THE DIVINE BODY

Tonight's subject is "The Divine Body." The Bible speaks
of two bodies: one belonging to this age and one.belonging to
That Age. It speaks of the body of this age as flesh and blood,
and it speaks of the body of That Age as the body of Spirit.

Blake made the statement thaty "Man has no body distinct
from his soul. That called 'body®' is a portion:of soul dis-
cerned by the five senses, the chief inlets of soul in this age."”
(-- from "Marriage of Heaven and Hell" by William Blake)

I will share with you tonight my experiences of the two
bodies, and then you can form your own conclusions., Metamorpho-
sis is the central theme of the Bible, the transformation of
man into God. Well, here we are in garments of flesh and blood
-- garments that grow, they wax, they wane, and they vanish.

We all reach that inevitable point where we say that they are
"dead,” and they turn to ash, turn to dust. Yet, I know from
experience that man does not die. I do know from my own experi-
ence., This is not theory. I am not asking any person in the
world to support it. I only know what I know from experience.

The wise men of this age will say, "No, that's stupid.”
One just died here recently; and on his 90th birthday, with
all the honors that man can confer upon him, they gave a birth-
day party for him. His name is Bertrand Russell. And this
lady friend of his:=sat next to him at the party and said, “Ber-
tie, you know, undoubtedly you are the most famous atheist in
the world; and after today, at ninety, you undoubtedly are the
oldest atheist in the world. But, Bertie, suppose you are wrong.
Suppose, =- and it can't be too far from now, -- when you depart
this world you should meet Him. What would you say?"

And with a twinkle in his eye, pointing his finger toward
the sky, he said, "Well, I would say: °'God, you gave us insuf-
ficient evidence.'" I can almost hear him say, ___ "You gave
us insufficient evidence,” because as a brilliant mind, bril-
liant mathematician, philosopher, plus the fact of his rigid be-
lief that there is no survival, he couldn't conceive of anything
outside of the brain as a physical organ, and its activity made
man; and its disintegration was the end of man.

But I have news for him: that man does not cease to be when
men call him "dead.” I know from my own experience with those
who have gone beyond, many of them -- the majority of them --
do not even know of the transition; they do not evan recognize
the fact that they have made the transition. So, let me share
with you one experience of this -- a very close and very dear
friend of mine. His name is Jack Butler. He was my secretary.
When I came out here, either my second or my third year, he was
just about 50 years of age. In fact, he would have been, the
following December, but he departed in late August.

But the day I was leaving for New York City, I received a
cable saying that Jack had been found on the floor, that Jack
had a heart attack and was dead. So, I went back to New York




City and attended to his funeral. I took care of all the things
for him. His sister wanted a Catholic funeral; so we gave him
a Catholic funeral in Haverstr&w, New York, I went up and took
care of all the affairs and paid for the funeral.

My sister-in-law, -- I have two, -- and this sister-in-law
of mine always said to me, "You know, I like you personally.
I really do, Neville. I like you because you are very kind to
my sister -- a good husband and a good father. But I don't be-
lieve one word that you teach, you know, for I am a Christian
in the orthodox sense of the word."

She was a pillar, and still is a pillar, of the Christian
Church in Summit, New Jersey. But she said, "I don't believe
these things that you teach.” It's perfectly all right. Now,
Jack died in August, and she knew it,

In the month of January, the following year, -- say, almost
now six months later, I am thoroughly awake, but I am not in
this body. This body is on the bed, and I am fully aware of
where the body is. I meet my sister-in-law in a world just as
real as this -- jusd as real, just like this; and she salid to
me, "I still do not believe what you teach, you know." I said,
"That's perfdctly all right, Al; but look at Jack®; and she
said, "What has Jack to do with it?" I said, "Don®t you know
that Jack died?* And she said to me, "Jack died?"

Before she could say anything further, Jack said to me,
"Who is dead?" I said, "Jack, you are not dead; but you died,
you know." "oh," he said, "you are stupid. I am not dead, but
I died?"

Al recognized the fgct that he had died, for she knew that
I came back from California and had paid for his funeral and
took care of the entire thing. I said to Jack, "I gave you a
good, wonderful, Catholic funeral, Jack, in Haverstraw where
you were., And your body was put down in a grave. By now, it's
all decayed right in that little bit of earth. If it hasn't
yet, it will soon decay and turn to dust; and here you are,
solidly real.” I said to Jack, “Come over here, Jack."” He came
over., I put my hand upon his thigh and squeezed it. It was
solidly real, a8 it was Jack's thigh before he died!

