
THE MARK OF MATURITY… 
Not tolerance but acceptance. 

When I initially entered the spiritual path my experience was that I loved God and everyone else. My 
joy was unspeakable and I had no words to convey to anyone the profound peace and joy that was 
coursing through my veins. My own mother saw me this first day and said with a shocked look on 

her face, “my God Ron, you don’t even look the same.” 
I wasn’t the same, for my greater I am consciousness had arisen within me. I had called my mother 

earlier from the work site to share with her what had just happened to me and that I was never 
going to drink again. 

 
However, Ron, after ten years picked up his drinking career again for a few years, but the one who 
spoke those words to his mother never did. As the new man slowly went underground, the old one 

surfaced and for no small number of years I was off and running in an attempt to fill the gaping hole 
that was left when God seemingly had taken a hike and let me go down into Egypt one more time. 
Now I could take a lot of time to tell you why I believe that after three months time I woke up one 
day to find the awareness of the presence gone, and the new life I had tasted seemingly mocking 

me, but I’ll spare you. 
 

It’s enough just to say that when providence puts you back in Egypt after you have walked in 
Canaan, the Egypt that was once your old stomping ground is then your lowest Hell. Once you have 
tasted the unspeakable joy of fifth density consciousness, anything less becomes your Hell. After 
many years of frantically begging God to come and pull you from the muck and the mire the still 

small voice of the shepherd begins to speak. What you ultimately hear, {at lest this was my 
experience,} is… “Be at peace, this is of me.” I picked my bible apart for many years searching for 
the magic verse that would free me from Romans chapter seven experience of “Oh woe is me, who 

shall deliver me from this body of death.” 
 

For years I was into a life and death struggle with the sin thing. It just seemed that the more I 
struggled to free myself the deeper I found myself entangled within it. It was like quicksand, where 

the more you struggle the faster you sink. The day came after many years that I was given the 
understanding that my resistance to the hell I had myself created due to my ignorance was 

perpetuating the problem. After I was freed from all condemnation from buying into the teachings of 
a church that was big on holiness, I realized that I alone created this thing known by many 

Christians as the Romans seven experience. 
 

I’ll not carry this sin scenario any farther except to say that when I begin to understand what it 
really means to be a son of God, and all that this implies concerning my true nature, I then begin to 
lose sin consciousness from my mentality once and for all. When I begin to see who I really am, I 

then come to the realization that I am not a sinner saved by grace and I never was. That it was only 
the sleeping prodigal mind that saw God and creation as being separate and nothing more, that the 

only thing I needed saved from was the double mind that believed in a power opposed to God 
 

Once I begin to see this, I begin my transition from the five senses caught in third density, to a 
heart centered man heading upwards to fourth and fifth density vibrational consciousness. This 

transformation is in consciousness.  In amazement I then discover that all the “mistakes” I’ve made 
only served to humble me in preparation for receiving the light which is transforming my mind from 

the mind of Adam to the mind of Christ. The more I grow the more I will accept all others even 



should they have beliefs that are in conflict with mine, for the mark of maturity is acceptance of 
those whose beliefs conflict with those that I hold. Not tolerance but acceptance. 

 
 


