
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

Afraid - fearing that a bad thing will happen

Language for feeling Afraid -

“I can’t look”

“I’m so nervous”

“I don’t even want to think about it”

“What if?”

I don’t like to feel afraid. I want to control and plan and schedule. I don’t want to have to
acknowledge that really I am not in control. My fear typically comes in the form of worry for my
kids. When one of my kids is struggling, whether it is with an emotional weight or a hard decision
or a disagreement with one of their siblings or friends, I can feel fear pulling at my heart and
mind. It’s so easy to spiral out of control and talk myself into believing that I am clearly not a
good mom because I don’t have the answers or a step by step plan to help them through their



struggles. As I sit in those feelings though, I remember that this place is God’s invitation to me to
come and meet with Him and hear what He says of me as their mom, and in this space I feel Him
reminding me that my job isn’t to protect my kids from every situation or to have all the answers
for them, but that instead, my job is to point them to Him, the one who loves them even more than
I do. God, help me to be quick to turn to you in my fear, and to remind my kids of the fact that
their struggles are always an invitation to come and meet with you for themselves.

My life is driven by fear. I generally have a counter-phobic personality which means that I feel fear but I don’t
want to be controlled by it so I generally force myself to do whatever it is that I’m afraid of, just to prove that the
fear doesn’t win. But trust me, I’m afraid. The background to my computer is a picture that says, “Sometimes the
fear won’t go away, so you’ll have to do it afraid”. I have a mental routine that I do when I feel afraid. I set
aside just a couple minutes and try to think of all the horrible things that can happen. I imagine car wrecks and
cancers… broken relationships and broken bones… I try to come up with all the awful things that honestly could
happen at any time. I then try to figure out what I could do right now to prevent any of it. The answer is almost
always little if anything; usually nothing. I can do nothing to prevent horrible things from happening. For
some reason, once I realize that I have virtually no control over all the terrible things in life, it makes it much
easier to hand them over to God. So at the end of the exercise, that’s exactly what I do. I imagine a light switch in
my head that is my fear switch and I pray, “God, this is too big for me. You’ll have to carry it”, and I mentally flip
the switch. I feel fear in my skin. It almost feels itchy like I’m trying to stay alert and aware and on edge. I
don’t like it.

But fear is a miracle. Fear is protective. It’s a wonder that God built us with an alarm system. Our rational
minds are far too slow to protect us from all the danger in our worlds but God wired us with this really fast, really
sensitive system that is always on the lookout for harm. The problem is, in our fallen state, this system can be
glitchy. When something hurts us, our fear center remembers it and determines to never allow us to go through
that again. It will be on the lookout for similar risks in the future. Then, in a future encounter, one that is not
a genuine risk, the fear alarm can blare for no reason. We tend to call these triggers. As inconvenient as they
can be, they really are our wonderful bodies trying hard to protect us. When the system gets too glitchy, we might
call it a spirit of Fear. Sometimes we need to reboot the system. We need to sit with God and even walk back
through past parts of our story where the alarm went off so that we can rewire the system. Fear is our friend if, and
only if, it turns us back to our Father.



A Prayer for Feeling Afraid-

God, I am afraid. I know fear is designed to keep me safe. I also

know that fear can begin to rule me. I want you to rule me, not fear. Help

me listen to my fear and when it calls, to run to you. You know when I’m

safe and when it’s a false alarm. Even if I have to run to you 1,000 times a

day, I’d rather run to you then from nothing.

Unworthy - feeling as though you have limited value

Language for feeling unworthy -

“It’s ok that this happened, I kind of asked for it”

“Don’t take time out of your schedule for me”

“I’m fine”

“It’s what I deserve”

This is so often the way in which I define myself. I find it so easy to blame myself when things go
wrong, or someone is upset. I examine myself and find that who I am is not pleasing. I am too
much. I’m a failure. So I hide myself. I work harder and harder, wearing myself out hoping that
all my efforts will lead others to love me. I spend far too much time terrified that others will see
underneath my neat, clean, composed exterior to the uncertainty and chaos that lives under the
surface. If others see the real me, will they love me? Will they still accept me? And then I hear
God gently stopping my thoughts and reminding me that I am loved and seen and known because
He loves and sees and knows me. He sees the uncertainty and the chaos and He seeks to bring
peace and calm. God wants me to stop and listen for His voice when these feelings threaten to
overtake me. He wants His voice to be the one I hear above even my own. God, make my heart
tender and responsive to you. Help the ears of my heart to be open and waiting to hear your voice
speaking of what you say that I am.



As I try to contemplate when I feel unworthy, I think maybe I have made a virtue out of this emotion. I have a list
of things that make me feel this painful emotion but even when considering them, the first thought that hits my
head is that this feeling is appropriate because I am unworthy. I tell myself that my only true worth is found in
Jesus. I myself am an unworthy sinner. Compliments are uncomfortable. People expressing gratitude to me feels
inappropriate. I am nothing. It’s all God… I can even make a spiritual sounding case for why this is all true…
But all of that rationalizing ignores the incarnation…

Jesus came to earth to save me. He lived his life and spoke the truth to call me. He endured punishment and
embraced death, to free me. He rose to life to empower me. He did all of that for me. Which means he looked
down from the peace and perfection of heaven and saw something that had enough intrinsic worth to rescue. If I
dropped a penny on the ground, I don’t know that I would stop to pick it up. But if I dropped my wife’s wedding
ring in a lake, I’d probably go through hell, rent scuba equipment and put my life on hold until I found it. I
wonder at what Jesus saw in me to make everything He went through worth it. This is where faith comes in. I have
to choose to believe that I was worth saving. It certainly wasn’t that God really, really needed me to accomplish
his mission on earth. It must be that I have a value that I don’t understand. This small, shrinking feeling or
unworthiness draws me back to God to find, once again, this reminder that He feels I’m worth saving.

