The Voices Within

by Sandy Penny

I was living in Sanctuary, a community house I established in Houston for people like me and Shirley MacLaine. Not that Shirley lived there, just that we are both far out in our beliefs. Ten of us shared the three-story restored historical mansion near downtown. When we moved in, I began meditating each day in the morning for just 15 minutes or so to center myself and listen to my inner voice. I was told one morning by that inner voice that we would be at Sanctuary for a year, then I would create Sanctuary on a larger scale on someone else's land, and that I would not have to be responsible for the financing as I was at Sanctuary. That was good news.

One morning, my inner voice said, "Everything has changed, nothing is what you thought it would be." I didn't know exactly what that meant, but had a sense that it meant that any plans I had been making would pretty much go out the window. I could expect some kind of major surprise.

A week or so later, my inner voice said, A window of opportunity has been opened for you to do some really amazing and wonderful things, so be watching. Once again, I did not know exactly what that alluded to, but I trusted that amazing and wonderful meant exactly that, so I waited and I watched. A week or so later, once again I heard, It's time to go. That shook me up because the inner voice sounded louder than usual and powerful like we imagine the voice of God, and I wondered if my life were about to end. As I pondered what it all meant, my friend Claire walked into the room and handed me a flier from the New Science Conference in Colorado in a couple of weeks. She asked if I wanted to go. I read the flier, did not have a particular interest in any speakers or subject matter, but I could feel the energy of "It's time to go." as I read it, so I said yes, I want to go. We had a wonderful five-day trip up to Colorado, full of magic and mystical happenings that I will save for another time.

Then we arrived at the conference. The very first workshop I went into, I met a man I felt very connected to in a way I cannot explain. We talked, and I found out he was from New Zealand and was here exploring alternative healing centers because he wanted to create one on his land just south of Auckland NZ. I told him about Sanctuary and the year I spent there. After a few days of sharing information, he asked if I wanted to come to NZ and help set up the center on his land. I immediately knew this was why I was at the conference and agreed to it without hesitation.

Six weeks passed after the conference, and back in Houston it all seemed a bit surreal. I was nearing the end of my lease for the year at Sanctuary and could not make a commitment to a new lease there, or anywhere else. Even though I had no confirmation or word from NZ on the project, I felt strongly that I would be going there. The weekend before the lease expired and I had to move out, my friend Connie came over and said, I dreamed about you last night, and a voice told me, the NZ decision has been made. I, who was a bit frustrated with the lack of confirmation, said, Yeah, what is it? She said it was positive. I said I better hear something soon or I'll be out of Sanctuary with no plan on where I'll be going. That night driving home from her house, I saw a billboard I had never seen before. It didn't refer to any business, it simply said, The Right Stuff, Right Now! I started chanting it in a silly way as an affirmation. We laughed and said it must be a sign, and, after all, it was a billboard.

The next morning I awoke, went downstairs to my graphic design office and found a fax from NZ that said, "The project is a go." You can come anytime you choose after Nov. 27. I moved out of Sanctuary exactly one year to the day that I moved in, and I left on my trip on Dec. 27 so I could spend the first day of the New Year at my new location, in my new life, beginning to create what I had been told I would create. That center is a reality now. I spent six months in New Zealand, and I continue the process of helping create centers in other locations when and where the opportunities present themselves.

So, my dreams and imaginary voices manifest themselves as my realities, and I love it as a way of life. I have come to trust what the inner voices say after many many leaps of faith, and that's how I ended up in Taos, NM this year, but that's another story. =0=

