
S  E  V  E  N

7

— · —

A New Beginning, As the Ending Closes In

EDWARD A SAMUELSON MA, DD

Divine Mystic

Minister  ·  Universal Life Church  ·  Doctor of Divinity

May 2026

— · —

It is all an adventure, an illusion —

the reality of which is up to you.

So make it joyful and happy.

— · —

Copyright

Copyright © 2026 by Edward A Samuelson MA, DD

All rights reserved.

No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.

Disclaimer

The author of this book does not dispense medical advice or prescribe the use of any technique as a form of treatment for physical, emotional, or medical problems without the advice of a physician, either directly or indirectly. The intent of the author is only to offer information of a general nature to help you in your quest for emotional and spiritual well-being. In the event you use any of the information in this book for yourself, which is your constitutional right, the author and the publisher assume no responsibility for your actions.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Dedication

[image: ]


For Jesika Ruth Samuelson Gavilanes, my daughter, and Enrique Gavilanes Santillán, who loves her well—thank you for the home you keep open, the table you keep set, the door you never close.

For Anabelle Maria Gavilanes and Eli Samuel Gavilanes, my grandchildren—you are the future I did not know I was writing toward. Every word in this book was, in some quiet way, written for the world you will inherit.

Family is the one devotion that asks nothing and gives everything. You are mine. I am yours. That will not change.
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​In the Beginning There Was 11/07/1942
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Natal chart — Edward A Samuelson — November 7, 1942 — Prineville, Oregon

November 7, 1942. That was the beginning.

Not just a date. A number. A destiny. A compass that has pointed true across eight decades of living, loving, seeking, and becoming.

11/07/1942. Add the digits — 1+1+0+7+1+9+4+2 — and they resolve to 7. The birth number confirmed by numerology. The number that has followed me, or perhaps led me, through every chapter of this extraordinary adventure called a life.

On a wall in my home — three things that say everything.

The family — the people who made everything meaningful

Home Sweet Home

The number. Bold. Certain. Always there.
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The family — the people who made everything meaningful
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Home Sweet Home
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The number. Always the number.

On the wooden shelf: seven crystal Buddhas standing between bamboo frames like smiling witnesses. Photographs of the loved and the sacred. And at the center — a painted heart holding the words that have carried me across more years than I can easily count.

"All is well. Everything is working out for my highest good. Out of this situation only good will come. I am safe."
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Louise L. Hay — All Is Well
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edd's original heart painting — Chapala, Mexico

Louise L. Hay. Whose books "You Can Heal Your Life" and "All Is Well" found me at exactly the right moments and never left. Every morning. Every night. Those words.

She also taught me “MIRROR WORK,” to stand before the mirror and say — to the face looking back — the most radical thing I know:

"I love you, EDWARD A SAMUELSON. I love you."

I was ordained as a Minister by the Universal Life Church. I was awarded my Doctor of Divinity “honoris causa”. Two certificates now framed and joining everything else on this wall — not as credentials, but as completion. The visible expression of what has always been invisibly true.

And the declaration that has guided this life longer than any certificate:
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We Are All Children of the Same Universe

Every symbol of every faith. No tradition above another. No human being excluded. The yin and the yang. The Star of David. The crescent. The cross. The Om. The wheel of dharma. All of them pointing, in their different languages, toward the same radiant mystery.

This is where Seven lives. Not in a book. Not in a theory. In a home.  In the daily practice of a man who has spent 83 years learning — slowly, joyfully, sometimes painfully — that life is an adventure of our own making.

An autobiography. An altar. A declaration. A theology.

This is my number. This is my story. This is where it begins.
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​Prologue — The Mirror Work
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The mirror did not surprise me.

That is the thing people would not expect me to say. Most people, when they describe their mirror moment — the morning they truly saw their age, felt the weight of their years — describe shock. Grief. A kind of mourning.

For me it was different. Louise Hay taught that mirror work and affirmations are among the most powerful practices available to us — that the mirror, when looked at deeply, becomes a true reflection of the beholder's reality. Not just the face, but the soul behind it. I had been practicing mirror work for years. So when the moment arrived, I was ready.

The mirror confirmed what I already knew. That something had quietly, completely changed. My body. My mind. The way morning felt. The way time moved — less urgent, more deliberate, more precious.

It was a knowing. An awakening. Everything examined at once in a single unhurried gaze. Everything different. Everything — for the first time — completely honest.

I was not frightened.

I was awake.

A new beginning. The ending was closing in. And somehow — that made everything more alive.

This is the paradox at the heart of SEVEN: that the clearest vision of the future comes when you have lived long enough to stop pretending the future is infinite. When you accept — not with despair but with a kind of luminous clarity — that everything ends, everything suddenly becomes more vivid, more precious, more worth showing up for completely.

