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SELF IN SELF AND RISEN

14 May 1971

The earliest Christian creeds were drama, and not metaphysics
or abstract doctrines. It was the descent of God into a world of
death -- eternal death, and then the rising of God into the world
of Eternal Life. That was the earliest Christian creed; but man
turned around and made rituals and ceremonies and self-purifications,
and all these; and they call it Christianity. But they are all in
vain -- all of them. There is a way back, and only one way back.

It is all described for us in Scripture.'

Your life is the life of Job. Every child born of woman -- his
story is the story of Job, innocent -- forgiveness of all offense.
As we are told, in the end of the story of Job, after he had lost
all his family -- he lost his seven sons and his three daughters,

-- they were killed. Then he lost his health; he was filled with
boils. Then he lost his friends; all his friends left him. He lost
his wealth; he was a very, very wealthy man. And then he lost his
honor. And in the very end, God restored twice as much to Job.
Whatever he had, God doubled it.

And then his brothers and his sisters and those who had known
him before came to comfort him, and they ate bread in his house with
hir, for all the evil that the Lord had brought upon him. Everything
that happened to Job was done by the Lord; and the word translated
the "Lord," "Jehovah," -- "Jod He Vau He" -- translated in its true
sense is "I AM." That is the Lord God Jehovah that brought it all

Now, the word "Job" means: "Where is my father?" That is the
question that every child born of woman is asking. Where is the
Cause of the phenomena of my life? Why do things happen as they hap-
pen? There must be a cause; and the cause is the "Father." So,
"Where is my Father?"

In the very end, Job could say: "I have heard of thee by the
hearing of the ear, but now my eye sees thee." 1In the very end, he
found the Father.

I'll tell you, from my own experience, when you find the Father,
you find your Self. 1Is not the "I" of waking and the Dreamer one?
When you wake in the morning, do you not say, "I had a dream last
night"? And you do not think the dreamer of the dream differs from
the "I" of waking, do you? So, the "I" of waking and the Dreamer
are one.

Now, when I was a boy, -- I would say, maybe eight years old, --
this thing lasted until I reached the age of puberty. It would come
to me once a month, and I could tell the day that it was going to hap-
ven. I knew from the mood that possessed me, and I could not shake
it. It used to scare me near un%o death. But I knew from the minute
I closed my eyes at night in sleep, this is going to happen. I became
the ocean and the wave. The conscious, waking self was the wave, and
the Deep of my Being was the ocean. And the Deep of my Being would
take me, the wave, and toss me into the air; and that scared me --
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frightened me beyond measure. It would catch me on its back, or i?s
bosom, -- call it what you will; and all through the night this thing
happened, once a month.

Read the 424 Psalm: "Deep calls to deep. At the sound of thy
cataracts, all thy waves and thy billows have gone over me.," Well,
that happened to me every month for a period of about three or four
years, and then it stopped. I did not know then at my tender years
what it implied -- what it was trying to get over to me.

But, here, the Promise was: the two shall be one. Eventually
the two -- the ocean and the wave -- will merge; they are one. This
thing you see speaking to you, like the being that reflects you when
you look into the mirror, -- you are the "sent," sent into the world
of death; and you are the "Sender," and the Sender is the Lord God
Jehovah.

You are "sent" into this world to experience death, for you are
immortal. You cannot die. I tell you, do not fear this waking death,
for we see it all around us. I tell you, you cannot die! I know that
from experience, when night after night I encounter those the world
calls "dead," and they are not dead at all. The "Satan" of Scripture
is simply the body of doubt that seems, but is not.

Now, I will share with you an experience of mine of last Sunday
morning, to show you this thing really is a "play." This whole thing
is a play! And the Dreamer is really playing all the parts, and that
Dreamer is one. And you will say, "Could he be love?" He is In-
finite Love. He never changes His Love for you. He sleeps the sleep
of "death" till the man that he loves is revealed as Himself, who is
God. And yet, in that interval, He scares you to death to get you to
actually wake and know there is only one Father, and you are the Fa-

ther -- the Cause of the phenomena of life. I will show you how He
does it.

Last Sunday morning, I would say at about 1:30, I awoke. I
thought I would bring my wife home from the hospital that day, but this
was not "in the cards.” I brought her home on Tuesday, but I awoke
and made all things ready to bring her home. And then, I thought, "It
is too early to get up. She isn't here. There is nothing I can do
for her."

So, I began to meditate, and I said to myself: "Oh, let us have
something wonderful tonight, a revelation -- a real revelation --
something to share with those who come, something to tell them, -- not
to encourage them falsely, but to tell them the truth. Give me some-
thing deep, something big, tonight." And then I fell asleep.

