceding breath. Still there was no fear, just an all-pervading, blissful calmness, and I went where sound does not exist and time is unknown. Finally, as it flowed from me, it took more than I had to give, leaving me partially paralyzed.
During many months of rehabilitation and healing, I became increasingly aware of divine oneness and beauty and wrote poems about the sacred experiences I was having.
I realize now that this spiritual awakening prepared me for writing this book with Jesus and sharing His messages with others. I asked Him, "Why me? The 'stroke' did have its toll on my memory."
"Why not you? . . . You hold conversations with Spirit all the time, whether it is verbal or mental. It is in your nature to be open to Spirit. You live in Spirit. What is revealed to you is for the present, and the rest is safe, within your body, mind and soul, waiting to be remembered when you need it.
"Share only what you remember. Do not worry about things forgotten. We want you to reach those whom the messages will inspire and give comfort. My words and the words of the Father abide in you. We will be here to help you and guide you. Share your memories."
"It would be so much easier if I could remember more."
"Saint Ta, your mind, to you, seems slower now for remembering. You don't realize you are still taking in information—information you are not even aware of. Your brain is expanding for things spiritual. You and many others have been doing things in your awake and sleep state that most people don't even dream of and even you aren't always conscious of. Only your outer self knows of all these things. During the day, during your conscious dream world, you think you should remember all things, and for you, Saint Ta, you need to live in the present remembering moment and only share what you remember and are moved to share.
"Renew yourself daily in your breath work. In that, you find rest and healing. Do not concern yourself over hidden memories. Share remembrances."
"You said that memories are stored within the body, mind, and soul, and now you say only the outer self knows of all these things. What do you mean?"
"If you were to go deep into meditation, within, you would find your outer self—the soul. In that state of consciousness, the physical body disappears and simply does not exist. It is within this consciousness that you and others are able to tolerate the collective condition of the earth while bringing light into the world. Since this is egoless action, it is rarely brought to memory in the physical consciousness."
"If I only live in the present—no past, no future—how can I share remembrances? I don't understand."
"Living in the present moment enables you to see only what is before you without comparisons. You must live in the present moment with love and with no concern over the past or the future of self and others. These present moments filled with love can only build beautiful memories. There would never be anything negative to compare and to judge from the past, if all humans lived each and every present moment lovingly.
"Yes, there would be past remembrances; however, memories would soon be filled with a past of love without judgment. Therein would be all the remembrances to share with others in the present.
"And too, you are opening up more and more to remembering God. Above all, share this remembrance."
I smiled within. A comforting feeling came over me. All felt well.
"Jesus, I received a message recently. Seemingly, it came from all of you. The message went at a very brisk pace. It said, 'Jesus will converse with you about love. Yogananda will converse with you about meditation. Sri Yukteswar will converse with you about discipline. Sebastian will converse with you about service. And that is all the message said, yet, in the beginning of this whole thing, Babaji was present too. I wonder about Babaji. What is he going to talk to me about?"
"Babaji will have to speak for himself."
"Babaji only spoke to me once, only once that I remember."
"Only once that you know of."
Suddenly, a corner of my mind veil lifted and revealed Babaji himself! Amazingly, I felt at ease as I sat in this still space of time with Babaji. I remember the overwhelming stillness. Only one transmission took place that I can remember. Just before leaving me, Babaji told me what he is going to discuss with me: manifestation. I did not flinch. I felt very calm. I accepted what he said without question. Smiling, I mentally lowered the veil. . . .
After a time of meditation, I slowly started having thoughts about how little I know about manifestation and especially about Babaji. Yet I have a feeling I know more than I think, now that I have been lost in time with Babaji.
I suppose some of you would like to know what Babaji looked like. All I can say is he was like joy immemorial. Playful and ever changing, youthful to aged. I don't remember much more than that.
"So many people believe that their master is the one and only. How will they possibly understand and believe all that You and the other masters tell them?"
"God would not have given you the gift for healing if He had thought you would be weak in the face of unbelievers. The healings were not always understood by others, and yet, the healings were tangible and able to be seen. You were able to overlook the unbelievers and carried on. Blessed are those who do not see or hear and yet believe. Do not worry yourself over others' disbelief.
