
Learning to Feel

Each week for the next 6 months we will send out a couple thoughts and a

journal prompt to guide us through this process of learning to love God with

the emotions that He created us with. Each month we will focus on a

different core emotion and we will look at it from multiple different angles,

because though core emotions are foundational, we experience them very

differently in different situations. These mini devotionals are meant to be

used as tools to help each of us continue practicing the 4 questions we’ve

just spent the past month learning. Our hopes are that we, as a church, will

find ourselves learning how to love God with all our heart, soul, mind and

strength, AND to love our neighbor as ourselves.

As you work through these thoughts and prompts, remember to ask

yourself…

What am I feeling?

Where am I feeling it in my body?

When did I first feel this?

Who am I going to share this with?



There will be times where you are not feeling the emotion we are talking

about, but I would encourage you to think about times in the past where

you have felt that emotion. Allow yourselves to be drawn into that memory

and meet God there. Allow yourself to be pulled closer to God in those

feelings. Once a month, we’ll gather to talk and process what God does in

us as we learn to feel.

For the sake of this devotional, Esther’s words will look like this…

And Chris’ input will look like this

Disillusion
Disillusion - disappointed that someone or something is less good than you

had believed

Language for feeling Disillusioned -

“I just wasn’t expecting that”

“I hoped things would be different”

“It’s starting to feel like nothing ever goes my way”

“People just can’t be trusted”

This feeling is always shocking to me. I want to blindly trust people. I want to believe they always

have my best interests at heart. I want to believe that everyone will always make what I believe

is the right choice all the time. But, that is not the way the world works. When someone

inevitably makes a choice that hurts me, I really do feel hurt. How dare they not be loyal to me?

How dare they make a decision without considering me? If I’m honest with myself, I feel anger



and rage and that scares me. I want to lash out at them and make them understand the

consequences I face because of their choices. I don’t like feeling this way. I don’t like seeing what

lies under the surface of my calm facade, what really lies in my heart. I want to continue living in

the lie that I am always kind and loving and trustworthy, but I am not.

Disallusion feels heavy to me. It feels like a real weight on my shoulders and back. It feels like fatigue. I am

skeptical by nature. I generally expect to be let down. I don’t usually expect things to go my way. When things

do work out for the best… When people do come through for me… I am surprised and feel incredibly blessed. But

when people do fail me and when situations don’t work out for the best, it just seems to confirm all of my

negative assumptions and this feels heavy. It feels like I’m dragging all of my skepticism behind me like a

physical weight.

I am broken. I am human. My heart’s condition has been laid bare, and I have to admit what is

in my heart is not good. I am desperately in need of God’s loving hand to change and heal me. I

want to honor God with all that I am, but this feeling is hard. nI find myself sitting in this feeling

asking God to take it away. I don’t want to feel this way, but I am slowly realizing that even this

feeling is an invitation to come and meet with Him. I want to choose to turn my eyes back to the

God who loves me. Even here, I can come and sit at his feet and allow him to do the work of

untangling me. I meet him here, in the hurt and anger. I meet him here in my body that feels

wound tight like a spring that is about to explode. I ask him to gently unwind me so that I don’t

explode, so that I don’t hurt others the way I have been hurt. God, pour your grace and

forgiveness on me in this place. Help me turn to you and to lay this feeling at your feet where you

give beauty for my pain.



The worst part of feeling disillusioned is that it makes it impossible to feel hope. Hope is essential to our faith. So

much of who we are as believers is rooted in hope, but my skepticism wars against my hope. When I feel let down,

like in my bones, let down… It almost feels inevitable and that’s not hope. My prayer is that no matter how many

times things don’t go my way, no matter how many times people let me down, I will wake up full of hope… Full of

Trust that My God is in control and He is Good.

A Prayer for Feeling Disallusioned-

Father, I don’t realize how much I desire to be in control… how much

I try to play god… Until people don’t do what I think they should do… Until

things do work out the way that I think they should… this feeling of being

let down and disappointed shows me what’s in my heart. I think I like

freedom, but not when other people use theirs. Help me to let you be God

even when it means that you might choose to let people make bad choices.

Help me to surrender.

Shocked
Shocked - the result of a sudden upsetting or unsettling event or

experience

Language for feeling Shocked -

“I did not see that coming!”