I awoke at 6:15, and this was that which preceded the waking, the

experience -- the most horrible drama you have ever heard of! In-
trigue, deceit, betrayal, -- you name it, it was all part of that
drama. As told us in the 41st Psalm: ‘“"Even my bosom friend whom I

trusted, who ate my bread, has lifted up his heel against me."

Well, the net began to draw in. At first, I didn't realize that
I was the object of this net being closed in. Men came seeking my
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help, and I gave them help. They asked me to shelter them, that they
were simply not guilty of what they were accused of doing. Well, I
believed them, and I sheltered them -- hid them in my home; and this
whole thing was a plot by the "government." These people that I
trusted and believed their story, they were part of the plot to get

me to shelter them -- to get me to give them hospitality, to show that
I could be intimidated by my love of them or friendship for them. Only
in the very end of the experience, I suddenly began inwardly to laugh,
for I realized it was a play; that not one thing could have been dif-
ferent. It could not have been different; the whole thing was a play.

And standing there in my own home, realizing it was a play, and
the play came to an end and all these characters -- then came a scroll
before my face, in bold, large script, and this is what it said: "The
end of the play is Self in Self and Risen." That's the end of the play:
when the one that is "sent" is brought back to the "Sender" and Self-
in-Self -- the two become one, and risen. And then the curtain came
down. ‘That was the play.

I tell you, this is a "play"; and you are "sent" into this world
where everything dies. It appears, it waxes, it wanes, and it vanishes.
Today's generation, called the "new generation," -- they have no con-
cept that they, too, will reach the age of threescore and ten. It
never occurred to me when I was ten that anything over twenty was
young. I never knew my mother as a young woman, and yet my mother
was my mother when she was in her twenties; and yet as she grew older
and I grew older, I always knew an elderly lady for my mother. Here
she was, the mother of ten of us, and I never knew her as a young,
beautiful woman. I had pictures of her; but to me, she was always an
elderly lady. And yet, when I was old enough to kriow better, in the -
eyes of possibly every man that she met, they saw her a beautiful, at-
tractive lady, but I was not given that way at the age that I was,
young and growing, and she grew naturally; and so she became an old
lady. I never knew her as an attractive young woman that my father
knew. So, youth will never know from day to day -- anything over twen-
ty -- if you are ten, it's old. But you tell a young man who sees
anything over forty as old that he is o0ld in the eyes of a 10-year-
0old, he is stunned. He can't believe that anything can look upon him
and see that he is old. Yet anything twenty to the eyes of ten is an:
old man, especially if he comes now with a beard on him and long hair.
He looks old, and very old, to a young little girl of eight or nine;
yet to himself, he is the new generation, and twenty!

I say, it's a "play," -- the most glorious and horrible play in
the world. These are signs that I will share with you now. When you
are coming to the end of the play, before the "birth from above," --
before you are raised from the dead within your own skull, -- for that
is the grave in which God is buried; before these happen, there will
be signs. God is a protean being. When I say "God," I mean your own

wonderful human imagination -- that's God. That's the Lord Jehovah.
That is a protean being. By "protean," I mean one capable of assuming
any form, any face, any shape that suits its purpose, to test you -- to

test you if you are faithful to the faith., Wwhat faith? Faith in God!
And they will test you. You will find this experience, as a friend
of mine recently had this one, and thought herself "beside herself."

She wondered if she was going insane. She is blessed that it could
happen to her.
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Don't ask that your eyes be opened before the time. You will
pity the day that you asked for it. should it happen that your eyes
are opened -- I mean, your in-current eyes, -- eyes that are open
into the world of thought -- into Eternity that is ever expanding in
the bosom of God, your own wonderful human imagination, which is that
Inner Being that you are -- the Immortal You.

So, when you are coming to the end, vou will have this experience:
You trust Neville? You believe him? You believe when he tells you
that your own wonderful human imagination is Christ Jesus? Do you
believe that Christ Jesus is buried within you in your own skull, and
that He must awaken in you as you and rise in you as you? You don't
see another; you only see yourself; and that Self Is Christ Jesus; so
what is said of him, you are going to experience, in the first person
singular, present-tense experience.

David in the spirit called him, "My lord," and David in the spir-
it will call you "my lord, my Father, my God, my Rock." He will,
just as you are told in Scripture he called Jesus Christ, that he
called God, "my father." You are going to have the experience; but
this is what will precede it.

