The Real Brass Ring

ooooooo

Change Your Life Course Now!

DIANNE BISCHOFF JAMES

|
==<
m O
wZz
wmb

RWW_BrassRing_final.indd 1 9/3/13 3:51 PM



First published in 2013 by
Turning Stone Press, an imprint of
Red Wheel/Weiser, LLc
With offices at:

665 Third Street, Suite 400
San Francisco, CA 94107
wwuw.redwheelweiser.com

Copyright © 2013 by Dianne Bischoff James

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may
be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means,
electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording,
or by any information storage and retrieval system, without
permission in writing from Red Wheel/Weiser, LLc. Reviewers
may quote brief passages.

ISBN: 978-1-61852-055-5
Cover design by Jim Warner
Printed in the United States of America

IBT
10987654321

RWW_BrassRing_final.indd 2 9/3/13 3:51 PM



Contents

Preface ix
Acknowledgments xii
SECTION I

Midway on Life’s Journey and on the Wrong Path
Chapter 1: Outed by a Psychic 3

Sonia stood up, leaned forward, and whispered a final note
of caution to me: “Change your course now, Dianne. Fix
your ways, or soon it will be too late.”

Chapter 2: Stinking Thinking 8
When [ wasn’t building my business, I cared for the kids,
serving the family from sunup to sundown. [ was fat and
depressed, and my husband acted a lot more like a girlfriend
than a soul mate. This was my reality.

Chapter 3: Course Correction 27
“I will rediscover my passion, leaving nothing repressed or
undone. I will re-create myself: lose weight, perform in the
theater, improve my relationship, journal my stories, and
find a career to help others grow. I will fulfill these dreams!”

RWW_BrassRing_final.indd 3 9/3/13 3:51 PM



SECTION II 35
Body and Soul Reboot

Chapter 4: “All the World’s a Stage . . .” 37
Nerves hijacked my body and my hands started shaking
uncontrollably. I wrapped them tightly behind my back and
proceeded to squeak out sixteen pitchy bars of “Wouldn’t It
Be Loverly?” My singing was so bad I wanted to keel over
and die right then and there in the musical audition. It would
have been fitting for the occasion.

Chapter 5: Battle of the Bulge 42
I ate to suppress the sadness and solitude that had consumed
my early years. As a budding teenager, I tried every one of
the weight-loss clubs. I was a member of WeightWatchers,
Jenny Craig, Nutrisystem, and yes, Overeaters Anonymous.
“Hi, I am Dianne and I am an overeater.” That’s right.

SECTION III 49
Manifestation Made Easy
Chapter 6: The American Dream 51

I'd always wanted to live across from the lake, drive a red
conwertible, and wear clingy designer suits to important
business meetings. Now it was my turn! The economy was
strong and I knew I had the experience, references, and pedi-
gree to create my own version of the American Dream.

Chapter 7: Telepathic Paging 63
To me, this entrainment phenomenon was an amazingly
untapped tool. By now, [ was competent at manifesting
“things,” but imagine how powerful I'd become if I became
the pony express of “psychic paging.” Wouldn't it be fun to
use mental energy and nonverbal communication to attract

other people?

RWW_BrassRing_final.indd 4 9/3/13 3:51 PM



Chapter 8: Old Haunts 67
I'm not the kind of person who typically believes in ghosts,
but I walked straight into the middle of the living room to
address the situation divectly. I spoke with imposing volume
and waved my arms to demonstrate complete authority. “I'm
telling you to stop haunting us, walking up stairs, opening
doors, and turning things on and off.”

Chapter 9: Bridging the Power 74
In my spare time, I developed a training program to help
people manifest their true desires. Now, I just needed to find
a willing lab partner, someone who was open and receptive

to a powerful new way of thinking. It was 2003 and several
years before The Secret popularized New Age concepts, so
finding a student wasn’t particularly easy.

SECTION IV 79
Modern Family, Secret Separation
Chapter 10: Chasm of the Heart 81

Everyone knew therapy wasn'’t going to solve our marital

problem. We didn’t have that kind of money, and Rob and |
didn’t have what it took for a husband-and-wife relationship,
period, end of story. We left knowing change was imminent.

Chapter 11: Cougar Living 94
Ower the next few months, I established a rare and fasci-
nating double life. By day, I was a focused, hardworking
suburban mother of three. By night, I was a single woman
experiencing the pulse of one of the world’s liveliest cities.

