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Anastasia Editor’s Notes 
by Dr. Leonid Sharashkin

How many times have I heard personal 
examples of  this instant recognition: people 
who have been searching for years or decades 
for meaningful answers to questions on the 
purpose of  life, on Man’s place in Nature, 
have finally found them in this book! . . .

But should it be surprising that the image 
of  a way of  life founded on the ideals of  love, 
beauty and non-violence, as presented by 
Anastasia, would resonate so strongly with 
our inner self ? After all, does not every one 
of  us want to live in a free society of  kind 
and happy people, in a world without wars, 
crime or oppression? In a world where not a 
single tear need run down a child’s cheek and 
where families live in love and prosperity?

Do we not want to live without mon-
strous industries destroying and polluting 
both Nature and Man? Do we not want to 
enjoy creative labor for the benefit of  both 
our families and our communities, instead 
of  suffering through boring jobs merely to 
enrich faceless corporations? Do we not want 
a society based on mutual help and co-opera-
tion rather than competition? . . .

More and more people in Russia and 
throughout the world draw their inspiration 
from the Ringing Cedars, acquire “the cour-
age to dream” and create an image of  radiant 
reality for themselves and their children and 
then get down to work in this direction . . .  .

[Ed.: Pretend you are reading this book.]
You hold in your hands a flower which 

will unfold its petals to reveal a most 
remarkable masterpiece, unique in all 
of  Russian’s literature, and possibly the 
world’s as well. Indeed, its significance 
goes far beyond literature. This book pos-
sesses a tremendous, unprecedented po-
tential to change life on our whole planet 
for the better.

Inspired by the Ringing Cedars, thou-
sands of  people are now planting trees, 
changing their lifestyles and in search for 
a mortgage-free existence and spiritual 
re-connection with Earth, are relocating 
to new eco-villages which have sprouted 
all over Russia and beyond . . .  .

Even though Anastasia’s aspiration to 
the light can be felt intuitively, neverthe-
less, we must make sense of  everything 
ourselves and work out the details . . .   .

By Barbara Erakko Taylor
Hannibal, Missouri

Happy New Year!
Well, a little better late than never — 

so here we are at January 2nd.  The photo 
is Sedona. I’m with Maryland friends; 
we have ended up in South Carolina, 
Arizona, Maryland and Missouri. Begin-
ning last year, we decided to get together 
annually and this year, it was the fabulous 
Sedona in September (a tad hot!). We did 
yoga on mesa tops watching the sun come 
up, hiked around vortexes, met wonderful 
people and “felt the magic.”  Luckily one of 
us lives here — so we can all go back.

I just got back from driving to Mary-
land for Christmas which was a jour-
ney into the Solstice. On Solstice Eve, I 
got caught (by my own stupidity) in the 
Allegheny Mountains when the dew point 
dropped and the whole range became 
black ice.  The clouds were so thick I could 
only see two passing lines in front of me 
and only those because of the embedded 
reflectors. I couldn’t see any exit ramps 
or signs. As I was swallowed up in this 
utter dark aloneness, I told myself that, 
really, this was amazing. I was really in 
the Solstice. I don’t think I would have 
ever found an exit ramp if a car had not 
overturned (the roll bar was fine — I think 
everyone must have been okay) and all the 
emergency equipment lit up the area. That 
car must have slid while  trying to exit. I 
slid all the way down the ramp and a mile 
later slid into a hotel parking lot.  Going 
into the lit hotel never felt so wonderful. 
The next morning, the sky was blue and 
puffy little clouds floated over a crystal-
line world.  

I always carry a down sleeping bag 
in the winter — and this was the closest 
I’ve ever gotten to using it. So I would 
have been safe (if miserable!) no matter 
what. I remember going up and up into 
the mountains on a two-lane road, hav-
ing been dumped onto it by my GPS and 

feeling really uncomfortable to be on such 
a small dark empty road. Then I saw a 
house here, and there, with its Christmas 
lights. And I hollered out, “I THANK you 
for putting out Christmas Lights! I will 

NEVER say anything bad about Christmas 
Lights again.”  I’m not sure I ever had — 
but rarely put out any myself. However, on 
this night, in this dark, their twinkled life 
made me feel like I wasn’t utterly alone.  

To make matters more unusual, I 
was listening to Eckhert Tolle’s book on 
tape, The New Earth. While I can’t quote 
chapter and verse, it was about how the 
ego tells itself stories. So here I was, in 
this utter darkness, realizing that how I 
remembered this experience would either 
create more cellular fear in my body, or … 
I could create something else.

I had a similar experience a decade ago 
— driving on ice in the night in the Colo-
rado mountains. I felt sheer overwhelm-
ing terror.  I remember finally getting 
help, sobbing “I don’t DO ice!  I’m from 
MARYLAND.” These kind people rescued 
and helped me. But I told myself how 
awful it had been; how scared I had been 
— that’s the way I told the story to myself 
and others.  I remembered the terror.

But this time, I was alone with Eck-
hart — his soft voice deconstructing the 
world we live in  — who was telling me I 
make the story and I can tell myself any  
story, any way — I can enlarge it. I felt 
the utter darkness of the Solstice, I felt 
the lights, I felt the brilliant blue-sky light. 
The actual facts of what happened became 
intertwined with the mystery of darkness, 
of Solstice, of dawn — and the fearful 
experience went into my body much more 
gently, with more awe — and laughter.  

So maybe that’s enough to say about 
this Christmas.  Blessings to each of us 
this coming year!    

When we make peace concretely by help-
ing others and energetically through 
our prayers — there will be peace on 
Mother Earth. WORLD WEAR JEW-
ELRY — necklaces, bracelets, kits for 
kids. One bead for every country. Made 
by American women in fragile circum-
stances. PEACE PLANET: LIGHT FOR 
OUR WORLD — one page, one country, 
one inclusive prayer for peace, in a hand-
held, spiral-bound, full-color book. 

www.PeaceAndPrayerGifts.com

Photo by Barbara Erakko Taylor
Sedona in September at Sundown.

GoGreenGals.com invites you to 
embrace your purchasing power 
through new ways of  living, shop-
ping and giving. The Green Move-
ment has everything you desire with 
ease and efficiency while assur-
ing you that each purchase made 
through the Go Green Gals Direc-
tory is from a business that has been 
screened according to our guidelines 
of  socially responsible and eco-
logically sound business practices. 

Grassroots Power

I love this book so much that I 
decided it would be the only book 
I would sell through our newspa-
per. Our price is $14.95 plus $3.05 
book-rate shipping so please send a 
check for $18 payable to The Order 
of the Earth and write “Anastasia” 
on the memo line. Mail it to HCR 83 
Box 881, Shade Gap, Pennsylvania 
17255. If you love the first one as 
much as I did, you may order the 
rest of them directly from Ring-
ingCedars.com  or  800-365-6367.

- Iona -

An Atypical Holiday Letter


