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Find out why this book has inspired one of the most active forums on the internet over the last
five years. Find out why so many Google searches yield the name of J J Dewey. Find out why so
many are quoting the author of The Immortal.Read this book and you will know.The Immortal is
the story of the return of the Apostle John to teach the Twelve Keys of Knowledge to prepare the
world for the new age of peace. This is a book so riveting you will not be able to put it down until
you've read the whole thing. The mystery of the book: Is it fact or fiction? Most readers agree this
unique knowledge had to come from a higher source. This is the first two (in one volume) in a
series of 4 books.



FOREWORD"Peter seeing him (John) saith to Jesus, Lord, and what shall this man do?Jesus
saith unto him, If I will that he tarry till I come, what is that to thee? Follow thou me."Then went
this saying abroad among the brethren, that that disciple should not die: yet Jesus said not unto
him, He shall not die; but, if I will that he tarry till I come, what is that to thee?"John
21:21-23John, the Beloved, the Revelator, an Apostle of Jesus, perhaps the most mysterious
man in history, comes alive in this book. Legend has it that John never died and still roams the
earth as a teacher.The contents of this first book and additional books about The Immortal may
or may not be true. It is up to the reader to decide. But whatever the opinion rendered, the story
and teachings herein are worthy of serious consideration.BOOK ICHAPTER ONE:
ElizabethCHAPTER TWO: The Mystery of the BellsCHAPTER THREE: The Bell
RingerCHAPTER FOUR: The First CommunionCHAPTER FIVE: Hints and the First
KeyCHAPTER SIX: The Beginning of KnowledgeCHAPTER SEVEN: QuestionsCHAPTER
EIGHT: The AnswerCHAPTER NINE: Who Are We, Really?CHAPTER TEN: The
DreamCHAPTER ELEVEN: ReunionCHAPTER TWELVE: GODS-R-USCHAPTER THIRTEEN:
Hidden FearsCHAPTER FOURTEEN: What We Are NotCHAPTER FIFTEEN: The Name of
GodCHAPTER SIXTEEN: BecomingCHAPTER SEVENTEEN: The Attack Of
DarknessCHAPTER EIGHTEEN: Dark Brothers RevealedCHAPTER NINETEEN: The
ParableCHAPTER TWENTY: Song of the 144,000CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE: The MissionTHE
IMMORTALBOOK TWOCHAPTER ONE: The New JerusalemCHAPTER TWO: The Key
WordCHAPTER THREE: An Attempt To HealCHAPTER FOUR: What We AreCHAPTER FIVE:
The DoctorCHAPTER SIX: The One and the ManyCHAPTER SEVEN: The QuestionCHAPTER
EIGHT: KRISISCHAPTER NINE: CatharsisCHAPTER TEN: RevelationsCHAPTER ELEVEN:
The First TemptationCHAPTER TWELVE: Brother PhiloCHAPTER THIRTEEN: For the Love of
PhiloCHAPTER FOURTEEN: The ConfrontationCHAPTER FIFTEEN: TemptationsCHAPTER
SIXTEEN: ShamballaCHAPTER SEVENTEEN: The Last TemptationBOOK ICHAPTER ONE:
ElizabethI have always wanted to be a writer, but never seemed to find the time to carry out my
dream. Ironically, this time in my life is the most difficult of all to begin such a project as this, but it
is something I must do. I have a story to tell that is difficult to believe, so I am writing it as fiction.
It is too unbelievable to present as a true story. Nevertheless, I do maintain that the principles
taught herein are true and that many readers will have this verified by their hearts and souls.I'd
like to start with John, but that probably wouldn't work. I must tell you about Elizabeth and
something about myself before you can begin to understand.There's not a lot to tell about me. I
am average or below average in a number of ways. If there is anything out of the ordinary about
me, it's probably the fact that I am quite curious in nature. I have thought quite a bit about why
things are the way they are. I've always asked myself a lot of unanswerable questions, like: Who
or what is God? Is there life after death? What will it be like? What is the purpose of life?
Questions -- that seem to have no answers.I met Elizabeth about ten years ago. I was 43 years
old, and Elizabeth was several years younger. I was just getting my feet wet in real estate after
failing in several business ventures. Both Elizabeth and I had been previously married. But since



we got along great together after experiencing difficult relationships with others, we both felt like
we had finally mastered the art of marriage to the extent we half-heartedly considered giving
seminars on the subject.Leaving my children with my previous wife was one of the most difficult
decisions of my life, but the situation was not one of those win-win possibilities. It was lose-lose.
The fact that I lost so much in my relationship with my children and they lost in their relationship
with me made it all the more important to me that my relationship with Elizabeth would somehow
be worth the great sacrifice.Let's move on, here. I know a lot of you have gone through difficult
marriages and wish you could have your life with your children to live over again. But there is
something else I also know. I know that all of you have the desire within your hearts to meet the
love of your life and to fall in love and stay in love. I know that few of you have found the quality of
love you are looking for.Well, this is one area where my life was not exactly average. I found the
love of my life. I found even more than I was looking for. I found Elizabeth.After my divorce I
starting teaching several classes in the local community adult education programs. It had long
been a hobby of mine to study graphology, or how character is revealed through handwriting.
After years of dabbling, I became pretty good at it, so I volunteered my services.I thank God
every day that I studied handwriting analysis because without it I may not have recognized
Elizabeth.At the end of my first class, I asked everyone in the class to hand in samples of his or
her handwriting. Then I proceeded to demonstrate that I was truly accurate by analyzing each of
them. Now, this has nothing to do with psychic powers. Instead, it is an analytical way of
discerning character.There were about twenty in the class, and I thought that I had analyzed
everyone when Elizabeth stood up."You haven't analyzed me yet," she said."I'm sorry," I said.
"Did you hand in a sample?""Yes, I did."I picked up the pile of samples and handed them to her
and said: "See if yours is one of these."She looked through them. "Here it is," she said, handing
it to me. "It seemed to have been stuck to another sample."I looked at the handwriting. I did a
double take. Through the years I had not only formulated an image of what I was looking for in
the ideal mate, but I had also formulated what my ideal mate's handwriting would look like. After
many years and thousands of handwriting samples I finally found one that looked like the image I
had conjectured.I probably embarrassed Elizabeth when I blurted out her qualities. Her
handwriting showed that she was very intelligent and passionate’ objective, yet caring; focused,
yet curious; loving, yet with good common sense.After telling her about a dozen positive
characteristics I put the sample down and took a good look at her. The first thing I noticed was
her very attractive, almost sparkling face, with darting intelligent eyes that seemed to focus with
great attention from time to time. There was an honesty in her eyes that revealed her mood at the
moment. I have since come to call them smiling eyes because when she is happy the sparkle in
her eyes makes her feelings so obvious.Physically, she was about 5'3", with light brown hair, a
great figure and looks enough to generate an attractive pull in any male.I somehow felt deep
within myself that I would marry her. I tried to momentarily dismiss the feeling, but it stayed with
me throughout the week. Then, after the next class, I accosted her and asked her to join me for
coffee and the rest is history.I could easily write a book about our relationship and how it



developed, but that is not the grand purpose of this book, as you will soon see. What you need
to understand at this time is that we fell as much in love as is possible for us mortals to do. Think
of your favorite love story, and multiply the emotions times ten and that was us. I felt fulfilled and
secure for the first time in my life. It seemed that nothing could go wrong.Until that fateful day...I
remember the day very clearly. I was in the family room reading a book and Elizabeth was fixing
us an evening cup of coffee. The moment came as she was walking down the stairs, bringing my
cup to me just as she did each evening.But this time she fell down the stairs, knocking herself
into a semiconscious state.I ran to her, holding her as she revived and lifted her up."I can't stand
up," she said."Sure you can, sweetheart. You just had a bad fall. Just rest a minute."She rested a
while, but still could not stand.I rushed her to the emergency room. The doctor told me that they
needed to run some tests.Finally, after three weeks of testing, we discovered the problem. She
had multiple sclerosis. My heart sunk as I asked the doctor how serious it was and how long she
had to live."It varies with each person," he said. "Some go quickly, other hang on for years. I must
warn you, however, that it appears the disease is progressing quickly with your wife. I would
guess that she has somewhere around a year or two to live. You never know, though. She could
linger on for ten years or more, but you must prepare yourself for the worst."Right now, she can't
even walk. She may get some of her strength back, but then will probably lose it again. It's like
moving one step forward and two steps back. Sooner or later, the disease gets you."The
problem now is with her legs, but later it will be other parts of her body. Near the end, she'll
probably lose her sight, and even her ability to speak and feed herself. I hope you love her a lot,
because she's going to be very dependent on you.""I'll be there for her," I said with tears in my
eyes. "We'll do whatever it takes. Somehow we'll beat it.""Just be prepared to deal with it. Don't
get your hopes too high. It can be frustrating for both of you. Just be thankful that you have a
year or two of sharing left. Many people I deal with have their loved ones taken suddenly and
wish they could just have five minutes with them to say good-bye. You have time for a long,
loving good-bye. I would advise you to make the most of it.""I appreciate the advice, doctor, but
don't take our hope away. There has to be a way to beat this.""I understand your feelings," he
said patiently. "But my experience tells me that I must do what I can to prepare you for the real
world.""I see your point," I said, "but I refuse to give up hope no matter what the odds are. I've
always believed that all things are possible.”"I'm here to help however I can," the doctor said
quietly.The next year was rather discouraging. The doctor was proven to be entirely correct.
Elizabeth got one step better and two steps worse. She got some strength back in her legs, but
later lost all strength in her legs plus some of her vision. During that year we tried every
medicine, every health food, every herb that had any chance of working, but her health seemed
unrelated to anything that we tried. She finally reached a point where she was confined to a
wheelchair and was barely able to feed herself because of her shaking limbs. Fortunately, she
still had her mental capacities, but the doctor warned me that even those could go next. At this
point, he told me that she seemed to be deteriorating and could go fairly quickly. She could go in
six months or possibly linger on for years.One night, as we lay in bed together and I held her in



