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    Introduction

    A Return to Everyday Island Living

    
      
        My story is important not because it is mine, God knows,
but because if I tell it anything like right, the chances are
you will recognize that in many ways it is also yours.

        FREDERICK BUECHNER


        

      

    

    
      THIS BOOK COMES FROM A PLACE of deep searching, of being pulled between two cultures. Not just geographically, but socially and culturally. Torn between a hustle culture that was foreign but seemed inevitable while also trying to remember my roots from a culture of slow and steady.

      I was born and raised on Bonaire, a small Dutch island in the Netherlands Antilles, which is part of the southern Caribbean. My father worked in finance for Trans World Radio, a global Christian media organization.

      What I did not know when I left the island at age sixteen was that I would wrestle with these two cultures many times over the next three decades. One would try to pull me into the land of hurry—of never enough and the fear of missing out, focused on striving, people pleasing to fit in, and filling my calendar with yeses that were not really thought through. I did not know that the grounding and lifesaving culture that gave me breath in my formative years would be one I would struggle to hold on to, like fine beach sand slipping through my fingers.

      Despite being a former island girl, used to living on what we have all heard as “island time,” I’ve had my share of long seasons of exhaustion, hustling, and people pleasing. As you hold this book in your hands, I want you to know that you are not alone, that you have it in you to shift toward a more sustainable pace, to recover your precious life and stay there.

      I’m here to walk this path with you, showing you what I’ve both learned and then unlearned. Helping you—so you don’t have to repeat my mistakes. Giving you life-giving concepts, spiritual disciplines, slow living practices, and easy rhythms that I knew from my island life, but somehow forgot.

      Come. Slow down and breathe easily and deeply again! Maybe you were never even meant to be moving through life as fast as you have been. Longing to linger with God and connect to others is normal. The need you feel to stop and finally catch your breath is healthy and possible. While I can’t offer you a literal stretch of sandy beach to walk on, I can come alongside you as a fellow sojourner and soul nourisher.

      Are you anticipating pushback from other people in your life who don’t understand your deep personal need to exhale? Are you afraid of looking weak or lazy? Are you wondering if slowing down might mean you are actually letting others down? Or maybe like me, do you have a fear of missing out?

      If so, I invite you to shift:

      
        From exhausted to refreshed and settled.

        From hurry and hustle to gentle contemplation.

        From lonely to enjoying barefoot hospitality.

        From feeling not seen to truly being held.

      

      Perhaps you simply need someone to affirm you as you take your next steps to identifying and advocating for your unique pace, practicing soul care, finding your people, and simplifying your faith through a fresh, ongoing friendship with God. Come linger. You’ll find solidarity in the stillness. You’ll find a deeper sense of community with your people and with the Trinity. You’ll thrive from a place of rest as you trust that you are being held.

      I wish I could tell you that I have done things perfectly—however, I have not. And that is okay. We keep learning. It was my doctor who had to tell me that my people pleasing, over-scheduling, and church volunteering was making me exhausted and constantly stressed. I didn’t want to believe her until I started to see the trail of a broken life I was leaving in my wake.

      These broken pieces had me sometimes snapping at my family to help prepare for yet another small group meeting. It meant being housebound many Halloween nights because I kept getting pneumonia and bronchitis, year after year, as I pushed my body beyond its limits each autumn. It looked like no white space on my paper calendar where healthy pauses should have been. Our bank account frayed trying to keep up with the Joneses each season, especially at the holidays.

      If you see yourself in any of these life-draining scenes, you’re in the right place. And you don’t have to feel embarrassed or discouraged. Our culture dictates a lot of spoken and unspoken expectations. I didn’t realize that letting others down to catch my own breath was also self-care.

      
        I didn’t realize that letting others down to catch my own breath was also self-care.

      

      In a hustle culture like the one we’ve been in for so long, we don’t know what we don’t know. Until we do. Or, in my case, until I remembered my roots again. After what seemed like a hurricane of stormy life events and insecure decisions in the last three decades, my soul started longing to take in another version of that salty island air that I once knew so intimately. I wanted to spend more quality time with my people. I wanted the space to say yes to opportunities that could not be squeezed into an already-packed month. I wanted to live unhurried, leaning in to learn more about myself, God, and others, but in new ways. I love that John Ortberg wrote Dallas Willard’s wise words on a piece of paper that still hangs above his office door. John’s note says, “Arrange your days so that you experience total contentment, joy, and confidence in your everyday life with God.”

      As I started implementing the things I share in this slow living guide, it was almost as if I started feeling, tasting, and smelling that familiar salty air wrapping me in deep soul care, welcoming me back to a slower, more intentional way of life. By keeping my soul on island time while living in the city, I have relearned how to thrive from a place of rest, anchor into deep community, and come to believe that I am being held through these hard and busy seasons of life.

      Coming home to our little “island in the city” has healed my exhausted heart in the most profound ways in these last five years. Salty air soul care is anchoring me back in. I know I belong here—not just in this physical location, a 1950s bungalow off Main Street in our little North Carolina town. I belong in this lifestyle, shifted to fit my dreams, my energy level, my health, and my family’s bandwidth. It’s more in line with the way God made me. And I want this for you too.

