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Dr. Helen Schucman and Dr. William Thetford came together in the 1960’s and as psychologists at Columbia University decided that there had to be a “better way.” That better way culminated in a book that was scribed and published in 1976. It is called A Course in Miracles and it has forever changed my life and who I am. This book here is only a stepping stone to A Course, a kind of roadmap to help spiritual seekers find what that better way is. 

Kenneth Wapnick was a contemporary of Dr. Schucman’s and Dr. Thetford’s, and he wrote numerous books on the subject of A Course in Miracles to help people understand what this upside-down world is. When I read Absence from Felicity, which is the biography of Helen Schucman, it brought me to my metaphoric knees. I am forever grateful to his wisdom and his humor and his remembering. His books are all stepping stones—rocks really—to what the Course teaches.

I feel as if I have read a million spiritual books and poems and have listened to the “buddhas” and spiritual and religious dogmas of our times. None has been as life-changing and course-correcting as the book Helen Schucman scribed almost forty years ago. 

I don’t have words to thank her. So, I honor her and those two men here in the pages of my book. My gratitude for helping me break my cycle of suicide lies in the pages the Course sets forth and in the gentle ways they speak to me. All three have died—more recently—Kenneth Wapnick in December of 2013. 

They delivered me here to you.

The Course today has sold more than two million copies and is translated in 53 different languages. It is changing our world. 

I must also acknowledge my study group that meets every Monday night at 7:00 p.m. Larry and Linda Wolitz, Kim Severin, Bonnie Hockaday, Amelia Piorko, and Bill and Jeannie Williams. I asked Kim to read a draft and she helped guide me when I needed it most. You all caught me—thank you. 

And, then, of course my Featherstone Writers’ Group. Special thanks to Diane Rhone and Pat Adams-Wright (my United Kingdom member) who read my first draft. You are all going to have books published one day. Stay with your Truth and all will be well. An extra special thanks to Casey and Claudia for taking a chance on this work.

My family and friends have caught me, too. Especially, Sue Perkinson and Gordon Perkinson who, through showing love, both helped me stop the cycle of my alcoholism. Addiction, I have learned, in any form is a complete waste of our hearts. We must forgive all addicts as they know not what they do. Forgive them and love them.

My sister, Mary Kathryn is an angel and so is my brother, Page. I give you my heart, dear sister and brother—thank you for the laughter, music, and fun.

Heather Campbell is my true anchor in this life. Her love and devotion and level of understanding of me far surpasses my own. Like a true ascended master, she is awake from the dream. Alleluia, my love.

Lastly, my dog, Sadie, has held the space for me these past few years. She sits on the big green Bubba chair and from time to time regards me. Our animals hold the space. Angels guiding us to our destination.

You (who read this) are a spirit—whole and innocent—all is forgiven and released. Thank you for these words, Gary Renard.

All my love,

Ruth 

August, 2014
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The Train

“A life worth living is a life worth recording.” —Tony Robbins

One week into my new class on spirituality, a new member shared a story about her father who had survived a Russian concentration camp during World War II. We were wide-eyed—the eight of us sitting in the basement of a small church—we were glued to the story of her father’s horrors and the dreadful conditions and how he saw the beauty in a bowl of water and a fish’s head. His name was Elias Piorko and he survived. 

Later, he came to America and ran a corner grocery store called Iva’s Market in Washington, D.C. By then, he was married, had started a family, and was known on the block to extend credit to those who could not buy bread. A grace he bestowed on the hungry, desperate people of his neighborhood for many months and years. 

Then the day after Martin Luther King, Jr. was assassinated, the riots began in D.C. Looters filled the streets and broke windows and stole whatever their hands could grab from the businesses that lined the district. Then, my new spiritual friend said that an amazing thing happened. People from all over formed a large circle in front of Iva’s Market. A human chain like an old wagon train to keep a band of malicious indians or bad guys away. The looters came stalking but were deterred by the people who had come to Elias’ assistance. The circle was, indeed, many of the people he had extended those very lines of credit so they could eat. They had come to save their savior. They did.

His story has made it into the archives of the Holocaust Museum in Washington, D.C. On that evening in November, I sat next to his daughter. I did not know her. I did not even remember her name. But, through the moment she shared with us, we were all transported to a realm. The realm of pain, suffering, death, and re-birth.

His book of life—Elias Piorko’s—had begun long before the horrors of the concentration camp he endured. Then, his book slowly opened and his story ever so slightly and carefully became known. Ordinary people extending their love and then, of course, it all circles back. A boomerang. A catapult. A ricochet.

