
Mar/April 2014 
 

Impeccably on the Path  

 
DR. KEN WAPNICK 

THE FIRST TEACHER OF A COURSE IN MIRACLES 

February 22, 1942 – December 27, 2013 

by Jon Mundy, Ph.D. 
  

  

December 27
th

, 2013. He was only 71. He would have been 72 on February 22, George 

Washington’s Birthday.  

  

Our sympathies and condolences go to his wife, Gloria, and to the staff at the Foundation for 

A Course in Miracles who worked so closely with Ken: Rosemarie LoSasso, Jeff Seibert, Loral 

Reeves, and Elizabeth Schmidt (Ken’s Secretary), also, to Judy Whitson (Ken’s ―appointed 

sister‖) and her husband Wit of the Foundation for Inner Peace. Ken had around him folks who 

are very bright, very loving and deeply committed to the Course. Ken had literally thousands of 

friends. We are all saddened by his sudden loss. We will miss his friendly smile, his hugs and his 

incredible wealth of love and knowledge.  

  

The Foundation for A Course in Miracles decided not to hold a public memorial service, as 

it would not be in keeping with Ken’s wishes. On several occasions Ken was asked if he would 

write his autobiography, and he always responded with, ―It’s not about me.‖  

  

I can’t let Ken’s leaving go without notice because his whole life was a lesson, a sermon, 

and a story worthy of being shared. He was here to teach us A Course in Miracles, and his life 

was a teaching as much as his words. Who he was cannot be ignored. He was like Jesus – a 

shining example of what it means to live a life dedicated to the truth.  

  

Ken was perhaps the most prolific person on the planet. He wrote 34 books. That’s more 

than one book per year, starting with The Glossary Index in 1982. He produced 179 CDs (many 

of them lengthy albums), 75 DVDs and countless YouTube productions, and he gave thousands 

of talks. Nearly every lecture was recorded.  Many of them were transcribed, edited and turned 

into books. To top it off, along with Bill Whitson, Ken supervised every translation of the Course 

– some 25 different editions. Three more will be published this year.  

  

I met Ken in April 1975 when Helen Schucman (whom I met in 1973) decided it was time to 

sit me down and tell me about A Course in Miracles. It happened in Ken’s spartan little studio 

apartment on East 17
th

 Street in New York City. Ken deliberately got the apartment on East 17
th

 

catty-corner from Helen’s apartment building in order to make it easy for them to work together.  

  

Ken’s Apartment 
Prior to his meeting Helen and Dr. Bill Thetford, Ken was preparing to go off to live in a 

Christian monastery in Israel. I looked around Ken’s little apartment. There were no electronics, 



no television, no ―what-nots‖ —nothing unessential. There were a few nice pictures, but that was 

about it. In the bathroom there was ―a‖ towel and ―a‖ toothbrush; in the kitchen, ―a‖ kettle and 

―a‖ pot for tea. At his desk there was a typewriter, and on the side of the desk a stack of black 

―thesis type‖ notebooks containing the manuscript of A Course in Miracles. 

  

There was one unusual thing: Across from the daybed where Helen sat was a tall, plain door 

Ken had painted black with the word Elohim, (the name for God in Hebrew) in gold letters, with 

a gold five-pointed star below the word. A star, in the Course, symbolizes the Light of Christ. 

Apparently, neither Helen nor her husband,  Louis, wanted this black monument in their 

apartment. In front of the door there was an altar with candles and a Bible. Here Ken and Helen 

would often sit and pray together.  

  

Once they realized that their relationship would be ongoing, Bill and Helen helped Ken get a 

position as a psychologist at Columbia University. Thus Ken was with Helen almost every day; 

and since they both worked at Columbia, Helen and Ken were able to commute to work together.  

  

Ken as a Therapist 
According to the Course, all therapy is psychotherapy because all illness is mental illness. 

Ken was an excellent therapist. He could help you see things more clearly. He was always 

sympathetic, kind and non-judgmental. Yet there was about Ken, as well, a kind of directness, 

and an ability to give advice that you knew was on target even if your ego resisted it. Ken was 

not the kind of person you would argue with, as you knew he was right. Whenever I ignored his 

or Helen’s advice, I always found out later that they had been correct.  

 

        I walked home the night of that first meeting with Ken carrying the manuscript of The 

Psychotherapy Pamphlet under my arm, thinking that probably the most important thing that had 

ever happened to me had just happened. I had no idea what it was.  