my arms, I thought of the years we spent together. In my mind's eye I visualized her being vibrant
as she was when we first met and then visualized her as she was now. I felt very sad. Why did
this have to happen to the most wonderful woman I have ever met?As I contemplated the
situation, I said a prayer from deep within my heart."Why, God, does something like this happen
to such a wonderful person as my wife? You would think you'd have to be a serial killer to
deserve such punishment, but Elizabeth has never hurt anyone. Maybe some very minor things,
but nothing to deserve such pain. If this is a punishment, it seems unjust and out-of-
proportion."Even ministers these days are saying that life is unfair. If You are truly God, then one
of Your main attributes should be fairness and justice. Where is fairness and justice in this
situation? I ask not for myself, but for the woman I love. Surely there is an answer, somewhere,
somehow, someplace ..."This was a sort of basic prayer I thought within my heart several times
daily ever since Elizabeth became ill. But on this particular night I said it with great emotion and
cried myself to sleep with my thoughts.That night I fell into a very sound, profound yet peaceful
sleep. Then in the morning something quite unusual happened. I was at that point where you are
between being asleep and awake. I know there have been several times when I have been at
this stage that I was not sure if I was dreaming or not. This was one of those times.This was the
first time I heard the bells: gentle, penetrating, familiar, soft, yet very real bells.At the time I heard
them I was sure I was hearing real bells, perhaps ringing somewhere outside my bedroom
window, but then I roused myself and rose up in my bed and the sound disappeared. I was not
sure if I really heard them or if I was dreaming. Then I settled back into sleep and I heard the
bells again. I roused myself and the sound again went silent. Then this process was repeated for
a third time.One experience like this I could have shrugged off, but a three-time repetition got me
thinking that there was some significance here.Then the next morning I heard the bells
again.And again the next morning.Finally, I felt I had to mention it to Elizabeth. I told her the story
and she said: "The only thing I can suggest is that it must be some type of message or sign
intended just for you. I was sleeping next to you each of these past three mornings and I heard
no bells.""But if it is some type of message intended just for me, what good is it? I've thought and
thought about it and I can't see any hidden meaning in bells ringing.""Have you heard bells in
real life that sound anything like these?" she asked."Well, they sound something like Christmas
bells and they seem very familiar. Christmas is just a few weeks away. Could it have something
to do with that?""Who knows?" she shrugged. "Maybe you're just thinking too much about
Christmas. How about taking your mind off the bells by doing some grocery shopping for me?
Get a pen and I'll give you the list."CHAPTER TWO: The Mystery of the BellsSince Elizabeth
became ill I had done most of our shopping and must admit I got pretty good at it. I clipped
coupons, checked for sales, compared store brands with national brands and much more. I got
to the point where I somewhat enjoyed shopping and would probably still do most of it even if
Elizabeth was healed.As I drove up to Albertsons supermarket at 16th and State Street in our fair
city of Boise, Idaho, I noticed for the first time that Christmas decorations were up and Christmas
trees were for sale. I wasn't sure if decorations had just been put up or if this was just the first



time I had noticed. It seemed like Thanksgiving had just ended, and it was too early to even think
about Christmas. I felt a little like Scrooge as I got out of my car thinking about all the presents I
had to buy compared to how few I would receive. I remember thinking as I entered the building
how it would be a lot better if Christmas came once every five years.Then, as I opened the door,
all thoughts left me … I heard the bells! They were the same bells I heard in my quasi-sleep, but
this time I was sure that I was awake and the bells were real. I retreated back out the door and
turned around. To my surprise I saw a bell ringer for the Salvation Army!I was amazed that I had
not connected the bells I heard in my sleep with those of the bell ringers. Somehow I did not
remember them sounding like the bells I heard in front of me. The sound of these bells seemed
to be so pure, sweet and almost holy. Perhaps I had just never listened to them before.The bell
ringer was a good-looking older man around sixty years of age, clean shaven with dark hair and
simply dressed. Some bell ringers look like they could have been taken from a homeless shelter,
but this one did not give that impression. He was a far cry from looking like an executive, but he
also gave the impression that he would never be down and out. If I were to guess his vocation by
his looks I would guess that he was a high school teacher or maybe even a real estate salesman
like myself.After I had looked his direction for about thirty seconds, he caught my eye and said:
"Merry Christmas.""Merry Christmas," I said as I retreated back into the store in a state of
bewilderment.As I went through my wife's shopping list I tried to find meaning in it all.I heard
bells on my awakening three days in a row and now I heard the same bells here at the grocery
store by a Salvation Army bell ringer. At the time I heard the bells I was thinking like Scrooge
about Christmas. Maybe I was being taught some supernatural lesson like in the movie. Perhaps
I was being told that I should donate to the poor.Financially, I was feeling like one of the poor
myself, for I had gone heavily into debt and had no extra money because of Elizabeth's illness.
Nevertheless, perhaps I was supposed to take my mind off my own concerns and think of others
who have problems.By the time I finished shopping, I decided to give the bell ringer a donation
on the way out. It wasn't much, but maybe it was what I was supposed to do.As I passed by the
pot, I dropped in a five dollar bill. The bell ringer looked me in the eye and said: "Thanks. Have a
Merry Christmas."There was something about the look in his eyes that disturbed me. He
seemed to have large eyes with large pupils and the look about him reinforced the idea of a
teacher in my mind. There was something about his look that made me feel that he knew things
that I did not. I had never felt that way about a stranger before, but that is how I felt about this
man.I got in the car and started driving home and passed another store that appeared to have a
bell ringer. I parked again and walked toward the bells and stopped in front of the man. I was
stunned. These bells sounded similar, but not exactly like the first bell ringer or those heard in
my dream state.This piqued my curiosity, so for the next couple of hours I drove all over town
and visited every bell ringer I could find. Each one of them sounded similar to the second bell
ringer. Only the first bell ringer created a sound like the bells that I remember hearing in my
sleep. Then I began to wonder if my mind was playing tricks on me. Maybe I just thought those
first bells were like those in my dream state.Elizabeth was upset that I was gone so long



shopping; she had worried about me. She quickly calmed down as I explained to her what
happened. I ended with, "Maybe it was just my imagination that the first bell ringer sounded like
the ones that I heard on waking.""And maybe it wasn't," she said. "Maybe it is a sign of some
kind. Perhaps you were just supposed to remember the spirit of Christmas and give what you
can afford and that's all there is to it.""Maybe," I said, not convinced she was right.I felt unsettled
about any explanation we could arrive at about the bells. The next morning, as I lay between
wakefulness and sleep, I became even more unsettled as I heard the bells again. This time I
heard them resonate for a few seconds after I was fully awake. I knew now that the bells were not
from my imagination. I also knew that the message of the bells was not resolved.After I shared
this with Elizabeth she said: "Your guess that you are supposed to have a more giving spirit may
be correct. The last time you gave five dollars. That's probably about all we have given to the
poor all year. Think about it. That's not much of a donation. I know we don't have much money,
but we can do better than that.""You're right," I said. "This time I will give fifty dollars. That's about
all we can afford, but we can give that much."I took off again to Albertsons at 16th Street and
approached the bell ringer again. Again I heard the beautiful sound. They were definitely the
same sound that I heard on waking. As I started to appreciate their beauty, I felt my whole body
and soul resonate to the vibration of the bells. Somehow they made me feel whole, peaceful,
strong, connected.It's difficult to give you the picture, but the effect was definite and strong. I put
two twenties and a ten in the pot, looked at the bell ringer and said, "Merry Christmas.""Your gift
is greatly appreciated," said the bell ringer.I started walking backward, catching the eye of the
bell ringer for a few seconds before we disconnected. Again, I felt unsettled as I drove
home.After I got home, I told Elizabeth: "Giving the fifty dollars was a good thing to do, but I don't
think it was the answer. Suppose that the answer has nothing to do with the bells, Christmas, the
spirit of giving, but something else?""What else could it be?" she asked."Maybe it's got
something to do with the man -- the bell ringer.""You said you felt he was different?""Yes. He was
different. Maybe he knows something.""If you hear the bells again then maybe you should check
him out," she said.CHAPTER THREE: The Bell RingerThe next morning I heard the bells again.
They continued to ring for several minutes after I was fully awake. This time I decided that I must
talk to the bell ringer himself. I felt there was a possibility that he might somehow hold the keys to
this mystery.I drove over to Albertsons again, and there he was, faithfully ringing his bell. I felt
nervous about approaching him but forced myself onward.I put a couple dollars in the pot and
managed to say, "How's it going today?""Fine," he replied."Has anyone commented that the
sound of your bells seems to be different than the other bell ringers in town?""Several have
commented," he smiled, with noticeable pleasure in his eyes. "The reason my bell rings
differently is that I have my own bell.""I didn't know any bell ringers had their own bell.""I've used
this bell for a very long time. Here. Take a look at it." He put it in my hand.It felt warm, almost
tingly to my touch. I peered at it and said, "It looks like there are some ancient hand-carved
hieroglyphics on the surface." I looked closer. "This one here is interesting. It looks like a crop
circle I remember seeing recently. Do you know what they mean?""The meanings are layered



