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  Editor’s Notes:

   

  
    	Kirsten often gives voice to thoughts within the mind. These thoughts are presented in italics rather than within quotation marks.

    	The words “the Course” and the acronym ACIM are used interchangeably throughout this book to refer to A Course in Miracles.

    	Kirsten’s actions or internal notes during the journaling with the Holy Spirit are inside square brackets.
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  A Course in Miracles quotes are referenced using the following system:
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  W: Workbook for Students
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  Example:
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  Kirsten Buxton

   

  Kirsten Buxton has devoted her life to living and demonstrating the teachings of A Course in Miracles. She experiences life as an ebb and flow of inspiring collaborations and inward mystical phases. Kirsten is delighted to be an instrument for the Spirit’s expression of love through inspiring projects, including; overseeing spiritual centers, counseling, and teaching extensively throughout the world. She has also co-developed a multimedia mind training and ministerial program, written songs, performed at music concerts, recorded albums and produced meditation apps and CDs. Her authentic approach to awakening has resulted in a deep, unshakable trust and awareness of the Spirit—this is the gift she offers to everyone she meets. She continues to share her experiences and insights through movie reviews, music, and other writings on her website.

   

  Kirsten lives in spiritual community with David Hoffmeister and other mighty companions devoted to awakening.

   


  Foreword

   

  Deep inside, everyone longs for union, connection, and love. The calling of the heart is for continuity, and an abiding feeling of closeness. The journey to God is the reawakening of the soul, and the sojourn from human love to the oneness of heaven. With God all things are possible, and it is a delight to watch a little willingness given to the spirit transform the mind and result in a forgiven world.

   

  Kirsten and I came together to experience a love that never ends. Our relationship and marriage was given over to the spirit as a means of spiritual awakening, through forgiveness. This holy relationship was our means of turning inward, releasing all thoughts of the past, and all ambitions for the future, to bask content in the present moment. Kirsten recorded the narrative of our lives as a rare glimpse of an accelerated, and often intense, pathway to a love not of this world.

   

  It is the prayer of my heart that this story will bless those who yearn for forgiveness and the remembrance of God's Love. May our experiences speed you along the way that is given, that you may embrace the glad tidings of forgiveness, and experience true love and joy. Our song of gratitude to Jesus and the Holy Spirit is expressed through these pages—touched by the One Who created us whole and complete in love.

   

  Forever in love,

  David Hoffmeister
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  Preface

   

  Born and raised in rural New Zealand, and highly independent from the moment she could walk, Kirsten assumed responsibility for saving the world at a young age. At thirteen, after years as an environmental activist, Kirsten felt depressed and unable to fix or change the world. She gave up and turned to drugs and alcohol as a way to cope.

  Kirsten dropped out of school and rebelled, but this didn’t bring her the freedom she was seeking. Later, she turned towards a career in education in the hope of finding a solution there.

  As a young adult, Kirsten felt a calling that she couldn't put into words. She knew that settling down and leading a normal life would not be enough for her, and she bought a one-way ticket to Europe. Backpacking through many countries where she didn’t speak the language forced her to rely solely on her intuition as her guide. This fulfilled something within her that she had longed for, and practicing yoga and dance opened her mind to a whole new world of spirituality.

  After years of these transformative experiences living abroad, the time came when Kirsten reluctantly returned to New Zealand. Afraid that her expansion could come to a halt, disillusionment and restlessness soon set in. She filled each moment with activity; a new career, friends, mountain biking, and skiing.

  Two years later, Kirsten was inwardly exhausted, yet felt unable to stop. She prayed for help. Alone in the forest she fell from her mountain bike, and life as she knew it came to an end. She was twenty-seven years old. The accident resulted in two broken wrists and a brain injury, chronic fatigue, and migraines. She could no longer manage her own life.

  Kirsten’s accident launched her on a journey of healing through a range of modalities, culminating in a devoted meditation practice of up to eight hours a day. She fell in love with the profound peace that she experienced during meditation, and she soon knew that this presence of peace was the only thing she truly wanted. Her spiritual journey had begun in earnest.

  During meditation Jesus unexpectedly appeared to Kirsten saying, “From now on, I will be your guide.” He said that if she continued to do things her way, she would not heal. However, old habits die hard, and the old pattern of pushing herself resulted in another serious sporting accident. This hit her hard psychologically as she knew she was in danger of killing herself. She fell to her knees and cried out for help. What followed was a revelatory experience—an experience of such intense Divine Love that she immediately gave her life over to God.

