Dear Louise,

In my estimation, Hay House is the only publisher capable of doing full justice to the enclosed manuscript on self-dominion, which has been 35 years in the writing since my remission of leukemia described therein.  Written, rewritten, and re-rewritten ad infinitum, it never came out “just write” for me – until now.  It has taken this long for its fullness of time as a message apropos to the world-wide urgency for forgiveness to which the world is only now becoming wide awake.

There is more than just a book here.  The original poems and songs herein lend themselves to cards, posters and a CD.  If these additional marketables are not of interest to Hay House, I will make other arrangements for their production and distribution.

The full emergence of this manuscript, like the first olive out of the bottle, frees many more to tumble forth as well.  I have thousands of pages of other writing likewise ready to come to light.

I am masterful in public discourse of my material and its subject, whether on stage, radio or TV.

If this book is treated from the beginning as a best seller, so will it be.  I am far more interested in the number of people it reaches than I am in any other benefit.

A biographical statement is attached.

Beyond sharing these opinions I have nothing further to say, knowing that the manuscript speaks for itself.

This book has been 35 years in the writing, beginning with my remission of leukemia described herein.  Written, rewritten, and re-rewritten ad infinitum, it never came out “just write” for me – until now.  It has taken this long for it to come to term in the fullness of its time, its message being apropos to the world-wide urgency for forgiveness to which the world is only now becoming wide awake.

My life began at the age of 29.  My previous years were but a preparation for its beginning.  Until the summer of 1965, with momentary exceptions, my life was mostly something that happened to me.  Since then, my life has been, more and more, something that now is happening from me.  

In that summer I was hospitalized with a diagnosis of leukemia.  Refusing to entertain the possibility of my life’s end, I instead engaged in deep introspection of what I had left to do.  The rest of my life became the passionate center of my attention.  I yearned to know the emerging nature of the world in which I would live it.  

My introspection was fueled by many books with which I had brought for consultation: etc.

Their demands were existentially unquenchable.  No heaven on Earth could quench the hell of their angst.

