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Dear Rev. Mary,

When you asked us to address our relationship to Jesus in the LEI class, my immediate lament (to myself) was, “I no longer have a relationship with Jesus.” Since then I’ve come to realize that I had merely lost conscious touch with a life-long relationship to Jesus after experiencing the distressful circumstances I recounted in my earlier communication.

On behalf of reawakening my relationship with Jesus, I have begun what always works best for me: a contemplative life review, followed by a “Write I Am” exercise, i.e., writing from rather than about my contemplations.

Here’s what has emerged thus far.









Stay in the grace!









Rev. Noel McInnis

My Relationship with Jesus: The Earlier Years
Rev. Noel Frederick McInnis

Somewhere this side of the rainbow I can meet the Wizard of Is

whose special magic leaves today's life undistracted

by the should be's, could be's and if only's

that cloud over my innermost intentions.

"Good old days,"

childish ways,

and other once-were's

are as absent from the Wizard's view

as are apprehensions about tomorrow. Instead

the Wizard of Is presides in the near and how of present instants only–

the time and place from which my beingness forever self-emanates.

If I would fathom the secret of overflowing from such instants

I must consult the Wizard of Is.

Fortunately, this Wizard inhabits my own domain,

within the being who bears my name.

While I’ve never accepted Jesus the man as my personal savior, I’ve increasingly accepted as my transpersonal savior the Christ consciousness that Jesus fully embodied. Therein lies the basis for my opening statement, when asked me to address the LEI class, that “my relationship to Jesus has been problematic”: so very few people even perceive, let alone understand, the distinction between the person of Jesus and the transpersonal Christ. Even I don’t pretend to fully understand this distinction, especially after presumably recalling that I was Jesus’ brother, James, which did for a time divert me from my otherwise persistent intention to live up to my current near-and-howness.

What I do understand for certain is that the transpersonal Christ enjoys being right here within me, as well as being right, here within me. For it is as St. Teresa of Avila has said: 

Christ has no body now on earth but yours, no hands but yours, no feet but yours; yours are the eyes through which Christ's compassion looks out on the world, yours are the feet with which He is to go about doing good and yours are the hands with which He is to bless us now.  
Consciousness is all there is, and at the core of all conscious expression is its pure Christhood. “In the beginning was pure consciousness, and pure consciousness was with God, and pure consciousness was God” This pure consciousness is known to all concerned by its Beneficial Presence (a.k.a. the “Holy Spirit”), and is available within and unto one and all as its Beneficial Presence - whom I am coming to know quite affectionately as my inner “Wizard of Is”.

*************

In early childhood, I had what Ken Wilber would probably call a “pre-personal” relationship with Jesus, which initially became personalized on the occasion of my fifth Christmas. Until then I had disliked my first name, “Noel,” because it was so different from the names of the other children in the small northern Illinois town of my birth that some of the older kids made fun of it. 

And then, shift happened! 

On Christmas day of 1941 (in the wake of that December’s earlier “day of infamy”) I suddenly realized that there was no Santa Claus. It was truly a “realization” – an instantaneous “what’s so,” which was whole, complete, and perfect without precedence of any conscious prior reasoning. Though I felt secretly satisfied with myself for having come to this realization, my announcement thereof to my mother was matter-of-fact. Failing to recognize that I was not upset by what she assumed must have come as bad news to me, she sought to console me by telling me that my name, “Noel,” means “good news.” 

Despite her inaccurate discernment of my condition, her intention was divinely inspired, for upon hearing the message that in-here’s my name, I experienced what in Christian theology is called a “metanoia” – a experience of emotional-mental conversion. The negative feelings I had associated with my name were instantly dispelled by yet another realization: I am here to be good news by bringing good news to others. 

Subsequent teasing about my name lost its power to upset me.

At that age, of course, I had no idea just what good news I was here to bring. I did not doubt, however, that the good news had to become apparent to me because I was here on its behalf. And I did intuit how, whenever it did show up, I was to bring that good news to others: via music and the written word, to both of which forms of self-expression this lifetime has since been dedicated.

When one receives such a Christmas present as that, who needs Santa Claus? 

*************

Since that Christmas day, though not without the usual bouts of backsliding that befuddle the human condition, I’ve not only been on the outlook for good news, I’ve been looking out from the conviction that I am myself good news, and from the intention of bringing good news to the world.