and are interpreted in levels. I understand several of the levels," he said.After he said this, I
seemed to sense that my suspicion was correct, that there was something hidden about this
man. I rang the bell gently against my ear. "It has the most beautiful sound I have ever heard," I
said."Yes," said the man, smiling. "It really helps with the donations. Just because of that
beautiful sound this location receives over three times the donations of any other in
town.""Interesting," I said. "Has anyone told you they heard your bells in their sleep?"The man
looked visibly shaken. "Not for a long time," he said. "Why do you ask that?"I told him my
experience with the bells.He smiled and said, "Then you are the one I have been waiting for."I
stared at him wide-eyed. "You've been waiting for me? Why? This is too weird to be true.""If you
think this is strange now, just wait a while. What is your name, my old friend?""What do you
mean by old friend?""I'll explain later when you are ready. Now tell me your name."I figured there
could be no harm in telling him. "My name is J. J. Dewey. My friends call me Joe.""So the first J
stands for Joe, or is it Joseph?""On my birth certificate it is Joseph, but as you know almost all
Josephs call themselves Joe. Joseph seems a little pious. About the only person who ever calls
me that is my wife.""It is good that you are not pious. Nevertheless, Joseph is a beautiful and
ancient name. Do you know what it means?""I think I read somewhere that it means added or
added upon.""Whoever came up with that did not really understand the Hebrew. In ancient days,
when a father named his son Joseph, he did so with the understanding that his son would have
great increase -- that whatever good was in him would be amplified and eventually bring forth an
abundance of all the earth has to offer. Joseph of the Bible, who was sold into Egypt, was the
perfect example of this. He increased in knowledge, virtue and eventually became the richest
man on the earth.""Sounds like a good destiny," I said. This man was unusually knowledgeable
for a bell ringer."Your second initial is J. What does that stand for?""John," I said."How
appropriate! That is also my name. Do you know what this name means?""I don't think so.""This
name comes from the Hebrew Yowchanan. Any dictionaries that define the word miss the full
meaning. Basically, it implies that a man with this name will attract the attention of God to the
extent that God will befriend him as an equal. Some say it means favored of God, but the
meaning is more like friend of God.""So would you say that the apostle John is the great
example of this, since he was called the beloved of Jesus, or perhaps His best friend?" I
asked.John's eyes widened in surprise and he smiled. "He was an example, perhaps. I don't
know if I would call him a great one."I pondered what he said. The comment seemed rather
strange to me. Of course John the Beloved was a great example, I thought.He shifted my
attention again toward his bell. "See this symbol here?" he asked, holding up the bell.I looked
and answered, "You mean the two intertwined circles?""Yes.""One has a dot in the middle," I
remarked."That is my name," said John."So this symbol means John?""Yes and no," he said. "It
identifies me, and I am John, but it doesn't necessarily mean John.""You seem to speak in
riddles," I said."All teachers do at times," he said, smiling. "Did I hear right that your last name is
Dewey?""Yes.""Do you know what that means?""I'm not sure.""The medieval Welsh altered the
name of David, or the Greek Dabeed, to something like Dawee and finally to Dewey. Do you



know the meaning of David, my old friend?"I wondered again why he kept calling me old friend,
but I was too interested in the names to backtrack. "It seems like I remember learning back in
Sunday School that it means beloved.""The standard meaning is close here. It means beloved
as in the sense of a family member or close friend. King David of the Bible was called a man
after God's own heart, and God had compassion toward David in his weaknesses just as a
Father would toward his own son.""How do you know all of this? You almost sound like you know
this from personal experience." This man was really arousing my curiosity."That doesn't matter
right now," he replied. "The point is that you are blessed with three meaningful ancient names
which will help you accomplish your mission.""Mission?" I asked, startled. I would have walked
away at that point if the man had not been so captivating."Your full name is strong with meaning.
Put together, it goes something like this: The desires of your heart will be amplified and fulfilled
by attracting the attention of God or his servants. If you use your power of increase for good, you
will enter into the Kingdom of God and become part of the family of God.""It's a good thing I
didn't know the meaning of my name earlier. I might have gotten a big head," I laughed."You are
far from being alone in having a beautiful meaning behind your name. Almost all names have a
lot of beauty and meaning in them. It is sad that the ancient science of names and the power of
their meaning has been lost to the world. But this loss is temporary. Mankind will soon learn the
power of names again."I studied this wise man closer. "You aren't just a bell ringer, are you? Who
are you really?"John sighed, looked heavenward for a moment and then looked at me. "I guess
it's time to tell someone, but I can only tell you if you heard the bells as you were waking from
sleep. You did hear them, didn't you?""Yes, I heard them loud and clear."John shut his eyes for a
few seconds as if he was reading a page from a book within his head. He opened them and said:
"Yes. You did really hear them. I do not doubt you. This is a great day. Would you like to get a cup
of coffee at Denny's when I finish my shift? It's only a few minutes away."I didn't know if this guy
was for real or not -- probably not, I thought -- but, like I said, I'm a very curious person. I replied,
"I don't know why I find your words so fascinating. Yes, I would really like to talk
more..."CHAPTER FOUR: The First CommunionDrinking coffee at Denny's seemed to be a
strange situation to have the greatest spiritual experience of my life, but that was where it
happened.After we received our coffee and exchanged several pleasantries about the
Christmas season, I had to show my curiosity. "I'm full of questions. I want to know the meaning
of the bells, who you are and what you mean by mission.""One at a time," he smiled. "What do
you want to know first?""Do you know why I heard the bells?""The bells were tuned to your
vibration and I was calling for you. The spiritual law is that I could not come to you, but you had to
respond and come to me. You heard the bells and came to me as I anticipated. That is all I will
tell you right now.""Well, I'll take any morsel I can get right now. Can you tell me who you are?
Obviously, you're more than a bell ringer and I think more than any ordinary man...""If I just tell
you outright you will not believe me," he said. "Hold your right hand up and let your fingertips
touch mine."I felt kind of weird doing this. I looked around and saw we were fairly secluded in a
corner so I thought what the heck and put my fingertips next to his."Now look at me steady in the



