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Preface



I held off writing this book for 35 years. Friends and family advised
			against it. They were concerned. The time was not right. It might upset people. I
			figured they had a good point. Or, since the ideas seemed so obvious to me, so
			important, maybe someone else would write such a book and spare me the effort. But as
			far as I know, nobody has. Recently, a few changes in my life and in the world suggest
			that now the time is right. So, although this may be too late for some, or too early for
			others, I’ve gone ahead with it.
The purpose is to express how I reconcile my Christian background, my belief in
			Bahá’u’lláh, and my experience doing the TM®
			(Transcendental Meditation®) and
				TM-Sidhi® programs. My heart knows the connections,
			and my mind feels compelled to explain. I encourage anyone interested in these topics to
			investigate for themselves and reach their own conclusions. Perhaps this book may assist
			in some way.
As you read, please understand from the outset that any opinions offered here are my
			own. These thoughts are based on my personal experience and on what I have learned
			through the teachings of Jesus, Bahá’u’lláh, ‘Abdu’l-Bahá, and Maharishi Mahesh Yogi.
			Neither Maharishi International University nor the worldwide TM organization (currently
			known as the Global Country of World Peace), nor any Christian or Bahá’í institution
			officially endorse these ideas or this book, beyond its direct quotations. All passages
			from the Bahá’í writings are current translations at the time of this writing. Those few
			quotes from Maharishi that are not found in published sources are offered as the best of
			my recollection. 
If these quoted scriptures and commentaries, along with my thoughts, help you reach a
			deeper understanding or bring new ideas to mind, then my object has been
			attained.
Part I. Discovery




Wonder



Jesus is back! It must be. But how?
These thoughts came to me as I stood in the entrance of the TM center in
				Cambridge, Massachusetts. I was looking at a huge golden banner that read,
				“Maharishi Mahesh Yogi announces the Dawn of the Age of Enlightenment.” If this is
				real, I thought, then Jesus must be back. But how can that be?
I was about to step into something so different, something so totally unlike
				anything I had ever experienced or even dreamed possible. And yet, somehow, it had
				to be connected to what I knew, to what I believed in my heart of hearts. Somehow it
				had to connect. 
What brought me here? How did I reach this threshold of opportunity and wonder?
				And what did I discover? Let me start at the beginning. 
Paradise



As far back as I can remember, as far back as I know, God was there.
				One of my earliest memories of childhood was sitting with my parents and brother in
				our darkened living room where a single candle was lit. It must have been a home
				worship service, and we were probably singing hymns or reading from the Bible. As I
				stared at the candle, my eyes squinting to block out everything else in the room, it
				came to me that God was there. God was like that candle. He was just there, always
				there. 
God was there for my parents. Mom and Dad met on a blind date arranged by a youth
				pastor in Kala­mazoo, Michigan. They became better acquainted at a Christian
				summer youth camp in West Virginia, serving under­privileged kids. God was
				there as Dad proposed to Mom, when they decided that he would attend Union Seminary
				in New York City to become a Presbyterian minister, to better serve God and
				humanity. 
God was there for their parents, too. He was watching over Mom’s mother, descended
				from a long line of missionaries and preachers stretching back farther than the
				American Revolution, as she faced tragic losses of several unborn
				children—until her body was finally able to sustain three successful
				pregnancies, blessing her with four exuberant daughters. (Mom was a twin.) God was
				there for her husband, as he struggled with the pain of an army service wound that
				eventually led to an amputated leg and excruciating agony every day of his life, to
				a point that no kind of medication or drug could control.
God must have been there for Dad’s father as he clung to the back of a streetcar
				and rode for 18 miles to the outskirts of Detroit to apply for a job driving a milk
				wagon during the Great Depression. And although I never met her, God was assuredly
				there for his wife who raised Dad’s five cousins when their own mother died at a
				young age—only to lose two of those precious souls in the Pacific theater of
				the Second World War, one in a torpedoed, sinking destroyer and the other in the
				flaming wreckage of a P-38 fighter plane. She never quite recovered from that loss,
				and passed away too soon. Her devoted service to the poor and destitute in the
				community during the Great Depression became clear when many of them attended her
				funeral—dozens of folks that the family had never met.
The example my grandparents set showed us how to live our faith rather than talk
				about it. There was no Bible thumping among them, no charismatic swoons or tent
				meet­ings. Born-again experiences were rarely mentioned. Theirs was more a life
				of work, service, and of course going to church on Sundays.
And where was God for me? In the background, if I’m being honest. After all, we
				were living in an earthly paradise. A few months after I was born, Dad graduated
				from Union Seminary, and accepted “the call” to serve as a campus pastor at Penn
				State University. We moved into a brand new house built in the middle of an oak
				forest, in a post-war housing development called Park Forest Village. The front and
				back yards of every house on the street were filled with oak trees. As it was the
				peak of the baby boom, most of those houses had lots of kids for my older brother
				Bill and me to play with. We had lots of toys, plenty of story books that Mom would
				read to us, and a stack of records with songs that she would play. We even got to
				watch a half an hour of TV every day. Who could ask for more?
We did learn about God in Sunday school and church. The State College Presbyterian
				Church where Dad was Associate Pastor was a grand stone structure right downtown.
				The arched doorways, polished pews, stately pipe organ, and heavy ceiling beams made
				it feel special. You knew you were safe there, that God was looking over you. We
				listened to Bible stories and found out about Jesus. But whether at church, Sunday
				school, or home, what touched me most deeply were the images from hymns and
				children’s songs. God was “Immortal, invisible, God only wise, Thou light
				inaccessible, hid from our eyes.”[1] He could “melt the clouds of sin and sadness, drive the dark of doubt away.”[2] I didn’t always understand the words, but I got the idea. You might not
				be able to see God, but He was big and powerful, and could protect you. And He was
				always keeping an eye on you, as in the song:


    Oh, be careful little eyes what you see,

    Oh, be careful little eyes what you see,

    For the Father up above

         is looking down with love,

    Oh, be careful little eyes what you see.[3]

			

			

There were other verses for “ears what you hear,” and “mouth what you say,” and
				“hands what you do,” and more. 
Yes, God was there, out there somewhere, watching over even us kids, keeping us
				safe. And from our side? We had to behave ourselves, and always try to do what was
				right.


[1] Rev. Walter Chalmers Smith, The
							Hymnal, #66

[2] Rev. Henry van Dyke, The
							Hymnal, #5

[3] Traditional children’s song


Mission



This familiar, comfortable life was destined to change. In the summer
				of 1961, Dad went to Switzerland for a month-long Student Christian Movement (SCM)
				seminar. After his return, we seemed to be hosting a lot of foreign students as
				guests at home. They sometimes made strange food, to Mom’s delight, or showed slides
				of farmers plowing behind oxen in dry fields. It wasn’t long before Mom and Dad
				informed Bill and I that Christ was calling us to serve—in Thailand. We were
				going on a Mission!
This was a turning point for all of us. Dad’s father had recently passed away, and
				Mom’s parents had entered retire­ment, and were self-sufficient. In addition to
				her love of adventure and travel, Mom was worried that Bill and I were becoming lost
				in materialism. She wanted us to know more than the enticing but mediocre life that
				suburbia was offering. 
“Tie-Land?” asked my friends. Or was it “Thay-Land?” Where was that? All I could
				understand was that it was very far away, on the other side of the world. And we
				would be gone for longer than I could imagine. It was to be a totally new life. We
				sold our house and car, and a big North American Van Lines truck came to pack up all
				our stuff, including two crates of toys.
The first phase was a little closer to home—missionary training for half a
				year in Stony Point, New York. We joined a couple of dozen families bound for
				Ethiopia, India, Sarawak and other exotic places. They housed us in
				newly-constructed dormitories spread over a sprawling campus in a wooded area on the
				outskirts of town. As our parents studied whatever it was that missionaries need to
				do, we kids enjoyed all kinds of activities with—and sometimes
				without—adult supervision. Some evenings Mom and Dad would sit with us in our
				bedroom for informal worship. Dad taught us a new song, Jesus Calls Us. These verses
				have stayed with me ever since: 


    Jesus calls us o’er the tumult 

          of our lives’ wild restless sea

    Day by day His sweet voice soundeth, 

          saying “Christian, follow Me.”

    ...

    In our joys and in our sorrows, 

          days of toil and hours of ease

    Still He calls in cares and pleasures, 

          “Christian love Me more than these.”[4]

			

			