You say you believe Neville, and he tells you that your imagina-
tion is God, and by your imagination all things are made, and without
it is not a thing made that is made? You say, Yes, to that; I be-
lieve him., And so, you love him for bringing that message and set-
ting you free. But do you really believe him? Or, are these tradi-
tions of the past still a part o% your thinking? "I wonder if he's
wrong? I wonder if he is deceiving us or maybe deceiving himself?"

Well, now, you'll be put to the test; not by Neville. I have
told you what I have experienced. I know it's true. You will be put
to the test by the depths of your own Being, for He is a protean
Being. He can wear my face. He will wear my face, and mock your be-
liefs and tell you there is no god! Coming from my face, he could mock
my voice, too. I say, He is a protean Being. He can assume anything,
any form, and play the part necessary to put you, the "sent," to the
extreme test.

When He mocks your belief in God and in the Son of God, when He
mocks your belief that imagination creates reality, and laughs at
your &tupidity and tells you the whole thing is a delusion, you awake
from such an experience in a sweat. You do not know what to believe
now; but you fought it during the time, even though He wore the face
of the man you trust, and He was so perfect as that man, that you
could not for a moment bring yourself to believe he wasn't Neville!
Yet, on waking, you know you did keep the faith, you defied Him, and
you'd rather die than not believe what now you believe, You won the
battle. It wasn't easy. It only took a night, but may I tell you?
that night seemed like Eternity.

You'll have it! But don't despair; you will come out of it, for
the Depth of ¥our own Beln% 1s doing it. So, the Depth of your own
Being will put you to the fest. He is the Dreamer-in-you, the very

One that put Job -- the story of Job, where he went through hell, and
came out in the end, and he was completely innocent of everything

charged against him. And then in the end, he saw God.
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To see God, you must be God; and when you see God, it's because
His Son calls you, "God." You will never know that you are God until
His Son stands before you, and you know without doubt you are looking
into the face of your own son, and that son is David. And David calls
you, "Father." And you have no uncertainty whatsoever as to this re-
lationship between your son and yourself. Wwell, until that day comes,
you only hear of God.

So, as I opened the lecture by telling you the earliest Chris-
tian creeds were drama, the earliest book in the New Testament is
Galatians, and the 3d chapter opens in this manner: "And Paul said,

O foolish Galatians, who has bewitched you, before whose eyes Jesus
Christ was publicly portrayed as crucified? Let me ask you only this:
Did you receive the Spirit by works of the Law or by hearing with
faith? Are you so foolish, having begun in the spirit, are you now
ending in the flesh?"

Are you going to see Jesus Christ as a man of flesh, when you
knew him to be, in the beginning, Spirit? It was in Spirit that David
called him, “"Father"; it is in the Spirit that you will be called, "Fa-
ther." No "David" running around this room or this world could ever
convince you by calling you "Father" that you are Father! It has to
be done in Spirit. And that David is the only David; although un-
doubtedly in this world of ours there are hundreds of thousands of
little boys named David, not one of them would fit the bill. It is
the David, the David of the 0ld Testament; and he is exactly as de-
scribed in Samuel. And when you meet him, he doesn't have to tell
you that he is David. You know exactly who he is, and he knows who
you are; and this relationship is forever. That is the end of the
drama. -And in that end, Deep calls to Deep, and the two become one;
and the "I" that is awake is one with the Dreamer.

But, then, the Dreamer awakes! Then we understand the words in
the 44th Psalm; "Rouse Thyself, Why sleepest Thou, 0 Lord? Do not
cast us off forever. Awake!" Well, then, the Lord awakes; the Dream-
er awakes. And the Dreamer-in-You is God! By then, the two become
one,

So, in my vision of Sunday morning, Self in Self and Risen is
the end of the play, -- when these two are drawn together and they
are one.

Now you think of God. You can't help it. You are thinking of
Him. You are not yet drawn together. So, the world addresses God
as, "Thou." At the end when they are drawn together, you can't ad-
dress the Unity as, "Thou"; it's "I AM." Until the two become one,
you always think of God. You think of Jesus Christ. You think of the
Lord. Any time the names, "God," "Jehovah," "Jesus Christ," "Lord" in
any way whatsoever convey the sense of an existent "some one" outside
of Self, that is a false god. But you can't blame man for that, for
the drama is not over in the life of the individual who still sees
God as "another." When the drama comes to its end, there is no "oth-

er." The two are one. And then you rise. You rise into the world
of Eternity.

) Thig is all revelation. 1It's not anything you can sit down and
rationalize. Revealed Truth cannot be logically proven. You can't
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