
 

Learning to Feel 
 

Each week for 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. At our next meeting, on February 23, 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 
 

Happiness 
 

Happy - experiencing joy 
 

Language for feeling Happy - 
 “Everything feels right with the world” 
 “I just like where I am right now” 
 “Can’t stop smiling” 
 “I feel good” 
 
For me, feeling happy can be tricky. I feel happy when all my kids are in the house. I feel happy 
when everyone is getting along. I feel happy when a project is completed. I feel happy when I plan 
an event and it goes according to my plan. I think if we all look at our lives we can find lots of 
things and situations that make us feel happy. I remember years ago though, coming home from a 
vacation we had taken to Florida where we had taken our kids to Disney World. It had been a 
dream of mine to take the kids there for probably as long as we had had kids. I had so many 
wonderful memories of Disney World from when I was a child and I wanted my kids to experience 
it as well. It had been a truly wonderful trip complete with a side-trip to visit my Granny on the 
opposite side of the state for my kids to see some of the places I had so enjoyed as a little girl. As 
we began to make our way back to Kansas I was hit with feelings of guilt and sadness along with 
my happiness, and I actually felt ashamed for being happy. You see we had planned this particular 
vacation with Chris’s two best friends and they had died before we were able to take our vacation 
together. We had so looked forward to doing all the things together, and suddenly my happiness at 
making such fun memories with our kids somehow felt wrong. I also remember, though, that when 
I was finally able to express what was going on in my emotions, Chris reminded me that sometimes 
happiness can live simultaneously with other emotions. Looking at my life now I realize that often 



when I feel happiness it can make me uncomfortable, like someone is somehow going to steal it 
away from me, or I try to grab onto and control things so that I can keep feeling this way. I’m 
slowly realizing that this feeling like all the others is a gift, a reminder to come and meet with God, 
to actually feel it in my body and enjoy and embrace it while not trying to push it away or make it 
stay.  
 
Happiness is also strange for me, but for completely different reasons.  I’m not sure why, but I don’t really ever 
seek happiness.  Sometimes I feel like maybe I don’t deserve it.  Sometimes I feel like it’s a great thing to 
experience, but a dangerous thing to seek.  I’m not really sure what it is, but I certainly never feel like happiness 
is my right and something is wrong with the world if I’m not happy.  I even often complicate things rather than 
just doing the thing that makes me happy.  In fact, if I’m being 100% honest, I have a hard time with people who 
seem to feel that the world (or God) owes them happiness.  Generally what I seek is purpose and meaning.  I want 
to feel like my life matters, like my day matters.  (I’m sure that is a form of happiness).  So I don’t generally seek 
happiness.  But the weird thing is… I am usually pretty happy.  It’s never the goal, I even try to avoid it at times, 
but when I do a deep dive into my feelings, I’m usually pretty happy. 
 
Creative - inspired 

 
Language for feeling Creative - 
 “I have so many ideas!” 
 “I can’t wait to get started” 
 “Vibrating with good energy” 
 “I just feel connected to something bigger” 
 
I love this feeling. There is nothing quite like the feeling of walking into a space and envisioning it 
to be something entirely different than it currently is, or dreaming of ways to make it work more 
efficiently. I love taking raw ingredients and turning them into something beautiful and tasty to 
eat. I love dreaming with Chris of ways to engage our family or others in community with one 
another and with God. I can feel the excitement building in my body as I plan and execute the 
plan. I can feel the hope that comes with wanting what I created to be helpful or delicious or 
truly help another person connect with God. God created us to be creative, and I think when we 
feel this feeling it connects us to him in a unique way. Unfortunately, I think sometimes we ignore 
this feeling because we’re too busy or too tired or too overwhelmed or we believe the lie that we 



aren’t creative. Or, we fall prey to the lie that because God gave us this creativity our way is the 
only way it should be. God, I want this feeling to be a place where I can stand in awe of all the 
different ways you show your creative nature in each and every one of us. Help me to value and 
foster this feeling both in myself and those around me.  
 
