
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 December 29, 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

Fear
Vulnerable- being exposed

Language for feeling Vulnerable -
“I feel naked”
“Please, say something… I’m feeling pretty exposed right now”
“Please accept me… Please don’t reject me”
“I feel powerless”

I have a deep fear of abandonment. Not the kind where people physically leave me (though there
is some of that), but the kind where they physically stay and build a wall protecting themselves
from me. I hear the words, “I don't want to be around you.” “I don't want to talk to you.” Or
worse yet, I hear nothing at all. My mind will fill in the blanks. I've been seen and they looked
away. This fear, this vulnerability, has driven my life more than I care to admit. I struggle
against this feeling as though I'm trapped in a cage. I try to make myself small, to need nothing,
to stay quiet. I try to tell myself I'm simply waiting for God to show up and work, but often it's
simply that this vulnerable feeling has me wanting to protect myself.

In this past year though, I've found that in the places where I'm seen in all my ugly anger and self
protectiveness, I find God right there. He's always waiting to envelop me in his love. He sees me
and doesn't walk away. He sees me and doesn't sit silently in judgement of my weakness, failure
and selfishness. Instead he calls to me, “come to me all you who labor and are heavy laden,and I
will give you rest.” God, help me to run to you when I feel vulnerable. Help me to find myself
reaching for your love and acceptance when I feel exposed and lacking, and from that place, let me
be a shining testament that your strength really is made perfect in my weakness.



Vulnerability is a weird two-edged sword for me. Like everything in the “FEAR” core emotion, I feel it very big. It
feels like the other forms of fear. It’s powerful and it threatens to run things so I respond by running towards
it. I have a very active internal world. I have a neverending internal dialogue and I love sharing it with
others… I often overshare and say things that people aren’t supposed to say. My cynicism makes me assume that no
one would love me if they really knew me so I want people to know me. I want them to see the real crazy that is
on the inside, so I can actually know if they love me for me. So I often share my whole guts with people. And it
never fails, as soon as I do, I feel like I’ve made a mistake. I feel naked and exposed and I want so badly to take it
all back. It’s a nauseous feeling like I’m going to lose my lunch. I often wish there was another way to be seen.
I wish there was an easier way for people to know me. I often pray for better control of my mouth but so far God
hasn’t answered that prayer.

Nervous- fearing that a good thing won’t happen

Language for feeling Nervous -
“I can’t do this”
“I’m going to throw up”
“What was I thinking”
“I’m so scared something is going to go wrong”

When Chris first told me that I was the one that should speak on our emotions, I immediately
balked. I didn't want to be that vulnerable. What if I offended someone? What if my words
simply made things worse? All these fears and more swirled through my mind, but as I continued
to pray, I realized I was really just extremely nervous about using my voice. Then I decided I would
do it afraid. I would preach four sermons and then I could be done. But as I wrestled with how
to invite all of us to continue to dive deeper into this invitation from God, Chris came up with the
idea for this devotional and our monthly meetings. I agreed, but inside the nervousness intensified.
All the, “what ifs,” screamed for space in my brain. In fact, they are still screaming. Each week
as I sit down to pray and write, I wonder if this really means anything. I recognize this
nervousness in my body. Am I over sharing? Am I somehow making this about me rather than
connecting others to Jesus.



Then this hits me. If no one else ever reads this, if no one else is changed by my simple words, I
will be changed. I am being changed because I'm doing something I'm totally afraid of, and at
each turn I'm meeting God in all his goodness and faithfulness. I pray that others will join me. I
pray that I'm not alone. I pray that you will find God in your nervousness giving you courage to do
the next thing He has for you, and that in that place you will encounter Him in a new and
life-changing way.