  Shortly afterwards, Kirsten was given the book A Course in Miracles (ACIM). Upon opening the book and reading, “... you have no control over the world you made" she had an epiphany—she had always tried to manage her life and her world! T-12.III.9 She knew immediately that this book was the answer to the prayer of her heart, and that she would need to relinquish all control over her life in order to heal.

  Kirsten found studying A Course in Miracles to be pure nourishment for her soul. She felt as though Jesus had written each daily Workbook Lesson just for her—as if the ink was still wet on the page. Her life now took on a profound sense of purpose that was rooted in the present moment, and she experienced for the first time that she was not dependent on the world for her happiness.

  Kirsten had many questions about the nature of life, love, relationships, and truth, and she knew that her work with the Course would reveal the answers. She had no idea what the future held, but for the first time in her life she wasn't afraid of the unknown. What came next was beyond anything Kirsten could have ever imagined!


   

  Sinking into Silence

  Deeper and deeper,

  Enfolded in Your everlasting peace,

  Deepening, deepening, ever deepening,

  Into You, I Am ...

   

  Presence, Peace

  Divine Silence welcomes Allness,

  Being ... Home

  Words dissolve

  The world has gone

   

  Deeper and deeper into Silence I come

  You called, I called,

  You heard, I came

  United in Love, We are.

   

   

   

   


  Chapter One

  Meeting a Mystic

   

  Spring/Summer/Fall/Winter 2004

   

  “This world you seem to live in is not home to you. And somewhere in your mind you know that this is true. A memory of home keeps haunting you, as if there were a place that called you to return, although you do not recognize the voice, nor what it is the voice reminds you of.” W-182.1

   

  Surrender

   

  I fell to my knees and cried out for help. I’d been knocked unconscious twice within eighteen months, and both “accidents” had happened just as I’d had the thought, “I don’t want to be here.” I knew that if I didn’t give my life over completely, I was going to kill myself. Literally.

  What happened next changed my life completely. I had a direct experience of God’s Love that is almost impossible to convey. What I can say, is that on my knees I found myself shaking and crying, feeling an indescribable love radiating throughout my entire being. It was unlike anything I had experienced before and had nothing to do with anything of this world. It was so whole and pure, deep, and breathtaking, that my life was changed forever.

  I knew that I was loved beyond anything I had ever understood. I knew that this love, this huge presence of majesty and grace, was behind everything, aware of everything, loving me always. In this recognition, my life was given over. Never again could I pretend to know my own best interests unless I was in direct contact with this awareness. I felt, for the first time in my life, that I could relax and trust that the Spirit was in charge.

   

  The Journey Begins

   

  Seven months later I was invited to dinner to meet David Hoffmeister, an American mystic. I had never met David and knew almost nothing about him. Recently I had watched him on a DVD where he was walking into a canyon, talking about the present moment. He was a vibrant, blue-eyed man in his forties; he appeared very peaceful and happy, as if he were having a mystical experience.

  As I was getting ready, I felt butterflies in my stomach, as if I were going on a date. How surprising! Suddenly I remembered that whilst watching David on the DVD, I’d heard the Spirit say, “This is your life partner!” What is happening? I wondered. I didn’t know what to make of this, and I didn’t dare tell anyone. I was so shocked at the enormity and unexpectedness of this message that I had pushed it out of awareness immediately.

  At dinner that night were my parents, Jackie and Roger, and their friends, Mia and Lars, and David and I. Jackie and Mia had been A Course in Miracles (ACIM) students for two years and had gone as far as they could with their current study group and had searched online for someone who was living the Course. They were thrilled when they found David and he accepted their invitation to come to New Zealand.

  The night was so much fun. Roger and Lars, Jackie’s and Mia’s husbands, took turns making light of the few Course principles they had picked up, making sure we were all well aware that they were the ones who had provided the credit card for David’s plane ticket and the meal—not God. Jackie and Mia had their hands full trying to redirect the conversation back to sincere spiritual questioning. I watched as David had a wonderful time, his blue eyes sparkling with delight. It seemed that he had nothing to prove, and his humble presence and graciousness were compelling. His joyful Spirit could handle anything from any angle, and use it as a means to connect. From motorbikes and tennis, to private thoughts and husband and wife dynamics, it all became a swirling, joyous conversation.