Now, to a basement in a small church in the twenty-first century. I could reach out and touch her face if I wanted to. I could touch her skin and cup her hands if I wanted to. Perhaps, the way he had. The hands and the face of Elias Piorko’s daughter were there before me: a living testament to her father. A living testament to the dream. A living testament that our spirits far outweigh stacks of Bibles or Korans or Fonts-of-Whatever extended over the arteries of this earth, this galaxy, and this universe.

Her father’s book of life touched her. Then she touched it to us.

Like a game of tag. 

Now, we are it—bigger than any font. We are trains. We are destiny. We encircle each other and move, move, move to the beat, beat, beat of our hearts. 

A hug. A handshake. A kiss. A linked arm. A dance. A conversation. A fish’s head.

Like infinity has a rope wrapped around it with our soulful umbilicus, we are it. Tag.

So, then, this is to say that your book of life, like Elias Piorko’s, is breathing—your book of love, your book of passages, your book of signs etched on the track of your here and now. This book—you—has lungs. Each day, a page is turned and you awake in the beginning, the middle, or the end of the chapter you are living. 

This book winks at your book. Over seven billion people are living breathing books on this large, voluminous collective train ride. The train and the track represent your embarking on this life—in this world. 

Welcome, we have been waiting for you.

Each car on your train is illuminated with bands of light like an eternal spark that is lengthened only by your free will, your scribing, your writing, your authorship. Much like a train, your book of life is linked by words and phrases and whole paragraphs that run on what God whispered into your ear prior to your book being born and bound here: planet Earth. Like a runner who begins training for a marathon or a baseball player at bat, you acknowledge that something brought you to this place. You take up your pen or your keypad or the tools that speak to your talents and voila—you on your way to marking the world.

So . . . 

Let’s cut to the chase. There is no chase. Life is a train stop on the way to many train stops on your infinite, boundless journey. What this means is that you have a segment of physical time in the world you live in now. Your serial TV series of you. Your virtual You-Tube-a-Thon. It is the dash . . . — . . . on your tombstone. This dash is punctuated by the physical, beautiful you. It is your powerful muscle, your physical truth. Even more apparent, however, than the two eyes, the two legs, the two arms and the brain that holds a trillion cells is the fact that your spiritual body is housed there, too. This body has two beings: one is physical, one is spiritual. They coalesce nicely to make you, well, you. Your spiritual body holds that nudge, that wink, that light on the track before you. The altar of this light—this spark—is inviolate, impenetrable, and it resides in you. It resides in everyone. All of us have the divine spark which, if noticed and fostered and accessed, can do wondrous, beautiful monumental works of love that ease our physical burden and the world’s as well. Elias Piorko’s spark—his divine spiritual self—saw a fleck of shimmering silver in the scale of a fish: that reflection saved him and the others he was to see in Washington, D.C. years later.

Mind you . . . to look away from this spark or neglect it is to stay asleep, to stay addicted, to stay unaware, and to stay put. When we stop moving or get stuck on our collective rides, then the dark side of fear puts on a cloak of victory and our light wavers and dims. It is not our fault that we waver sometimes and that our lights dim. It is, indeed, a part of the flailing against the salt, soggy rocks of a flattened universe that might bring us to a situation not too far from a cold camp in Russia. 

For now, however, the spark lights.

A well-lit train ride for ourselves and for the world is like watching a magic show where the magic is real. The magician is you, but the magic is not in sleight of hand or in pulling a rabbit out of a hat. The magic is spiritual, breathy, chill-like, casting doubt aside like a dirty rag. Then, you reach into your top hat of life and pull out an invisible golden orb that defines you and frees you at the same time—all the time. This golden orb is your story. You were born to express this story. It is how you express it that is your ultimate choice. Your shared experience for you and others.

When people tell their stories they help us solve the riddle of life and why we are here in the first place. When we identify with each other, we connect. That is, that golden orb or that golden umbilicus circles out from you and around the person near you. Whoever they are. The story is and always will be our lifeline. When a train leaves a station, the wheels turn and the unveiling of new places and new stories frees us to be better who we are—to edit our own lives. 

Even animals have a story to tell, too.

At the end of Gilda Radner’s autobiography, she doesn’t linger over the cancer that is taking her from the physical world. Instead she shares a story about her pregnant female dog who is accidentally hit by a lawn mower and loses the ability to walk with her back legs. Instead, she would take her front paws and do a pull-hop.  Pull, hop—pull, hop. Her pregnancy went to full term and she had the pups. When her pups were old enough to begin walking, they did the pull-hop just like mom. They watched their leader, their mom and they emulated her style. 