In that summer of 1963, a group of parents, Dad included, left early one morning
				to travel to Washington DC to march and hear Dr. Martin Luther King speak about
				racial equality. In the fall we attended school, with split morning/afternoon
				sessions, due to the large influx of baby-boom kids. Every Friday evening we’d get
				shots, in preparation for living overseas. One weekend we travelled into New York
				City for some kind of official business at the Inter-church Center at 475 Riverside
				Drive. It was a tall, brand new, gleaming office building with heat-sensitive
				elevator buttons. Just touch them and they light up, and bing! the elevator arrives.
				This was headquarters for COEMAR, the Commission on Ecumenical Missions and
				Relations, the big boss. Dad wanted us and everyone else to be very clear that we
				weren’t stuffy old missionaries, we were “Fraternal Workers,” working side-by-side
				with our brethren in Christ. 
After a white Christmas at Grandma and Grandpa’s house in Rock Stream, New York,
				we boarded a train for New York City, rode on a jet plane from the newly-renamed JFK
				airport to Los Angeles where we stayed a couple of days with my cousins and went to
				Disneyland. Then onwards via Hawaii, Tokyo, and Hong Kong, finally landing in
				Bangkok in early January to step out on the steaming tarmac at 100 degrees heat and
				100% humidity. 
The first year in Bangkok meant more preparation for Mom and Dad. We stayed at the
				Student Christian Center (SCC), a walled compound in the heart of the city, with a
				large dormitory for Christian students, men and women, who were studying at the
				nearby Bangkok Christian College, and possibly other locations as well. We were
				there to get “acclimated” to life in Thailand, and see how a student center
				operated. 
The SCC compound had nice gardens, an auditorium, a tennis court, and a few houses
				where missionary families were living, now including us. Every day Dad would drop
				Bill and I off at the American-run International School Bangkok (ISB) before he and
				Mom went to learn Thai—with excruciating effort—at a mission-run
				language school. After school we’d play with the other American kids on the
				compound, and on weekends we might go to the movies or the swimming pool at the
				Royal Bangkok Sports Club. Mom sometimes played tennis there, and Dad occasionally
				used their golf course. We had a cook named Chenai, and a maid to wash our clothes
				and clean house. Missionary life didn’t seem half bad, eh? Mom got along really well
				with Chenai, but the only interaction Bill and I had with Thai people were
				occasional shy conversations with some very kind students. 
The real mission lay ahead, in Chiang Mai, a city in the north. A new,
				government-run university had just opened there, the first of its kind outside of
				Bangkok. Dad’s job was to oversee the construction of a student center like SCC
				close to the new Chiang Mai University. 
Of course, we weren’t the first Presbyterian missionaries bound for Chiang Mai.
				Many had gone before us. They tra­velled first by elephants, trekking over
				mountains, through teak forests, and past rice paddies of the small,
				once-independent kingdoms of Northern Thailand before arriving at this “Jewel of the
				North.” As the decades passed, they arrived by train, then by airplane. On a large
				tract of land, on the east side of the river, they established a hospital, schools,
				and other institutions to serve the people of the city itself, and the whole area. 
We lived for a couple of years in this epicenter of Christian activity and
				witness, between the McCormick Hospital across the street and the McGilvary Seminary
				up the drive, with nursing school dormitories and classrooms on the other side of
				the compound. Beyond these were the Dara Academy for girls, and the Prince Royal
				College (PRC) for boys. There was even an English-speaking school for missionary
				kids: Chiang Mai Coeducational Center (CCC) behind PRC that Bill and I could walk
				to. Families from various missions lived on our compound and others nearby, and all
				the kids went to CCC. 
After a few more months of agonizing struggle at language school, Mom and Dad
				called it quits. Dad began work on the student center project, and also started
				teaching English at the university. Mom picked up her Thai survival skills by
				shopping at the market every day, much to the dismay of some of the more
				conservative missionary wives. Since we were living in a foreign country, she went
				all out in her efforts to adapt. Our Christmas tree the first year was a palm branch
				spray-painted gold, and then for several years after that a mango branch draped with
				a fishnet proffering wrapped candies and lit with a green light. “Do you get the
				symbolism?” she would ask with a twinkle in her eye. “Jesus said, ‘I will make you
				fishers of men.’ Get it?” She designed our rattan dining chairs in a “Thai” style,
				and fell in love with Thai handicrafts and the people who fashioned them, making
				frequent visits to the celadon, umbrella, silver smithing and other handicraft
				villages on the outskirts of town. Yet she also tried to maintain our American
				identity and lifestyle. She told us that we should never feel that Thailand was our
				true home, and for better or for worse, I never did. Bill and I and our friends
				lived in a kind of bubble, doing things that American kids would do—making
				model airplanes, playing baseball and Monopoly, building forts, and chasing each
				other around our houses with toy guns. We did everything but watch TV, only because
				we didn’t have one. 
Instead, I read books. The school library had over a thousand. I came to know
				every title, and read every one that was even remotely interesting, from the Hardy
				Boys to Lord of the Rings. At home we had Tintin books and a few dozen others, but
				my favorites, the ones I read over and over again, were the Chronicles of Narnia.
				Although I knew they were just stories, the children, the animals, the places, Aslan
				the lion, their adventures and the lessons they learned all came alive in my heart. 
We went to Sunday school and Thai church every Sunday morning, and American church
				every Sunday evening before dinner. We also had a brief worship time at school. I
				loved the songs, but had little interest in the Bible except for the stories and
				parables of Jesus. Some things seemed so obvious, like the story of the rich young
				man who asked Jesus how to get to heaven. Jesus told him to just give away all of
				his money and follow Him. Wow! How easy was that? He was so stupid not to do it.
				Imagine—he would get to heaven just by giving away his stuff. 
But there were other things I didn’t understand. Like, why did the teachers and
				priests argue with Jesus, and why did they and the Romans have Him killed? He didn’t
				do anything wrong. And why did the people shout, “Crucify Him”? On the other hand,
				why did Jesus let them do it? He was the Son of God, after all. Couldn’t He stop
				them? That part didn’t make much sense. 
One night, for reasons I don’t remember, I sat up for several hours reading the
				Book of Revelation. It was absolutely terrifying—filled with dragons and
				beasts and millions of people dying. But I couldn’t put it down. I had to know if it
				ended OK. I can’t say that I understood much at all, but I did get the
				message—if Jesus is ever to come back, be on His side! I made myself a solemn
				promise that I would join His team if He comes in my lifetime. In fact, for many
				years, even into adulthood, whenever there was a particularly striking cloud
				formation, with the sun shining through with golden rays of light, I would ask
				myself, “Is it now? Is Jesus coming in the clouds?”
As Dad became better acquainted with the university students and faculty, and made
				progress on the student center, we moved way over to the far side of town, to a
				house near the airport, on the highway leading to the university, quite close to the
				land for the new student center. We had to take the city bus to school now, and our
				friends were all far away. I spent more time reading, and looking forward to going
				back to the “States”. 