eyes," he said.It seemed a strange thing to do, but everything about this man and events leading
up to our encounter seemed strange, so I thought I had nothing to lose and looked him in the
eyes as we touched fingertips. At first nothing seemed to happen."Keep looking," he said, "and
free your mind from all thoughts."As I cooperated with him, I felt my mind begin to drift. I thought
we were having a Vulcan mind melding, for I sensed a merging of our two souls in a way difficult
to explain.He pulled away his fingers and asked: "Now you tell me... Who am I?"I drew back in a
start and exclaimed: "I know who you are. You're John!"He smiled and said, "You've known all
along my name is John.""But you're not just any John. You are the John!""And which John is
that?""You are John, the fisherman, the son of Zebedee, the apostle... the Beloved... How do I
know this?""I transferred some of my memories to you. Do you believe them?""You're right. If you
told me outright I might have thought you were a crackpot, but seeing your memories makes it
hard to deny. A part of me believes what I received, but another part says this is impossible. My
mind has to make sense of all this. I have to ask a couple of more questions.""Ask away.""Two
thousand years have passed since the days of the apostles. This means that either you are now
an angel sent back to the earth or are a resurrected being... Or perhaps I am just dreaming all
this.""It is none of those things," he said."But what else could it be?" I asked."There is one more
possibility that you missed. A hint is given in the Bible." He then reached into a bag he carried
with him and pulled out a very old-looking Bible. He found a passage, pointed to it and said:
"Here. Read this...Verses 22 and 23 in the twenty-first chapter of John."I picked up his Bible and
looked at it. The print was very old. It seemed to be a King James translation, but the type was
an old Roman style. "I suppose this is the very first King James Bible published," I said half
joking.He glanced back somewhat serious and said, "Not quite. The first edition was bulky and
not practical to carry around. This is a later but still very old edition.""Of course," I said, humoring
myself. "Now which verses was it you wanted me to read?""Twenty-two and twenty three. Keep
in mind Jesus and Peter were talking about the apostle John, whom you now remember to be
me."I paused and read the verses: Peter seeing him (John) saith to Jesus, Lord, and what shall
this man do? Jesus saith unto him, If I will that he tarry till I come, what is that to thee? Follow
thou me.Then went this saying abroad among the brethren, that that disciple should not die: yet
Jesus said not unto him, He shall not die; but, if I will that he tarry till I come, what is that to
thee?"I remember this scripture," I said. "It is very mysterious. It seems to leave it up in the air as
to whether John will die or not. I remember reading several legends that he was boiled in oil and
still survived.""That's not a legend. I was boiled in oil. In addition to that I have been crucified,
tortured, stabbed, hung and shot several times.""So, you went through all that and you never
died?" I asked, amazed."Notice the careful wording of the scripture. It indicates that the will of
Jesus is that I tarry until he comes again, yet he did not say that I shall not die. I have died
several times, but was revived again and healed by God... something like the experience of
Lazarus except when I was revived I was able to choose the age I was to be. I usually pick the
early twenties.""But now you look like you're around sixty. Is that the age you picked this
time?""No, my friend. The last time I died I was revived looking to be at about the age of twenty-



one. That was back in 1944. Since that time I have been aging normally. My body presently has
an age of about 71 years of age.""You look good for seventy-one," I remarked with a smile."I've
learned to take reasonable care of my body and have learned to overcome sickness. I have not
been ill for about 1500 years, and even then I was careless and poisoned by an enemy, so I was
not ill for normal reasons.""So, how did you die in 1944?""I was hung with piano wire by a
wayward brother.""He must have been wayward all right. Who was this person?""Adolph
Hitler.""Hitler!" I exclaimed. After a moment of absorbing the moment, I asked, "So were you in a
concentration camp or something?""No." He paused a moment and continued, "I lived among
the Germans and assisted in an attempt to overthrow the Nazis from within."My eyes widened. "I
remember reading about a rebellion against Hitler lead by a one-eyed, three-fingered
man.""That man was Claus Schenk Von Staufenberg who made a very brave effort to remove
Hitler from power. I was there working with and encouraging the little band of conspirators, but
not everything a disciple does succeeds. After Staufenberg failed in his attempt to kill Hitler,
everyone who even smelled like they didn't like Hitler was killed. I was unable to escape and was
one of those rounded up and hung with piano wire because they couldn't find any regular
rope.""So, do you experience pain when you are killed?""When I am injured I feel what anyone
else would feel, but have learned to neutralize discomfort by detaching myself from it.""So when
you die, and are revived, do you have the full memory of your past?""When I am revived, I lose a
lot of my memories, but then, through contemplation, I have learned to retrieve the important
ones. That is an advantage I have over others, if you want to call it that. I have a memory that
goes back 2000 years. If I were to write the story of my full life it would take many volumes.""So,
what have you been doing the past 50 years?""It's a long story, but I will give you a skeleton
outline. After I was revived I saw that the next major threat was the Soviet Union, and I have
spent most of my time there. I am not allowed to be a major player, however. My mission is to
work with, inspire and teach people who can change the world in a positive direction. Therefore,
in Russia I worked with those who sought freedom and democracy and encouraged them to
forge ahead. The Christ told me that my work helped to prepare for the falling of communism and
the Berlin Wall."I also traveled to China and worked with the Christ to inspire the students at
Tiananmen Square, but, as I told you, not everything I do succeeds immediately. Even though
the attempt at democracy in China failed, we planted seeds that will materialize in the next
attempt."We now are living in a time of great opportunity. The authority and tyranny that ruled
Communism in the Soviet Union have basically come to an end. We still have China and Third
World nations who will have nuclear weapons to worry about, but I saw a window of opportunity
where I could take some time off and offer some pure spiritual teachings to the world. I have
been looking forward to this for lifetimes. I just hope you are ready for what I have to give you, my
friend.""I've always been interested in philosophy,” I said, “and the spiritual side of life. If you want
to teach me, I'm a sponge waiting to be filled. I'm curious about one thing though. Why did you
pick me?""Christ selected you. He tuned my bells to your vibration and sent me to Boise to send
you the call.""The call?""Yes. Before any great work is accomplished, there must first be a free-



will response to a spiritual call of some kind. You had to make a free-will response to the bells
you heard and seek me out as I sought you out. The disciple must meet the Teacher
halfway.""So, this mission you have for me... Is that also based on my free will?""Of course. You
can accept or reject it. Few disciples, however, reject a teaching mission. Instead, the problem is
that most of them wind up messing it up by seeking glory for themselves instead of passing it
along the chain that links us to the One God.""And what is this chain?""Whenever true
knowledge comes to the earth it comes through a chain of souls who are linked to the One Great
Life. If you accept your mission, you are linked to me, I am linked to Christ, and Christ is linked to
the entity he called Father in the New Testament. The Father is linked to God with such oneness
that He is one with God and is God in every way that the average man can conceive. Any links
higher than the Eternal Father are so far beyond us that it is futile for the average person to think
about them.""You mean there are lives higher than Jesus or the Father of Jesus?""It does not do
a lot of good going into detail about this now, for it will offend some people as truth always does. I
have been killed a number of times just because I was seen as a heretic."John continued: "I will
say this one thing. Imagine the consciousness of just one cell in your body. Next, imagine the
consciousness of all your cells put together, which consciousness is your own. The gap in
consciousness between you and a cell is so great that communication on an individual basis is
not practical. Yet, if you have a problem with your foot, which is composed of billions of cells, you
will pay attention to healing it and in the process benefit not only the foot as a whole, but also the
billions of individual cells within it."The One God governs over a large universe, and right now
this sector is a sore foot. You and I are cells that are working in conjunction with many other cells
to heal the foot. That is all I will tell you about this at present. We must press on to your mission
for I'm not sure how long I have with you.""Why aren't you sure?""If a world crisis surfaces, I may
be called away from you.""OK. I'll try to not distract you." I said. I was amazed at myself for being
so believing, for I am usually fairly skeptical of outlandish or unusual claims. But the reason I
could not seem to question the validity of this man was that he seemed so familiar, like an old
friend, and I could not deny the memories he planted in my mind. I had to ask, "What is my
mission?""The first part of your mission is to teach the Keys.""What are the Keys?""There are
Twelve Keys of Knowledge, Twelve Keys of Understanding and Twelve Keys of Eternal Life. I am
to teach them to you, and you will teach them to others.""Are you sure you've got the right guy?" I
asked. "I've done a little teaching, but I'm no Moses.""Moses didn't think he was a great teacher
either, but he did OK.""Well, I would refuse to teach anything that doesn't make sense to me," I
said."That is exactly the quality we are looking for in a student," he said."I'll tell you what," I said.
"Give me some of your teachings, I'll think them over and we'll go from there.""At least you are
willing to start the process," said John, "but I can only give you the keys one at a time.""Well, I
guess it wouldn't hurt to learn a couple of them and then if they make sense I could continue.""A
logical conclusion," stated John."So, when do we start?" I asked."How about now?" said
John."Right now? I'm afraid I'm not prepared. I don't even have anything with me to write
on.""This is not your standard method of teaching," he said. "You do not need any paper.""What



