January 5, 2009
Being

Who are you?  Remove the working, walking, shopping, eating, cleaning, driving, sipping, talking, and who would you be?  Remove the doing and how would that “you” – the “non-doing you” – feel?  Remove everything that has an agenda attached to it and what would be left:  who would you be if you shed all attachments to people, places and things.  I’m not sure – with our overly conditioned/attached thinking brain – that is possible; but I know that all sources of misery stem from some kind of want and need.  So, who would you be if you wanted/needed nothing – if your current state of being was good enough, even perfect? Imagine what it would feel like to be OK in the physical body, the mind, the financial state, the relationships, the location you are in right now.
Someday – maybe today – you will be forced to “be” because you will have zero control of satisfying the needs your mind thinks you need.  Children – completely dependent on adults – face this all the time: the mind and body wants, hands grab, adult intervenes (“NO!”) and child is left with unsatisfied desire, attachment to something unobtainable.  The usual result: tantrum, pouting, appeasement, resignation.  Good parenting teaches the child tolerance for the many situations in a day in which mind and body want and a higher order of power and wisdom says, “NO.”  Many of us arrive at adulthood without this tolerance.  Mind and body want and we do what ever it takes to get it, because we never learned that just being with desire – not satisfying it – is OK.  Instead, we adjust our lives to serve the belief that physical, mental, emotional wants and needs must be filled, and we grasp at control, possession, comfort and acknowledgement in a desperate attempt to feed the attached mind.  How sad it must be for our Father, our God to watch us grasp at worldly things when just being with Him is all we really need.  We know this intellectually but continue to grasp because it is what we learned.  Now, we must unlearn this by the practice of being: letting go and letting God.  Trusting.  All those things we talk about at church but rarely practice unless we have to because of life’s circumstances.  
I invite you this week – and all other weeks – to practice being.

I love the airport because it is a great place to practice being and offers endless opportunities to watch hordes of people in a variety of different states of comfort with being and doing.  I’m also aware that my mind and body* hate the noise and crowds and want to do something while waiting for my flight.

Today, in the San Diego airport, I decide to practice being.  So, I leave the books, magazine, water, fruit, cell phone, pencil and paper in the travel bag and limit my doing to watching, listening.  I see someone –among the crowd of hundreds – doing the same thing.  We lock eyes; two strangers connecting with a silent understanding of how joyously simple and precious this meeting.  We have a moment of pleasantness that can only be experienced when “doing” subsides.  No smile.  No nod.  No word, nothing needed except sharing a moment in time.  It is the blissful moment before the mind begins its judgmental review of each other and the moment and then the connection is lost.  
In the movie Lady Hawk, two lovers meet only at the seconds when day becomes night and night becomes day; when a sorcerer’s spell is broken, and eyes and arms can lock briefly before the connection is once again lost as man becomes a wolf and lady becomes a hawk.  This is what happens with the practice of “being.”  Just for a moment there is a sense of peace and acceptance so wonderful it is almost overwhelming.  I think this is when we truly experience God’s love – a love so pure that we can only get a sense of it before the mind and body cover it up with some kind of “doing.”  The practice of “being” rather than “doing” allows us to remain in God’s presence for longer, richer periods of time.  Therefore, practicing – in airports, cars, churches, traffic, restaurants, wherever – is important.

Believing this, I continued my practice of being when seated in the airplane; despite mind and body conditioned to want the familiar tasks of talking, reading, sipping, chewing, writing.  Desire strongly present, the practice of “being” is enjoyed for a moment before hand reaches for pencil and paper – my sudden attachment to sharing the experience with you.