Gilda Radner ended her book this way because it is a story of hope and survival. Radner, in her time, was a comedic genius. Remember, Roseanne Roseannadanna? Her diatribes on Saturday Night Live about letters to her concerning politics would invariably lead to large tangential witticisms on bodily functions. Her squirmy face and mannerisms would double us over. Her wit and charm echo even today because I write some of her story here. More than twenty-five years after her death, her divine spark is with me right now as I write this. She offered hope and I caught it and now—breathing in this book of life—bring it here to you. Lean on the hope. Lean on the light. It is forever.

Great leaders are teachers. They leave a colorful wonderful residue that remains with us.  That leader is Elias Piorko or Nelson Mandela or Gandhi or your own mentor—perhaps a comedian like Gilda Radner or a musician or artist or politician who speaks to you. 

In A Course in Miracles, it states:




They [teachers] come from all over the world. They come from all religions and from no religion. They are the ones who have answered. The Call is universal. It goes on all the time everywhere. It calls for teachers to speak for It and redeem the world . . . each one begins as a single light, but with the Call at its center it is a light that cannot be limited.1   




A light that cannot be limited. Yours. In other words, the light calls for you at any age, and a good idea within you can only be made greatly manifest as it spills from your train of ideas into the world. A great idea, like Edison’s light bulb or Michelangelo’s getting “David” out of the marble, gets larger and better as it is shared and held up to that eternal light we all carry. Maybe your idea is like a paper clip, small and round and silvery and simple. It is your idea and no one can do it but you. That is God’s call.

Teachers are the ones who hear the call and then answer it. Many hear the call but do not pick up the phone. Instead they choose to ignore it. When someone ignores a call, then a large separation happens. The great divide of life and no life. Ever heard anyone say, “I don’t have a life?” The separation is the great mystical chasm, the great mystical shroud that divides the sane from the insane. It is akin to addiction. Instead of working for a good cause, a person spends money shopping every day. Unconscious. They look normal on the outside, but on the inside, they repeat behaviors that produce the same result—as the catch phrase teaches us—over and over and over again. How many drinks a week does it take to separate oneself from God? How many TV shows need to be watched in a day for us to be separate from God? How many accusations and condemnations of ourselves and our families does it take for us to be separate from God? How much anger and road rage does it take to get us away from God? How many children need to starve today or be sold into sex slavery before we turn to God? How many animals need to suffer needlessly before we can get annealed again to the creative spark of the universe that is lighting up your very tracks right now? 

Wake up. You are physically awake, but spiritually we need to move. Get out of the train station of life. Open the covers of your book jacket and dust off the sleepiness.

Now. The world needs you now! 

God is pressing “send” . . . put the phone to your ear. 

––––––––
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TRULY, FROM EAR to ear the world is grinning because you are here. The world and the universe say, Wow! What a wonder you are! Look at you—a universal squeezing of the cheeks. Right on time! Just when we needed you most. 

Simply put, you forgot—like many of us did—why you arrived here. It was like you came into the world as a text message. Out of nowhere and a few LOLs or perhaps an OMG or two, here you are. You just popped in and then your parents answered the call to co-create beautiful you. Spirit may have nudged you into a home where the separation was great or the separation was not-so-bad. The situation could have been morally and cosmically out of tune: insanity or a variation thereof. That is, your parents, like all parents have their issues and ways of handling the cycle of the day, the education of you, the nurturing of you. They do not, however, have precedence and control over the divine spark in you. This is your God-given right and no one, not even your parents can take it away or even touch it. It is your soulful right to have the divinity you were born with. It is the forgetting of the light, the call, the whatever-you-want-to-call-it, that is in need of some spackling. 

Pope Francis is spackling the moral compass of the Roman Catholic Church. All he had to do was call on the righteousness of his divine spark and he has been able to heal with the right words at the right time . . . words as simple as, “Who am I to judge?”

He made my Christmas list.

Life can be a glorious train ride or a series of derailments. The locomotion can go smoothly but most of us know that this is not the truth. In fact, by the time we reach our forties, we have experienced the best and the worst life can deliver us. Our trains go and our trains stop and sometimes our trains crash. Why is this so? We are spirit trains. We have driving divinity within us, but we are here to learn what we didn’t learn before or undo what we didn’t undo before. 

So, your spiritual, soulful physical body has two simple things to do in this segment of your life: answering the call to your destiny and then using your free will to navigate that destiny. Like when Jackie Robinson stepped out onto the field for the first time as the first African-American baseball player. It was like God whispered in his ear, “This is going to be hard, Jackie . . . but, there are children being born who will see your courage and you will free them. All the children from here on out playing on baseball fields across the world will see you. You are doing this for them more than anything. You can do it, Jackie. I know you are scared. But those children need you. Let’s go!”  He stepped onto a field and showed up. It was right and good. 