  

It was decided at the end of that first meeting that Ken and I would get together for further 

discussion. We would meet at my office-apartment at General Theological Seminary (between 

West 20th and 21st Streets in NYC) where I lived from 1971 to 1977, while I was doing graduate 

studies and teaching at The New School University. We began these discussions simply by 

talking about our individual spiritual journeys. I was not sure why we were having these 

conversations. It seemed as if we were supposed to, so we did. As these discussions progressed, I 

came to see Ken as my older brother and an ever wise advisor. 

  

It was interesting to watch Ken’s progression from the tiny studio apartment in NYC to 

Gloria’s parent’s house in Ardsley, New York, to the larger facility in Crompond, New York, to 

the 90-acre retreat center on Tennanah Lake near Roscoe, New York, and finally to the Teaching 

Center in Temecula, California. 

  

     Six weeks after Helen introduced me to the Course, she met Judy Whitson. Judy and I 

had already been friends for years. We were both members of the American Society for 

Psychical Research in NYC, and we were both teaching at NYU School of Continuing 

Education. One of the first things Judy did was to see to the Xeroxing of several copies of the 

Course so we were able to do an early pre-publication reading.  



  

Encouraged by Judy’s enthusiasm, Ken’s deep commitment, and more than anything just 

reading the Course itself, I soon realized that the Course was what is referred to in mystical 

literature as the ―Philosopher’s Stone,‖ a clear path to perfect oneness, and thus, perfect 

happiness and eternal life. 

  

A party was held at Judy’s apartment at 81
st
 and Central Park West in NYC in June 1976 

upon the publication of the Course. There Helen handed me my first printed edition and said, ―I 

think you’re supposed to teach this.‖ After the Course was published, I began sponsoring 

workshops with Ken as the leader in New York City, in Westchester County, and at my church 

in Orange County, New York.  

  

I had always wanted to own a retreat center, and in 1977 I found a completely secluded 

home on 2.5 acres, 1,000 feet from a main road called High Rock Spring in Katonah, New York. 

It looked perfect, yet Helen had reservations about my being able to use the place as I had 

hoped.  I had already put a binder down on it.  I ignored Helen’s misgivings. Strangely enough, 

this was one time when Bill stepped in and told Helen to leave me alone – that he felt everything 

would work out.  

  

Sure enough, with the first workshop I put together I got a cease and desist order from the 

zoning board. As it turned out Helen and Bill were both right. Although I could not use the place 

as a ―real‖ retreat center, it was not illegal to have Course study groups in my home, and a large 

Course community developed around High Rock. For several years, I quietly sponsored 

workshops there with Ken and other favorite leaders like Michael Harner, John Lilly, and Stan 

Groff. The workshops were usually done on Memorial and Labor Day weekends, when it did not 

seem unusual that many cars would be coming and going.  

  

The First Conference on the Course was held at the Barbizon Plaza on May 13, 1978. Ken 

was the keynote speaker. Bill Thetford, Judy Whitson, Jerry Jampolsky, Bruce Gregory, Joe 

Janis, and I were there as speakers as well.  

 

Though she only lived a short distance away, Helen was not there. Helen wrote down the 

Course; She knew what it said. However, Helen never wanted to be on stage, and she only talked 

about the Course a few times in very small groups. She also did not like people gathering around 

her. Helen did what she was asked to do; she wrote it down.  Ken told us what it said; Judy saw 

to its publication, translation and distribution.  I did what I could, during those early years, to set 

up speaking opportunities for Ken.  

  

In 1979 the Foundation for Religion and Mental Health in Briarcliff, New York, asked me to 

produce a series of Saturday seminars for them with leaders in the field of psychotherapy and 

spirituality. I organized one weekend with Ken as the keynote speaker. Gloria was there. 

Although I had seen Gloria at an earlier event, this was the first time I noticed Ken and Gloria 

―making eyes,‖ at each other and I thought, “Oh boy, something wonderful is going on here.” 

The next year they were married in a private ceremony. Ken was so in love with Gloria. Once, 

when we were going out to lunch in Temecula, I remember his running ahead so he could open 

the car door for Gloria. How many men do that? 



  

Gloria’s parents loved Ken; Gloria’s Catholic mother thought he was an embodiment of 

Jesus. She would regularly ask him to lay his hands on her so she could receive healing energy 

from him. Ken humored her in this because she ―believed‖ in it, and if it made her feel better, 

well then, so much the better. He did not think his hands had any particular power – he knew it 

was all in her mind – and that was all that mattered. 