Now I am attempting to capture and share what I believe to be the greatest blessing we have: the brief moment of being that allows us to feel the truth that we say we know: that we are loved and cared for beyond understanding and that all our needs and wants are totally met.
This week, I invite you to practice “being” by letting go – just for a second – of all wants and needs and experiencing the bliss of being totally loved and cared for just the way you are in the situation you are in.  Practice this until you can find it anywhere and at anytime you choose. 
Julie

COMING SOON (details and sign up info on website www.juliedavismft.com):

Habits, Hankerings, and Cravings Class (Los Gatos) Wednesdays, 7:15 – 8:30 pm, 1/14 – 1/28

Weight Loss for Life Advanced Class (Los Gatos) Wednesdays, 7:15 – 8:30 pm, 2/04 – 3/25

Boundaries Workshop: Spring
Loving What Is Women’s Retreat: Spring

You are receiving this email at your request, and I hope you are benefiting from it.  To unsubscribe from this weekly email, simply reply to this email with “unsubscribe” in the subject line and I will take you off the list.  

All weekly emails are archived on the website at www.juliedavismft.com.

*I lump mind and body together because I believe it is almost impossible to separate the two.  Hunger is the mind’s word for a physical sensation.  Food is the mind’s conditioned reaction to the word “hunger.”  The experience from feeling to word to want/need to action is so fast it is hard to separate.  So, mind/body seem like one thing when actually there are two separate functions going on.  I find this the root of all dysfunction and a fundamental part of healing addiction, compulsion, depression, rage, and other forms of misery.  More on this in another article or email, if you wish.  
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Don’t Forget

You are loveable when you are…

…stuffing yourself full of fast food.

…cheating on your tax return.

…numbing out on pain medication.

…drinking vodka for breakfast.

…lying to your boss.

…hiding and eating chocolate things.

…having sex with your spouse’s best friend.

…stealing things at the store.

No matter what you are doing today, you are loveable.  When you forget this – when you believe that what you think and do is who you are –you will believe that you are a weak, fat, worthless, and unlovable.

Don’t forget:  you are OK when you are…

…unsure of the future.

…in debt up to your eyeballs.

…dying from cancer.

…living with an alcoholic.

…experiencing chronic physical pain.

…raising a disabled child.

…questioning the word of God.

…being blamed and yelled at.

…caring for aging parents.

…tired.

…experiencing the loss of a loved one.

…unable to do what you love to do.

No matter what your situation is today, you are OK.  When you forget this – when you believe that life circumstances determine how you feel – you will feel overwhelmed, powerless, angry, confused, frustrated, useless and hopeless.  

When you believe you are unlovable or not OK, you are telling your body, “Oh no! Something has to be done!”  But your body doesn’t know the difference between “Oh no! I gained a pound!” or “Oh no! I can’t pay my bills!” and “Oh no! There’s a gun pointed at my head!”  When you believe that you are not OK, you set in motion a series of chemical and physical reactions in your body – preparing it to fight or flee: very important when you are in a life threatening situation.  But we don’t live with lions, tigers and bears hiding in the bushes waiting to leap out and attack us.  Most of us will rarely – if ever – have to “run or fight for our lives.”  

The predator for most of us today is in our minds: the critical, judgmental, self-loathing, fearful, faithless thoughts that isolate us from others, separate us from God, and rob us of our peace and joy.   

The predator in your mind wants you to believe lies like these:

“Don’t forget: the house has to be perfect today.”

“Don’t forget: if you don’t go to the gym you are worthless.”

“Don’t forget: until you lose weight you are a fat slob.”

“Don’t forget: unless you find a partner you won’t be happy.”

“Don’t forget: you can’t tolerate being uncomfortable; you need to medicate.”

“Don’t forget: when everything is done you will be loved and appreciated.”

“Don’t forget: until your spouse changes you can’t be happy.”

“Don’t forget: if you win the lottery all your problems will go away.”

“Don’t forget: you are too old to do that.”

This week, I invite you to flee from this predator by doing two simple things: don’t believe the lies, and don’t forget:

You are loveable just the way you are.

You become what you think you are.  So, work on the thinking about yourself, not the behaviors.

Life happens to everyone.  Everyone has a story.

You are forgiven.