   

  A Surprising New Direction

   

  Two days after dinner, Jackie and I drove to Mia’s house for a weekend retreat with David. I went to my room to settle in and sat on my bed to meditate. David walked past my room, appearing so ordinary, in his shorts, sandals and polo shirt. He felt like a big, soft, presence of love. I found myself inviting him to join me. “I’d love to!” he replied, and together we sank into a beautiful, peaceful meditation.

  The Spirit poured through David as he spoke that night and throughout the weekend. As I was still recovering from two head injuries, I often had my eyes closed as I listened. At times I curled up on the floor on some cushions. It was a miracle that I could stay in the gatherings all day since my energy levels were usually exhausted by early afternoon. But in this gentle, vibrant energy of the Spirit I felt nourished by every word that David spoke. This felt very deep for me. I realized that most of the exhaustion I usually felt was actually because I was tired of the world; I could only handle being aware of it for so long. But when listening to David, I felt that what was coming towards me was loving and supportive for my mind and soul. For the first time in eighteen months I had real hope that the head injury symptoms that seemed to dominate my life were temporary. I knew that this shift was directly connected to the purpose of awakening.

  I had been studying ACIM with Jackie and Mia for six months at this point, and when this retreat was over I intended to take my newly found mind training tool, and go back to my beloved alpine village of Wanaka. This place was my idea of heaven on earth and I was going to live there happily ever after. Or so I thought!

  During a break, one of the participants asked me out of the blue if I was going to the Peace House with David. I replied, “No, I’m here for the retreat, and then I’ll be going back down to the South Island.” A little while later, someone else asked me the same question, and again I replied, “No.” A third person came up to me and asked if I would be going to America with David! I said, “Not that I’m aware, but I’m open to that possibility.” When the fourth person asked me, I said, “I may be.” When the fifth person asked me, I said, “Yes!”

  I told Jackie about the people coming up to me, and together we went to share the news with David. His response was, “Wonderful!” He told us that Kathy, his secretary of five years, had recently left the ministry to get married, and the young couple who’d lived with him for some time had moved to Canada. The Peace House was left with only David and the cats, Angel and Tripod. Since the cats didn’t do a lot of secretarial work, David thought it would be wonderful to have me come and stay for three months as a volunteer.

  My body had felt cold for about five years, especially my fingers and toes. By the second day of the retreat I found that my whole being was flooded with warmth. It felt like an inner furnace had been turned on. I was a little embarrassed to find myself heading to the bathroom every couple of hours to splash myself with cold water!

  Recently I had shared with my family that I wanted to experience a love that couldn’t come to an end. Jackie, being a Course student, quietly beamed in recognition of what I was beginning to realize—that I wanted a “holy relationship”—the love that I wanted was God’s.

  One morning while David was teaching, I thought I saw a wedding ring on his finger. I was a little surprised, but didn’t say anything to anyone. During the session a participant asked him if he would ever get married. He replied that he was very open to the Spirit’s plan, however that may unfold. The next day I noticed that David was no longer wearing the ring, and I asked Jackie why he would wear a wedding ring for just one day. She gave me a quizzical look and told me that he hadn’t been wearing a ring at all.

  The Spirit had already told me that David was going to be my life-partner. I interpreted the ring I had seen on his finger to be a vision telling me that we were to be married. Marrying someone who traveled around talking about God was certainly not the direction that I had planned for my life, and I found myself too taken aback by it all to say anything.

  For the next few days, every time David spoke about marriage I could have sworn he was speaking directly to me, although I had my eyes closed most of the time, so I couldn’t actually see who he was looking at. My whole being responded to this unmistakable presence of love. I recognized that it was coming from the same source that had radiated through my soul when I had fallen to my knees in surrender. Awareness of this presence was all that I wanted. I didn’t know what any of it meant, so I simply basked in the warmth.