do I need then?""You need to use your understanding as you never have before..."I was silent for
a long 15 seconds in anticipation.CHAPTER FIVE: Hints and the First KeyI gathered my forces
and inquired, "So, how do we go about doing this?""If I were to just tell you the keys, your
understanding of them would be quite limited and you would not appreciate the depth of
knowledge that lies behind them. Instead, we will use what is called the Intuitive Principle. I will
give you pieces of information, or hints, and you contemplate where they are leading you and
give me your intuitive feedback. Then I give you more hints until you come to an understanding
of the principle. Sometimes that understanding comes gradually and other times it comes
instantly in a flash of light.""So, are you going to give me a hint now?""Yes. Your first hint is the
question: WHO OR WHAT ARE YOU? Or if you put it in the first person you ask WHO OR WHAT
AM I? Each time you are given a hint you are allowed to ask enough questions to get the
direction of the hint settled in your mind so your intuition can foment. Do you have anything you
want to ask?""I might as well take a stab at the answer. It seems easy enough. I am a human
being.""That is the definition of your physical presence, but the term human being is just a
vibrating term that tells you nothing of what you are. Think again. WHO OR WHAT ARE
YOU?"Obviously, John was not going to let me off easy here so I reflected for a moment and
replied: "If I recall correctly the scriptures tell us that we are supposed to be sons of God. Is that
what we are?""It is true that you are a human being. You are also a son of God as the scriptures
teach. But just saying you are human or a son of God, Godlike or angelic means little. It is just an
expression of words with little meaning to most. Let me ask you again... WHO OR WHAT ARE
YOU, really?"This sounded easy at first, but I was beginning to get the idea that it might be
harder than I thought. I thought a moment of every teaching I could think of about who I was and
then responded. "Some say I am Spirit or Soul. Is that who I am?""And what is Spirit or Soul?"
said John."Well, I guess it is me without my body. Perhaps that which continues after death.""If I
were to tell you that you are Spirit, does that tell you anything about who or what you are?""Well,
yes. I guess so.""What does it tell you?""It tells me that I... that I'm.... that I'm, well, some type of
spirit essence.""Didn't you learn in Basic English that you are not supposed to define a word with
the word you are defining? You do not define red by saying it is red. You do not define spirit by
saying it is spirit. Now let me repeat. If I say you are Spirit, what does it tell you?"I was about to
define Spirit by using the word Spirit again, but caught myself and thought a moment. "I guess if I
am Spirit then I am not physical."John then reached toward me and grabbed my wrist. "But I can
feel your physical self. So are you really Spirit?""Well, I guess am a physical being with a
spirit.""Let me explain something that you must remember throughout this course. I will always
speak to you precisely. I did not say that you have a spirit, but I asked you what it would mean if
you were Spirit?""I guess it would mean that I am not physical.""Progress at last!" said John. "But
if you are not physical, then what is left?"I thought a moment. "Spirit, I suppose."John sighed.
"Again I ask, what is Spirit?""I'm not exactly sure... Perhaps life, essence, vibration. It is what we
are when we are not physical.""But if you are Spirit it is also what you are when you are physical.
If you are Spirit then you are always Spirit. Do you think you alter between being Spirit and not



being Spirit?""I guess not.""You now have food for thought. Think about this question for the next
week. We will then meet in seven days and review your thoughts and give you more direction.
Please repeat the question for me again.""What is Spirit?""No, my friend. That followed the
question. If you are to get the correct answer, you must contemplate the correct question. What
is the question?""Who am I?""Not quite. Think again. What is the question? Remember what I
said about exact wording.""Was it What am I?""Think again."I thought back to the beginning.
"Was it WHO OR WHAT AM I?""That is correct, my friend. Now, contemplate that exact wording
and the direction of our conversation during this next week. Make notes of what comes to your
mind no matter how out- of-place or ridiculous the thoughts may seem. Also, keep this thought in
mind as we progress. Sometimes the hints will help you discover the direction you are not
supposed to go, or wrong answers, so eventually only the way of truth is left.""Interesting," I
nodded in appreciation."Now let me ask again. If I were to tell you that you are Spirit, does that
tell you anything about who or what you are?""I guess in reality it doesn't tell me a whole
lot.""You are correct. Even if the statement is true, it means very little to you or anyone else in
your present state of understanding. When and if you get the first principle, you will at least have
some understanding along with it.""Fascinating." I felt like Spock on Star Trek observing an
advanced alien race."Time is about up. I should be on my way.""John. I have one more
question.""Yes…""Can I share what I have learned with my wife?""If you are successful you will
share your knowledge with the world. Because the destiny of male and female is to become one,
you should share all things with your trusted wife. But do not tell anyone else of your experience
until the time is right or you will be cut off from further teachings. Here, let me get the tab.""It
seems strange to have John the Apostle buy me coffee. I would have thought someone of your
status would just materialize what you need.""How little do you realize the correct use of power,
my friend. When in the world of man interacting with man, I must be as a man just as you are.
You will learn more about power later." He shook my hand. "Good-bye for now.""Where and
when will I see you again?""I am working as a bell ringer seven days a week at Albertson’s
supermarket. I am easy to find. Come back in seven days, next Thursday, and we will continue
class.""OK. Sure," I said, as I watched him pay for coffee and walk out the door. I half expected
to blink my eyes and watch him disappear as he walked down the sidewalk, but he did not. He
just looked like a normal older person strolling down the walk until he was out of sight.CHAPTER
SIX: The Beginning of KnowledgeAfter taking a few minutes to explain why I was late getting
home, I told Elizabeth the details of my conversations with John."I don't know," she said. "It
sounds pretty hard to believe. I think sometimes you are a little too eager to believe some of the
weird stuff you get into. I mean, look at it from my point of view. One moment this man is just a
bell ringer for the Salvation Army and the next minute he has you believing he's the Apostle John
from the time of Christ. You told me not to tell anyone about this. You don't have to worry about
that. I'm afraid if I did that they would put you away. Then I'd have nobody to take care of me
during my last few months on this earth.""I know it sounds crazy," I said, shaking my head, "and
there is no way he could have convinced me in so short of time, but when he put his hand next to



mine and looked at me, it was like he and I were one person. For an instant, I saw his thoughts,
his purity and his memories from the days of Jesus. There was something so real about it that it
is impossible to describe. After the thought transfer, I am more positive that he is the Apostle
John than I am sure of being here in this house at this moment. It sounds crazy, but you've got to
trust me on this.""I trust you more than anyone I know, but you sometimes make mistakes, and
your judgment is not always perfect. I trust your sincerity one hundred per cent, but you are not
infallible.""But you know I've never lied to you. I'm telling you John put his thoughts and some of
his memories in my mind as clear as day.""But I wasn't there. Maybe he's some master hypnotist
of some kind, with perhaps an evil design.""I can't blame you for doubting. I probably would, too,
if you came home telling me a story like this.""I'm not saying that your story about John is not
true. I'm just not convinced. I'll tell you what would convince me, though.""What's that?""Do you
remember reading in the New Testament that Jesus gave his disciples the same power to do
miracles that he did? If I remember right, they did some of the same amazing healings that
Jesus did.""You're right. I even have some of John's memories planted in me of some great
miracles not even in the Bible. I have the recollection of John walking on water, and another time
of his putting out a great fire by his word and saving many lives... Then, again, he brought back a
friend from the dead even as Jesus did with Lazarus."Elizabeth's eyes brightened. "So, he
should have no problem healing me, then, should he?""I know he could. He spoke about the
correct use of power, though, as if I did not understand it. Maybe healing you is something he is
not allowed to do for some reason. During World War II, he was strung up with piano wire and
unable to save himself.""But on other occasions he was able to use the power of God to
help.""Yes. That's true. I just don't want to get our hopes up here, but you're right. We may just
have the greatest miracle man walking the earth right here in our midst. He may not only hold the
keys of knowledge, but he may hold the keys to you being whole again.""There's only one way to
find out. You've got to ask him. If he heals me, then I'll know for sure that he is the apostle.""Well,
I don't think I'd be struck down for asking. It's worth a try, but he told me to come back in a week
to continue the lesson.""Did he tell you that you couldn't talk to him for a week?""No.""Since the
man drank coffee at Denny's, he probably also eats. Why don't you go see him tomorrow and
invite him over for dinner? We could ask him then.""It's worth a try," I said.That night I was lucky if
I got two hours sleep. I had never felt such restless anticipation.The next morning I took a little
shopping trip. Sure enough, there he was, ringing his bell near the entrance of Albertsons. As I
approached our eyes met. He smiled a brief, fatherly smile at me."I had to come to the store to
get a couple of things," I said. It wasn't really a lie. There were a couple of things I needed.John's
countenance became more serious. "I suppose you have to do all the shopping since your wife
is unable to.""How did you know about my wife?""Not only did I give you some of my memories,
but I caught a glimpse of some of yours. You love your wife very much, don't you?""Yes. Very
much.""I was in your situation almost two thousand years ago. My wife became deathly ill and I
had to watch her waste away. There was nothing I could do. It still bothers me, even after all this
time.""You mean you performed all those miracles and you couldn't heal your own wife?" I felt a