Chapter 12: Recession: The Great Equalizer 105
I took a hard look at my materialistic choices. I'd naively
thought my financial abundance would continue forever; I
believed the economy would improve. My own desire for pos-
sessions had led me to a terrifying financial cliff.

RWW_BrassRing_final.indd 5 9/3/13 3:51 PM



SECTION V 113

Passionate Pursuits

Chapter 13: Life Lessons from the Departed

(and Returned) 115
I'd never before met anyone who’d died. So, I quickly rec-
ognized this as a unique opportunity to learn more about the
meaning of life from an authority, someone who'd actually
visited the “other side.”

Chapter 14: Adventures in Online Dating 120
I also met up with “Brutus,” a bodybuilder who told me a
dumb joke and then smacked my bicep so hard he bruised

it. I moved to escape, and the 230-pound guy “playfully”
pushed me into a wall. Terrified, I dashed to my car and
slammed down the lock. That was it: the sign to give up dat-
ing forever.

Chapter 15: Passion and Addiction 126
On one hand, Jeff was intelligent, entertaining, and adorably
cute. And, on the other hand, he was a recovering alcoholic
who was living with his mother and didn’t have a driver’s
license. My Pragmatic Survivor yelled, “He’s not a dating
prospect. Dianne, walk away!”

Chapter 16: Finding My Guru 149
Suddenly, I had commercial representation and weekly on-
camera auditions and consequently booked two regional
television commercials. For this [ was eternally grateful! It’s
astounding how one person can assist in fulfilling our dreams
overnight.

Chapter 17: Mr. Goodbar 155
I didn’t mind breaking up with him, but what’s our world
coming to when a forty-five-year old man breaks up with a
forty-four-year-old woman in a text? The nerve!

RWW_BrassRing_final.indd 6 9/3/13 3:51 PM



SECTION VI 171
Authenticity

Chapter 18: Truth Will Set You Free 173
I grew up in an overly strict household and learned how to
craft white lies, stories, and socially appropriate excuses to
avoid outbursts or critiques. It was time to step forward and
enter a critical phase of truth-telling. I had to come squeaksy
clean with my community and all intimate relationships.

Chapter 19: The Reveal 179
But like a cancer, lies gnaw, grow, and eventually decompose
the healthy fibers of every relationship. There’s never a good
time to tell someone you have been lying to them for three
years. We simply had to face what we dreaded most, con-
fronting the children.

Chapter 20: Deconstruction Central 189
It was imperative that we face all critical endings dead-on
before the recession hit, including selling the property, paying
off debt, settling up with my dad, and finding a new place to
live.

Chapter 21: What You Resist Persists 202
The Universe acts like the Garden of Eden. Right when a
person makes a courageous choice toward positive change, an
opportunity wrapped in a colorful bow comes along. Are you
“sure” you want something different? Are you really “will-
ing” to stand up for yourself?

Chapter 22: You Can Run, but You Can’t Hide 210
I probably looked normal on the outside, but I was heading
straight for a permanent wheelchair. How had I become a
soft, weak blob, a midlife physical disaster? I was like the guy
in the board game Operation. I had broken pieces all over my
body and a group of medical professionals had to repair me
with some tweezers.

RWW_BrassRing_final.indd 7 9/3/13 3:51 PM



Epilogue: The Bounty 219
In retrospect, the past decade was an organic voyage, each
event emerging without structure or order. I took the roller-
coaster ride from middle income to wealth to poverty, from
fat to fit, from a mountain of lies to truth, from a broken
body to strength, and from a loveless connection to standing
side by side with a soul mate.

RWW_BrassRing_final.indd 8 9/3/13 3:51 PM



Preface

A Journey of Reinvention

I wrote the Real Brass Ring over a ten-year period on a
tiny Victorian piano desk that was shoved into the back
corner of our house. There, I recorded a personal story
filled with many Universal lessons. It was written through
a myriad of personal challenges, divorce, waves of eco-
nomic decline, physical aches and pain, and tears. Dur-
ing the day, I did my best to earn a living and tend to
the needs of my three children. From midnight until two
a.m., I forced myself to hit the keyboard.