Amidst the rigors of growing (presumably) “up,” my good news mission became mostly subliminal until I had a near life experience at the age of 12 while being simultaneously afflicted with all three strains of polio. [Calling such occasions “near-death” experiences totally misses the point, because I have otherwise never experienced myself being as alive as I was at the moment when I refused my doctors’ and nurses’ verdicts and returned to my somewhat-less-than-whole-life on this dimensional plane. I now felt fully fortified for my encounter with life’s challenges via my glimpse of the one and only true whole-life insurance policy there is, the experience of knowing oneself as an expression of the Beneficial Presence, into which we are invited to rebirth ourselves in ultimate surrender to our homeward-bound transition from this diminutive plane.]
An account (enclosed) of my refusal to change planes at that time was published in Science of Mind magazine the month before I began my ministerial training.

My near-life experience quantum-jumped my “good news” mission, which had become largely subconscious for lack of environmental reinforcement. Mindful once again – and far more than ever before – of the Beneficial Presence that I am, I soon learned that the word “gospel” also means “good news,” which set in motion my eventual decision at age 18 [in 1955] to become a minister. By my junior year at Northwestern University’s Medill School of Journalism, I had qualified for a Local Preacher’s License in the Methodist Church. Not long thereafter, however, I fully faced the fact that my understanding of Jesus was, from a conventional Christian perspective, at best a revised slandered version thereof.

For instance, when confronted one day by a street corner evangelist who asked me if I was saved, my response was anything but conventional.

“Yes,” I replied, “I was saved by Jesus’ commandment.” 

“Which commandment?” he asked.

“Be, as your Father is, which art in heaven.”

“And just what do you think that commandment means?” he asked me, testily.

“That I am here to be godly as Jesus was,” I proclaimed, “according to his promise: ‘He that believeth on me, the works that I do shall he do also; and greater works than these shall he do.’”

I was promptly informed of my damnable error. “You misunderstand Jesus’ teaching to your eternal peril, young man.” The evangelist proceeded to inform me that it is not possible for human beings to be as Jesus was, for he was God’s only pure human creation other than Adam and Eve before the fall that condemned them and all of their seed to eternal damnation:

“We are eternal sinners who can become acceptable to God only by admitting our evil nature and receiving God’s forgiveness via our acceptance of his son, Jesus as our personal savior. And when Jesus washes away our sins he does not wash away our sinful nature. He saves us only from God’s condemnation of our evil nature, not from our wickedness itself, which remains eternally constant.”

“Well,” I replied, “I shall leave that interpretation of Jesus’ commandment with you as your cross to bear, rather than take it up as mine.”

Realizing that my understanding of Jesus’ teachings was far too heterodox for any Christian congregation I had ever known, I decided instead to become a religious journalist. Yet that objective likewise did not manifest, because several of my professors so enchanted me with their knowledge of the history of ideas that I decided to entertain their enchantment all the way to a Ph.D., a journey that was completed just short of my writing a dissertation after my principal advisor thereof retired from his chair at Northwestern to accept another appointment.

I took in stride the consequent dis-appointment of my formal degree objective, for I recognized that I was far less interested in writing a dissertation than I had been in all of the study and research that preceded it. I had experienced the study and research as an end in itself, whereas writing a dissertation felt only like an expedient means to a dubious end. In symmetry with Groucho Marx’s comment that he wouldn’t join a country club that would have him, I realized that I wouldn’t enjoy teaching at any school that required me to have a Ph.D., because its tedious accompanying “publish or perish” policy would short-change my mission to find the good news and flourish. 

“That dissertation would have been the death of me,” I told the dean of the junior college where I was then teaching courses in American history and political science. That was not an idly inspired comment, for while coming to grips with my dissertation advisor’s departure I had contracted rheumatic fever, from which I experienced another remarkable recovery (as I would yet again a few years later [in 1965] from a diagnosis of leukemia). 

It was that same dean who one day reminded me of my morbid dismissal of my dissertation, and then informed me that the very same dissertation was undertaken by someone else at a nearby university . . . who had made his transition just before it was published. I have since then welcomed every instance of someone else “getting there first” to an objective that I was envisioning, such as (for instance) Neal Vahle’s biography of Ernest Holmes that I myself had intended to write. When Neal told me of his interest in doing so, I assisted in making available to him the Ernest Holmes archives in Los Angeles, and moved all of my lesser vocational intentions one level upward.