sinking feeling that he may not be able to help Elizabeth."Yes. Through me, God healed
hundreds of people I didn't even know, but the woman I loved was beyond my power.""It almost
sounds like God is cruel," I said bitterly."Not really," John said with understanding and empathy.
"There is always love if we see the big picture. All pain and all illness exists to either guide or
teach us. If we do not learn the lesson from the disease, then the disease will either continue or
change form until we die. Even though my wife was a great lady, she was also stubborn. She was
unable to accept the change necessary to be healed. In some ways, I think I suffered more than
she did.""I know the feeling," I said softly."Many of the people that Jesus and the disciples
healed got their illnesses back because they did not make the necessary corrections in their
lives. Some of these people turned into our enemies and sought our lives. Others were
permanently healed and were faithful to the end."John paused and looked at me with great
earnestness: "You've come to ask me to heal your wife, haven't you?"I was amazed by his
perception, but then replied, “Yes. Is it possible? She is supposed to be incurable.”"Remember
what the Master said. All things are possible.""Will you do it then?""I will let you know what I can
do after I meet her. I sense she wants to meet me, to know if I am for real.""She asked me to
invite you over for dinner. How about tonight?""Can you pick me up here about six?""I'll be
here."John was waiting for me at six. After getting in the car, I said, "You know I have a million
questions for you.""That is a good sign," he said. "The asking of questions is the beginning of
knowledge. You'd be surprised how many people would have no questions even if God himself
were to appear before them.""You're kidding! If a source of knowledge like you is available, then
you would think the average guy would be spilling over, asking all kinds of things.""Many people
are afraid of the truth, even among those who claim to be seekers and teachers. When you
come face-to-face with undeniable truth, you must either conform to it or live your life as a
hypocrite. Because people resist change they resist truth. That is why few people have more
than two or three questions they would ask, even if they knew for sure they could get correct
answers.""I must not be average. I must have hundreds of questions!""That's the way it is. You
are either afraid of truth and do not want to know more than your comfort zone will allow, or you
are open to truth and change and your range of inquiry is infinite.""Since it is good that I have
questions, will you answer them?""You can ask anything you want. I will either answer your
questions or I will not. It is that simple. Some things you are meant to discover on your own.
Others are hidden from you for a purpose. Certain other mysteries you are meant to discover at a
certain time and in a certain place.""Let's start with this. You do eat, don't you, since you're
coming to dinner?""Yes," John laughed. "I live each rejuvenated life as an ordinary mortal. I am
as dependent on food as you are.""Are you a vegetarian or do you live on a special diet?""In
ideal circumstances I would be a vegetarian, but right now I try to eat a common sense diet. I do
what is necessary to keep my vehicle strong and vital.""Your vehicle?""Yes. I was referring to my
body.""Ahhh. Well, since the Bible says you were a fisherman, I thought we would serve you
salmon. Does that sound OK?""Salmon is good," he smiled.As we walked in the house Elizabeth
was waiting in her wheelchair in the dining room. "So this must be the mystery man." She had a



friendly, yet skeptical look in her eye.John met her hand with a shake and said: "And you are
Elizabeth -- a woman of grace, strength and beauty. Do I look familiar to you?"Elizabeth looked
puzzled: "I'm not sure. Why?""As we talk, it will seem to you that you know me." He looked
toward the kitchen. "Is there anything I can do to help with the meal?""Can you make a salad?" I
asked."My specialty," he said proudly."Good. I'll put you to work while I sizzle the salmon
steaks."CHAPTER SEVEN: QuestionsAs John and I were preparing dinner, Elizabeth was sitting
in her wheelchair at the dining room table. I sensed that she was uncomfortable with the idea
that we were having company and that she was unable to do anything to help. She was getting
to the point that if she got any worse she would have to have someone stay with her all the time.
She was still insisting that I go out and work my normal schedule and that she could take care of
herself, but I was beginning to feel uneasy about her.I looked her direction. "Sweetie... Do you
have any questions you want to ask John?""You guys go ahead and finish putting the meal on,
and I'll let John have it then."I looked at John. "Do you drink wine?""A little now and then.""How
about some Gewurztraminer? It's our favorite for special occasions.""You have good taste.""I
was a little nervous in offering it to you. After all, your contemporary, John the Baptist, was
supposed to eat nothing but locusts and honey.""But when he was in prison, he ate whatever
they gave him. Every food, every element in the universe, is good and beneficial if taken in the
right portions, in the right combinations, and bad when the limit is crossed. Quinine is a good
example. It has been added in minute amounts to drinks for many years, but is deadly if any
substantial amount is taken."Research now shows that moderate amounts of alcohol have a
beneficial effect on the heart. Even cigarettes, if taken in small doses, like just two or three a
week, could have a beneficial stimulation to the system for some. The trouble with them is that
very few people have the self-control to limit their intake on these and other habit-forming
substances.""How about pot? How is that beneficial?""Pot, as you call it, is a medicine and
should be administered by a knowledgeable healer. It should not be used on a regular basis
without the advice of a physician or spiritual teacher. Overuse can have the negative effect of
weakening the power of the will and delaying the correct use of the energy centers in the head.
Extreme overuse can cause physical and other problems.""Interesting," I said. John and I took
the food to the table. “Looks like we are about ready to dine. Elizabeth tells me that I make the
best salmon steaks there are.""Looks as good as anything the French can dream up," John said.
"And salmon is very good for Elizabeth's diet.""Let me propose a toast," I said, as I raised my
glass. "May the truth always prevail.""A great toast," John replied, smiling. "That is not the first
time I have heard you propose it, nor will it be the last." He saw a question mark in my eyes.
"Don't ask me to explain that remark yet... May the truth always prevail," he said.John and I
drank deeply. I always filled Elizabeth's wineglass about half-full so she could drink with her
shaking hands. Still, she spilled a couple of drops. "Excuse me," she said, wiping herself with a
napkin."No problem," said John. "Didn't you promise to interrogate me?""Yes, I do have some
questions.""This may be somewhat of a special occasion." John interrupted. "This is the first
time I have opened myself up to questions with knowledge of my identity on the table for several



hundred years."Elizabeth set her fork down and wiped her mouth. "So, you really think you are
John the Beloved? Tell me in your own words who you are. This is such a fantastic claim I want
to hear it from your own mouth."John leaned forward and looked at Elizabeth thoughtfully. "The
Beloved was a term originated by one of my students, and for some reason it stuck and I was
called the disciple that Jesus loved in the final edition of the Gospel of John. I did not feel at the
time that I deserved any such title. In many ways, back then I was somewhat immature and fell
short as a disciple of the Master. All of us betrayed Him in some degree. Someday, I will tell you
why Jesus chose me to wander the earth until He comes again. In a way, it has been a great
honor, and has had many rewards, yet in another way it has been very difficult.""What do you
mean you all betrayed Him in some degree?" asked Elizabeth. "I thought you were all holy
men.""Jesus was the only holy man among us, and even that was not obvious until one looked
below the surface. The disciples were much more ordinary than any of the churches would ever
want you to believe. The twelve apostles were not much more out of the ordinary than a group of
salesmen at a convention. The only thing we had in common was a desire to learn the deeper
mysteries. We were also attracted to the power Jesus had and wanted Him to share it with us,
but our motives were not entirely pure."At one point we let jealousy overcome us and accused
Jesus of being a glory seeker. We told him that He needed to let us do and take credit for some
of the miracles, so He would be forced to stay humble. Now I see, on reflection, that it was we
who needed to be humbled. He was just doing the job He came to do, and it attracted attention.
At the time we felt like we deserved attention just as much as Jesus did, and we wanted our
share.""Well, if you are the Apostle and this is true, why are you telling us? I would think you
would want to keep anything negative about your history under your hat," Elizabeth said matter-
of-factly."That was our basic attitude when we related the story of the Gospel to students that
was finally written down in permanent form. We were somewhat defensive when the story of how
we deserted Jesus on the night of his arrest kept surfacing. None of the eleven remaining
apostles wanted that to go in a permanent record, but the truth was out about it shortly after the
resurrection and there was no suppressing it. Peter suffered the most, however, because Jesus
actually predicted he would deny him three times before the cock would crow. Many ignorant
people thought he did not deserve to be a leader because of this act, and some who were
jealous of his position even crowed like a rooster when he walked by so as to remind him of his
mistake. Peter suffered great pain because of his error, yet he also performed the greatest of
miracles among us.John continued: "To answer your question why do I reveal my past
weakness? For two reasons. Joseph will write about our conversations, and in this round I must
reveal the truth about the humanity of the little group who followed the Master. In the past, we
tried to portray ourselves as greater than we were. Second, I want you to realize that I am just a
human being like yourselves. I have many answers, but not all the answers. I have some power
available, but not all power. I would rather give you more than you expect, rather than less."I
asked John if he wanted more salmon, and he happily accepted. My interest in John increased
by the minute."So, how would you rate yourself now?" Elizabeth asked. "Have you made some