  

  Ken’s dedication, diligence, and downright doggedness were astonishing. Ken slept from 

10 p.m. till 4 a.m. each day. He was up working while many of us were still dreaming. He had an 

amazing ability to focus and indefatigable energy. I went to see him at Gloria’s house in Ardsley 

in 1981, and he showed me the work he was doing on the Glossary-Index for the Course. In an 

age before personal computers, he had it all laid out in boxes on 3 x 5 cards.  

  

Good Friday in Central Valley 
Once during the early 1980’s I brought Ken to speak at the church where I was then pastor 

in Central Valley, New York, for a joint church community-wide Good Friday service. There he 

gave a talk on the true meaning of the crucifixion which gave many people a whole new way of 

thinking about forgiveness. Although everyone liked Ken, I’m not sure that everyone understood 

what he was saying.  

  

It was said of a certain ―washer woman‖ who regularly attended Ralph Waldo Emerson’s 

lectures that, while she did not always understand what he was saying, she knew he was speaking 

the truth. It was that way for many with Ken. Whether or not you understood the depth of what 

he said, you still knew that he was talking about the Truth. 

  

Ken was truly a Renaissance man. He was a musician who loved classical music and opera. 

He enjoyed studying the lives of the most famous composers and conductors and often 

referenced them in his talks including Beethoven,   Mozart and so many more. Always self-

depreciating, he would joke about how bad he was on the clarinet. Yet his fingers knew where 

they should go, and although not a virtuoso, he was in fact quite good. 

  

Ken, like Helen, loved Shakespeare, and he often used one of Shakespeare’s plays to 

illustrate concepts from the Course. After all, Shakespeare knew that ―all the world’s a stage and 

all the men and women merely players...‖ Or, Ken often used music as a background motif, 

talking about major and minor (keys) themes which ran through the Course. Sometimes he 

would talk about a favorite philosopher. We shared a love for Meister Eckhart (1260-1327), St. 

John of the Cross (1542-1591) and for the maverick, cynical philosopher Friedrich Nietzsche 

(1844-1900).  

      Helen died on Monday, February 9, 1981. The last word that Ken heard Helen say 

before she died was ―Louis.‖  Ken gave the eulogy, and at the request of Helen’s husband, Louis, 

he never mentioned the Course. Instead he talked for a half-hour or more about Helen’s devotion 

to God, a strange eulogy for a supposed atheist. 

  

          From 1975 through early 1980, Helen guided me through the terrains of frustrating 

church politics and my too-many romances. After Helen died, Ken took over in the counseling 

department, and when I was having ―women problems,‖ Ken would help me see a clearer way 



through this most amazing maze we call ―romance.‖ He was very good at showing how your 

own decision-making determined the world you saw. He emphasized the importance of ―letting 

other people be who they are.‖ He was always available to help anyone along whatever road they 

were on. Like Helen, he never judged me.  

  

Ken had the remarkable ability to disagree with you, without your feeling as thought you 

were being attacked.  He could ―shape you up‖ and love you at the same time, putting his arm 

around your shoulder – smiling and coaxing you on good-naturedly. He did this with many folks, 

including those with whom he disagreed. Everyone was his ―favorite,‖ which meant that he 

didn’t have any favorites.  Thus, everyone felt loved by him. When I called Dr. Bob Weltman to 

tell him of Ken’s passing, Bob said, ―Oh, how I loved that man.‖ And then he said, referring to a 

session he had with Ken, ―When I got up to leave, he hugged me, and I knew that he loved me.‖ 

Even folks who met Ken only once felt as though he was their friend for life.  

  

There were a few folks who got upset with Ken, but they were mostly folks who never really 

knew him. When folks would tell me of some objection they had to Ken, I would say, ―Have you 

met him?‖ ―Do you know Ken?‖ Often they had not.  

  

A funny incident occurred the summer of 1981 when I sponsored a workshop with Ken at 

High Rock. That year there was a terrible invasion of millions upon millions of gypsy moths in 

the Northeast. It was a major concern as the moths nearly defoliated the entire Catskill Mountain 

range. High Rock Spring was an outdoor place, and as it was a warm day and there was no air-

conditioning, we sat around on the ground on the front lawn listening to Ken. All the while he 

talked, we could hear in the background what sounded like gently falling rain, though it was, in 

fact, the poop dropping from tens of thousands of gypsy moths.  