“I just had the run yanked out from under me”

“I wasn’t prepared for that”

I still remember the phone ringing. I still remember the voice on the other end, “They’re gone,

They’re all gone.” How? Why? What was happening? I couldn’t make the words make sense in



my brain. They couldn’t really be gone. They were just here last night. We needed them. But

they were gone, in the blink of an eye, in the drifting of a minivan onto the shoulder of the

highway. One moment they were on their way home to celebrate a birthday, and the next they

were sitting at the feet of Jesus.

I can still feel the way it felt; like the world was crumbling out from under my feet. I remember

the lump in my throat, and the way I wanted to avoid saying the words. The way I wanted to call

Chris and tell him what had happened and the way I stood staring at the phone wishing I didn’t

have to call him. I remember the heaviness in my legs as I went upstairs to the boys’ room to

gather all the kids and try to explain to them that our entire world had just changed. I remember

their faces, their questions, their pain and confusion. I remember them looking at me and

honestly asking if this could somehow all be a mistake. I remember knowing they were looking to

me for answers and strength, and I felt I had nothing to give them. I remember wanting to feel

something steady and sure, and so I reached for work. I could work hard. I could manage details

and food and cleaning. I could hide in those places and not have to be seen. I could be alone in

my thoughts and avoid facing my feelings.

When My Mentor and two best friends died in the same car wreck, I learned what shock really feels like. I could

not have ever imagined such an all encompassing emptiness. Before this event, I would have described shock like

being surprised or even scared. Like someone jumping out from behind a corner and shouting, “Boo!”. But

that’s not shock. When I felt real shock, it was like forgetting how to breathe. It was as if all the things that

swirl around my brain and all the things that I worry about on a regular basis just vanished and in their absence,

I felt lost and alone. It’s a very dislocated feeling. I seem to feel it in my head, as if all the same stimuli comes

into my mind, but I can’t make sense of any of it.



Years later as I unpacked this season in our life, I realized how my shock crept out in unexpected

ways. I found it hard to enjoy life because I was constantly trying to outrun the pain that is

inherent in grief. I still feel anxious when I remember just how shocking that phone call was.

Chris and the kids will tell you how I still overreact when they drive tired or distracted or

sometimes just drive at all. I don’t like this feeling.

Today I feel God gently nudging me to come and meet him here in this place where there is no

control and only uncertainty. I find him asking me to let go and allow him to comfort and heal in

the places today where there is shock and confusion in me. He is not shocked. He is steady and

true when the world crumbles around me. He is faithful when I have nothing to give. He is full of

love when I want to blame and be angry. He is truly strong where I am weak. God help me rest in

you and your strength. I want to hear your voice and not avoid this feeling. I want you to help me

find you here waiting for me.

I try to leverage against shock. I try to expect the worst and even occasionally imagine awful things happening

so that when they do, I won’t be shocked. Shock just feels so out of control. In fact, it reveals just how out of

control I really am, and I think that’s what I don’t like. I think my deep desire to avoid ever getting shocked is a

discomfort that is actually an invitation from God to meet him in this feeling and confront my desire for

control. I don’t want to be god, but I also do. I need God’s help to surrender.

A Prayer for Feeling Shocked-

God, I need you. It’s not that I want to be close to You, or that I want

to be in relationship with You, it’s that I need you like I need air. I can’t

seem to feel anything and I feel way too much, all at the same time. I don’t

feel like I can’t stand up unless you hold me… more than anything, I need

to know that you aren’t shocked right now. I need to know that You not only



know what is happening, but You are in control and You are good. I need

you to be my gravity. Nothing else is holding me in place right now.

Psalms 18:1-6

For the choir director: A psalm of David, the servant of the LORD. He sang

this song to the LORD on the day the LORD rescued him from all his

enemies and from Saul. He sang: I love you, LORD; you are my strength. The

LORD is my rock, my fortress, and my savior; my God is my rock, in whom I

find protection. He is my shield, the power that saves me, and my place of

safety. I called on the LORD, who is worthy of praise, and he saved me from

my enemies. The ropes of death entangled me; floods of destruction swept

over me. The grave wrapped its ropes around me; death laid a trap in my

path. But in my distress I cried out to the LORD; yes, I prayed to my God for

help. He heard me from his sanctuary; my cry to him reached his ears.

(Psa 18:1-6)