   

  The Peace House

   

  The following six weeks were like a fast flowing river. I returned to Wanaka, packed up my belongings and garaged my car at a friend’s house. I flew to Cincinnati, where David picked me up at the airport. We drove to the Peace House—a quaint, green, “gingerbread house” from the 1860’s set in a quiet, inner-city neighborhood. Inside it was simple, clean and welcoming. As we walked into the living room—appropriately called the sanctuary—it felt as if we had entered a chapel. David told me that I could choose any room as my own. There were two bedrooms downstairs. As we walked past the staircase leading up to two more bedrooms, one of which was David’s, I heard the Spirit say, “Take your bags up to David’s room.” I was shocked! My response to this guidance was, I’m not that kind of girl! David, of course, didn’t hear a word of this internal dialogue. I walked straight past the staircase and checked out the two rooms downstairs!

  And thus my Goldilocks experience began. I tried the coziest room downstairs, but I just couldn’t sleep; I was awake all night. I blamed it on the furnace which was, after all, very noisy. The second night I also couldn’t sleep. I tried the bed in the other downstairs room for a couple of hours, but I couldn’t settle in there either. The third night I went to the couch in the sanctuary, assuming that I was so exhausted by this point that surely I would sleep. But I couldn’t.

  By the fourth day, I was wrecked. Still recovering from head injuries, sleep was very important to me. Three nights without any sleep was a major problem. I told David I didn’t know why I couldn’t sleep and asked if he would turn off the furnace. David checked the weather and discovered that there was a blizzard on its way. Turning the furnace off was not an option because the pipes would freeze—and, after all, it was the middle of winter. He said that if I wanted to, I could share the huge king-sized mattress on the floor in his room.

  Usually I didn’t sleep very well with someone else in the bed, so I thought the chances of me being able to sleep with David were very low. But that night I curled up in his bed, and slept soundly. It was as if I had landed in the most peaceful place in the world. My mind was able to rest, still and silent. There was no doubt that this was where I was meant to be.


  Chapter Two

  Heart of Service

   

  Winter 2004–2005

   

  “Do you want freedom of the body or of the mind? For both you cannot have. Which do you value? Which is your goal? For one you see as means; the other, end.” T-22.VI.1

   

  “Be not disturbed at all to think how He can change the role of means and end so easily in what God loves, and would have free forever. But be you rather grateful that you can be the means to serve His end. This is the only service that leads to freedom.” T-22.VI.3

   

  “This holy relationship, lovely in its innocence, mighty in strength, and blazing with a light far brighter than the sun that lights the sky you see, is chosen of your Father as a means for His Own plan. Be thankful that it serves yours not at all. Nothing entrusted to it can be misused, and nothing given it but will be used. This holy relationship has the power to heal all pain, regardless of its form.” T-22.VI.4

   

  Serving God

   

  Over the coming week as I rested, I watched David closely. He just didn’t seem human! After a few days I realized that what I was seeing was someone who had given himself over so fully to being of service to God that he was being used to maximum potential. He was awake at three a.m., typing away with his two index fingers in the quiet hours while the world was asleep. Hours later I would watch him put on one hat after another, playing all of the roles that it usually takes an entire spiritual community to fulfill.

  He counseled in joy for hours on the phone, answered emails, shared inspirational posts on his Yahoo mailing list, and responded to invitations for gatherings. He also worked on websites, opened the mail, fulfilled requests for CDs, banked checks, cleaned and fueled the car, made dinner, took out the trash, fed the cats, cleaned the litter box and cleared the snow from the path.

  Soon I found myself being drawn to help. It was impossible not to. David was serving God, and I could feel the purpose behind each action. I could feel that there was no personal motivation behind any of it. As I watched, it all looked so involuntary—the way he suddenly disengaged from emails and moved towards an outing, or stood up from the table and moved back upstairs. I could feel that he was following the Spirit’s movement from within. As soon as I began to offer myself to being of service—even in simple ways like tending to the cats and making tea—I felt immense joy in my heart from being of service to God.

  The more I supported David by handling practical tasks, the more he was freed up for counseling calls and emails, which inspired me and drew me into a deeper experience of serving God. I felt an overwhelming sense of gratitude. Even though David shone in recognition and sometimes thanked me, the gratitude I was feeling was coming from deep within my own heart. My whole life, I had wanted to know where I was meant to be, and what I was meant to be doing. The prayer of my heart was finally being answered.

