Lamentations and Resolutions

By Sandy Penny, http://sandypenny.com

I feel so alone these days, like I’m floating around the cosmos with no connection to anyone or anything. I don’t feel bad or depressed or sad, just alone, like I’ve never felt before. I have my family and  my friends, but I don’t even want to talk with them. I decline their phone calls, and avoid returning their calls. I feel empty. 

When I look around, I’m doing just fine. I have a lovely place to stay, but I feel like a visitor to this planet. Compared to many around me, my life seems complicated. I’ve seen and done things that most people would consider amazing, or crazy, or courageous, and it make a simple life difficult to enjoy. At least it does for me. I’ve seen visions come to pass and earthquakes, volcanoes and hurricanes respond to my energy and be moved by it, but these amazing experiences and gifts only serve to further separate me from my fellow earth dwellers. 

Why is it that the only powerful visions I’ve seen that did not come true have been about my personal relationships. One of them I can account for; my desire for a particular person overwhelmed my objectivity, but still, information came to me unrequested and gave me hope that since has faded into dust. The other one, I wasn’t even looking for a partner or a vision of a partner. I was asking for a spiritual writing project, and I was shown a life and a partner. It was a vision I was willing to accept when nothing else was engaging me, so I followed it. I followed it to Taos, NM where it kept reminding me why I was there – for the vision, but four years went by, with little justification for being there. In four years, I only made three close friends who actually would invite me to their homes and do things with me. I guess one friend for each year after the first one. 

My friends in Houston seem out of step with me now. Or I’m out of step with them. I don’t want to live the challenges they are living. I choose another reality – but what reality is that? Now, tired of the cold winters in Taos, I’m floating free, drifting, unguided and untethered.

I ask for guidance. I ask for inspiration. I try to write, but the words don’t come to me. Months have passed since I finished my Houston writing project, months I spent in Florida. I don’t feel like Florida is the place for me, although I like the winter here, but again, I feel out of step with the people. Am I just judging them? Am I making myself more separate than I need to be? Have I reached a state of detachment? I feel like a ghost. I feel detached, like a balloon rising in the sky. Will I pop when I drift too high for this world?

All my life I’ve just wanted the time to write, but now that I have the time to write, I can’t find the words to say something meaningful. And what’s the point if I can’t say something meaningful or encouraging or comforting to others or to myself?

I read back over things I’ve written when I was inspired, and I like them, but now language escapes me, eludes me, deludes me, forsakes me. My best friend for my whole life, the written word has drifted into nothingness. Nothingness. Nothingness. When will I find it again? I hope I do soon before time for this life runs out.

I sit outdoors with my laptop in the sunshine. The breeze is cool, but the sun warms my face. I lean back in my chair and enjoy the sound of the wind in the trees, my eyes closed. That’s how I spend my days now, waiting, waiting, waiting. For inspiration. For guidance. For motivation. 

I go out to the coffee shop for my WIFI connection. I’m not even interested in most of my emails these days. I realize that 95% of what comes into my mailbox offers me nothing that I want. I’ve explored online work opportunities, and I’ve found I don’t want to participate in their manipulations and false hope to make a buck. Of course, some do make a buck, but for most, it’s an exercise in following, always following. When will we wake up and find our own paths? 

Hah, well, that’s kind of funny. I’ve followed my own path, listened to my own heart, and I’ve found myself at this point of nothingness, so what do I know? Nothing. I know nothing. When nothing comes, do nothing. 

Universe, Universe, show me something completely new and unique. Give me something interesting and loving and positive to do and be. The things I’ve been doing no longer satisfy me. Blow my mind. Show me something wonderful. Show me how to live in this world and be joyful and successful and fulfilled. And authentic. Show me what’s so wonderful about this world. Thank you for showing me what’s so wonderful about this world.  

And, finally, after spending time with loving, caring friends, I am restored to myself again. My guidance hasn’t change. It says, “Just write. Just write, and we will provide the support for you to get your writing done.” Things have not changed around me, but I have changed. I have accepted that I am being provided for, that I am being given the opportunity to spend my time writing. And so, everything is “Just write.”

My guidance has always been that we can be supported by who we are and not what we do. Finally, I am throwing off the shackles of society and allowing myself the freedom to be who I truly am. 