I am 83. The past has taught me everything I need to know. What matters now — the only thing that has ever truly mattered — is what comes next?

Not looking back. Looking forward.

Into the mystery. Into the light. Into whatever magnificent form this adventure takes when it moves beyond what we can currently see.

It is all an adventure, an illusion — the reality of which is up to you. So make it joyful and happy.

That is the whole philosophy. That is what 83 years of living has confirmed. Everything else in this book is simply the story of how I came to know it.

✦  ·  7  ·  ✦
Chapter One
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​Love That Travels Into Eternity
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Original artwork — edd's collection, Chapala, Mexico

i carry your heart

i carry it in my heart

— ee cummings

Love is the first theme because it is the first thing.

Before purpose, before freedom, before any of the other great questions a life must answer — there is love. The need for it. The search for it. The many unexpected forms it takes across eight decades of living.

What I have learned about love — the thing that took 83 years to understand completely — is this: love does not diminish with time. It does not wear out or run dry. It expands. It deepens. It travels.

Love that travels into eternity begins the moment you stop counting and start arriving.

✦  ·  7  ·  ✦

Love as Belonging — The Early Years

I learned about love before I had a word for it. It arrived as card games with Emma our landlady — a woman who chose to make a boy feel at home simply because she could. It arrived as the white gloves and formal rituals of DeMolay — the brotherhood, the belonging, the understanding that community is one of love's most essential expressions.

Those early years gave me something I have never lost — the ability to be completely, joyfully present. That quality is not just the gift of youth. It is the gift of love. And it has never left me.

✦  ·  7  ·  ✦

Love as Brotherhood — The University Years

Lambda Chi Alpha. The fraternity years at Oregon State. Brotherhood chosen freely — the particular warmth of people who select each other and show up for each other across years. I have always known how to find my people. Different chapters, different names — the same essential truth.
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Lambda Chi Alpha Party, Corvallis, Oregon

✦  ·  7  ·  ✦
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A Lambda Chi Alpha Conclave, Corvallis, Oregon

Love as Family — French Gulch
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edd, Sandra, baby Jesika and Houshie — French Gulch
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Sandra, Jesika, edd, Danny  — French Gulch

[image: ]

Early French Gulch — the stone doorway

French Gulch, California. Where the happiness was simple and complete. Where a family gathered around a porch and a community formed naturally around shared living. Love as the ordinary extraordinary fabric of daily life.

✦  ·  7  ·  ✦

Love as Community — The Portland Years

For thirteen consecutive years we attended the Tsongas Halloween party in costume. Thirteen years of showing up, dressing up, celebrating. That kind of commitment to joy — sustained across more than a decade — is its own form of love.
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edd and Sandra dressed for the Tsongas Halloween Party

The Portland years brought love in its widest form — community. People who chose each other freely, without obligation, without history forcing them into the same room. I am selective in who I allow into my inner circle. I desire only the best of people around me. And when those people are present — the love is profound.

✦  ·  7  ·  ✦

Love as Grandfather

And then — Eli Samuel. My grandson. Who carries my name forward without yet knowing the full weight of it. That image — a grandfather completely undone by love for a small new person — says everything that needs to be said about what love ultimately becomes across a lifetime.

Eli Samuel. Anabelle Maria. Two reasons the future is more interesting than the past.

[image: ]

edd as Grandfather with Eli Samuel & Anabelle Maria

✦  ·  7  ·  ✦

Love Across Distance — Italy

My daughter Jesika was working in Parma Italy for her alma mater Pitzer College. So I went to Parma. That is what love does — it crosses oceans without complaint. The stone lion at the Parma Cathedral. The ancient beauty of Italy. A father showing up because his daughter was there.
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edd in Parma Italy to Visit Jesika
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The Demonstrative Story — The Man Who Forgot to Count

— · —

There was once a man who was very good at counting.

He counted the days of his Army service — one year, nine months, and ten days — with the precision of someone who understood that numbers were among the few things that could not be taken from him.

One morning he woke in a house by a lake and realized he had stopped counting.
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The beautiful fresh water lake, Lake Chapala

He could not remember exactly when it happened. Somewhere between the card games with Emma and the eternal blue sky of Chapala. He had stopped counting the days.

He had started inhabiting them.

That is what love does, eventually, to a man who lets it. It takes the counter and makes him a keeper. It takes the measurer and makes him a dweller.
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Lago de Chapala — the light doing something extraordinary on the water

He looked out at the lake. The light was doing something extraordinary on the water.  He did not count the seconds of that moment. He simply lived inside it.

"Not to count the days. To make the days count."

✦  ·  7  ·  ✦
Chapter Two
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