"God did not send masters for this age only. In the minds of many they limit God. God is limitless. There have been other Christed avatars and many true masters in different regions of your earth. Those who feel their avatar or master is the one and only have caused unrest and wars throughout your world. Their inability to accept the fact that each of you is entitled to have your own master and teacher is detrimental to all organized world religions. They don't realize that having the same God is what binds them together.
"And now we have appointed you to reach out to those who will listen."
"It wasn't until a few years ago that I was able to acknowledge that other masters even existed. You have always been my master.
"From childhood, in Sunday School, I was taught to take my problems to You, Jesus, and to talk with You. I have done that. As a child I listened. As an adult I still listen. The listening has never been taken away from me as it has for others. When it comes down to it, people simply don't remember that part of their heritage—the listening part."
"Many take their problems as far as telling to and asking of God or teacher, but they don't often listen because they don't believe they will hear an answer, or they don't take the time to meditate. The world has taken the creative mind out of the child at a very young age. Their creativity has been stymied by environment, parents, teachers, television and even siblings. They do not know how to listen to Spirit and nature and their own intuition anymore."
"That's the part people will question—my being able to listen to You and other masters and saints. I guess I want everyone to be able to believe as I do."
"Just know I and my Father will be there for those who want to listen and are open and believe."
"And what of the other masters and saints?"
"We are all one in Spirit. Your beliefs have made you whole."
"What do you mean by 'whole'?"
"Your unwavering beliefs have led you to your awakening. You have been made whole through this process. Further, your awakening has made you ever-more aware of your creative ability to heal, and to connect with the masters and spirits and anyone else you might call upon to aid you in your work."
"Is it possible that others do not know what they should be listening for?"
"God said, 'Be still and know that I am God.' Tell them, 'God is in the stillness. Go within. Center yourself in meditative quietness. When you can let go and quiet yourself, you will become aware of the loving presence of God in all things, everywhere, and you will realize oneness with God, or Spirit. If you imagine you are hearing God, you are hearing God. If you imagine you are hearing a master, you are hearing a master. Answers may come to you before you even ask a question. Simply listen.'
"Saint Ta, it is with honor that we communicate with you. We love you."
Catching my breath at His words, I said, "Oh . . . my dear Lord, it is my honor to be in Your presence. . . . Thank you for your loving patience with me.
"Even though I am typing these conversations with You, Jesus, I also have had conversations with some of the other masters, but I haven't been typing them. And then I am forgetting what occurred. . . ."
"When it comes time to focus on one of the others for your books, you will remember many wonderful, important things to write about. Do not worry. Right now, just think love. You are worrying too much. All in due time."
I stopped a moment. Looking out our windows, morning had leisurely arrived. Nature and I were wide-awake. I took a deep cleansing breath and centered myself. The early mornings with Jesus are so beautiful and it gives me a deep inner peace. Calmly I continued, "There are so many books written now about God and the masters, is there really a need for more?"
"Many wonderful people are writing books about their experiences with God and masters, each addressing different needs for the many different people, each written in different ways to address the different ways people learn and respond to teachings."
"Are they all genuine?"
"Books are genuine when they are based on truth and love. Yet I tell you, you will not find God in books. Books can only help steer one toward divine inner creativity and self-realization. Books of truth are stepping-stones on the soul's journey. And you will know a book of truth by how it resonates within you.
"Still, if it is a true teaching and you are uncomfortable with it, you may simply not recognize it or be ready for it.
"We want you to write so that children will be able to understand our messages."
"Children? . . ."
"Adults fill their minds full of intellectual theory they don't need to know. They often miss the simple truths when they are unable to be as creative as a child. You must speak to the adult child, too. Write books that will reopen inner creativity within all the children of God—all ages, young and old—so they will more easily understand our messages of love."
"Then I must write this simply, so all will understand."
"Always do all things simply, with love. You will be inspired to write so others will be able to remember their creativity."
"You mentioned that I should simply listen, and answers would come before the questions. Yet, here I am, asking complete questions, and you are answering them. And yet, sometimes the answers are there before the questions come."
"The answers are there before you ask a question because you have all the answers within. However, we will be there for you, to guide and assist you in writing these messages for all people everywhere."
"Will we address new topics never discussed before? Will there be new revelations?"