progress?""I appreciate that question. Yes, I have made a lot of progress. Back in those days, I
was like a kid in a candy store. Now, I'm more like the father who had too much candy as a kid
deciding how much candy his own child should have. My perspective and judgment is much
improved. Even so, I cannot just blurt out the few mysteries of the universe that I know. Higher
knowledge cannot just be poured into you like placing data into a computer. To be fully
understood, it must be verified through a person's own soul."And what is the difference between
lower and higher knowledge?" Elizabeth asked."Lower knowledge deals with facts and can be
used as soon as it is memorized -- like how to spell certain words or the multiplication tables.
Seven times seven is forty-nine. As soon as anyone memorizes this, he can use it in the practical
world."Higher knowledge deals with principles and requires a certain attuning with the spiritual
self to be able to apply it. For instance, anyone can learn how to write down musical notes, but to
compose a beautiful and original melody requires an attuning with music itself. Anyone can
memorize a scale of notes, but only the person who is in tune with music can come close to
understanding the principle behind music and write original scores."So the first key, which is
WHO OR WHAT AM I? cannot just be told to us," Elizabeth concluded."That is correct. You must
tune into it to understand the meaning. My job is to merely guide you in the right direction. I am
like the person coaching the songwriter. I could say to such a person: ‘That doesn't even sound
like music. Try again,’ or, ‘That sounds beautiful and stirs my soul. Keep on writing.’ I will know
within myself when you have reached the required level of understanding.""Interesting," said
Elizabeth. (I was just sitting back, relaxing and enjoying watching Elizabeth give John an
interrogation.) "Now I have some real questions for you," she mused."Ask on," John replied,
obviously pleased with Elizabeth's curiosity.Elizabeth reached into the pocket of her skirt and
pulled out a list. "Here they are:"One: What is the meaning of life? Two: Where did we come
from? Why are we here and where are we going? Three: How much of the Bible is really true?
Four: Is there a true church? And if there is, which one is it? Five: Is there reincarnation? Six: Is
Christ really coming again? If so, when? Seven: When did the universe begin, and when will it
end? Eight: Who or what is God, and why is He not doing something constructive on the earth
today? It looks to me like He doesn't care much about starving children, for instance. Nine: Does
this earth have any future awaiting it, or is there going to be some dark apocalypse where life as
we know it will cease to exist? Ten: Why does God allow suffering, disease and untimely death?
What father would let his children suffer as some of us have to? If God is really a loving God, it
just doesn't make sense. Take me, for instance. I know I'm not perfect, but there are a lot of
rapists and murderers out there who are in much better physical shape than I am. Why am I
punished and not them?"John smiled. "That's an impressive list of questions. Did you think them
up yourself?" he asked."My husband and I thought them up last night when we sort of
brainstormed.""For several reasons I will only give you so much at a time. I will take one question
from you tonight. Pick the one that means the most to you.""I think you know which one that is,"
Elizabeth said evenly."That could be." John said. "Nevertheless, you must clearly state your
question.""Why is that?" she protested."There is a principle governing the transmission of higher



principles. Have you heard the statement by Jesus in the Bible where he says: Ask and you shall
receive?""I believe so.""If you want to know any mystery, you must ask and know what you are
asking. The one being asked must know what is being asked, and the one who is asking must
be willing to receive if the answer is given.""And if I reject the answer?""Then it will be as if the
question was never asked," John replied."I'm not sure if you are really John the Beloved, but at
least you are unusual... How do I know if I am ready for the answer?""When you are ready to
consider anything, no matter how crazy it sounds," said John."So the answer to number ten
could be that God is really a spoiled cosmic brat who is torturing us like a kid who sticks pins in
bees and pulls wings off flies?""You never know," John said wryly."OK. I will not guarantee I am
ready, but here's the question. It's number ten.""Articulate the question," said John."OK. I'll
repeat it." Elizabeth shifted in her wheelchair. "Why does God allow suffering, disease and
untimely death? Why do some innocent children die? Why do some of us suffer with painful
disease, and others who deserve to suffer seem to be vibrant and healthy?""I'll answer at least
part of your question," said John. "In particular, you want to know why you suffer with such a
dread disease when you have been basically a good person and do not deserve such pain. You
wonder why your life will seemingly be cut short while other people can gracefully grow old with
their partners. Is that what you want to know?""Basically, yes.""I will give you a partial answer
now and more later when you have additional pieces to the puzzle. Can you accept this?""I
suppose so. Go ahead. Show me what you've got."I smiled at Elizabeth's spunkiness and looked
at John with great anticipation for the answer.CHAPTER EIGHT: The AnswerJohn took a breath,
leaned back in his chair, and said: "By the way, that's about the best salmon I've had in a
thousand years. Good wine, too. Reminds me of some good German ones back in the 30's. I
appreciate your hospitality.""Thanks. That means a lot coming from you," I beamed."Now on to
the question," said John. "The question Elizabeth asked is not usually of great concern for a
person who is healthy, active and gliding along in life. But sooner or later every soul in his or her
progress reaches some type of life crisis or problem and looks to the skies at some invisible
being and demands: ‘Why me, God?’ Or it may be, ‘Why my wife?’ or ‘Why my child?’ or ‘Why
my parents?’ He wants to know why this suffering seems to single him out and not others who
seem to richly deserve it. He hears that God is love, but if He is loving, then why would He allow
this?"John paused a moment then continued: "If and when you finish the 36 principles, the
answer to this will be fairly clear in your mind. For instance, when you understand who and what
God is, it will be a great help. But for now we will stick to the basics.""There are great truths
hidden in some of the maxims of this world. For instance, you have heard the phrase ‘no pain, no
gain?’"We both nodded."This statement is as good as scripture. Do you think there has ever
been an Olympic champion who got where he was without a great deal of pain? How about a
successful businessperson, an inventor, a great actor? They have all had to go through painful
experiences or make painful sacrifices. But in the end, the pain produced gain."Now an
interesting point here is that these successful individuals volunteered for the pain because they
had faith the pain would produce gain. The runner painfully pushes his body because he



believes it will result in a stronger body and eventually the joy of accomplishment and victory."Let
us imagine that various parts of your body have their own life and consciousness. See your
lungs as one entity, your heart as another, your muscles as still another and your brain as a
fourth entity. You are the whole person and are in charge of the general decision-making as to
what is good for the whole. Let us say that the brain wants to read a book, the muscles want to
sleep because they are tired, the lungs want some fresh air and the heart wants some romance.
The problem is they cannot do all of these things -- they can only do one of them. Who gets to
decide? If the brain decides all the time, the whole body will spend all of its time reading and will
never get fresh air for the lungs. If the heart forces the body to spend all free time in romance,
then the brain will be bored to death. It is fortunate that decision-making is turned over to you --
the whole person running the body. You make decisions for the body by taking the whole into
consideration. Your decisions may not be perfect, but they are much better for the whole than if
power were turned over to a part.""So are you saying that I am a part of a greater whole and that
this greater whole is making me suffer for some greater benefit of something greater than
myself?" Elizabeth asked."That is part of the answer," John nodded. "Now to visualize more
clearly, let us suppose that you decide that you are going to be a champion long-distance runner.
When you start your training, no one of these four lives I mentioned will be happy. During running
practice, the brain will have too much blood rushing through it to even be able to think. The lungs
will feel like they are on fire and ready to explode. The muscles will ache and feel as if they
cannot go on, and the heart will pump like crazy, thinking it is being tortured. All these little lives
are shouting out the question: Why is this happening to us? What is the purpose of it all?"Then
comes the time, months later, that the body is in perfect tune and ready for the competition.
What do these little lives feel about being pushed, now? The brain notices that it gets more
oxygen and thinks and functions much better. The lungs are happy they have to breathe about
half as frequently as they used to and that breathing is much easier. The muscles are aware that
the weight of the body seems much lighter, and they no longer need so much rest. Finally, the
heart, like the lungs, seems to be able to rest more and does not have to beat as often or with as
much effort as it used to. In the end they all think the same thought: We've been through a lot of
pain, and we didn't like it at the time, but now life seems easier, fuller and more rewarding."Now,"
said John, moving his chair closer to the table, "we'll move this analogy closer to home. It may
seem to us that we are the highest lives in the universe and that what we do only affects
ourselves. But it does not. Each of us has invisible links to family, friends, city, state and every
other life on this planet and even the universe. These are all various higher bodies in which we
interact and produce effect. We are linked to these other lives through the Holy Spirit, who is the
final judge as to circumstances that will be brought into play to benefit the whole."Elizabeth
wheeled back from the table. "So, you are telling me that the Spirit of God decided to make me ill
to benefit the whole in some way?" she asked angrily. "Well, I don't think my illness is benefiting
anyone or anything. In fact, it is keeping me from doing many good things I have always wanted
to do." She looked ready to leave the room."It may seem that way," John replied softly and