Even Oprah struggles.  She has the health, the wealth, and all the “experts” and she still can’t keep the weight off.  

Recommended readings: 

You Are What You Think by Dave Stoop

Life Without Ed by Jenni Schaefer (food and weight issues)

How did I let this happen again? By Oprah - O Magazine, January 2009

http://stress.about.com 

http://www.webmd.com/balance/guide/effects-of-stress-on-your-body
January 19, 2009

From Dolores Pretorius 
RIPPLES


Another beautiful day
Waves coming at us,
As we walked defiantly through the surf, toward the break-line,
No hesitation; we were immune to the chilling coldness.
We dove underneath the whitewater.
And surfaced to gentle waters.

Our eyes peered out at eye-level with the ocean surface,
Ripples moved softly all around,
Small, petite, magical, spiritual.
I paused to be in the moment,
To experience the ripples.

And then, I had to share it,
"Julie, look, look at the ripples,
They are soooooooo beautiful,
Stop and just look for a moment
Before the flying begins."

And so we stopped
And had a moment of reflection,
A moment being at one with the ocean,
With the ripples dancing along the surface.

Later, when we were warm and dry,
When friendship filled the room,
And cheese and crackers and spaghetti squash
Awaited our yearning tummies. 
She said, I keep thinking about the ripples,
The fact that you saw the ripples, 
The fact that we shared the moment.
Ahhhhhhhhhhh, ripples.



I received this poem yesterday, a few weeks after the bodysurfing event that inspired it.  Reading it captured what I want to share with you today: the natural flow from calm to chaos, light to dark, happy to sad, fun to tedious, comfortable to uncomfortable, wave to ripple.  The world was created to operate in perfect balance: in-out, up-down, ebb-flow, push-pull.  We don’t question why the sun is setting; we accept that it is time for that and it will rise again in the morning.  This is faith.  We bob around in the ocean waiting for waves, knowing they are coming:  meanwhile, taking time to enjoy the state of wavelessness – when ripples sparkle and dance.  This is gratitude.

Feelings are like waves: they build and peak and curl and crash, leaving us sometimes hooting with joy, “What a ride!” and sometimes whispering, “wow.  I really got wrecked on that one” while swimming out for more.  Feelings, health, relationships, finances, and weather all move naturally from one state to another, without an agenda to make or break our day.  People who understand and embrace this have amazingly rich lives – regardless of life circumstances.  Like Dolores, they see and appreciate the ripples as well as the rides.  Other people spend their lives searching for the perfect wave and never seem content. 

Of course, it would be incredible to ride perfect waves under perfect skies surrounded by loving friends for the rest of my life.  But this is just not the way of it.  My favorite wave spot is sometimes closed due to sewage spills, my body often can not tolerate cold water, friends are busy or gone.  Nothing personal: just life doing its thing.   When I flow with it, I see ripples as ocean jewels from God.  Beautiful.  But I have to work to keep my greedy mind from wanting, needing and expecting more.  This is the work I write about, teach, study in the Bible and other sources, and practice every day, hour, sometimes minute of my life.  With this practice, my faith, my love, my walk with God, my relationships have blossomed beyond imagination.  

This week I invite you to see and appreciate the waves and ripples in your life.  Whatever your struggle, know that it is not personal, it is just life happening.  Re-read last week’s Don’t Forget.  Remember, this is a practice.  You will need to work the greedy mind over and over to move from anger to acceptance, stress to peace.   

Of course, jumping in to freezing water and riding a big wave is a good way to shock the mind!  I highly recommend it.

Julie

Other articles you may want to read:

Amusement Park  11/28/07
Dark Side 08/20/07
Weather Report 1/21/08
Four miseries 11/05/07
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HAIRBRUSH EXPERIENCE OF BETH MOORE AT THE AIRPORT

 
For those of you who do not know Beth Moore, she is an outstanding Bible teacher, writer of Bible studies, and is a married mother of two daughters.
 