   

  Siestas

   

  Every afternoon I began to get tired, and by two p.m. I was ready for a nap. David loved the idea of siestas—especially as he woke with the Spirit at three a.m. each morning to do his emails—and we fell into the routine of meeting in the sanctuary for meditation each afternoon. I had never experienced such deep meditation so easily. At times I felt as if I were falling. One time I called out to Jesus, feeling like it would be the end of something—me, perhaps. In the quiet of my mind I heard Jesus saying, “Keep letting go. I’m here.” So I continued to allow the falling, the total letting go of everything. I usually ended up lying down after about an hour, and falling into a restful sleep. Sometimes we relocated back upstairs to lay down, where I curled up in David’s arms and sank into a deep place. I had never allowed myself to drool on anyone before. Instead of feeling embarrassed, I was delighted at how completely comfortable I felt. My priorities were changing, and my ideas of being “perfect” were coming undone.

  After a couple of weeks I was still sleeping soundly in David’s bed, but keeping my clothes in the bedroom downstairs and using the downstairs shower. I started to feel split from living upstairs but having my things downstairs. I felt the strain of not accepting what was becoming obvious—I was being guided in the direction of an intimate relationship with David by an unseen and indefinable attraction. I couldn’t define exactly what the relationship was since I didn’t have any past relationships that it could be compared to, or any boxes within which it would fit. It was not that of secretary-employer, girlfriend-boyfriend, or student-teacher. It was so much more than anything that words could describe.

  Yet part of my mind was in resistance, insisting that it wasn’t a relationship. However, one item of clothing at a time, I began taking my things upstairs and putting them in David’s wardrobe. I silently insisted on leaving my toothbrush downstairs until the very last—as a kind of subtle, silent, protest against intimacy. I don’t believe David was ever aware of that!

  I still had not told anybody about the vision of the ring I’d seen on David’s finger that day, or the message I’d heard about David being my life partner. Although it occasionally felt like I was keeping a secret, I rationalized to myself that it didn’t make any difference because I would still be doing exactly what I was doing anyway.

   

  Healthy Food Thoughts

   

  I went with David to the local grocery store and found myself in the peanut butter aisle. Although I’d loosened up somewhat from my phase of taking considerable time preparing organic, healthy meals, I still definitely preferred “healthy” to “unhealthy” food. We had already been through the fresh produce area and had gone straight past the tiny organic section without stopping. I assumed that David probably didn’t believe in either organic food or pesticides as being causative. I was willing to align with this higher awareness and go beyond purchasing food based on these thoughts.

  But while David was getting cereal, I went ahead alone to the peanut butter aisle. Before I knew what was happening, I found myself reading the label on the jar, aghast to find a long list of ingredients. There were nine ingredients! In peanut butter! I grabbed a different brand, and it was the same. I began to read the ingredients and although peanuts, salt, and oil were recognizable—and clearly meant to be there—there were a number of ingredients that didn’t sound like food at all, as well as high-fructose corn syrup.

  I put the peanut butter back on the shelf and moved along to the jelly section. I checked out the label and again ... high-fructose corn syrup! My mind went into overdrive: Why is there corn in everything? Is this why so many Americans are overweight? What is with all of these cheap filler ingredients? Why don’t Americans question such things? New Zealanders wouldn’t stand for this!

  I would eventually learn that the fear-based thoughts I had around food—such as fatty foods are bad for the heart and organic food is good for the body—were all, deep down, a fear of death. I would come to realize that these thoughts were not of God and needed to be released. At the time, however, I just felt paralyzed, unable to choose. Then, thank God, David walked down the aisle.

  “David,” I asked, “Which brand do you usually get? I’m getting hooked on labels and ingredients, and my mind is going crazy!” He smiled softly and reached out to select a jar of jelly and a container of peanut butter, and we moved on. His very presence was a reminder of the truth, and I redirected my trust and the direction of my thinking to the Spirit. I had a long way to go regarding my food beliefs and grocery shopping. Without mind-watching, my thoughts were sending me off into conspiracy theories, whilst reinforcing a proud patriotic stance!

   

  The Spirit and the Bathroom

   

  Since the age of nineteen, I had worn my hair very short, dyed black, and styled with gel. There was never a stray eyebrow or facial hair to be seen, and my underarms and legs were always clean-shaven. At the Peace House, I was acutely aware of when the next eyebrow hair appeared, but I tried to appear casual and relaxed about my image. After all, I was not meant to care about a self-concept!