The entire voyage was an organic journey, an unstruc-
tured process that was completely unfamiliar to me. The
words also didn’t come easily. They flowed like a river,
randomly starting and stopping across both charted and
uncharted land.

[ didn’t compose the manuscript because I wanted
to. Often times, I imagined myself with a whip and a
chair. I was my own lion tamer, poking and prodding the
little girl inside who just wanted to sit and watch TV
or take a walk down the street. Yet, there was a driving
force that compelled me to articulate the minute details
of my life’s transition post-forty. “Get back on the com-
puter and keep on typing!” bellowed the voice within my
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mind-space. “Don’t ask yourself if you ‘want’ to write it.
You don’t get to ask that question. You have to!” Slave-
driver girl would not let me opt-out or quit because there
was a gnawing unrest that lay beneath my breastbone and
it grew larger and stronger as the years passed, becoming
too great to ignore.

At the same time, | was burdened with shame and
doubt. In midlife, I'd opened Pandora’s Box, the raw,
ugly truth hidden behind the well-crafted, ornate parade
that I called “my life.” I loathed the contents. I was not
proud of myself or of what I'd accomplished. Instead, I
was horrified and ashamed of the lies surrounding my big
house, marriage, and the monstrously false trappings of
the North Shore. This was not me. I inch-wormed my
way through the muck. I stood toe-to-toe, facing the
most powerful of all questions, “Who am [ and what did I
come here to do in this lifetime?”

Without an answer for the first half of my life, I'd
truly morphed into a flaccid societal mannequin, follow-
ing rules my soul had never agreed to. I only wish I'd had
the courage to expose the cover-ups that coated my heart
throughout my early years. But it took me until forty to
grant myself permission to self-reveal and expose the raw
personal truths. And now, my path can exemplify the fact
that no matter how hard or how long it takes, it’s never
too late to become a successful Midlife Reinventionist.

While approaching the end of my writing process,
my eldest daughter asked me, “So Mom, what is the ‘real
brass ring’?” The answer erupted like a volcano spewing
ash across the surrounding land. The “real brass ring” is
our world filled with endless possibilities. I explained that
the ring starts to form when you know yourself well and
understand what brings you joy. Eventually, it solidifies

X The Real Brass Ring
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with a focused vision and an open expression of your
clear desires, even if others tell you it can’t be done. And
finally, when an opportunity arrives, you need to grab
the brass ring with all of your might. The ring might not
come in a traditional package, so be ready to climb in
the “window” and not the door because even the small-
est step forward will make you feel happier and align you
more closely with your greatest potential.

If this book can help in any way to remind you that
your future is lined with infinite possibilities and the mid-
dle years can be the greatest time of your life, then it will
have accomplished its purpose. And, I will celebrate with
you in my heart.

Preface xi
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Outed by a Psychic

Sonia stood up, leaned forward, and whispered a final note
of caution to me: “Change your course now, Dianne. Fix

your ways, or soon it will be too late.”

Il always remember February 6, 2000, because it was

my thirty-eighth birthday and the day I gave myself
an expensive gift, a reading with world-renowned psychic
Sonia Choquette.

[ arrived at Sonia’s home office both nervous and
excited, expecting to hear words of great promise and
praise for my life filled with marvelous accomplishments.
After all, I had what everyone wanted: a profitable mar-
keting business, a house in the high-rent district, a long-
term marriage, two small children, a cat, a dog, and a fish.
I was a supercharged helicopter parent and a business
professional with well-groomed skills in marketing and
advertising. Surely, this intuitive woman would paint a
picture of my future as rosy and bright.
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[ took a seat in the waiting room and stared at color-
ful oversized posters that lined the walls featuring Sonia’s
literary work: metaphysical books woven around the
topic of trusting your vibes. I nervously wrung my hands
and chatted with her assistant, Ryan. We spoke about
her international publicity tour and certification training
course. [t was all quite impressive.

When the clock struck ten, the enthusiastic young
man hopped up and led me into the inner sanctum, a cozy
private office filled from floor to ceiling with whimsical
paintings, eclectic gadgets, and a slew of New Age books.
Sonia entered, tall, thin, and fresh-faced, without a trace
of makeup, as if she had just woken up. She greeted me
with an impish, childlike grin.