This is one of her experiences:

 
'April 20, 2005, at the Airport in Knoxville, waiting to board the plane, I had the Bible on my lap and was very intent upon what I was doing.  I'd had a marvelous morning with the Lord.  I say this because I want to tell you it is a scary thing to have the Spirit of God really working in you.
 
You could end up doing some things you never would have done otherwise. Life in the Spirit can be dangerous for a thousand reasons not the least of which is your ego.
 
I tried to keep from staring, but he was such a strange sight.  Humped over in a wheelchair, he was skin and bones, dressed in clothes that obviously fit when he was at least twenty pounds heavier.  His knees protruded from his trousers, and his shoulders looked like the coat hanger was still in his shirt.  His hands looked like tangled masses of veins and bones.

The strangest part of him was his hair and nails. Stringy, gray hair hung well over his shoulders and down part of his back.  His fingernails were long, clean but strangely out of place on an old man.
 
I looked down at my Bible as fast as I could, discomfort burning my face.  As I tried to imagine what his story might have been, I found myself wondering if I'd just had a Howard Hughes sighting.  Then, I remembered that he was dead.  So this man in the airport... an impersonator maybe?  Was a camera on us somewhere?  There I sat; trying to concentrate on the Word to keep from being concerned about a thin slice of humanity served up on a wheelchair only a few seats from me. All the while, my heart was growing more and more overwhelmed with a feeling for him.
 
Let's admit it.  Curiosity is a heap more comfortable than true concern, and suddenly I was awash with aching emotion for this bizarre-looking old man.
 
I had walked with God long enough to see the handwriting on the wall. I've learned that when I begin to feel what God feels, something so contrary to my natural feelings, something dramatic is bound to happen. And it may be embarrassing.
 
I immediately began to resist because I could feel God working on my spirit and I started arguing with God in my mind. 'Oh, no, God, please, no.' I looked up at the ceiling as if I could stare straight through it into heaven and said, 'Don't make me witness to this man.  Not right here and now.  Please.  I'll do anything.  Put me on the same plane, but don't make me get up here and witness to this man in front of this 
gawking audience.  Please, Lord!'
 
There I sat in the blue vinyl chair begging His Highness, 'Please don't make me witness to this man.  Not now.  I'll do it on the plane.'  Then I heard it....'I don't want you to witness to him.  I want you to brush his hair.'
 
The words were so clear, my heart leap into my throat, and my thoughts spun like a top.  Do I witness to the man or brush his hair? No-brainier.  I looked straight back up at the ceiling and said, 'God, as I live and breathe, I want you to know I am ready to witness to this man. I'm on this Lord.  I'm your girl!  You've never seen a woman 
witness to a man faster in your life.  What difference does it make if his hair is a mess if he is not redeemed?  I am going to witness to this man.'
 
Again as clearly as I've ever heard an audible word, God seemed to write this statement across the wall of my mind. 'That is not what I said, Beth.  I don't want you to witness to him.  I want you to go brush his hair.'
 
I looked up at God and quipped, 'I don't have a hairbrush.  It's in my suitcase on the plane.  How am I supposed to brush his hair without a hairbrush?'  God was so insistent that I almost involuntarily began to walk toward him as these thoughts came to me from God's word: 'I will thoroughly furnish you unto all good works.' (2 Timothy 3:17)
 
I stumbled over to the wheelchair thinking I could use one myself. Even as I retell this story, my pulse quickens and I feel those same butterflies.  I knelt down in front of the man and asked as demurely as possible, 'Sir, may I have the pleasure of brushing your hair?'
 
He looked back at me and said, 'What did you say?'
 
'May I have the pleasure of brushing your hair?'
 
To which he responded in volume ten, 'Little lady, if you expect me to hear you, you're going to have to talk louder than that.'
 
At this point, I took a deep breath and blurted out, 'SIR, MAY I HAVE THE PLEASURE OF BRUSHING YOUR HAIR?'  At which point every eye in the place darted right at me.  I was the only thing in the room looking more peculiar than old Mr. Long Locks.  Face crimson and forehead breaking out in a sweat, I watched him look up at me with absolute shock on his face, and say, 'If you really want to.'
 
