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This book is dedicated to you . . .


			You, Who Listen to the Still Small Voice


			Who Follow with a Humble Heart


			Who Dare to Live as Soul Expressed, 


			Guided and Empowered by Omnipotence


			You, Who Claim True Selfhood, Give All, and Serve


			and


			To Bunnynose and the woman in the cave.
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			I was hot-dogging my way down a mogul field and stupidly stopped just below a bump to look up the slope for my dad. In that quick glance, what I saw was not my dad, but a guy, much older and larger than I was, coming right at me, out of control, and yelling something incomprehensible. He came flying off the mogul, skis first, right into me, and we both went down in a flurry of snow and skis and poles. Scraping to a stop, I quickly realized that my ten-year-old shin — having abruptly stopped his hurtling body — had lost the battle with his skis.


			This is not how I imagined our first day on the slopes. My dad had invited me on this ski weekend in Vermont a year after my parents divorced. The youngest of three, I learned to ski at two. My dad carried me down the hill in front of our house, my tiny skis corralled between his.


			“You okay, Chipmunk?” he asked as he raced down to the scene and called out to people on the nearby chairlift to alert the ski patrol and send help to our location. I’d always wanted a ride on a Ski Patrol’s toboggan, I just never imagined it would be for an actual injury. They strapped me in tight and cozy, but the ride was not pleasant, just bumpy and painful.


			I sang hymns to myself to take my mind off the pain, there inside the blanket, breathing my own hot breath. “O gentle presence, peace and joy and power . . .” The ride ended by the patrol office at the base lodge. The guys in the red jackets with white crosses executed a two-man carry of me into their first aid room, the carry I’d seen in my brother’s Boy Scout booklet when he was earning his first aid badge.


			Ski Patrol did a quick assessment of my leg, asking where it hurt while poking, prodding, and examining my ripped pink snow pants.


			“She seems awfully calm for someone who just got plowed down by a man twice her size,” one of them said to my dad. They seemed impressed that I wasn’t screaming. I do remember sharp zings of pain and feeling very cold. I’d learned how to pray since I was young, to turn my thought away from the physical and dwell on what I knew to be true about myself spiritually, the me that had never been in an accident, the me that God knew. It was challenging to stay calm and not get swept away by fear.


			The adults focused on what to do with me. They quickly determined this was an urgent matter that needed X-rays. I remember them talking about not having a splint because someone else had broken their leg earlier that day, so they fashioned a U-shaped splint out of cardboard and tape.


			“We can call an ambulance, which will take about forty-five minutes,” they explained to my dad, “or you could drive her to the nearby emergency room.” I can just see my dad’s face now, beaming with confidence as he imagined handling the winding mountain roads with ease in his 1967 white Alfa Romeo. Two strong ski patrolmen maneuvered me into the tiny sports car, watching that my cardboard splint didn’t hit the door frame as they gently placed me on the red leather front seat.


			Daddy drove as carefully as he could, but as you can imagine, the cardboard leg bouncing up and down from the sports car’s low clearance over rutty Vermont winter roads didn’t make for a comfortable drive. I held it together, scared and in pain, choosing as best I could to hold onto the idea that God was right there with me and I could rely on Him to hold my hand.


			They admitted me in a rush of attention, my dad answering all the medical questions, as I was whisked down the hall in a metal wheelchair to get X-rayed in a cold room on a metal exam table. After all the flurry, we waited. I was thirsty. I wasn’t used to the smell of sterile air. The sounds were foreign, and nothing felt cozy or comforting.


			I yearned for something to feel normal. Again, I retreated inside — to what I knew and what was familiar and felt safe — I said a prayer we repeated at the end of every Sunday school class that ends with “Therefore I am not material; I am spiritual,” which put my focus on my spiritual self instead of my body. Just saying the statement in my head and staying focused on my spiritual identity lessened the pain and gave me a sense of calm and assurance as we continued to wait.


			The doctor motioned to my dad while glancing down at his chart. I watched Daddy walk across the linoleum floor of green and off-white squares, still in his ski pants. I didn’t want to know what the doctor was saying and kept looking down, praying that there wasn’t a problem and that everything would be okay. I was more scared of losing time with my dad than I was about my leg, since I only got one-on-one time with him once every three months.