It was only in 1977 that I discovered a formulation of the Wizard of Is’ good news to which I could officially be in service as a minister, the perspective that Ralph Waldo Emerson had been the first to characterize as “science of mind”: 

Whosoever looks with heed into his thoughts will find that our science of the mind has not got far. He will find there is somebody within him that knows more than he does, a certain dumb life in life; a simple wisdom behind all acquired wisdom; somewhat not educated or educable; not altered or alterable; a mother wit which does not learn by experience or by books, but knew it all already; makes no progress, but was wise in youth as in age. More or less clouded it yet resides the same in all, saying Ay, ay or No, no, to every proposition. Yet its grand Ay and its grand No are more musical than all eloquence. Nobody has found the limit of its knowledge. 
It took another 18 years to learn just how this science is best served through me, i.e., via the good news of forgiveness. And it has taken me nine more years of self-preparation to be the good news that Science of Mind proclaims: forgiveness of myself and others who do not what we know, as a necessary complement to Jesus’ forgiveness of those who know not what they do.

Some 25 years ago, a person who claimed to be knowledgeable about matters of the soul told me that I am an “old soul.” He also warned me not to get a big head about it because what makes souls like me so old is that we are slow learners. 

It does indeed seem to me that I have been a rather slow learner. Perhaps, therefore, I am also here as good news for other slow learners.

(To be continued)

My Ongrowing Relationship with Jesus
Rev. Noel Frederick McInnis

as well as during the past few years as a result of an emotionally traumatic “memory” in 1994 of being Jesus’ brother James – a memory that in retrospect I 

I chose at the time neither to believe nor to disbelieve that my recollection was correct, although it had the feeling tone of knowing conviction. Neither conclusion serves any spiritual purpose, given that experiences are neither right nor wrong, they rather are either fertile or sterile – productive of “what works” or not. 

[By the way, in addition to the “brother James” experience I have had numerous trans-dimensional and omni-dimensional experiences in response to most of which I have eventually concluded (though sometimes only after “entertaining” them for a while, as Ernest Holmes would put it): “Well, whatever that was about, everywhere I go here I am and unless that experience can effectively serve the here that I am now, it is off course of the purpose of my being in this dimension at this time.” There are only four of these experiences that I have been willing to write about, one of them for the Science of Mind magazine series 30 years ago called “I Refused the Verdict,” which is enclosed. The others I am unlikely ever to write about, for the same reason that Holmes didn’t write about his and kept them mostly in the confidence of his hairdresser, chauffeur, and friends like George Bendal.  This is especially so re my experience of recalling my life with Jesus, which took place amidst circumstances that were tangentially related to the work of the actual Priory of Scion that is only somewhat fictionalized in The Da Vinci Code, and represented in such previous books as The Bloodline of the Holy Grail, The Hiram Key, and (again tangentially) I Remember Union. There’s MUCH more to Jesus’ ministry and hereditary lineage than meets the eye . . . and my eyes have led me to the conclusion that what they have seen of it is entirely in the realm of a historical scenario that presents no added substance of truth, just variations thereof. Just as there is only one mind and many mentalities that express it, there is only one truth and many versions that express it.

In any event, I share only verbally, not in writing, the details of my most outrageous anomalous experiences, and only with those whom I can trust to keep what I share in a perspective that makes neither “right” nor “wrong” either the experiences or myself.]

I have had numerous trans-dimensional and omni-dimensional experiences, in response to most of which I eventually concluded (though sometimes only after “entertaining” them for a while, as Ernest Holmes would put it): “Well, whatever that was about, everywhere I go here I am and unless that experience can effectively serve the here that I am now, it is off course of the purpose of my being right now in the space-time continuum of this dimension.” There are only four such experiences that I have been willing to write about, one of them for the Science of Mind magazine series 30 years ago called “I Refused the Verdict.” All of the other experiences are ones that I am unlikely ever to write about, for the same reason that Holmes seldom wrote about his own extra-dimensional experiences, keeping them mostly in the confidence of his hairdresser, chauffeur, and friends like George Bendal.  