  

The last workshop I sponsored with Ken was at High Rock in 1983. By this time, he no 

longer needed my help as he was receiving more invitations to speak than he could handle. Ken 

and Gloria began the process of setting up the Foundation for A Course in Miracles and finding a 

place where he could teach on a regular basis.  

  

        Unable to use High Rock as I had hoped, I put it on the market and began to look for a place 

where I could have a ―legal‖ center without zoning hassles. I finally found a place that looked 

like it would work. It was a large U-shaped house with two wings stretching out back with a 

large swimming pool in the middle. Excited, I called Ken to tell him I thought I might have 

found a place that would work as a center in Crompond, New York. He said he too had been 

looking. He too had found the place in Crompond, and in fact, he had already just put a binder 

down on it.   

  

In 1988 I finally sold High Rock, at the same time Ken sold the place in Crompond. 

Crompond as it turned out did not work out too well either because there were complaints from 

neighbors and insufficient room for parking cars. We both then left Westchester and moved west 

across the Hudson River into the Catskill Mountains. I bought ―Pilgrim’s Inn‖ in Monroe, New 

York, a combination restaurant and boarding house, which I planned to slowly turn into a center. 

At the same time Ken moved to Tenanna Lake in Roscoe, New York. Pilgrim’s Inn was a 

disaster, and a year and a half later I sold it for $100,000 less than I had paid for it, just to get 



free of it. In the meantime the Foundation at Tenanna Lake flourished and became a mecca for 

many. I was glad at least that Ken was again easily reachable, as I was again in need of 

counseling.    

  

The Move to Temecula 
Ken left Roscoe in 2000 just at the beginning of the 21

st
 Century. There were a host of 

reasons for leaving. Roscoe was beautiful with 90 acres of woods, but it was very difficult to get 

to: three hours by car or bus from New York City. It was nearly impossible to plan workshops 

during the winter months. As their primary interest was teaching, Ken and Gloria were distracted 

by the ―hotel‖ end of the business. Technologically, as well, as we were moving into the 21
st
 

century, Roscoe was hard to reach electronically. There was only the slow and unreliable 

telephone dial-up connection for the computer. 

  

          There were also some hangers-on at Roscoe who would not leave. Ken never 

encouraged discipleship. Once one of his students had business cards made that said ―Student of 

Ken Wapnick’s.‖ When she showed the cards to Ken, he asked her to dispose of them. Ken was 

a teacher par excellence. He never wanted to be a guru, and he constantly reminded us that we 

are all ―One‖. 

  

I can’t believe he is gone. It seems as if there were more he could have taught us. Regardless 

of how much we learned about the Course via Ken in the classroom, his books and his many 

CDs, DVDs and YouTube productions, it was Ken himself, his very ―Being‖ that taught us. Bill 

Thetford was often referred to as ―just plain Bill,‖ and the same might be said about Ken. 

Despite his incredible accomplishments, Ken was amazingly modest and unassuming. Only on 

rare occasions would he talk about himself. It was much more likely that he would talk about 

Helen. 

  

Chapter 6, Section V of the Course is called ―The Lessons of the Holy Spirit.‖ There are 

three lessons we are asked to learn, and there is an order to them. These lessons are also the ones 

Ken taught us by his example:  

  

1. To Have, Give All To All.  

2. To Have Peace, Teach Peace to Learn It. 

3. Be Vigilant only for God and His Kingdom.  

  

The 1
st
 Lesson of the Holy Spirit is 

“To Have, Give All to All” 
If there was ever anyone who gave his all, all the time, it was Ken. He corresponded with 

hundreds of people and wrote thousands of letters during the course of his life. 

  

I was giving a talk in Winnipeg, Manitoba, Canada, and a woman showed me a framed 

picture of a treasured letter she had received from Ken. Other people have shown me their letters 

as well. When he moved to Roscoe in 1988, Ken was so busy with the move that he did not have 

time to answer all his correspondence. When he finally sat down and responded, he wrote replies 

to more than 50 different people. I’ve got a file of letters from Ken, and I suspect that many 

others do as well. 



  

He read every book I wrote on the Course prior to its publication, and in each instance wrote 

back a several page, single-spaced commentary. I met Ken at Omega in Rhinebeck, New York, 

in 2008. I had just finished writing What is Mysticism? When I handed him a copy, he asked if I 

would like him to read it and offer a commentary. I said, ―That would be wonderful.‖ He said, 

―In about a week?‖ I said, ―That would be wonderful.‖ One week later there was a three page, 

single-spaced letter from Ken. 