We live in a world driven by the moral laws of the universe and humanity: one in the same. Moral law—doing the right and good thing—vibrates like a plucked string inside of you. Moral law is a thought and an action of doing right by you and your neighbor. Moral law is not lying on the kitchen counter or sitting in the car behind you with those people. It is our shared experience of innocence and truth and justice. 

Your destiny is written. But your destiny has not been edited. The spark and moral law are your compasses on your railway. The editing, the directing is all you. How you jump your tracks is your God-given free will. Like going to the store and picking either fruit tarts or apples, you get to pick how your show—your destiny on earth—is played out. This is the bliss in your head, the bliss in your heart. The bliss is that you have the choice to do your life’s journeywork right, half-way, or not at all. 

Let’s start with your special train. You are it. The train is you.

As a human being, you arrived on this colorful cosmic train and its connected cars and cargo. Imagine the train at your port of call: Toronto, Canada; Cork, Ireland; London, England, Mumbai, India; Rio de Janeiro, Brazil; Detroit, Michigan; Tokyo, Japan; or a tiny village in any country anywhere. Your first breath and step is in the seat next to your conductor. The conductor brings your spirit forth and you are seated in front looking through the glass to the tracks bright laid before you. The engine will carry you to all ports of call, all train stops, and through tunnels of love, tunnels of darkness, through cities and country. The engine is your body. Your body moves freely in this engine as the conductor creates steam for you to get here first and then it creates the steam to get you going through all nuances, situations, people, and experiences. The track is long, curvy, and full of stops and starts. Your engine can idle at times or it can move.

You are systematically called a baby, a child of God. Scientifically, however, you are called a human being. For our lifetime, however, the problem is that we don’t understand nor have ever understood what the “being” part means of those two words coupled together. “Human” means the living skin, head, eyes, nose, and ears; a torso, with weird shaped organs that let our food come in one end and go out another; we have arms and joints and hands and fingers; eyes, teeth, nails, fingers, toes, and all of that hair. It is a complex system that begins to live as one when we take our first breath. Our hearts are beating long before we take that breath. Our spirits, or our “beings,” were there long before we took human form. Heaven and earth, after all, aren’t far apart. How cool is that?

In our lives, we naturally come to understand our basic needs. We understand the desires and compulsions that make us inherently similar to each other: eat, sleep, exercise, mate, soul mate and then some of the invisible basics: love, care, compassion, and desire. There are some less desirable yet real emotions: resentment, anger, frustration. We are born, we do those actions and have those thoughts and feelings—we have joy, we have pain, and then we die. Truly it is not meant to be an experience of zero to hundred years that is full of one or the other. Truly it is not meant to be all good or all bad. Truly it is coming to know what it is you are here to do. The answer is very simple. The problem is the wakefulness to our destiny. Are you awake and aware that you are a spirit body in a physical body? An engine that has you and the conductor in the same car. The inner spark that is a singular cell in you carrying the energy of your spirit and your soul. The infinity of it all is marked on the atom. It’s the energy we cannot see. But, it does have form. It has a spiritual form, a soul form that carries your message to the world. You tap, tap, and tap into this message on each blip of the rail that goes by as you look through the train’s slanted glass window, through your eyes, through the vision that places your mighty quest out and onto the world’s stage. 

It is time to tap into this locomotion that is engrained in your being. That place that is full of space and energy and that space that wants to yell out to the world in a Walt Whitman-like way . . . this is your call to yourself, to the world, to the infinite. The universe, or the Holy Spirit, is calling you now. Not on your smartphone. Not on your e-mail. Not in a text. The universe is inside of you. Yes, the universe and all of its knowing and rail maps are inside of you already. Unzip and you will see that the universal over soul is inside your spirit home. It’s where you were before, it is where you are now, and it is where you will be again. Lovely. Just really lovely.

Your direct goal from the big home—spirit home—is to access that part of you that in this life that wants to expand with your message. It can come in an instant like Facebook did. It could be the flash of insight that led Rosa Parks to sit at the front of the bus and change the course of her history and ours. Or, it can come over time, like a recipe for migraines or a recipe for the common ails of the common cold. It could be the cure for Polio or it could be the lecture on Dickinson’s poetry that makes you understand what metaphors can do and what metaphors can teach. An allegory to life. Allegory as a train ride through your years.

In spite of what occurs on your train ride of life, these words are true. 

Your inner sanctuary is the place where your inner Voice resides. This is who you are. This is your altar that is alive and vibrating in you. This Voice is sacred and you must know now that there is a responsibility—a kind of law—that comes with that Voice. Your Voice resounds from your being—your soul, because it is your soul. It is the divine in you and the words that you say, shout, or sing—these words sail into the wind








d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
 d

= 1

-






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png
Bedazzled Ink Publishing Company * Fairfield, California





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