"No. All made known to you is known in the past-present-future. Mankind has not always listened to God. Masters have been sent with messages that were often misunderstood. Books have been inspired and not read. Visions have been disbelieved. Therefore, my messages will seem new to many people. They may even seem new to you, Saint Ta. Even now, there will be unbelievers."
I felt like a great task was set before me. It seemed more than I could do. Overwhelmed, I thought about what was ahead of me. How could I explain all of this to my family and friends? Would they understand my having a new name? I didn't want them calling me "Saint Ta."
Hesitantly I said, "I am honored by your beautiful presence, Sweet Jesus." Hurriedly I continued, "But I can't help feeling that I don't want everyone calling me 'Saint Ta.' I would feel too uncomfortable."
"We wanted to honor you with a name, and 'Saint Ta' was what came to your mind. It was the right answer."
"You mean this was my idea? 'Saint Ta' was my idea?!"
"It is an honor given from masters or teachers to their disciples. Many of my disciples you read about in the Bible had new names bestowed upon them during their discipleship. It is not an unusual thing to do. We wanted someone to write the books so that children could understand them. When you were Saint Ta in the past, you helped abandoned and ill children. We think of you often, lovingly, as Saint Ta, and we wanted to honor you with your forgotten name."
Dizzily rattling on, I said, "I am honored, however, I still have misgivings about using the word 'Saint.' It will appear to be an ego trip, in this day and age, and I don't want that. What if I just use 'Ta' without the 'Saint'? . . ."
"YE ARE ALL SAINTS!!"
The words slammed through my body like a kundalini of lightning and thunder, shaking me to my roots. Tears came . . . flowed. . . . I would have fallen if I hadn't already been sitting. There was no anger in the words, just divine power. They filled me. . . . Time passed, or stood still; I don't know which. Still in a nearly-electrified, disoriented trance, I slowly started to gain steadiness. Taking a deep breath, I calmed myself. . . . Overcome by the omnipotence of the words, I became increasingly humbled in realizing the honor that was given me, and I was ashamed of my doubting.
Chapter Two
GOD AND THE MASTERS
"In reality, there are as many religions as individuals."
—Mahatma Gandhi
Often, in this winter wonderland, a patch of blue-sky opens up and sunlight streams down. Lighting up the forest, the sun turns snowflakes on the heavily-laden pine boughs into sparkling gems.
Our quiet, wintry days are spent in meditation, healing, counseling, writing and planning for the busy seasons ahead. I don't feel pressed into talking with Jesus or other masters. It does not require effort. It happens naturally. And then . . .
"Sweet Jesus, how would I know a true master?"
"By the obvious divinity permeating the master's loving nature."
"I thought there was divinity in everyone."
"Yes. God is within all. There is divinity in all."
"Then that would make us all masters?"
"All on earth have potential to be masters but must first awaken to their divine intuitive powers of creation. To remember your divinity you must be able to be aware of the omnipresence of God in all creation, even unto the ends of the universes, and to live in love at all times, in non-judgment, as one with all, while administering to the needs of others.
"A master dwells, and continues to grow, in the oneness of God and loves unconditionally and without ego. This is what the average human aspires to be also."
"How can we tell a false master?"
"The false master may have an inflated, egotistical charisma that will charm you or entrance you into conformability, and/or may take advantage of you in non-loving ways. Be aware of the false master, for, as such, they may appear to be teaching true righteousness, and yet they will be unable to live in the loving oneness of God at all times. They will not be truth."
"In Romans 8:14, Paul says, 'For all who are led by the Spirit of God are sons of God.' Does this mean that we, as normal humans, could become sons of God?"
"All who set their mind on God and live in the Spirit are sons of God. Even my Lord's Prayer, as you know it, addresses God as the Father. Does that not make you sons and daughters?"
"I like to address my prayers to God as 'Heavenly Father, Divine Mother'. . . ."
"That makes you a daughter." At this He smiled.
"Is there a difference between You, as 'the only begotten Son', and the rest of us, as sons and daughters?"
"Let me explain so that you will understand. The Father created all things visible and invisible including the Son, which is the Christ Consciousness, out of which are born Christed avatars to aid humanity. The Father also created the omnipresent Spirit, which lovingly sustains all within creation. Father, Son as Christ Consciousness and Holy Spirit are all One.
