
The Quiet Voice

Copyright 2025 Patti Brown

––––––––

All rights reserved. This book or any portion therof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

––––––––

Terms and Conditions:

The purchaser of this book is subject to the condition that he/she shall in no way resell it, nor any part of it.

You must not circulate this book in any format.


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

The Quiet Voice

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

The Quiet Voice








[image: image]


I am dedicating this book to my son. I am incredibly grateful that he saw me at my worst but forgave me and loved me anyway! He found it in his heart to just want me to get better! He is a wonderful man and

I love him!

My story is not any different from any other alcoholic or addict, when it comes to things I have done and people I have hurt. I am writing this book in hopes to show that anyone that is struggling in any way, can change and have a wonderful life, if we are open to God’s help and the people that God puts in our life.

I will refer to the energy as God but there are many different beliefs and names for God. Buddha, Spirit, Allah, Great energy, Mother Nature, Higher power, and several others. They all are loving and forgiving Gods!

––––––––
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I have seen many unexplainable things happen and paths that have opened for me. I have seen times when I should have been killed or died but have not. Many loving women and men have been put in my path of recovery, which have helped and guided me to change. I believe in my heart that God has created my destiny!

This book will be stories of how my life has changed and many specific incidents that have occurred to either keep me sober, alive, or see the presence of God. I am not special, I am just blessed to be open, to look for the grace of God



Grandma



My nose is stuck to a window of my house!! I am staring out the window in anticipation of my grandmother, pulling into the driveway. 

She was an angel; we saw far too little of her because she lived four hours away. She would come get us, the four sisters, and take us away from the insanity of our home. She was the one person who would stand up to my father, and he would listen to her. She would pick us up and drive back to her place in her brown station wagon. We were driving from New Jersey to Pennsylvania and as soon as we would hit Pennsylvania, we would start singing “happy days are here again”

My grandmother was a pioneer for women and did not even know it. She was ahead of her time, as a business owner back in the 50’s and 60’s. She divorced her husband, which was unheard of at the time, and opened her own business. She was a successful business owner. She sold organs and pianos. 

She was my hero and still is today! It was always a sad day when she brought us home and we returned to the chaos. 

She passed away the year I graduated high school after a prolonged battle with breast and bone cancer.  

When I think of her, I think of strength, determination, and love! I think of how blessed I have been to have had her in my life and have had her as a role model.

I have had many women in my life who have shown me love and compassion, even when I did not want it, starting with my sisters! They tried to help me many times even though they were angry with me. I was not reliable. I would commit to something and then not show up. It was always a battle in my head to either stay with the commitment or go drink. My head always told me to just go have one!

I was a thief and a liar because my addiction ruled me. I am very blessed that they chose to forgive me, and I am lucky to have such a good relationship with them today. I am incredibly grateful to have them in my life!



Hope



Thirty years later, a group of counselors at a rehab in Pennsylvania, I had been to, took up a collection and bought me a bus ticket.

I am on a Greyhound bus to Florida. They gave me a phone card and $20. I hoped there would be somebody at the final bus stop in Florida to pick me up. They said there would be.

I had so many emotions running through me. Guilt, shame, sadness, and fear. I felt so much guilt for leaving my son but knew in my heart it was the right thing to do!

I had called him to tell him I was going to Florida to a halfway house, and that ten-year-old boy gave me encouragement and told me to go! He just wanted me to get better. 

I was very scared, since I had no idea what I was really getting into. Where was I going to live? Who was I going to live with? Was I going to get thrown out if I could not stay sober? Was I crazy for traveling 1300 miles to a halfway house?

I also finally felt such gratitude and hope, that I may have a chance to change my life. I had not felt hope for a long time. 

It was a 36-hour bus ride through many dark and dingy bus stops. The thought of using my phone card or $20 to either drink or find some drugs crossed my mind at every stop. I kept praying! I prayed for God to keep me safe. I prayed for God to help me make the right decisions and just do the next right thing. I continued to pray the whole ride down. 

I also wrote many letters, to my mother and my son.