  

If you called Ken and he was busy, he would call you back, often within minutes. Ken was 

very smart in not getting involved in writing emails. If he had, he would have been inundated. If 

you wanted to correspond with Ken, it had to be important enough to you that you would be 

willing to take the time to sit down, write, and mail a letter. You could be assured that letter 

would be answered.  

  

The 2
nd

 Lesson of the Holy Spirit is 

“To Have Peace, Teach Peace to Learn it.” 
Ken literally exuded peace. I never knew him to be riled, annoyed, irritated, upset or 

distraught over anything. Once when I brought him my concern over a type of fraud being 

perpetrated on the Couse community, his response was: ―If this be of God, there is nothing you 

can do about it; and if it is not, it will come to naught.‖ All egos implode – just be patient. As the 

Course expresses it,  

  

If the center of the thought system is true, 

only truth extends from it. 

But if a lie is at its center,  

only deception proceeds from it. 

T-6.V.B.1:10 

  

Ken knew—and taught by example—that there is no need for us to be upset by the ego and 

its many lies.  All illusions, all dreams disappear.  

  

The Third Lesson of the Holy Spirit is  

“Be Vigilant Only for God and His Kingdom” 
I used to go to see Ken for what I called my ―annual spiritual checkup.‖ Once at Roscoe 

when we sat down to talk at a table in the Center’s dining room, he began the conversation by 

asking, ―How is Your Kingdom?‖ The right answer to that question is ―What Kingdom?‖ Did he 

mean God’s Kingdom, or did he mean my own little kingdom, my own particular ―dreaming of 

the world‖ kingdom? The only Kingdom there is, is God’s Kingdom. Meister Eckhart said we 

should  

  

Become in all things a God Seeker 

and in all things a God finder 

at all times and in all places. 

  

Ken was a God seeker and a God finder at all times and in all places, and he taught only 

love, for that is what he was. I said to him in a letter, a month before he died, ―I can’t imagine 



this world without you.‖ I recently spoke to Elizabeth, Ken’s secretary. She said she still 

expected to look up and see him walk into her office. 

  

Why Did Ken Leave Us? 
You never know about the completion of a life plan. Ramakrishna, who was thought to be 

an enlightened man, died of cancer at the age of 50. Ramana Maharishi, also thought to be an 

enlightened man, died of cancer at the age of 70. When his devotees begged Maharishi to cure 

himself for the sake of his followers, he said, ―I am not a body!‖ ―Where can I go? I am here.‖   

  

        I assumed, as did many others, that Ken would live a very long life. He was always slim and 

always healthy. I never knew Ken to be sick a day in his life, though someone said that he once 

had a cold. When we would go out for lunch, he always ate healthy foods.  

  

Like all of us, he got older. John Adams and Thomas Jefferson died the same day, July 4, 

1826, exactly 50 years after the singing of the Declaration of Independence. They had been 

friends, then rivals, then friends once again. In his last letter to John Adams, Jefferson asked the 

typical question, ―How are you doing?‖ Adams wrote back comparing his body to an old house 

that was about to tumble over. ―The shingles, he said, ―have almost all fallen off.‖ He didn’t 

have much hair any more. Ken too was going bald. Adams said that the windows had all clouded 

over – he had cataracts and could not see much anymore. Several years ago Ken developed 

cataracts. Unlike Adams, we live in the 21
st
 century, so Ken was able to have his removed. 

Afterward, he was able to see without glasses.  

  

Ken was at Omega in Rhinebeck, NY, in 2008. I live near Rhinebeck, so one day when he 

was on a break, I went to see him, and we went out to lunch. After lunch, we sat together for a 

long time, not talking. We did not close our eyes and meditate, neither did we stare at each other. 

We just sat, taking in the nature that surrounded us, neither of us speaking. Talking would have 

seemed extraneous – artificial and superfluous in an otherwise beautiful moment of communion. 

I rarely, if ever, felt more completely comfortable. After twenty minutes or more, Ken and I 

looked at each other, smiled, hugged and said goodbye. Jean Weston describes a similar 

experience with him, so no doubt others had this same experience as well.  

  

Once in 2011, when we were supposed to have lunch, Ken called to cancel because he had 

to have emergency oral surgery. All bodies are time bound and have a built in implode. The 

Spirit which is eternal knows nothing of such limitations.  