"The term 'Christ Consciousness' is more recent than of old and yet is a good expression of the meaning of 'the only begotten Son of God.'
"The term 'Christ' goes further back than biblical times. Krishna, as a Christ, lived three thousand of earth's years before me. There were others before and since, all highly-evolved, fully-realized beings. Dogma has distorted the true meaning of Christ, limiting God, once again, to one Christ. God cannot be limited.
"I, Jesus, a Christ given out of the Christ Consciousness, contain the Father, and the Father contains the Son, and the Spirit of God contains the Father and the Son, and the Father and the Son contain the Spirit. All beings in one, beyond duality, are also within the Son of God, or Christ Consciousness. However, it is only a few who, as highly-evolved, realized avatars, are chosen to be saviors of this world and the next. I am in each of you, and you are in me, and we are in the Father, the Son, and the Spirit. All abide in love, in Christ Consciousness, as one.
"Yet it is more deep than what you have ever imagined. There are mysteries that will not be revealed to anyone on this earth plane. Within your dualistic world, oneness is difficult for most humans to experience. I can only will that you understand what I have said."
"Well . . . let me try to reiterate here. All beings are in one, but only some of them are fully aware of this oneness. Those who are, realize Christ Consciousness. The rest of humanity, even though they are in one, do not yet fully experience this oneness.
"Thank you, Saint Ta. You are right."
"Are most of us different from Christed avatars only because of a lack of awareness of our oneness?"
"If that were so, there would be an abundance of avatars, and mankind would rely on avatars instead of their own selves for personal and spiritual growth, as so often happens when people rely too much on masters and clergy. What is learned from living on earth has a direct effect on your growth and karma."
"How are avatars different from the rest of humanity?"
"Avatars are different from humanity in that they naturally love, serve, and play in the oneness of all creation and never lose sight of this awareness, even with distraction and difficult circumstances. In their heart they know they are avatars, yet have no ego attachment to this designation. An avatar is never boastful, nor would an avatar lay claim to fame. You might know someone who appears to be as an avatar, and that may be rightly so; however, avatars are chosen by God, when God intervenes for the sake of all mankind and creation. An avatar may not only be visible on earth, but may have other duties elsewhere.
"Humans are just that, human. Humans have many of the characteristics of avatars but are not able to release the ego and maintain love for all creation at all times."
I was out of focus and nearly disoriented from all that was said. Only by going within was I able to quiet my restlessness. Time passed or stood still; I don't know which. Then I read it again.
Continuing on, I asked, "How will we recognize an avatar?"
"An avatar is a Christed incarnation of God, not as a whole of God because of the limitations of the body, but as an element of God, given out of the Christ Consciousness. An avatar knows, from birth or from the time of choosing, that he or she is an avatar and where their path will lead. All avatars are also masters, but not all masters are avatars.
"An avatar has power to perform miracles. However, it will not be only miracles that will help you to recognize an avatar. The gift of healing has been given to many. Avatars often have specific tasks to perform, with messages for humanity, and so, therefore, may be reclusive until they are ready to be found.
"Still, Christed avatars have free will and are challenged by many trials and may fall from grace. Woe to those who claim to be a Christed avatar or master and are not truth. And woe to those who, even in their knowing they are not a Christed avatar or master, allow others to believe so."
"I went to see Ammachi. She is a saintly person who gives blessings to thousands of people through her blissful hugs. Is she an avatar?"
"That is not for me to divulge."
"I sometimes feel her in pain. I send healing for her highest good, always with the will of God in mind as I pray. It feels right to do so, and yet, am I assuming too much here: that I, a simple human, could in fact eliminate the pain of a saintly person such as Ammachi through God's healing grace?"
Laughing, Jesus replied, "Saint Ta, you are not a simple human. No one is. Even I asked my disciples to pray for and with me. Prayer never goes unanswered. Wipe away your doubts."
"Sweet Jesus, why are there so many different pictures of You? People see You in so many different ways."
"It is how mankind would imagine I would look or how they actually see me. Or they might have seen a comforting picture of me when they were children and that image stayed with them. To some, I am a strong, muscular type. To others, I am tall and thin. To some, I am dark and, to others, light. I enjoy the diverse images of myself that people come up with. It, especially, brings me great love and joy when children draw me!"
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