			The doctor invited me to come with them down the hall and look at the X-rays on three big light-boxes mounted on the wall at their eye level. I looked up from the wheelchair while the doctor pointed to different images of my shin.


			“She sure was lucky. The way her ski pants looked, I was expecting a bigger break.” We nodded, waiting for the rest of his assessment. “But see this?” He pointed with his pen to the second image showing a different angle. “This fracture is in line with the bone.” My dad, showing his cards as a surgeon’s son, asked, “So what do you recommend for a hairline fracture?”


			Then came the news I didn’t want to hear. “Well, there’s good news and bad.” Ugh! I closed my eyes and shook my head. “The good news is, you don’t need a cast. The bad news is, you won’t be skiing any more this season. You need to stay off the leg for four to six weeks.” I silently screamed “No!” inside my head and clung to a different perspective that told a different story, one that reaffirmed my relationship with God and didn’t include anything about me that was broken.


			My internal dialog was interrupted by the doctor offering pain medication. I had never taken any medication before, and it seemed an odd gesture. I declined, feeling confident in what I’d always known. My dad questioned me about my decision and may have accepted the doctor’s offer, just to play it safe, but I was sure I wouldn’t take them. I was wheeled to the exit.


			They handed me crutches to use as I stood up from the wheelchair. I declined those, too, much to the doctor’s surprise and a stern reaffirmation of my condition. “You need to stay off your leg and let it heal. That means use crutches and don’t walk on your leg.”


			This was a moment of choice for me. What would I stand on — my mom’s or my dad’s approach? My mom used proven spiritual treatment and had taught me to do the same, while my dad relied on proven medical treatment, being the son of a Harvard medical professor and a well-known Boston surgeon. This was the first time I’d ever had to make such a decision in a vacuum of spiritual support from an adult. How could I oppose my dad — and the doctor?


			I could choose to rely on medical science and the examination of matter to find reality, or choose to rely on divine science and the examination of Spirit to find reality. This one choice prompted the larger question as to the very basis of my existence, though I’m not sure the thoughts came to me in that way at the time. Was I going to stand on what I knew to be true of my spiritual nature, as not broken under spiritual law, and do so in the face of the authority of medical advice and evidence telling me I couldn’t stand? Could I rely on the truth as I knew it to support me and release me from the pain that stemmed from the material belief? Did I have the spiritual strength to overcome the fear? The bottom line was, did I see myself as a spiritual being or a material being? These existential questions stood before me as worthy opponents to battle with my sword of choice. It all came down to this moment.


			It was normal to choose a spiritual approach to healing. My confidence was born naturally out of my past experiences of quick healings. But this time, I was on my own.


			Growing up, where most people’s first aid is medicine and second aid is prayer, our first aid was prayer and second aid was medicine. It was effective, scientific prayer, based on God’s law, the way Jesus healed. My dad’s attitude was, “If they’re not healed in three days, I’m taking them to a doctor,” referencing Jesus’ three days between crucifixion and resurrection. “If it’s good enough for Jesus, it’s good enough for them!” Because my childhood healings occurred within three days, I didn’t go to the doctor except for the required annual school checkup. I witnessed spiritual healing and mindset over and over with the family, and even my dad started asking for spiritual help when problems came up. His dad, the surgeon, had great respect for this scientific approach to prayer and way of healing.


			I was brought up with spiritual, metaphysical, and mental training that many kids don’t get. When a way of thinking shapes a life, everything is affected. My natural love of God and the metaphysical training to see beyond the five physical senses offered me a different view of reality. It was normal for me to question the evidence or limits presented by matter and material sense. Sitting at the exit of the hospital, I had the opportunity to stand on my own.


			I got up from the wheelchair and with a little hesitation, but not much, walked to the car with very little pain. When the pain would rise up in my thinking, I chose to listen only to what my spiritual understanding told me was true. I knew that “A house divided cannot stand,” (Mark 3:25) literally! I needed to stand up and walk, so I knew I couldn’t be divided in what I believed was true about me. Some might call this stupid. Some might call it human will. Some might argue this from other angles. All I can say is that I leaned on my experience of past healings using this process of seeing myself spiritually, and I was free from pain for the most part.