This is especially so of recalling my life with Jesus, which took place amidst circumstances that tangentially related to the work of the actual Priory of Scion that is only somewhat fictionalized in The Da Vinci Code, and is represented in such previous books as The Bloodline of the Holy Grail, The Hiram Key, and (by implication) I Remember Union. There’s MUCH more to Jesus’ ministry and hereditary lineage than meets the eye . . . and my eyes have led me to the conclusion that what they have seen of it is entirely in the realm of a historical scenario that presents no added substance of truth, only variations thereof. Just as there is only one mind and many mentalities that express it, there is only one truth and many versions that express it.

*************

The fact that I daily recall various words of Jesus (or equivalents inspired by his words) was prior to Tuesday evening not registering with me as evidence of my having a relationship with him. For instance, I frequently say to myself, “Bless the appearances, full speed ahead,” which (with a tip of the hat to Admiral John Paul Jones) is my Revised Slandered Version of Jesus’ blessing, “In this world there are tribulations . . . but be of good cheer.” I had forgotten the source of this affirmation until you likewise brought it back to my mind a few Sundays ago. 

Furthermore, I frequently recall that Jesus’ “Golden Rule” is less a moral preachment than it is a simple statement of “the way it works”: as I do unto others, so it is reciprocally done unto me. For Isaac Newton, this was his second law of theology, his first being (in Holmes’ words) that “the manifest universe is the body of God” – and for all of which he was fortunately excused and dismissed by his scientific contemporaries as his eccentricity rather than as evidence of heresy to scientific principle. 

I also daily remind myself of the corollary to Jesus’ teaching about what goes into and comes out of the mouth: though I may not always get the input that I am praying for, I do always get the output of what I am praying from – as in your “We’re getting an air conditioner” experience.

Finally, I practice in my own way what Jesus most certainly practiced in accordance with his way, which is also a practice of the Dalai Lama. At one point during two days that I spent with the Dalai Lama as part of a UCRS tour to India in 1997, he was asked how he is able to maintain his pleasant and charitable disposition after the horrible things that happened to him and the Tibetan people, and which continue to happen as Tibetan religious practices are systematically exterminated and Tibetans are tortured and murdered for any expression of religious faith.  And how, his questioner continued, is he able to publicly advocate forgiveness of those who continue to do these things to his country and people? 

The Dalai Lama’s response, after several of those characteristically thoughtful moments when he looks about in various directions, was as concise as it was precise: “I shape my motivation every morning.”

Though my similar practice is not as formal or extensive as the Dalai Lama’s, nor as intense as Jesus’ practice must have been, I nevertheless “set my day” each morning by acknowledging whose day it truly is – the Lord’s day in which we are to “rejoice and be exceeding glad.”

*************

Prior to my “brother James” experience I had a very direct experience of relationship with Jesus, largely as a consequence of my very liberal Methodist upbringing – an unusual experience in a mid 20th century, middle-American Protestant church in a small Northern Illinois town (2500 persons) that had only one voter registered as a Democrat. (Had I gone the humorist route to which I once aspired in contemplation of the works of Mark Twain, Will Rogers, James Thurber, Spike Jones, Bob and Ray, and Stan Freburg, I might have ended up being somewhat like Garrison Keillor.) 

With one exception, I was never exposed to the “Come to JEEEsus” movement until I attended a Billy Graham Crusade in my mid-twenties just to have the experience of observing what it was like. (Even though I answered the altar call, I would never pretend to really “know” what it is like from the perspective of those who are deeply moved thereby.) The exception was a Sunday morning visit to a storefront church in a Chicago ghetto, with a family for whom several of us on a collegiate (Wesley Foundation) “social gospel” service team had spent the weekend making repairs on their home. 

[Another by the way: it took me only a week or so as a UCRS ministerial student to realize that Religious Science was devoid of a social gospel, the only exception at that time being Rev. Daniel Morgan’s church (and originally Michael Beckwith’s). In my studies of New Thought history (my graduate studies at Northwestern University were in the history of ideas, and I couldn’t help but delve into the history of New Thought), I discovered that at the very first meeting in the 1890’s of what would eventually become INTA, a speech was delivered on the social implications of New Thought. I far as I have been able to discover, until AGNT came along that issue was never again addressed by the New Thought movement. And by and large, there is otherwise still no commitment to a “social gospel” in most New Thought churches.]