Jack looked about 20 or 22 years of age. Now here is a man,
50 when he died; he never wore glasses, he never had any false
teeth; he misaed%!ow. naturally -- some were missing. But here
is a man who could look into the mirror, see the reflection of
his face, and not recognize the fact that something had hap-
pened. He was gone six months, and he did not know of the
transition. He knew nothing about it.

My sister-in-law, Al, she knew he had gone; and the next
day Al did not remembdr the déxperience, any more than 99 per
cent of the people today remember these experiences; but Al
changed from then on. She became hungry to learn more and more
of God. She lessened her hold, as it were, on that orthodox
concept, but Jack did not. He did not know.
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And Bertrand Russell,at the age of 97 when he died, --
wearing glasses, wearing false teeth, wearing all the aids that
a man of that age needs in order to function here, would look
into the mirror and see a young Russell -- a young Bertie in his
20's, and not recognize the fact that he had departed this life.

You see, the wisdom of this world is foolishness in the
eyes of God; and in this world of ours, we think ourselves so
wigse. He said, "Since, in the wisdom of God this world did not
know God through wisdom, it has pleased God through the folly
that we teach to save those who believe.,”

So, I meet them time and time again, and they are totally
unaware, You know why? Because the world is just like this.
You depart this world, and you are instantly restored iin a body
that is new =-- unaccountably new =- in a world that is terres-
trial just like this, in an environment best suited for the work
yet to be done in you by He who started it., Your Father started
that work in-you. He is transforming you into Himself. He will
not complete the work until He makes you Himself. So you are
God the Father?

*He who began a good work in you will bring it to completion
at the day of Jesus Christ.” (Philippians 1:16, Revised Stand-
ard Version)

Jesus Christ is the image of the Invisible God. You are
destined to be Jesus Christ; but until that day He unvelils Him-
self in you as God the Father, you will be in a world just like
this, doing what you do here., It may be an entirely different
kind of work, but it's a terrestrial world. You suffer there
as you suffer here. You go through all the experiences that
you have here. And may I tell you? you die there, too! You
reach the age when you die there and are restored to life in a
world just like this, in bodies just like these, only the body
is almost new -- not a baby or child -- new; always around 20,
22, 23 years of age. That's about the time that you pick it up.

Now, it's a mystery. How on earth does it work? Well, let
me share another experience to see how it works.

Fifteen years ago in Beverly Hills, I am asleep in my bed,
and yet I became aware; and I am seeing a bed that I should not
gsee from the position that I am occupying on my bed. Here I am,
looking at the interior of quite a plush hotel; and yet, on my
bed no one in my room could see anything but the four walls and
the things on the wall; the bureau, the little objects on the
bureau. Not a thing could be seen concerning what I am describ-
ing. I am seeing the interior of a wonderful hotel. I am look-
ing into a wonderful suite of rooms.

Consciousness follows vision, and I step into that room.
my body is on the bed; I know exactly where it is, My wife is
sharing the bed with me; it's a double bed. I went into that
room and returned to my body 9n the bed. I did it, maybe, a
dozen times. Then I said, "Now I will adventure. I will take
the plunge and remain in this room, and then explore."



When I made my decision to remain as consclousness followed
vision and I stepped into that place, the room closed upon me.
Here I am, in a world just as real as this, in a body just as
real as this; and then the world closed upon me, and I am com-
pletely shut out in body, but not in consciousness. I know ex-
actly where a body is. This world calls me by a name called
Neville., I amstill aware that I am Neville. I know there's a
body lying on that bed next to a woman bearing my name, She is
Mrs. Goddard. I am Neville Goddard., And I'm going now to ex-
plore.

T gsee the entire room close upon me; and what seemed, from
the bed, to be a 30 by 10 becomes now just a third of itself.
It's now an anteroom, just a dressing room. I do not go through
walls; I act there just as I act here. I went through the door
into a hallway. I started down this lovely hallway, with plush
carpets; and when I cmme into another hallway intersecting this,
it is all 1it -- beautifully 1it with chandeliers -- perfect.