Creativity is a bit of an addiction for me.  The difference between being in a creative headspace and not being able 
to find that space,  feels like the difference between being plugged into an electrical outlet or being unplugged.  
The very first way we meet God in the Scriptures… Before Father, before judge, before Warrior, before Lover, before 
Law-Giver, Before Savior… Was as Creator.  “In the Beginning, God Created!”  I honestly think I can assess my 
relationship with God based on how much creativity I feel flowing through me.  So this feeling scares me when it’s 
not there.  Honestly, I don’t know how it works.  It doesn’t feel like it’s mine to control.  It feels like I use it 
and get to steward it, but when it goes away, I don’t know how to really find it again until I reconnect with God.  
So I do live with the fear that it will one day dry up.  I don’t really know what happens when I go to that well and 
it’s empty.  I don’t feel smart enough or talented enough to do what I do without this God-given miracle so I just 
pray that God continues to be gracious with this gift. 
 
Safe - feeling secure 

 
Language for feeling Safe - 
 “I feel like I’m at home” 
 “I feel very comfortable with you” 
 “Slow easy breath” 
 “I feel like all the stress of the world is outside this little bubble” 
 
I can remember some very distinct moments in my life when I felt truly safe. It is truly the most 
wonderful, relaxing feeling. I feel like I can melt away and there is no pressure or stress.  
Unfortunately, this feeling is one I think I usually don’t feel I deserve. My mind races ahead 
assuming I’ve forgotten something or done something wrong that I’m not yet recognizing. When I 
allow myself to think more deeply about my relationship with this feeling I realize that often, I’m 
simply pushing this feeling away so that I can move onto the next thing, the next task. But, God is 
calling me to sit and feel this feeling. He calls me to come and sit with him, allowing him to speak 
to me of the safety found only in my relationship with him. God, You know me and love me. You see 



me for all that I am, even the motives and intents that are hidden deep within my heart, and you 
love me. That is real safety, and I pray that you will help me to lean into you and the safety that 
you bring.  
 
This is a confusing emotion for me.  I have been told many times that because of my size, I don’t face a lot of the 
stressful, scary things in the world.  People do tend to treat me better and they probably threaten me less than 
other people just because I’m big (and I’m told, scary looking).   so I tend to walk around feeling physically safe 
most of the time.  I hear other people express basic anxieties and I can not relate.  I’m told this is odd.  The flip 
side ./is that this feeling of physical safety also hinges on this weird need to control things.  When I walk into a 
room, I tend to size up all the other guys to assess where any threats lie and I make a plan on how to deal with that 
threat if needed.  I know where the exits are and how I would get my wife and kids out of harms way if needed.  My 
feeling of safety comes at a cost.   
Emotional safety is another thing.  I don’t really know what this is supposed to feel like, but I definitely know 
when it’s not there.  I like disagreement and debate.  I feel really shaky when I agree with everyone in the room 
because I assume everyone is being fake.  Full agreement just doesn’t happen.  So I don’t tend to feel safe the way 
other people do.  I feel safer in honest conflict.  But I do know what it feels like when someone starts to pull away 
and that doesn’t feel safe at all.  So in a weird way, I think I only know this feeling when it leaves. 
 
Psalm 61 

O God, listen to my cry! 
    Hear my prayer! 

From the ends of the earth, 
    I cry to you for help 
    when my heart is overwhelmed. 
Lead me to the towering rock of safety, 

    for you are my safe refuge, 
    a fortress where my enemies cannot reach me. 

Let me live forever in your sanctuary, 
    safe beneath the shelter of your wings! Interlude  

For you have heard my vows, O God. 
    You have given me an inheritance reserved for those who fear your name. 



Add many years to the life of the king! 
    May his years span the generations! 

May he reign under God’s protection forever. 
    May your unfailing love and faithfulness watch over him. 

Then I will sing praises to your name forever 
    as I fulfill my vows each day. 

 