			Settled in the car, we set off for the place we were staying that night. That car ride was markedly different from just a few hours before. This time I was sure of myself, not waiting to be told if I was okay, I’d chosen the truth of me and knew I was okay. There was no fear and very little pain as a result. This was definitely the first time I’d faced such a big physical diagnosis on my own.


			That night at my dad’s friend’s house, I was gently guided to a quiet room and soft bed, which hinted at comfort even though that seemed elusive to me at the moment. After navigating teeth-brushing and pajamas, I managed to maneuver my way onto the bed without too much trouble and propped up pillows to sit up and pray. I honestly can’t remember all the specific things I thought about, but I do remember feeling clear about the fact that I was alone with God, the spiritual ideas I’d always turned to, and there was nobody else to help me. I remembered a line from a hymn, “God, my best, my ever friend,” and said a prayer I said every night. “Now I lay me down to sleep, I know that God his child will keep. I know that God his life is nigh, I live in Him, I cannot die. God is my health, I can’t be sick, God is my strength, unfailing, quick. God is my all, I know no fear, since Life and Truth and Love is here.”


			I pictured God’s view of me and chose to hold tight to that and not let any other ideas flood in. I didn’t allow myself to go down the rabbit hole of fear and what-if scenarios and the doctor’s prescribed timeline for healing. I was determined to see myself as whole and free. Then I got really quiet and just listened. I listened for God to tell me something — an angel thought. I wanted to feel reassured that it was all okay and I could let it go. I remember kind of mentally turning the problem over to God and letting Him handle it and take care of me the way He always had.


			In the quiet and stillness of that little room, under the floral-print quilt, I felt loved and safe. Then I felt something shift in my leg — it felt like a click — I don’t quite know how to describe it other than to say, at that moment, my leg felt solid and strong like something had shifted, and I knew I was healed. I snuggled down into the covers and fell peacefully asleep.


			When my dad woke me in the morning, I jumped out of bed excited to go skiing. Clearly surprised, my dad cocked his head sideways with a question in his eyes, looking for confirmation, and then he smiled, knowing exactly what had happened, since he’d seen evidence of healing many times before. I was healed, and as a result, I got to go skiing that day with my dad!


			~ ~ ~ ~ ~


			I chose for myself to rely on the law of good. I didn’t have to rely on my parents, a doctor, or a spiritual practitioner. I realized that seeing myself spiritually as God’s child was both powerful and practical. I could trust the choice to go directly to God as an effective and reliable approach when facing any challenge. That was huge.


			~ ~ ~ ~ ~


			The fact is: God is always available. The law of good is always operating. We all have constant access to a spiritual perspective and a higher way of thinking, no matter the circumstances or people involved. We all have the power to choose.


			The thought process I went through for that healing was based on how I was trained to pray as a very young student of divine Science, most commonly known as Christian Science, discovered in the late 1800s by Mary Baker Eddy, who wrote the definitive textbook on the subject, Science and Health with Key to the Scriptures. My prayer was simple, childlike reasoning, and it’s the same healing process I use today to support myself and my clients, having been trained as a practitioner of divine Science while in college.


			The skiing healing became a pivotal experience and gave me confidence to choose Love over fear, Spirit over matter. This pushed open wide the door of possibility. Choosing between two modes of healing gave me what felt like a superpower — the ability to make choices in other areas of life governed by societal norms or authority figures — to challenge ingrained thought and see a broader landscape, one filled with greater hope and possibility.


			So much suffering is a result of a lack of understanding or society’s ingrained way of thinking, both of which block people from seeing the choice available to them. I want you to feel free from the struggle of knowing where to turn when you’re in pain. I want you to have a tool you can reach for in a moment of need — whatever that need may be.
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			This three-step method is your get-out-of-jail-free card, your spiritual Swiss Army knife
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			Facing all the challenges in health, finances, relationships, career, identity, and more, I’ve developed a simple three-step approach to this Science, and I’d like to share it with you: Look Up, Look In, Look Out. This Up-In-Out Way is a tool to help you to recognize the power of the All (which I reference as God, but please use whatever term you are comfortable with), a consistent way to access it and live by it, and the confidence to lean on the Infinite as a way of life, particularly when the going gets tough. This three-step method is your get-out-of-jail-free card, your spiritual Swiss Army knife to use when you feel stuck.