Two ladies are walking down the hallway, and I say to them,
"Ladies, this is a dream," because I knew exactly how it started;
and I am telling them, "This is a dream,” and they are afraid of
me, as though I were stark mad. I hear something that seemed to
float from the sky. It wasn't floating from the skyj it was at-
tached to the ceiling. But I remembered something similar that I
had seen in a friend's home that I had seen not more than:six
months before; so memory tells me, because I know where my body
is, that this is only a dream; so I started there, and I heard
it, and it seemed to me very solid, very real. But remembering
that I encountered something similar in a friend's home in the
hille of Hollywood, I said, "You see, ‘this is a dream.”

I thought at the moment that this would simply be gossamer --
just a shadow of what I had remembered. It wasn't any shadow; it
was as solid as this (touching the podium). My hand could not

go through it; it was solid. I am solid to myself, and the ladier

that are walking down -- they are as solid as you are. They
followed what I call the “duck file." One got in’front of the
other, and they got as close to that wall as they could, because
they were afraid of me; and they hastened their step and kept on
moving toward the end of the hallway. And, then, before they

disappeared, they looked back to see if this thing is still in th

hallway talking to them.

Then I realize, now there is no way back to my body. I
can't go back to the room, and from the room go back. I am shut
out! I am locked out completely from this world, and I am in a
world just as real as this. That world was just as solidly
real as this world; but here I am, shut out, with unfinished
business. My business is, I have a wife, I have not provided
for her adequately. I have an uneducated daughter. She hasn't
yet gone through high school. She is qualified, I know, and
she desires to go to college, and I have not made provisions for
her college; and I have unfinished business in that section of a
world that this seems to be but a section of it. If I do not
return to that body and re-animate it, they will find the body
and they will call it a "dead" body, and they will give some
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reason for the dead body. They will say it is heart failure.
They will find some way to account for it. They have to, first
of all, operate on it, for I carried a small insurance policy.
So, it is customary to open it up to see why it “died."” I knew
that that is simply the end of that body unless I got back.

I closed my eyes; held it for a few seconds. When I opened
my eyes, I am-still standing in the hallway. I close my eyes
again, and I could see nothing any more than I can see anything
now with my eyes shut. I open my lids, and I see you. I opened
my lids, and I see that wonderful hallway, with lovely chandeliers
and everything 1it. And here I am, fully aware of~what I did
deliberately.

Then I remembered something I did many years before when I
found myself awake in a dream. I wanted to experiment, and I
held the object in my dream, and I wouldn't let it go; so I
said to myself, "I know this is a dream. Now hold an object and
don't let it go," -- something that is stationary; not a living
animal that can move, but something stationary, which I did.

And holding it, I compelled myself to remember what I did; and

I awoke in the dream, -- and here I am, completely awake in my
dream, I realized then that I awoke by feeling the solidity of
that "world." I remembered that I returned to this world by
feeling the solidity of this world. So, then, standing there,
with my eyes shut now to the obvious, I assumed that my head was
on a pillow -~ the pillow that I knew I had placed my head upon
before the whole thing started. I could feel the pillow.

That's all that I did.

Then I felt myself, instead of standing vertically, -- I
assumed I was lying horizontally; and then I could actually feel
myself in a horizontal position with my head on the pillow, but
I could not move. I was cataleptic. There I am, now, with a
body that is as "dead" as bodies can be, and I am alive in a
dead body. I couldn't move my finger, I couldn't open an eyelid.
I could do nothing!

Now, I know exactly where I am, I am back in Beverly Hills,
and the body is cataleptic and I can't move it. It seemed an
eternal time; but after, maybe, about twenty-five or thirty
seconds I could move the little finger, and then a few seconds
later I could move some more; and then I could move the elbow.

I pushed it out, and I could feel the warmth of my wife's body.
And after tremendous effort, I could open the eyelid, and there
I saw the familiar objects on the wall. I saw the bureau., I
saw all the things return, now, to consciousness; and here is my
body that I have shut out completely.

What is a body? Blake is ‘right: "Man has no body distinct
from his soul. That called 'body' is a portion of soul !dis-
cerned by the five senses, the chief inlets of soul in this age."
(William Blake from “The Marriage of Heaven and Hell")

The body I leff on the bed is only a portion of this activity
of my imagination, which is the real body; and the body that I
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