[ sat down at a small circular table and watched with
curiosity as she pulled out a deck of tarot cards deco-
rated with vibrant Gothic imagery. She pushed them in
my direction and instructed me to shuffle the deck so I
could become more “grounded,” as she put it. Then she
grabbed an old, tattered astrology book and dropped her
face down low, carefully studying the planetary data sur-
rounding my date of birth.

Suddenly, she jerked up and shook her tight rus-
set curls back and forth. The silence was broken. Sonia
spoke in a robotic fashion, as if the information was
being downloaded. “Dianne, you are a talented writer,
healer, teacher, and performer. But regrettably, your life is
heading down the wrong path.” She paused and cast her
brown eyes upon my face. “Your brass ring is coming by
and you need to grab it before it’s too late. You've mod-
eled yourself after your parents’ desires. You’re completely
stuck in the make-believe role of being a ‘good girl’ and
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you live with depression because nothing about your life
is your own.”

My fingers dug deep into the plush armrest. A surging
pulse throbbed through my veins. She continued aggres-
sively, “You are standing directly in your own way and not
following your purpose. You are like an unlit Christmas
tree; none of your bulbs are firing. You're here on this
planet to help people become more aware of their own
abilities and find their given course.”

She marched on with a tidal wave of personal cri-
tiques: “You're overly burdened by the role of being a
parent, and yet you smother your children. Instead of
finding support, you've mastered the art of not needing
anything from anyone. You really don’t have any true
friends, people whom you can consider peers. But the
most disconcerting part is, you came here to find your
heart, this being one of the most difficult of all Earthly
lessons. Unfortunately, your marriage is fraternal and
this, my dear, is not a true heart connection.” I sank even
lower into the chair and felt a constriction in my chest as
if I were being suffocated.

Her psychic barrage continued. She commanded,
“Go back to the stage. You will make a nice name for
yourself in acting and theater. Write a little bit every day,
because the world will benefit from your stories. Build a
strong foundation for a successful public life. Go to the
Hoffman Institute to release the stubborn childhood pat-
terns that have led you astray. I'll give you a list of books
at the end of our session. Read them and expand your
understanding of the world. Also, schedule a session with
my husband. He’s a massage therapist and can help you
manage the body issues you're currently developing.”

Outed by a Psychic 5
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Sonia stood up, leaned forward, and whispered a final
note of caution to me. “Change your course now, Dianne.
Fix your ways, or soon it will be too late.”

As she turned to run out the doorway, I squeaked out
a single burning question, “What happens if [ don’t find
my heart?”

Sonia spun around and quipped, “Then you have to
come back and do it all over again!” In a flash, she was gone.

I put on my coat and gloves and walked unsteadily
onto the snowy sidewalk in a state of post-traumatic
shock. I yanked open the icy car door and sat down inside,
fumbling, trying to shove the keys into the ignition of my
now frozen vehicle. I shuddered uncontrollably, spouting
tears that soaked my red leather gloves. I sat there, alone,
crying and shivering on my blustery birthday for what
seemed like hours, shaken to the core. Sonia had peered
into the desolate, shadowy corners of my soul. She had
seen my unspoken terrors and detailed every aspect of my
faulty life.

This soft-spoken woman had put me through a pen-
etrating “Life Review.” She inventoried my secrets and
exposed all the lies. Then, she neatly piled them up like
freshly folded laundry and swung her bat. On the out-
side, my résumé looked perfect, with a busy household,
entrepreneurial career, and long-term marriage, but at
the subterranean level, it was a grand personal charade.
My entire adult existence was a sham.

After such a personal attack, I couldn’t help but self-
righteously blame the messenger. “I hate her! Who does
she think she is? How could she say those things to me?” |
screamed loudly, hitting my fists on the steering wheel as
my heavy breath steamed up the windows. My brain was
racing: I'm thirty-eight years old. How can I be going down
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the wrong road? Did I really miss the brass ring? Why didn’t I
see it coming? Oh God, I'm a total failure!

[ swallowed hard, thrusting my heaving emotions
back down inside where they belonged. I used a finger to
wipe underneath my swollen eyes in an attempt to repair
the smudged makeup. I had a client meeting in the city in
less than an hour. I sniffed back the weepiness and reas-
sured myself, “I'll tell my clients I have allergies.” Forcing
analytical thoughts back into my brain, I drove onto the
snow-covered street. After all, I was a dedicated business
professional.

Outed by a Psychic 7
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