			I want you to feel free — to feel empowered — to know you have a choice to move forward in your life, even when everything around you is screaming: You’re stuck. This is all you get. Your only choice is to accept it.


			Look Up, Look In, Look Out guided me to my dream job, our lost son, and every place I’ve ever lived, protected me from accidents, saved a friend, and healed me from the trauma of abuse. In this book, you’ll hear these and other ways Up-In-Out has given me freedom. I’ll show you a life navigated by the compass of divine law and enough evidence so that you can decide for yourself whether this might be a compass for you. Let this be a spark of hope, a flashlight in the dark, that you, too, can choose to be governed by a higher law beyond worldly understanding.


			I was tested that day on the slopes, and I found the spiritual strength to lift and wield this weighty sword of choice and slay the fear. I won my freedom. We can all do this. Knowing we have this choice opens a place of strength. Choice becomes a way of thinking, the fabric of our being. Anyone can choose good as the foundation, where health and harmony are the norm. Abundance is the norm. Where the law of good, seen through the lens of Up-In-Out, brings healing to every aspect of life.


			The question is: What will you choose as the basis of your thought? Spirit or matter, internal or external, intuition or evidence, Self or self? The choice you make determines the experience you will have. When you choose a life based on your ego and fear, external measures and validation, you get limitations and suffering. When you choose a life based on your true self, aligned with God, love, internal measures and validation, you get more possibility, more abundance, more synchronicities, more freedom, more expansion and progress, more evidence of good in every area of life.


			There’s a reason you’re here right now with this book. You were drawn to it. It has the answer to your heart’s questions. You were drawn by a power larger than your ego, drawn here by the All-power, the force governing the pull on your heart.


			Let this be the moment your life changes direction, the moment that all possibility opens for you, and use the simple framework offered in these pages, Look Up, Look In, Look Out, as a staff to lean on while you navigate the rough terrain of life on this planet. When you can see who you are, you can be who you are. Choose to be you. Your best life doesn’t happen by chance. It happens by choice. This choice matters!
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 Learning to Listen



			To listen. To hear. To tune in. To know what we’re listening for. To recognize what we hear. To understand and trust the message. One of the key takeaways from this book is the ability to recognize the source of the voice inside our heart, the nudge that guides us towards good. If you know it well enough and act on it consistently, what unfolds will amaze you. 


			At the heart of learning to listen is the question, what are we listening to? Can we hear the power of good governing all? The force that aligns and balances all? The power that created us and put the desire inside us to be who we are?


			Are we willing to trust this power to guide and govern us to fulfill our purpose? When we do, we will move through the world with the power of good as the basis of our life and reality. We will trust this All-power to speak to us in a whisper, in a still small voice, in an intuition, an inspiration, an angel message, a synchronicity, a sign, a spirit moved, a healing. Learn to listen to God’s guidance and your whole life will change for the better.
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 Listen and Follow



			And thine ears shall hear a word behind thee, saying, This is the way, walk ye in it, when ye turn to the right hand, and when ye turn to the left.


			— Isaiah 30:21


			It was 2:00 in the morning. I heard the drone of the janitor’s vacuum humming in a distant hallway, a sure sign they’d be closing the building any moment. More studying wasn’t going to make exams go better; what I really needed was some sleep. Heading out the door of the School of Government building into the expanse of life beyond books, thoughts lofted into the still night air and lighted gently on the branches of possibility, and with a yawn, were quickly yanked back to imagining my pillow. It was only a five-minute walk to my cozy bed in the Andy East dorm on the northside of campus.


			After a few steps, an intuition came loud and clear: “Go to Cox Cottage!”


			“Why would I go to the infirmary? I’m not sick; I’m just tired! And, it’s on the other side of campus,” I argued in my head, continuing towards my dorm.