The beginning of my dedicated relationship to Jesus took place in my college freshman year, consequent to my conclusion that what Jesus taught was so true that it required no belief in miracles and resurrection scenarios to prove them so. For me, knowing that Jesus spoke directly from truth made it non-purposeful for me either to believe or disbelieve in any of the historical scenarios of his life presented in the New Testament, the apocryphal literature, the Dead Sea and Nag Hammadi scrolls, or in any of the 20th century “lost years” and channeled literature that I have examined, of which only one of the latter took me in for some time and led to my “brother James” experience. 

My reading of Jesus’ witness to truth was since my early twenties been as scenario-free as that of Ernest Holmes. Also for me, as with Holmes, it became quite clear early on that Christmas and Easter were not meant to be about Jesus. They are rather what Jesus was about.  

During my freshman year of college I became close friends with a student from Kenya, who was working his way through college as a janitor in the 10-story building of a large Evanston, Illinois insurance firm, which confined all of its black janitors to the building’s basement during their breaks and lunch hour. When the first World Council of Churches was convened in 1955 the insurance company put a large sign across the top of its building that said, “In Christ there is no East or West.” When my friend, Nyoike, saw the sign he said, “And there’s no basement either,” and ceased all church and other religious involvement. I was so certain that he was not thereby “damned to hell” that I was able to accept his decision without question, figuring that in time his wound would heal.

In my late teens I was confronted by a street corner evangelist who asked me if I was saved.

“Yes,” I replied, “I was saved by Jesus’ commandment.” 

“Which commandment?” he asked.

“Be, as your Father is, which art in heaven. Be like Jesus by going and doing likewise.” 

He hastened to inform me of my error. “You have misunderstand Jesus’ teaching. It is not possible for human beings to be Godly as Jesus was, for he was God’s only pure human creation other than Adam and Eve before the fall that eternally condemned us all. We are sinners for eternity, and are acceptable to God (i.e., “saved”) only as we admit to our evil nature and accept God’s forgiveness via Jesus for being eternally wretched and continuing to call upon God’s forgiving mercy. When Jesus washes away the sins of those who accept him as their savior, he does not change their sinfulness, he only removes God’s condemnation of their evil nature.”

“That interpretation of Jesus’ commandment is your cross to bear, not mine.”

One of the most formative moments in my relationship with Jesus occurred while I was attending the UCRS school of ministry in Los Angeles. One Sunday my second wife (also a ministerial student) and I were driving to the church where we were assisting another couple who were fledgling Religious Science ministers. As we were driving by another church with a billboard in front that proclaimed, “Jesus is the answer!” I rolled down the window and yelled to the folks who were standing out front, “What was the question?”

I knew, of course, what they in all probability considered the question to be – “Are you saved?” – and did not, therefore, slow down to hear their response. 

In subsequent contemplation of what had motivated me to be so out-of-characteristically brash, I recognized that my relationship to Jesus is best symbolized by a question mark. Jesus is the question, for which his own life was his answer. Both Gandhi and King raised the identical question in the face of comparable circumstances, for which their lives likewise were their answers. 

Jesus is the most profound question ever raised in all of recorded history, and my relationship to him is one of living in the question that he raised: How may I be a beneficial presence to all concerned, no matter what my circumstances may be?

I am grateful that the circumstances in which I presently live Jesus’ question are not (as yet) so onerous as his, Gandhi’s, or King’s. However, if the United States continues on its present political path, they could become so.

In the meantime, I am committed to the same task as another man who had a most wonderful relationship with Jesus. When Francis (as a live monk, not a dead Saint) was overseen by a village skeptic hoeing his assigned patch in the monastery garden, the skeptic accosted him with the question, “Hey, monk, what would you do if you knew the world would end at midnight?”

Without looking up Francis quietly replied, “I would continue to hoe my garden.” 

That was Francis’ answer to the question raised by Jesus, and it’s good enough to be my answer also. 

Thank you for resurrecting my memory of all this.

*************

During my Wesley Foundation days I envisioned one day being a seminary chaplain. I have nurtured and grown that vision for 50 years, sensing that it would one day “just happen” as part of my life-culminating ministry. Sure enough, after moving to Wilsonville I heard both Revs. Rachel and Roberta mention New West Seminary, with the leadership of which (Suzan Hill and Sue Reynolds) I initiated a dialog that has resulted in my prospective appointment (to become official in a few months) as the Seminary’s chaplain. I anticipate a huge growth burst at NWS in the next couple of years, much like bamboo suddenly springs up after years of firmly rooting itself in spiritually fertile soil.