  One day, as I was shaving my legs in the shower, I stopped to ask myself why? It was winter! No-one would see them, and David certainly did not care about such things. I laughed out loud at the thought of shaving my legs for David! And then I realized that I actually wanted to be at my desk, replying to a counseling email, and instead I was taking time to shave my legs—which was utterly pointless! I put the razor down and got straight on with where my heart was calling me to be. That was when it dawned on me that asking for guidance was about to go much deeper. There was a lot that I was still doing out of habit, based on assumptions that I had made up along the way in life.

  In prayer later I could feel the fear of daring to invite the Spirit into every part of my life. I had never even considered inviting the Spirit into this area. I saw the fear thoughts arise: What if I’m guided to not take care of my body at all? Will it just be neglected? The thoughts led to a feeling of dread. I realized that I didn’t want to share this with David—if I did, I might have to go through with giving over control—and that was scary.

  After allowing these thoughts to roll through my mind, my thoughts turned towards David. Although he brushed his teeth often and showered every day, I knew in my heart that he didn’t actually care about the body, and I was surprised to find that I was angry at him for this. I wanted him to care about it! I could feel that I was projecting my fear onto him, and the attack thoughts in my mind started to justify my stance of being separate from him. The longer I allowed the thoughts the worse I felt, so I shared my realizations with David. I felt a depth coming back into my awareness again, a falling back into the deep love that was the purpose of our relationship in God.

  Over the following month, I watched my mind and practiced listening to the Spirit. I asked before automatically going through the motions of daily body care. I was relieved to find that I was guided to brush my teeth as usual and to shower every day. The difference was that I was in a loving, listening state of awareness when I did so. My first priority was being with God in prayer. I was often guided to answer emails first and leave the showering and body care until later in the day, rather than doing them in a disconnected, automatic, get-it-done state of mind.

  Upon reflection, I recognized that whenever I listened to the ego, I experienced a subtle feeling of sacrifice. But I was learning that the only thing being sacrificed was my peace of mind! Inviting the Spirit in was the total opposite of sacrifice!

   

  Recycling with the Spirit or the Ego?

   

  One day I was feeling stressed; I was beginning to feel resentful about how much cleaning and other work I had to do. After doing the breakfast dishes, I started to wash the cat food tins. David walked into the kitchen right at that moment. He said there was no need to wash the tins, they could go straight into the trash.

  As an avid recycler and saver of the planet for more than twenty years, I balked at the idea of not recycling the tins. I started to protest that it was okay, that I could do it. David went immediately to the heart of the matter. Before I knew it, I was receiving a whole teaching on the unreality of the world. David reminded me that the world was made out of hate as a hiding place where God could enter not. He explained that trying to save what was made out of hate was the ego’s purpose.

  I was unreceptive, and found myself defending against accepting the lesson. In that moment I couldn’t see that David was freeing me from performing tasks that were not for the purpose of awakening, and were therefore just another way to maintain my self-concept of being a good caretaker of the world. Core beliefs that I had held my whole life were rubbing up against the Spirit’s flow.

  I had to admit that I didn’t want to wash out the small, smelly and awkward cat food tins, but I could feel the grip in my mind of what it meant to let this go. I had poured a lot of energy into saving the world! Although I was no longer an activist, the beliefs were certainly still in my mind. I felt quietly righteous—I was a good person who recycled everything and was extremely mindful about resources such as electricity and water.

  I felt resentment towards David—both because he didn’t care and because I was being asked to not care. However, I continued to align my mind with the teachings that I recognized as being the truth. Wow! It was one thing to read them in the Course, but another thing entirely to transfer them to daily life. My resistance started to fall away, and David immediately reflected my openness by saying that we could certainly recycle the large items since they could easily be put in the recycle bins.

  David reminded me, “You are not here to work for an organization; everything is here to support us.” I would hear this from David whenever the “doer” came up in my awareness and I was taken over by the ego’s push to work for any purpose other than forgiveness and love. David reminded me often that the world was a reflection of our mind and could now serve a glorious purpose.


  

  Chapter Three

  Yes, I Will Marry You!

   

  Winter/Spring 2005

   

  “The light that joins you and your brother shines throughout the universe, and because it joins you and him, so it makes you and him one with your Creator. ... What teaches you that you cannot separate denies the ego. Let truth decide if you and your brother be different or the same, and teach you which is true.” T-22.VI.15

   

  Yes!