			“Go to Cox!” The intuition insisted.


			I made a pact with God when I was six that I’d always follow the voice inside, even if it didn’t seem to make sense. This made no sense at all! I embraced the contradiction, turned around, and headed south while shaking my head no.


			“I’ll go, but I’m not sick.”


			It was a twenty-minute walk to Cox, and I was fried.


			“I must be nuts.”


			But this is what it looked like to listen and follow against what circumstances would dictate. Oddly, heading to Cox made me feel calm and clear. My exhaustion lifted. I knew that the infirmary door got locked at 11:00 p.m., and students had to ring to gain entrance after hours.


			“I’m not ringing the buzzer!” I protested, head down, watching my footing as I walked through the apple trees along the dimly lit, winding footpath. With every step in the darkness, certainty grew that I was doing the right thing, but I still just wanted to get this over with. I walked as fast as I could, half hoping to get another intuition to go back to my dorm. That intuition never came. Twenty minutes later, I stood at the door of Cox, stared at the little placard above the white buzzer [Door Locked at 11:00 p.m., Ring Buzzer], crossed my arms, and looked up.


			“I’m not ringing the buzzer!”


			Clear and strong the voice came, “Try the doorknob.”


			I shrugged in submission and reached out. I turned the cool metal doorknob slowly, trying to be quiet.


			Strange, I thought, it’s unlocked.


			I swung the door open, stepping tentatively into the unlit entryway, hoping not to wake anyone. Then I noticed a sound coming from the back of the cottage. Someone was crying. Following the echoes of distress through darkened halls, I headed toward a glow of light.


			I ended up back in the kitchen. And there, on the floor, was the nurse, unable to get up, sobbing. She seemed to be in great pain and looked up with tears in her eyes, “How did you know to come? I’ve been praying that someone would come and help me.”


			In that moment, we felt the power and presence of something far larger than either of us. There was a palpable sense of love filling the space. I welled up with tears, unable to contain my gratitude for the message that had led me there.


			I carefully helped her to a bed, and she asked if I would stay with her and pray. I sat by her bedside singing hymns and reading spiritual truths. She fell into a peaceful sleep. I stayed by her side and continued to pray. She woke the next morning well enough for me to hand her care over to the day nurse as I went on to exams feeling oddly rested.
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			Intuition guides us to fulfill divine Love’s plan, not ours
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			This experience was one of those dramatic confirmations that following intuition never fails, and internal spiritual guidance surpasses human reasoning. When we listen to those gentle, knowing prompts, it always leads to more good. This experience was also a reminder that intuition doesn’t necessarily give us the whole picture or align with immediate circumstances, but we can trust we’re being guided to a good end. Choosing to follow intuition isn’t about ensuring our own life gets better; often, the calling is for someone else’s benefit. Intuition guides us to fulfill divine Love’s plan, not ours.


			The nurse reached out to a power that would protect and guard her. She reached out to Love to meet her need. Love guided me to help the nurse. Following my intuition guided me to fulfill Love’s plan, to walk a path of service. I’ve looked back on this example throughout my life whenever I’ve doubted that still, small voice. It was important for me to follow my intuition for that nurse. Isn’t it just as important for us to follow our intuition in our own lives?


			This story illustrates the core message of this book: we all have a choice in every moment to either base our life on material evidence or spiritual intuition, that each choice we make shapes the direction of our life, and that we can change the direction of our life with a choice. When we choose to be guided by spiritual intuition, which some might call angels, inspiration, or God’s thoughts, we put ourselves on a fast track of synchronicity and align our lives with a larger good than we can see humanly.


			It’s key for us to recognize our intuition and know how it shows up for us, so we can follow it intentionally instead of ignoring it or missing it all together. What do you need to look for? How do you know it’s intuition? What does it sound like and feel like to you? Let’s look at ways you can get to know that. We’ll look at this specifically in a moment.


			Based on my experience of following intuition for fifty-plus years, I can tell you that choosing a spiritual mindset, one that recognizes the power of God, rather than a limited material mindset, leads to better results — a life of more peace, abundance, health, harmony, love, joy, fulfillment, and good. Cultivating a spiritual mindset, the mindset where intuition is clearly seen, is the most important practice we can ingrain in ourselves and our children.