A Prayer for Feeling Unworthy-

God, I don’t feel like I am enough. I don’t feel worth investing in. I

don’t ask for help because why would anyone want to help me? I pour into

those around me because I don’t feel worth pouring into. But you said I’m

a pearl of great price and that you would sell everything to buy me… You

said you would leave the 99 to find me… You said you would turn the

house over looking for me and rejoice when I’m finally recovered… You run

to me when I return as a lost prodigal… To You, I am worth the cross.

Whenever I feel this way, bring me back to the cross to find my worth.

Helpless - feeling that there’s no way out



Language for feeling Helpless

“I don't know what I’m going to do”

“I feel paralyzed”

“Why is this happening to me?”

“I wish I could help”

I remember this feeling too well. I remember the loneliness and the trapped feeling. I can
remember wanting to blame Chris or the kids, anyone that might keep me from looking inside my
own heart. I remember the long walks or drives, hiding in closets or basements, tears running
down my face as I am overrun by this feeling. There seems to be no escape, no way to outrun this
feeling. Once again I didn’t plan enough. I didn’t communicate well enough. I feel the strain in
my muscles and the way my stomach churns. I don’t want to be in this place and yet here I am.
Maybe if I figure out how to do things better, I won’t end up here ever again. I remember the day
God stopped me and reminded me that this place too, is an invitation from Him. He loves me even
here. He doesn’t expect me to plan everything so well that I never have to feel this feeling. This
place is where He wants me to come and meet Him so that I can know Him here and so that I
can be known in this place. He is here with me. He says to me that I don’t have to be a victim in
this place, but that I can be here and learn to know Him more. That is what I really want. I
want to know Him. God, I want to find you in this place. I want the light of your love to shine on
me and then through me. I want my kids to see you in me. God, lead me to you even in this place.

I spend a lot of time in my head. When I lose something, I usually find it with my mind. I very actively trace my
steps and even my motivations back through all the places I’ve been. I imagine all the possible things that could
have happened to move or hide the lost object. It’s amazing how many times I've come to the conclusion that
there is only one logical place it could be, just to look in that spot and find it. When I can’t figure something
out, I remind myself that I am actually really intelligent and whatever it is that I’m trying to figure out, isn’t
actually that complicated. I have a weird confidence that I can figure it out. When I hit an obstacle at work, I
actually get excited because it’s fun to figure out how I’m going to deal with that obstacle. I rarely feel helpless.



Because of all of this, when I do feel helpless, it’s crippling. It feels claustrophobic. Everything in me is hunting
for the exit, the explanation, the next step. When I can’t find it, I can’t breathe. There are too many times that I
feel helpless and I don’t like it. But I do know that God is never helpless. I have lost count how many times I
have been truly helpless only to have him sweep in with wisdom, knowledge, power, and so much more… usually at
the last moment. Helplessness is usually a reminder that I’m trying to do it in my own power. I never feel
helpless when I actually leave things in God’s hands. When I feel helpless, I need to turn immediately to the one
who is an ever present help in times of need.

A Prayer for Feeling Helpless-

God, HELP!!!

Psalm 27

The LORD is my light and my salvation—
so why should I be afraid?

The LORD is my fortress, protecting me from danger,
so why should I tremble?

When evil people come to devour me,
when my enemies and foes attack me,
they will stumble and fall.

Though a mighty army surrounds me,
my heart will not be afraid.

Even if I am attacked,
I will remain confident.

The one thing I ask of the LORD—
the thing I seek most—

is to live in the house of the LORD all the days of my life,
delighting in the LORD’s perfections
and meditating in his Temple.

For he will conceal me there when troubles come;
he will hide me in his sanctuary.
He will place me out of reach on a high rock.



Then I will hold my head high
above my enemies who surround me.

At his sanctuary I will offer sacrifices with shouts of joy,
singing and praising the LORD with music.

Hear me as I pray, O LORD.
Be merciful and answer me!

My heart has heard you say, “Come and talk with me.”
And my heart responds, “LORD, I am coming.”

Do not turn your back on me.
Do not reject your servant in anger.
You have always been my helper.

Don’t leave me now; don’t abandon me,
O God of my salvation!

Even if my father and mother abandon me,
the LORD will hold me close.

Teach me how to live, O LORD.
Lead me along the right path,
for my enemies are waiting for me.

Do not let me fall into their hands.
For they accuse me of things I’ve never done;
with every breath they threaten me with violence.

Yet I am confident I will see the LORD’s goodness
while I am here in the land of the living.

Wait patiently for the LORD.
Be brave and courageous.
Yes, wait patiently for the LORD.