   

  The word “marriage” kept coming to my mind. In a typical, worldly sense of the concept of marriage, I didn’t know what it would mean to marry David. But in another sense I knew exactly what it would mean. Saying yes to marrying David would be a symbol of a deep, lifelong commitment to God. It would mean saying yes to leaving the past, yes to living wherever the Spirit sent me, yes to accepting that David’s Calling was also my own, and yes to not leaving. I thought I’d said yes to God before, but with the thought of this total commitment, I could feel fear rising in me; it felt as if saying yes was a brand-new decision to make. I knew that by joining with one who was clearer than me, the little “I” would not be able to hide. This brought up every thought of sacrifice imaginable. I simply had no box to put the concept of marriage into.

  As I sat on the sofa in the Sanctuary of the Peace House I dared to ask myself the question, Am I to marry David? I felt the answer immediately—it was a joyful, love-filled Yes! A few minutes later, David walked into the room and sat on the other sofa, facing me. Although he had never directly asked me, I looked up and softly said, “Yes, I will marry you.” To which David exclaimed, “That is wonderful!” as he shone with happiness. In that moment, I sensed that this arranged marriage was not only for my awakening, but would be a blessing to many. It felt holy, and I knew that many, many miracles would come from it.

   

  Partnership and Clothes

   

  Because my relationship with David felt so different to anything else I had experienced, it took a while for the idea that David and I were a couple to enter my mind. When it did, though, the projections onto David’s image started. First, I noticed his clothes. I was as yet unwilling to admit that beneath my façade of “not really caring,” I had definite ideas of what was attractive and what wasn’t. David didn’t appear to have a style, but it was far worse than that. I had watched a few teaching videos in which he was wearing what appeared to be a large women’s apricot-colored tracksuit.

  Oh, my God! I thought, What am I doing? The ego reared up in my mind, telling me point-blank that this could not be my life. How could I possibly be in a relationship with a man who wore a large women’s apricot tracksuit?!!!

  Thoughts of my father, Roger, entered my mind. If he called now and asked how I was, I wouldn’t know how to answer him. If he asked if I were happy, I would have to lie. The golden glow of the miracle was fading from my awareness; instead, I felt the intensity of a split mind. I was experiencing a lot of healing, but the voice of the ego was persistent: This is not what I would choose, so what am I doing? Am I being manipulated? If I would lie to my family—those who know me better than anyone else in the world—then this is outright wrong.

  I felt a darkness and tension filling my mind and body and, for the first time, I found myself feeling distant from David. But still, I didn’t voice my feelings to him. Instead, I tried to ignore the judgmental thoughts, hoping they would go away, but they didn’t. Before long, I noticed that my love for David had completely dropped. I knew I had to tell him that I didn’t like his clothes. I felt scared because I didn’t know what would happen. It could be that he would send me home.

  Finally, I got up the courage to share my thoughts. His immediate response was one of happiness! “You can go through the wardrobe and clear out everything you don’t like! All of my clothes have been donated, and I don’t wear a lot of them, so that would be wonderful!” The love came back instantly! The next day I happily cleared out six full bags of donated clothing.

  A few days later I was still having judgmental thoughts about David’s clothes, and again I shared my thoughts with him. Once more, it felt like I was taking a huge risk. I felt like I was exposing the worst of myself, the very part that I would not want him, or anyone else, to know existed. However, I took the risk and told him that I still didn’t like his clothes. I shared that they affected the way I felt about him. His response? “Think of me as a Ken doll. You can dress the Ken doll.” He looked delighted at the thought of being taken shopping! Oh, my. I just couldn’t believe how wrong I had been about what might happen to our relationship if I was totally honest.

  Expressing my thoughts was clearly part of the healing. I learned that hiding my thoughts led me to feeling separate not only from David, but from the gift the Spirit was offering through him. However, when I exposed my private thoughts, the miracle was always waiting for me on the other side. I would experience this many, many times throughout the following years.

   

  First Road Trip

   

  I had been at the Peace House for about six weeks when I joined David on my first road trip. David loved getting in his car and going wherever he was invited to hold Course gatherings and shine his light. A string of invitations were going to take us south from Cincinnati to Florida and back. Our first stop was at the Oasis Institute in Knoxville, Tennessee, where we were warmly greeted by our hosts, Steven and Susan.