			As a child, I learned that spiritual law governed reality, and when material sense presented me with limitations, I chose to see beyond them by utilizing my spiritual sense. I chose to focus on the spiritual instead of the material, which gave me freedom. I understood that spiritual law or divine law was always operating, and that I could lean on it whenever I faced problems. By understanding spiritual law, we gain another option and have a choice. Without understanding spiritual law, options are limited to what can be seen on the surface. Intuition and spiritual sense give us access to the higher reality — spiritual reality — and cultivating a spiritual mindset is the first step.


			If you haven’t yet cultivated a spiritual mindset, don’t wait. Begin now. More good will appear in your life when choices are based on a spiritual mindset. If everyone lived their life this way, our world would flow in the rhythm of Love, and we would experience more peace and harmony, abundance and fulfillment, balance and integration. As the Bible says, “All things work together for good to them that love God.”


			So let’s get practical. What elements are included in a spiritual mindset? What are the elements that allow us to tune in to spiritual intuition and perception, and deep knowing beyond physical evidence? What are the qualities of thought needed to make each choice in the context of this spiritual awareness?


			When I speak of spiritual mindset, I mean a mindset based in an understanding of God and divine Reality, but if you’re not comfortable with the word God, please plug in whatever works for you, whether it be Creator, Truth, Mother Nature, Love, Buddha, the Higgs Field, the Universe, Source, Life, Allah, the Om, the Big Magic . . . it really doesn’t matter. The point is, there is a power governing all of existence and creation. There is a power or intelligence beyond us that formed who we are, that conceived of our individual nature and uniqueness. An intelligence governing us, governing life — our heartbeat and breath. An intelligence we can turn to or tune in to that knows all and with which we can find a way forward — an answer.


			A spiritual mindset, then, is the use of spiritual sense — seeing good, tapping in to divine power and intelligence, aligning with it, feeling it, listening to it, and being at one with the All that is. 


			Elements of Intuition


			Before the Cox Cottage experience, I was used to hearing intuition and trusting it, having had many experiences prior to this that gave me confidence in what I heard. So, let’s pull this apart a little and look at the different elements of intuition.
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			Any thinking based in fear and limitation will block your intuition.
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			Notice in this experience that I recognized the thought as intuition — the thought just appeared. It came in the form of a voice in my head from out of nowhere, an idea that was not from my thinking place.


			So, the first step is to know how intuition shows up for you. What does it sound, feel, or look like? In what form does intuition appear for you? Does it appear as a thought, a picture, a feeling, words or sounds, a knowing, signs, conversations around you? Perhaps it comes from more unexpected places like license plates or an image on a billboard. Working with clients, it is clear that intuition comes in many forms and is as varied as the individuals.


			Even so, there are qualities of intuition and patterns to note. Let’s look at it through the Cox Cottage experience to get a clearer picture of how you can evaluate intuition and learn to separate the chaff from the wheat.


			•	The thought that came to me was emotionally neutral. It was strong and clear, but not pushy or bossy, and at the same time, powerful, certain.


			•	I interacted with the intuitive thought. I made a choice to listen to it and then after a little bit of debate, decided to follow it. This was a clear choice for me because of the foundation of my past experiences, but for someone new to this, it might feel a bit scary to have an intuition and follow it, especially when it goes against what common sense is telling you to do. (Side note here — obviously, I’m not suggesting that you unthinkingly and blindly follow an intuition if by following it you’d be putting yourself in danger.) I can say without reservation that every time I’ve followed a spiritual intuition, it has never led me into personal danger or loss of good.


			•	Many times along the way, intellectual reasoning has argued with intuitive guidance and attempted to talk me out of following it. Those not practiced in this art may give in to the arguments and justify changing course and turning away from the guidance. Again, this is where practice and experience give you the confidence to follow intuition in the face of opposing reason and evidence. At first, I resisted what I was being asked to do, and yet, each time the resistance came up, I overrode it with a deeper awareness of what was going on, yielded to the voice’s demands, and took action. Each time I felt doubt, I was guided to a clear path and found confirmation that I was doing the right thing.


