
The Stillness

I am sitting in the bath tub as I write. Heating and soaking and stretching my back
since the car accident last Sunday. I skipped out on church today- opting to take time
to heal.  It has been timely reading "Present Over Perfect" by Shauna Niequiest as I
realize I have been striving for perfection. I knew that I needed to become more
present. I knew that I needed to say "no". I was doing great at saying "no" to
commitments; however, I was still unable to be still. In lieu of stillness, I would find
myself at the gym or seeing friends. I would hold myself in pride saying "I have figured
out life rhythms! I'm not burnt out any longer."

Alas, it was all a façade. If it weren't I would be full of joy embracing the time of
stillness, quiet, peace, and rest that has come along with the injury. Instead it has left
me more frantic, more bitter, and-excuse my langauge- fucking angry. As I told my dad
this the other day he did his signature Charlie chuckle then said, "welp, I better let you
go do you can rest." 

...and as he said this I threw the following tantrum in my head: 
NO! NO! NO! I DO NOT WANT TO SIT. I DO NOT WANT TO BE STILL. I WANT TO
RUN. I WANT TO CLIMB. I WANT TO SKI. AT LEAST TO GO TO THE GYM!

"Wow. I am really angry" I thought to myself, "and I do not like this version of me."

Which brings us back to today. I opted to not go to church. "I need to rest" I told my
housemate. However, I did not last 20 minutes from when my last housemate walked
out the door that I was texting my friend Jill to come over.

Now, Jill knows me. She knows I struggle with rest; with stillness. She knows I won't
ask for help. She knows that I am a verbal-processor and extrovert. She knows I will
let her stay to distract me from the stillness as long as possible. Again though, she
knows me and she knows I am learning to be still. So, after not long of a visit, she left
me. Again, STILLNESS.

Sitting. So many thoughts flood my mind.
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The Stillness

Writing. I do not know where to start.

That's what got me here. In the bath. Soaking and writing. 

Recognizing how deeply I fear the stillness; the silence.

Realizing how often I embrace distractions in an effort to avoid myself.

Yet, all the while knowing, it is in the stillness that the healing comes. It is in the
stillness that God is made known. For His Word says, "be still and know that I am
God".
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