I also wrote to the counselor at the rehab, thanking her for her love and support. I will be forever grateful. She never said a negative statement to me. She always stayed positive and hopeful. Every time I saw her, she would call me “Sunshine”! She would always say “good morning, Sunshine” or “hey Sunshine, how are you today?” It had been quite a while since anyone had called me a flattering name, so it meant a lot to me.



Rehab





My counselor had intervened when another addict at the rehab was coaxing me to leave with him and get high. She heard him talking to me out her window. We never realized she even heard our conversation. I almost left with him. She soon called me in to her office and told me the dude was not going to talk to me again.

This counselor never worked in that section of the rehab before, and never again. She was only with my particular group, that one time that I was there. I was so blessed to have her there saving me from myself! I know in my heart that God put her in my life! She was not an alcoholic, but told me she had a problem with food, so I could still relate to her feelings and recovery. 

While I was at the rehab I would go to the church services. I knew I needed all the help I could get!! I asked to have a private session with the pastor. She was a woman, and whenever I was around her, I felt calm. She had a brightness to her!! We spoke for quite a while, and then she asked if I wanted to pray with her. I did not want to pray; I wanted her peace! She began to ask God to forgive me and ask God for me to forgive myself. I wept uncontrollably while she prayed.

I truly did not know if I was worthy of Gods forgiveness. I had done many things I was not proud of.

She gave me a book; I do not recall the name of it. It was about the 12 steps intertwined with the Bible. She also gave me a few assignments, basically to see how forgiveness was so prevalent in God’s world.   

Another woman who worked for that same rehab talked to me about where I was going after I left there. I had been homeless and lost everything before I went into that facility. I had been to the shelters and drank and drugged. I knew that was not an option anymore. 

A friend of mine in California had suggested I go live with her. Which was very generous of her, but I was talking to the counselor about it when she said to me “is there a little voice in your head telling you whether to go or not? I had told her yes; a little voice was saying if I go there, I will drink. She then said to me “if you stay sober that little voice will get louder and louder, that’s God’s voice!” Here again is a woman that was in my path that blessed me with an answer.

I knew I needed somewhere to live that I could stay sober. The next day when I went to rehab because I had been moved to a less restrictive area. They bussed us over to the rehab every day. I told the counselor I couldn’t find a place to live. She gave me a few phone numbers to call of some sober houses close to the rehab. I began to make those phone calls. I called those phone numbers, but they did not want to take me in, since I had no money. They all wanted a deposit and weekly funds. After the rejections they would give me more phone numbers to call, so I continued to make more calls, for hours I was making calls, but I could not find a place to go.

I felt so Rejected and my hope was dwindling.   

I was sitting on the front porch smoking a cigarette when one of the counselors came out and sat with me and asked if I had any success. I told her I had not and that I was thinking of leaving AMA (against medical advice). There was an opening at the YMCA, and I was hoping to get that bed. I knew of the YMCA, because we went there every day for physical activity. 

The counselor told me not to make any rash decisions, she would see what she could do. A short while later she came to me stating that I might be able to go to a halfway house down in Florida. I would have to have a phone interview first. I got on the phone with a gentleman; we will call Mike. 

Mike told me that since I did not have any money to pay the deposit or rent, that I would have to get a job and give him my paycheck weekly. He would give me enough money to buy groceries and cigarettes. He would take the money out for rent and a bit each week for the deposit. I told him I was willing to do that. I knew I needed to call my son who was 10 at the time and tell him what I needed to do. That was the hardest phone call I ever had made, the hardest thing I ever had to do. I loved my son very much, still do. It went against everything I knew a mother should be, but I knew I had to do it. I had been to rehab before and went back home thinking I would be a good mother again, but the drugs always took over. My son told me to go to Florida and get better!!  I am incredibly grateful for my sons support back then and always! 

I had become friends with one of the other women in the program at the rehab. She was pretty much in the same boat as I was. Homeless, friendless, done some things that were not very becoming of a Lady. We spent time together when we could, laughed at ourselves and anything we could laugh at. It is always good to have a friend; someone you can relate to. I
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