			•	Intuition many times does not give us the whole answer at once. First I was told to go to Cox, then I was told to try the doorknob, then I was guided to follow the sound. I was not told, “There’s a nurse on the floor of the kitchen in Cox who needs your help, go help her.” We can trust that each step we’re given is the right step. The information we need will come when we need it, not necessarily when we want it.


			•	Do you know the voice of your intuition? Are you ready to become aware of it? Prior to getting in the habit of noticing your intuitive voice, you may need to practice listening to your inner knowing. Some would call it the still, small voice or the voice of your higher self or conscience. Others might call it the voice of God. A good way to start tuning in to this part of you is to practice. Here’s a method that has helped many of my clients.


			Set a timer for seven minutes each day and sit comfortably in stillness and quiet with no distractions. Allow your thoughts to pass by, and without judging them, notice that they’re there. Let them be as clouds floating by. Then notice that you are observing the thoughts. You are the observer, and the voice of the observer is the one closer to your inner voice. Get familiar with that voice. It may come through more as a feeling than words.


			Don’t worry if you struggle with the practice to begin with. Getting quiet enough to be the one observing the thoughts can take practice. The to-do list is a big distraction. Agree with yourself that you’ll do nothing but listen for those seven minutes. Give yourself permission to be singular in your intent and practice. Multitasking is not your friend during this exercise.


			Continue to practice listening and tuning in to your inner voice. As your practice develops, you can build on that foundation. Notice who you are when you hear your inner voice. What qualities are you expressing? Peace? Stillness? Calm? You’ll want to cultivate these qualities so that you are available to hear your intuition or the voice of higher knowing, the voice of God, or the Holy Spirit. Practice expressing these qualities throughout your day and tuning in. Then notice what gets in the way of hearing your intuition. Generally, it will be intellectual reasoning or egoic, monkey-mind thoughts that leap from branch to branch. Any thinking based in fear and limitation will block your intuition. Notice whether thoughts are based on a limited or expansive perspective. Practice releasing or being released from the ego’s view and commit to seeing the higher plan. 


			Here’s how your view can shift in an instant. Imagine you are looking through a telescope and all you see is what’s in the scope’s narrow field of view. You are unaware of the countless stars or planets beyond that limited perspective. Now take your eye off the eye-piece and look up at the sky to the vastness of infinite space and an ever-expanding universe. Your perspective matters. Are you looking through a limited, material lens or through an unlimited, spiritual one? 


			If you’re looking only at matter, your entire reality is based on what can be observed materially. Your experience will be limited, finite, mortal, material. 


			If you’re looking at what seems to be a mixture of matter and Spirit, your reality is based on what can be observed both materially and spiritually. Your experience will be proportionally expansive or limited depending on the lens you choose — varying amounts of good and bad, love and fear, connection and separation, willingness and resistance, etc.


			If you’re looking only at Spirit, your entire reality is based on what you observe spiritually. Your experience will be unlimited, infinite, immortal, spiritual.


			If you want to be guided by a higher law, you need to look out from a higher perspective — that of Spirit — and see and sense the spiritual nature of everyone and everything around you. That means choosing to utilize your spiritual senses. 


			What qualities would we need to express humanly in order to engage spiritual sense? That’s what we’re talking about. What can we do to cultivate that place in us that is receptive to perceiving spiritually?


			•	Be at peace.


			•	Be still inside and cultivate mental stillness. Being physically still can help get you there mentally, but there are times when it is not possible to be physically still, so we need to cultivate an ability to find stillness in the middle of surrounding chaos or activity.


			•	Be aware of your own thoughts and recognize the thoughts are not who you are.


			•	Be calm.


			•	Be emotionally neutral.


			•	Be humble.


			•	Be open and curious.


			•	Be free of judgment of yourself and others and situations.


			•	Be loving of yourself and others.


			•	Be present and aware.


			•	Be your true, transparent, authentic self.


			•	Be expectant only of good and confident that good is all there is in reality.
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 We Are Led Step by Step



			Take the first step in faith. You don’t have to see the whole staircase, just take the first step.