Are you kidding? Of course I didn't want to.  But God didn't seem interested in my personal preference right about then.  He pressed on my heart until I could utter the words, 'Yes, sir, I would be pleased.  But I have one little problem.  I don't have a hairbrush.'
 
'I have one in my bag,' he responded.
 
I went around to the back of that wheelchair, and I got on my hands and 
knees and unzipped the stranger's old carry-on, hardly believing what I was doing.  I stood up and started brushing the old man's hair.  It was perfectly clean, but it was tangled and matted.  I don't do many things well, but must admit I've had notable experience untangling knotted hair mothering two little girls.  Like I'd done with either Amanda or Melissa in such a condition, I began brushing at the very bottom of the strands, remembering to take my time not to pull.  A miraculous thing happened to 
me as I started brushing that old man's hair. Everybody else in the room disappeared.  There was no one alive for those moments except that old man and me.  I brushed and I brushed and I brushed until every tangle was out of that hair.  I know this sounds so strange, but I've never felt that kind  of love for another soul in my entire life.  I believe 
with all my heart, I - for that few minutes - felt a portion of the very love of God.  That He had overtaken my heart for a little while like someone renting a room and making Himself at home for a short while.
 
The emotions were so strong and so pure that I knew they had to be 
God's.  His hair was finally as soft and smooth as an infant's.
 
I slipped the brush back in the bag and went around the chair to face him.  I got back down on my knees, put my hands on his knee and said, 'Sir, do you know my Jesus?'
 
He said, 'Yes, I do'
 
Well, that figures, I thought.
 
He explained, 'I've known Him since I married my bride.  She wouldn't marry me until I got to know the Savior.'  He said, 'You see, the problem is, I haven't seen my bride in months.  I've had open-heart surgery, and she's been too ill to come see me.  I was sitting here thinking to myself, what a mess I must be for my bride.'  '
 
Only God knows how often He allows us to be part of a divine moment when we're completely unaware of the significance.  This, on the other hand, was one of those rare encounters when I knew God had intervened in details only He could have known.  It was a God moment, and I'll never forget it.
 
Our time came to board, and we were not on the same plane.  I was deeply ashamed of how I'd acted earlier and would have been so proud to have accompanied him on that aircraft.
 
I still had a few minutes, and as I gathered my things to board, the airline hostess returned from the corridor, tears streaming down her cheeks.  She said, 'That old man's sitting on the plane, sobbing.  Why did you do that?  What made you do that?'
 
I said, 'Do you know Jesus?  He can be the bossiest thing!'
 
And we got to share.
 
I learned something about God that day.  He knows if you're exhausted, you're hungry, you're serving in the wrong place or it is time to move on but you feel too responsible to budge.  He knows if you're hurting or feeling rejected.  He knows if you're sick or drowning under a wave of temptation.  Or He knows if you just need your hair brushed.  He sees you as an individual.  Tell Him your need!
 
I got on my own flight, sobs choking my throat, wondering how many opportunities just like that one had I missed along the way .. all because I didn't want people to think I was strange.  God didn't send me to that old man.  He sent that old man to me.
 
John 1:14 'The Word became flesh and made his dwelling among us. We have 
seen his glory, the glory of the One and Only, who came from the Father, 
full of grace and truth'
 
Life shouldn't be a journey to the grave with the intention of arriving safely in a pretty and well-preserved body, but rather, to skid in broadside, thoroughly used up, totally worn out, and loudly shouting, 'Wow!  What a ride!  Thank You, Lord!'
 
Please share this wonderful story.
 
If your eye is good, your whole body will be full of light........ Mt. 6:22
 
By God's grace I am what I am..... 1 Corinthians 15:10
 
'Life isn't about how to survive the storm, but how to dance in the rain!'