patiently. "But for greater understanding, you must realize that there are two of you who are
undergoing a painful experience here. In some ways, your husband suffers more pain than you
do. When a loved one is suffering through what appears to be no fault of his own and can do
nothing about it, that helplessness is very painful. Believe me, I know. I was in Joseph's situation
long ago."After a long pause Elizabeth sighed, her eyes slightly tearful. "You're probably right. He
also has to work much harder than he used to, in order to take care of everything. Now I even
have him doing housework. Believe me, that is proof he loves me. Then I probably bring him
additional pain by complaining too much...""You don't complain as much when you are ill as
others do when they are well," I assured her."Actually," said John, "the analogy so far applies
more to Joseph than it does to you. Like the story of the four little lives, Joseph, through no fault
of his own, found himself married to a person with an incurable disease. He is like all of us to
some degree or another. We find ourselves in situations that we had seemingly little, if any,
power in creating, and once we are there, we just have to deal with it the best we can. Like the
brain, he had to forego pleasant studies. Like the lungs, he had to work harder to supply oxygen
or money to keep everything running smooth. Like the muscles, he had to be more active and
take on a larger load. Like the heart, he had to put romance on the back burner and concentrate
on just keeping your relationship alive by pumping harder to keep life-giving energy circulating
between the both of you. Later, just like the four little lives, Joseph will find that he has more
freedom, power and strength than he ever had before.""That's all very interesting," said
Elizabeth, shaking her head, "but I'm still in the dark as to why I have to suffer this disease. Don't
tell me that it is just so my husband can have a growing experience.""Not at all," John replied.
"However, that may be part of the reason the Spirit sent a charge of energy that caused Joseph
to fall in love with you and marry you. But the benefits of your disease for Joseph are merely side
benefits that we all pick up on the road of life if we handle our situations correctly as they come
up.""You've gone all around my question but haven't answered me yet. Why don't you just blurt it
out and tell me?" Elizabeth pleaded, her voice shaking.John looked into Elizabeth's eyes and
replied softly and slowly: "Whenever you meet a true spiritual teacher worth his salt, he will rarely
answer you outright. Instead, he circles around the core thought so when the answer is finally
manifested it will be understood. Now that is what I am about to do. Why do bad things, such as
your illness, happen to good people?"As I said before, you are a part of a greater whole that is
joined together by the Holy Spirit. Each person in an individual life has one major lesson he is
supposed to learn, one ability or talent he is to develop and one quality he is supposed to
enhance. This triangle of learning is never easy and is always a struggle. For instance, if a
certain person was born with the natural ability to play the piano, the lesson would generally not
be directly connected with it because internally this is something that is already mastered.
Instead, the piano may be a distraction to tempt him away from his real lesson, which may be in
an opposite direction such as heavy construction. If he is driven by his soul to become a famous
musician, the lesson could be connected with the fame and not the talent itself."Elizabeth
interrupted: "From the time I was young I had a gift for drawing. I never took any classes, but I



could draw most anything in moments, and it would look great. Just as I was thinking of
developing this talent more fully, I got this disease. Now my hands shake too much to be able to
draw.""This ability that you naturally had was your temptress to lead you astray from your true
calling to improve yourself and to be more useful to the whole, thus becoming a whole-ly (holy)
person.""So what am I supposed to learn?" Elizabeth asked."As I said, the thing you are
supposed to learn is something you are usually not very talented in and that you naturally resist,
to some degree. When the degree of resistance becomes too great, and you are not hearing or
seeing the messages that the Spirit is sending you, then the message must be sent more
strongly. If it is resisted again, you may be sent a life-threatening illness such as yours which
forces you to look upward and shout out, 'Why me God?'""I've done that before," said Elizabeth.
"So what am I resisting?""Think," John suggested. "Think of situations you may not like that
seem to keep repeating themselves, forcing you to do or work at something you don't particularly
want to do."
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J. Lapin Zell, “Compelling and Readable. I have never read a book quite like this one. J.J.Dewey
tells us the story of John the Beloved, an apostle of Christ. John is the title character, and
legend says he has lived on since the time of Christ. In this story (left up to the reader to decide
if it's fact or fiction), the author encounters John who teaches him The Twelve Keys of
Knowledge by which he will gain higher spiritual understanding and enlightenment in order to be
prepared for the return of Christ. The author's style is quite compelling, and the book is a
definite page-turner. As I read, I felt like the author was telling his story to me alone. I found it
difficult to put down and I read it in two days. It is a book that I have gone back to several times
and each time, found passages that had much more impact on me than the first reading. This
book will take you on a spiritual journey and make you think, question, and learn about things
you had never imagined before.”

edlyn kalman, “Excellent. The three keys are mind blowing! These books are full of
wisdom.They also offer concrete insights about the struggle of staying on the path. For instance,
one thing that struck me was the tale of the Dweller, the personification of a force that holds one
back and makes your task extremely difficult. The author relates that he was only able to defeat it
through attrition, or the art of not paying it attention, but rather sticking to the task at hand, no
matter how difficult and painful.I have learned so much from these books. In addition, they are a
fascinating read, as they tell a remarkable story of a man who never dies, the immortal, the
beloved of the Christ.Highly recommended! Fast paced, fascinating, and wise. A lot of new ideas
are presented, but within a story so that you keep turning the pages, intrigued and dazzled.”

Joseph Dewey, “Simply-written book about a complex subject with a complex solution. First, I
liked this book much, much better than 
  
The Secret

  
  
. It has a kind-of similar message, but The Immortal has a complex, three-pronged solution,
where The Secret has an overly simple mono-technique solution.The Immortal presents some



pretty heavy concepts, but does it in a narrative form, very similar to the factory production
planning book 
  
The Goal: A Process of Ongoing Improvement

  
  
. But it's about new new-agey concepts instead of manufacturing concepts. Both have a
somewhat interesting story that's merely a vehicle for the concepts. These books both are much
more interesting reads than just reading the concepts alone.The central concept of this book
seems to be healing yourself physically by healing yourself mentally. I'm fascinated by this
concept, and so it was cool to read. That's kind of where The Secret comes in, is that in theory,
if you're healed 100% mentally, you'll be able to accomplish whatever you want physically.And
I'm A Joseph Dewey, not THE J.J Dewey. It's pretty cool to read a book by your namesake. You
should try it sometime.”

Ebook Tops Reader Larry Woods, “The very highest quality. If you like good fiction: a griping
story, believable characters, and quality insights about human nature and life, then you'll love
this series. The Immortal has become my all-time favorite book series. I rarely every re-read a
book or re-watch a movie. This is an exception. I now read this several times and plan to read it
some more. The story premise shows JJ, an unassuming regular guy from Boise, meets John
the Beloved who lingers until the return of Chirst for the purpose of teaching and preparing the
way. John also discloses he gets involved in anti-terrorist activities especially to insure no atom
bombs get released which would spoil the Brotherhood of Light plans preparing the human
family to receive Christ. The esuing discussions between John and JJ, between hairy
adventures fending off the Dark Brotherhood who seek to destroy John's work, is so well done
that I constantly find myself wondering, did this guy actually talk to John? Awesome series - very
well done.”

Kenneth A. Young, “Love is all we have. For many years I had often wondered about the mystery
of John, the Disciple whom Jesus Loved and what happened to him. Could he really still be
walking the Earth all these years? This inspired me to read The Immortal Series. Since the day I
read the very first page my life has went from life of gloom and hopelessness to a life with hope



and purpose and unrealized powers that come through Love. What more could I say?Is it your
destiny to see how far a man will go into unknown territory, when all hope for the true Love of his
live was fading away? She is the Love of his life and desperate to keep her by his side, he goes
farther than he had ever imagined could be possible.Anyone who has felt this kind of Love will
be glad their path brought them to THE IMMORTAL SERIES. In this lifetime we have things that
we can never keep, but in these book you will find what you can never lose for all eternity.”

Dallske, “Good Book, Mysterious Author.. I read the book with enthusiasm and excitement.
Afterwards, I wanted to find out more about the author. I knew he was former mormon, but I
didn't know much about him at all. He is such a readable author, I wanted to know more before I
went on to the rest of his books. After I read about the Prophet Onias, I admit, I had my doubts
as to where he gets all his ideas. Nonetheless, Dewey has left it to me to decide what is true and
what is not. Somehow take comfort in that statement. Whether he is brainwashing us all or not,
that is another story, hehe.  Good read for almost anyone though.”

CAT, “Worth Every Minute to Read. The tale was Awesome, the seller was honest. I'm glad to be
able to purchase books here and grow in Grace.  All fiction is based on Facts”

Nathan Bales, “Excellent Reading!. These two books are very interesting, informative and
exciting to read. JJ has done a great job of making this story compelling and fun to read. I wish
all his books were available on the Kindle.”

Marlene, “5 Stars!. I find this an exciting book to read...hard to put it down!”

The book by JJ Dewey has a rating of  5 out of 4.3. 69 people have provided feedback.



Language: English
File size: 1014 KB
Simultaneous device usage: Unlimited
Text-to-Speech: Enabled
Screen Reader: Supported
Enhanced typesetting: Enabled
X-Ray: Not Enabled
Word Wise: Enabled
Print length: 365 pages
Lending: Enabled

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/d