[4] Cecil Francis Alexander, The Hymnal, #223


Return



By the summer of 1968, we had been in Thailand for four and a half
				years. It was time for our furlough. Every four years or so, Presbyterian
				missionaries at that time would take a year off to go back to their home country, so
				that they wouldn’t completely lose touch with family or their own culture. Seizing
				the chance for adventure, Mom and Dad planned the return trip of a lifetime, with
				stops of several days each in Katmandu, New Delhi, Moscow, Berlin, Innsbruck,
				Vienna, Turku, Copenhagen, and Rotterdam. Then we sailed on the SS Statendam to New
				York City. Friends from State College met us at the pier, and the next day drove us
				to Fir Tree, on Seneca Lake. I felt like I had returned to heaven. 
Fir Tree was a magical place for all of us. It was Grandpa’s childhood dream. As a
				poor farmer’s son growing up in Rock Stream, New York, he would sometimes walk the
				mile or two down to Seneca Lake and look with longing at the lake-front mansions of
				the rich and famous from New York City, enjoying their summers far away from the
				sweltering urban heat and noise. He promised himself that when he grew up, he would
				own one of those mansions. After the Great War he worked with Grandma’s six
				brothers, co-founders and owners of the Peelle Company in Brooklyn, building freight
				elevators and fire doors. As production foreman he earned a decent salary, and the
				company did well even during the Great Depression. In the 1930’s when housing prices
				collapsed, he seized the opportunity to buy four cottages on Fir Tree Point, the
				largest of which was actually a hotel for steam-boat passengers coming from Watkins
				Glen and Geneva to Rock Stream. It was a big, two story structure with seven
				bedrooms, large living and dining rooms, and two huge, full-length porches. His
				dream came true, in his own lifetime. Grandpa now brought his own family up to the
				lake from the city to escape the heat. Mom and her sisters spent all their summers
				at Fir Tree. And they brought their families there every summer as well. As kids,
				some of our fondest memories were with our cousins at Fir Tree, skipping stones,
				swimming, sailing, rowing, canoeing, and climbing the cliffs by day. And then
				sleeping out on the porch with our cousins at night, to the sound of lapping waves
				on the beach. Now we were back—for a short while. 
After a few days at Fir Tree, we returned to New York City where we would live for
				the next year. Dad used the furlough time to begin a PhD in comparative religion. We
				lived in an apartment on Claremont Avenue, near the 116th Street and Broadway subway
				stop. It was just a block away from Union Seminary and Colombia University, where
				Dad was studying. Bill and I attended the Episcopalian St. Hilda’s and St. Hugh’s
				School a few
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