The Conversation, part 6

me “Dear God why have I lived so many lives and still not made it to heaven yet?”

God “Well, dear one, would you want to only eat the dessert and skip the nutritious meal?”

me “I have tried that and I didn’t feel too good later.”

God “Precisely, just like your body craves good nutrition, your soul craves goodness.  When you act out with your baser, more negative drives don’t you always end up regretful and feeling badly about your actions?”

me “Yes, I have sometimes done something I wasn’t too proud of and felt guilty about it for a long time.  Why do people persist in acting on these baser drives?  Why can’t we learn after one try that being selfish for instance doesn’t bring happiness?”

God “Well, each of you wants to be the captain of your own ship.  With that large brain I gave you, you think you always know what is best and believe no one else, including Me, can do better for old number one then you can, so you keep repeating the same mistakes over and over trying to prove this to yourself.”

me “I like to feel that I am in control of my life, Lord, and as much as I love and revere You I find it hard to give up control even to You.  It’s like that thing when you close your eyes and a friend is supposed to catch you and you just let yourself fall back.  You know he is there, but something inside says he’ll miss somehow and you’ll hit the ground and get hurt.”

God “That feeling you have there is called self preservation.  I gave every man self preservation to ensure survival of the species, without it you’d all being doing really stupid things like jumping out of airplanes to see what it’s like to be a bird or stepping in front of trains to see what it feels like to be crushed to death, but it also acts to insulate you from the larger spiritual community.  That community exists on another plane.”

me “Is that why many people refuse to believe in You, Lord?  Are they afraid to give up control to something else?”

God “Yes, they may be quite good people in life, but for them the last thing they want to hold on to is the captaincy, they fear the unknown, the basic distrust that I’ll catch them when they fall backwards.”

me “Don’t they also think that if you can’t scientifically measure a thing in some way that it can’t exist?”

God “Well, these are the same ones that think they’ll pull through when they get deathly ill with cancer because they have hope.  How do you measure hope, My son?  They are convenient in their scientific method, but surely there’s not one among them to dispute the phenomena of hope.”

me “Is it necessary to acknowledge You, Lord, in life for us to get to heaven?”

God “If one does not believe that I exist, how will they be ready to except being a part of the spiritual community here in heaven.  They would be a fly in the ointment, don’t you think, My son?”

me “But we are readily adaptable, Lord.  I have been in many situations where I had to change my way of thinking quite quickly in order to meet the demands of the situation.  Take flying jets for example.  One minute you’re flying along great and the next your engine is on fire.  In a split second I have to change from a mission accomplishment mode to one of survival and I was able to do it quite successfully many times in my career.  Couldn’t that ability to change one’s reference aid in heaven as well, Lord?”

God “As soon as the body dies and the spirit is released you all change quite fast to the realization that you are an energy, a force, a light, a spirit.  Some take this on with a greater acceptance than others, but once the spirit is freed all have conscious access to the universal mind and almost immediately realize their spiritual existence and the fact that they had chosen to go to body to improve their spiritual self and achieve more godliness.  It all comes flowing back.”

me “Then why can’t they be allowed to be with You in heaven, Lord?”

God “In heaven all is in perfect harmony, there is nothing more for the spirit to learn from life and it can move on to bigger and better things.  Heaven is a beautifully oiled machine and that machine can only continue to operate on the finest parts and the purest oils.  Once you access the universal mind where all knowledge, all events that have ever happened or will ever happen are revealed, you quickly assess your proper place in the universe and would not want to muck up the works by entering heaven too early.”

me “So in a way we choose not to enter ourselves?”

God “It’s all instantaneous.  You see, you marvel, you realize, you accept, you are charged, you learn, then you try again.  It’s a cycle that has been repeated many, many times.”

me “That universal mind thing sounds marvelous.  What is it really?”

God “It’s like a river, it flows fast of current, winding it’s way through eternity, gathering thoughts, deeds, events; and as it flows it records all there is and all that was and all that ever will be.  It is My mind, My truth and like the mother wren sharing her hard-sought food with her nest of babes which is given without a second thought or hesitation, I do as well.  This I give as the wren.” 

me “Lord, why can’t we be allowed to remember our past mistakes, then when we go back to body the learning curve would be greatly improved, wouldn’t it?”

God “That would be like cheating on your high school algebra test, My son.  If you have all the answers before the test it kind of defeats the reason for the test, right?”

me “I see, dear Lord.  

God “Take heart in My eternal patience, My son.  Rome was not built in a day nor shall you be built in one life, besides you get to be a kid again, hey all those cute girls in high school, not bad, eh?”

me “Yea, and all those bullies on the way to the bus too, don’t forget, My Lord.”

God “Next time don’t be such a woos, you’ll get them off your back, gain the respect and admiration of that really cute girl that always sits in the second row and feel a whole lot more confident about yourself.  Who knows maybe with a better start you’ll really be able to grow in spirit much more quickly and maybe become a real benefit to the old machine here.  You’ve got to have hope, My son, ‘just do it’ as the commercial says.”
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