			— Dr. Martin Luther King Jr.


			Right out of college, I felt pressured to get a job quickly! I’d worked at The Center, the world headquarters of the Christian Science church in Boston during college breaks, so I started looking there. First stop, the Film and Television department, to combine my love for the church and my passion for the arts. There were no jobs available. The reasoned, practical approach didn’t yield a job. I switched my approach, listened for and yielded to guidance from above, and was willing to serve. My thought was open to hear intuition and fresh ideas to follow.


			Intuition prompted me to walk through the garage at The Center, not a typical way to enter the building. And there I ran into the sister of a college friend who happened to work in personnel.


			“You know, there is a job opening in the marketing department,” she said as we talked. “Why don’t you give it a look?” It was a match. Intuition led me to my first full-time job out of college. I was hired as secretary for the manager of the marketing department at CSPS (the Christian Science Publishing Society), home of the Pulitzer Prize-winning newspaper The Christian Science Monitor.


			I loved starting my adult life. I lived in my first apartment on my own. I was free to envision and create the life of my dreams. But I felt divine guidance had really steered me wrong. Although I had great rapport with both of my bosses that year, I really didn’t feel in my element doing secretarial work. Loved the people, loved the cause I was working for, did not love the work. I grew increasingly frustrated and wanted something that utilized my skills and lit me up inside. I wanted something fulfilling, enriching, inspiring, and creative. I had a desire to communicate the truth. How could I have been guided to this? I wanted more.


			I turned to a short newspaper clipping, “Right for Me” by Alex Noble, in which she says, “The question, ‘Do I feel happy about this?’ is not a frivolous one.” So I asked myself, “What makes me happy?”


			This self-inquiry took me down several roads and ultimately felt more confusing than helpful. So the answer to this moment, sitting at my desk, swiveling in my chair, was again turning inward to my heart and getting out of my head. Where was my heart leading me? The answer seemed odd at the time. The thoughts that poured in were about flying. I had no idea why, but I went with it. I let the thoughts flow.


			I love to fly. Even as a passenger — love being untethered and in that floating place where gravity and time are suspended and everything is possible, feeling immortal from the point of liftoff to the moment of touchdown. Being in the cocoon, the chosen cone of silence amidst constant white noise and voices. I imagined that someday I’d learn to fly. I thought of my favorite uncle, Uncle Walt, a VP at Pan Am Airlines, and the many pilots in our extended family. One even flew Air Force jets. It was possible.


			Thoughts about flying hung there suspended like planes do. I decided to follow this intuition and find out what it would take to learn to fly.


			The process of following intuition takes many different turns; at that point I trusted what I was naturally being led to do. Listen, trust, act. Look Up. Look In. Look Out. Synchronicities led me to conversations, people, and information that furthered my interest and intuition. The movie, An Officer and a Gentleman, had come out the previous year. I grew up on the ocean, sailing, diving off the rocks or jumping off bridges, swimming at the beach, and fishing off my dad’s powerboats. I loved the water, and through windsurfing, had a growing penchant for speed. A mash-up of these interests and influences naturally, I say with a bit of tongue in cheek, brought the next question. What about flying jets for the Navy?


			I applied to the Naval Aviation Officer Candidate School (AOCS) and figured if I’m going to learn to fly, I want to fly jets, and the best trained pilots are those who can land on what looks like a postage stamp bobbing in the water.


			The process was challenging and lengthy. There were many tests: physical, mental, and academic. It took months, all while I sat at my desk playing secretary in the marketing department at the Publishing Society in Boston. I felt somewhat comforted by the fact that I was working toward a different future than where I found myself.


			And I waited. I did the best I could as a secretary, learning all I could about office life and what was expected of me, but I became increasingly depressed.


			One day, completely despondent that nothing had changed, the Navy application in a holding pattern, I yearned for life to shift. I struggled to accept my present circumstances. Where was the robust life filled with passion that my college-self had imagined? Friends, activities, travel, a feeling of fulfillment and utility. Would that life ever be realized? Would the passion for life inside of me be fully expressed?
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