  At the front of the room were two chairs. I was directed to one of the chairs, and a microphone was put in front of me. I felt shivery and exposed, and as I shuffled around trying to get comfortable, I bumped the microphone a couple of times. When it was my turn to speak, I shared that I felt nervous, and since I was so new to the Course, I didn’t think I would have anything of value to say.

  The audience showered me in love, calling out with their southern accents, “Oh sweetie, don’t be scared of us, we love you!” My fear melted away in an instant. I found myself sharing the transformational experiences that I was going through, which perfectly matched up with the high metaphysical teachings that were pouring through David. I felt like I was being used as a bridge—describing in simple, practical terms exactly what the Course teachings meant.

  Afterwards a number of participants gave me love-filled hugs. They expressed their gratitude for my sharing, and I realized my function was simply to be honest and authentic, and to speak directly from my own experience.

   

  The “I Know” Mind

   

  On the drive to Knoxville the car had been making a strange sound. It was much like a honking goose, and I observed that it seemed to be happening every time we reached a speed of about seventy miles an hour. My mind had been going through the possibilities of what the problem could be, when after the day’s drive the check-engine light came on. My “I know” mind went immediately into full swing. As we arrived at our destination I got under the hood, saying, “My dad taught me about cars. We need to check the oil.” We checked the oil, and I found the problem—the oil was below empty. I saw my thoughts: This is what happens when a mystic who doesn’t care about the world owns a car. David is inattentive. Looking after the vehicle is important.

  The “I know” mind is the part of the mind that thinks it knows something about this world. It speaks first and with confidence about what it knows to be true. Its “facts” are always based on past experience in the world, rather than a present connection with the Spirit. Actually, its purpose for communicating these facts is to maintain itself as an identity apart from God.

  Since I didn’t feel we should drive the car any further without oil, we left it outside the Institute that night and went home with our hosts after the gathering. Back at the Institute the following morning I was under the hood with enough oil to fill the empty tank. David went inside to talk with our hosts. Diligently, I checked the oil level again, and again saw that it was almost out. I began pouring in oil but after adding a very small amount, I had a strong feeling to check the oil level again. I was shocked to see that the oil was over-full!

  Perplexed, I stepped back. When David came outside, he saw the look on my face, and he spoke one sentence, “It’s the ‘I know’ mind!” I still insisted that we stop and have a mechanic check out the car because something was definitely not right. We stopped on the way out of town, and a mechanic put his head under the hood and checked things out. With a big smile, he announced that there was absolutely nothing wrong with the car. I was humbled.

  We continued on our road trip, and David told me that the check-engine light signified the need to check the mind. On our travels there were many more “undoings” for me and what I thought I knew. On our way back to the Peace House, the check-engine light turned off for no apparent reason, and we burst into laughter, fully embracing the lesson!

  The experience of an open mind—a mind that constantly turns to the Spirit for guidance and direction in all matters—is the goal of all learning. The living experience of an innocent mind that no longer pretends to know anything is pure delight! And in this defenseless mind, God is made welcome.

   

  Vows

   

  We continued down towards Florida, where we had a gathering and a dinner with a group of new ACIM friends. We were sharing our marriage guidance with everyone, and a woman asked, “Will it be a real marriage?” I asked what she meant by a “real marriage.” She asked, “Will you have vows?” David and I smiled knowingly at each other—we hadn’t received guidance to have vows.

  David shared our guidance that a legal marriage was not necessary as this involved the government, whereas the purpose of our relationship was a deep commitment to the Spirit. A legal contract felt completely out of alignment with this deep purpose.

  “If I had vows,” I said as I looked at David, not knowing what I was going to say next but feeling something beautiful coming, “They would be ‘I love you now’, and ‘I trust you.’” We smiled. The vows felt very deep and perfectly in alignment with the marriage—holy, joyful, and new! What else could there be to say?

   

  Rings

   

  One afternoon, during a restful few days in Florida, David said he felt guided to get a wedding ring. I felt a familiar deep fear arise, the same fear that arose when it was time to let go of the past in some way. It was a fear that didn’t make sense logically. It was clearly the ego’s fear of being exposed and undone. It felt like the fear of death, which I later learned was actually the fear of love. The ego is “killed” by love in the sense that when the light comes, the darkness disappears—it is literally dissolved in the light. Although I had said yes to being married, wearing rings was a “public” step and one from which the ego couldn’t hide. It should have been a moment of celebration, but for the undoing of the ego, it was a moment of terror!
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