  

The time is set already.  

It appears to be quite arbitrary. 

Yet there is no step along the road  

that anyone takes but by chance. 

W-158.3:1-2 

  

The Course is impeccably clear: ―You are not a body.” During the latter days, as Ken was 

getting frail looking and folks were worrying about him, he would say, "I am not dying." How 

can the immortal die? Only the body, which never is who we are, can ever dissipate and 

disappear. Ken was teaching us not to see him as a body, but as Mind. 



  

 We were supposed to have lunch this past August 2013. The day before, his secretary, 

Elizabeth, called to read a humorous note from Ken in which he said, ―When I played baseball, I 

almost never struck out. I know this is strike two. . . ‖ In 2011 he had canceled for oral surgery. 

As it turned out, this time, he was going to visit the doctor. Little did we know that four months 

later he would pass from this world.  

  

In the early years, Ken had a noticeable speech impediment, but over the years he gained 

increasing control over it and it almost completely disappeared. In time, as he grew in the 

Course, Ken became progressively lighter, and ever more playful – always the sign of someone 

who is free of the tethers of this world. Recent pictures of Ken show him with a kind of impish 

smile on his face. 

  

After Helen and Bill, Ken was the first to see the truth in the Course and its incredible 

potential for the transformation of all mankind. His mission on earth was to help us understand 

this profound document. He did his job, and we can do ours by following his example.  

  

The way to keep from missing Ken is to help him live on by living the Course ourselves. 

You’ve heard of the saying ―WWJD” -- ―What Would Jesus Do?‖ Whenever I’ve been really 

stuck in this life’s journey, I’ve stopped and said, ―WWKD‖ – ―What Would Ken Do?‖ I learned 

more about Jesus through Ken than I did from the Church or the Jesus of traditional Christianity. 

Many folks have told me, over the years, that when they looked at Ken, they could see Jesus in 

his smiling eyes.  

  

I love the definition of Jesus in the Course. Jesus, the Course says, was a man but saw the 

face of Christ in all his brothers and remembered God. (C-5.2:1). The same might be said of Ken 

– namely that he too saw the face of Christ in all of his brother and remember God. In 1991, I 

wrote an article for Miracles magazine about Ken titled ―Impeccably on the Path.‖ I don’t know 

how close one can get to perfection in this earthly life. I know that Heaven is perfection, and that 

Ken is there. If anyone ever achieved perfection in this life. . . Ken did.  

  

        What Ken represents for all of us is an example of what it means to truly live this 

Course. As I progressed in understanding the Course, he would say to me, ―Okay, take it 

deeper.‖ Until you reach Heaven there is always a deeper or a higher level. The Course is very 

deep and very high, and if you stay with it, you will indeed find your way home. I wonder if Ken 

went Home – because he already was Home. He did what his Father asked him to do. I believe 

that he achieved like Jesus a kind of ―thinking‖ that was in line with The Mind.  

  

Sometimes a teacher of God may have a brief experience of direct  

union  with God. In this world, it is almost impossible that this endure. 

It can, perhaps, be won after much devotion and dedication,  

and then be maintained for much of the time on earth. 

M-26.3:1-2 

  

 

 



And then there comes this intriguing sentence. 
  

If God were reached directly in sustained awareness,  

the body would not be long maintained. 

M-26.3:8 

 

        I once heard Ken say, ―This world is a classroom in which I am learning that I am not here.‖ 

It may be that Ken had finished his life’s mission. He could always have written more, told us 

more, recorded more, but maybe he reached his own completion. I often read the following 

passage when giving talks on ACIM, as it seems to describe so well what happens when we die.  

  

Across the bridge is your completion,  

for you will be wholly in God,  

willing for nothing special,  

but only to be wholly like to Him,  

completing Him by your completion. 

T-16.IV.9:1 

  

As mutual friend Nan Pfeiffer from Ocala, Florida, said, ―He knew and saw the song in all 

our hearts and showed it to us.‖  Blake also said something that comes to mind right now: 

  

"We are put on earth a little space 

to learn to bear the beams of love." 

  

If it seems I’ve put him on a pedestal, so be it. Ken was the single brightest beam of love I 

ever knew. All who knew him (or who even simply listened to him or read his works) still feel 

that he is with us.  

  

As I continue this life’s journey, I’m sure I will continue to say, ―WWKD?‖ ―What would 

Ken do?‖ 

  

Lovingly, 

Jon 