Nervousness is weird for me. It’s like hunger. It’s there at some level all the time. It comes and goes regularly.
There are moments when I can barely feel it and some moments when it seems like it could kill me. It’s a fluttery
feeling in my throat. I get really nervous any time I sing in front of people. I didn’t used to be able to do it.
As I would try, my throat would tighten up and singing was almost impossible. To get over it, I had to act. When
I used to act in Children’s Church, I would fully submerge myself in the character I was playing. I learned that if I
created a “Worship Leader” character in my brain, I could act like I was that person and not me. That person would
never be nervous about singing in front of people (I know I’m sharing some of my crazy right now but please see
my comments on vulnerability and over-sharing above). So for years I dealt with my nervousness by pretending
to be someone I wasn’t. I’m learning that God is inviting me to just be nervous… as me. He’s inviting me to
quit pretending to not be nervous and just seek Him when I’m nervous and do it nervous.

Overwhelmed - being buried under the weight of too many things

Language for feeling Overwhelmed
“It’s just too much”
“I’m just so tired”
“I can’t breathe”
“I’m sinking”

Chris and several of the kids have ADD/ADHD. Unfortunately this means I often have to plan
and organize really well. Unfortunately, this also means I often can't count on help until the last
possible second. You see, one of the superpowers of Chris and our kids is that they are incredibly
helpful at the very last second. They are great at problem solving and making things happen when
it really counts. They can get things done in a quarter of the time it takes other people, but not
until the pressure is really on. This often means that I plan and organize for a whole lot of people



who have no concept of time, only for them to ignore my plans until I lose my cool. I hate losing
my cool. I hate feeling overwhelmed. I want all of them to magically change and pay attention to
my lists and schedules, because if they would, we wouldn’t wind up in this pressure cooker every
single time… but they just don't. Often, when I feel overwhelmed, I'm tempted to give up hope that
things can ever be different. I know this is where Satan wants me to live, feeling overwhelmed,
lonely and unloved playing the victim to their clearly broken brains.

Before you start to feel sorry for me, God has recently begun to remind me (maybe even convict
me) that this place too is a place where he wants me to come and meet with him. I'm starting to
see that before anything changes outwardly, he wants to change my heart. What will it look like?
I don't know, but I do know that I want Him to have my whole heart, even the overwhelmed victim
heart that wants to sit and sulk. Where are you feeling overwhelmed and hopeless? That place is
his invitation.

I’m really afraid of this emotion. It doesn’t happen often… It doesn’t happen as often as it should. I almost
always feel like I can handle more. I tend to say that I believe “God can do all things” but it’s probably just that I
think I can always fit more on my plate and since I have virtually no concept of time, things will just keep
getting bumped until they get done. There’s always more time (😬) But when I do finally hit this point of
feeling completely overwhelmed, it’s never a good thing. I shut down. I usually get very negative on myself and
the temptation to give up is huge. I get bombarded with thoughts like, “why does any of this matter anyways. Why
am I fighting so hard when nothing ever gets any better.” I can hear Satan in the voice of Job’s wife from chapter
2 of that book saying, “just curse God and die!” In my body it feels like having my chest and head squeezed at the
same time. I don’t like it.

A Prayer for feeling Vulnerable, Nervous, and Overwhelmed…
God, this week I pray as I navigate fear in all its forms that I would know
your power. Whether I feel vulnerable, nervous or overwhelmed, I feel like
I’m not enough. Like I can’t affect my circumstances enough. Like I have
no power. Show me your power. Show me that you are in control so I
don’t have to be. When your Spirit is in me, I am enough… Because you
are enough. My vulnerability with you is my power. Your strength is made
perfect in my nervousness. When I am overwhelmed, you are there and
you are never overwhelmed.



Psalms 43:1 NLT
[1] Declare me innocent, O God! Defend me against these ungodly people.
Rescue me from these unjust liars.
[2] For you are God, my only safe haven. Why have you tossed me aside?
Why must I wander around in grief, oppressed by my enemies? [3] Send
out your light and your truth; let them guide me. Let them lead me to your
holy mountain, to the place where you live. [4] There I will go to the altar of
God, to God—the source of all my joy. I will praise you with my harp, O
God, my God! [5] Why am I discouraged? Why is my heart so sad? I will
put my hope in God! I will praise him again— my Savior and my God!