      We’re in this together. You’re not doing this by yourself. I am here to gently and repeatedly remind you that this shift to slow living is a journey and a lifestyle, not a destination or latest craze. Like a brilliant piece of sea glass, remade after a rough and lengthy tumbling, we have a chance to remake our lives, our pace, and our future—one small, steady shift at a time. As J. R. R. Tolkien said, “Little by little, one travels far.”

      The words that best describe SLOW all have a contemplative stance.

      
        S = shift: not an abrupt stop, but a slowing down like gears on a bike; a pivot

        L = linger: this is a call to pause, to take your time and be present

        O = open hands: expectant and yet vulnerable; asking God, “What now?”

        W = watchful: observe; being alert in watching out for that pull back to hurry

      

      
      
        Slow Living Shift

        Introduction



        
          Have you ever been so tired that you didn’t have the energy to find your way to that cool drink or comfortable chair on your own? You needed someone to take you there. My offering to you is a curated selection of eighteen slow living concepts that will help you shift to slower living. These ideas will be foundational and life-giving as you set your new pace in motion.

“Stand at the crossroads, and look; ask for the ancient paths, ask where the good way is, and walk in it, and you will find rest for your souls” (Jeremiah 6:16 NIV).

          Visualize one of those signposts you might see in a beach town. There are various shapes and sizes of driftwood secured on it, all with different destinations painted on those wooden pieces. Each piece of driftwood is pointing in a different direction. Just like taking one trip at a time, slow living shifts are best learned one at a time, where you can be fully present to take it all in.

          Each Slow Living Shift in this book is identified by a welcoming palm tree symbol. Soon these concepts will feel as comfortable as your favorite pair of flip-flops. Let them be part of the daily nourishment you need on your new journey toward slower living. None is more important than another. You can learn about them one by one in each chapter as you read sequentially, or wait till you see one you like and try it.

        

      

     
      I see your weariness. It’s real. And it’s my delight to walk you through gentle rhythms that are tried and true as well as relevant concepts that might be new. I want you to be a healthier, rested version of your best self as you find your unique way to be in the world—walking into community with God and others. I already see the empowered person you are becoming as you stand up for yourself and those you love, paving the way to a new sustainable pace.

      
        “Stand at the crossroads, and look; ask for the ancient paths, ask where the good way is, and walk in it, and you will find rest for your souls.”

        JEREMIAH 6:16 NIV

      

      If you long for a different pace for your days with more time for the things that mean the most to you, this is your personal invitation to grab on to my hand, pause and take a deep exhale, right where you are. Here’s to inhaling the salty air as we steady our stride, shift our direction, and continue to walk out this journey together! As this season ends, I know you will find your way again and enjoy a bit of everyday island living right where you are. You are not alone.
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When Sea Breeze and
Road Rage Collide



The cost of a thing is the amount of life which
is required to be exchanged for it.

HENRY DAVID THOREAU









IT WAS EARLY ON A SUMMER MORNING, and I was barely awake. Sunrise was imminent. I was twenty-seven years old and holding tight to my fresh dream of moving to Murrells Inlet, a small South Carolina coastal town we had just returned from visiting. Little did I know how many of my dreams would vanish that day. I ran out of our bedroom to call 911 at my husband Brian’s request. A kind voice answered at the other end, but at the sound of Brian’s body crashing onto the floor, I left the phone dangling. I quickly retraced my steps to find Brian dying. His aorta had ruptured, and he bled to death in less than two minutes, with me by his side.

The sound of breath, of life, leaving his body was louder than I had expected. It was a literal soft whooshing sound. The closest thing I had ever experienced was when I was fifteen. A thirty-foot whale shark surfaced right next to where I drifted with my friend in a small sailboat. Both situations were terrifying and yet beautiful in inexplicable ways. Both caught me by surprise and formed a lump in my throat. But that morning, as I felt bewilderment, fear, and disbelief, I wondered if I was caught up in a nightmare.

Two years prior, on a summer afternoon, coming around the bend in the road on Interstate 85 near Atlanta, Brian was riding as a passenger in a work truck that inadvertently found itself in the middle of a road rage incident. Brian had nowhere to go; he was crushed under a semi truck in this most horrific accident. Life came to a standstill that day. Due to the actions of strangers, Brian hovered between life and death. That day turned into nine months in the hospital, four of them in a shock-trauma ICU where my island heart saw human suffering so tragic it remains hard to explain.


Maybe it’s a good thing we don’t write our own stories.



Thirty-three surgeries and almost two million dollars in medical bills later, Brian eventually made a full recovery. We were settling into our own happy version of a slow and settled life in our quaint Georgia town—only to have those dreams vaporized that summer morning when Brian unexpectedly died. His aorta ruptured due to the infection and trauma near the site of his tracheostomy from two years earlier.

My grieving was intense that season. It was layered from the trauma my mind and body went through during the months when Brian had so many close calls in the hospital. It feels unbearable when you watch someone endure agony, and you can’t prevent their pain and suffering.

Maybe it’s a good thing we don’t write our own stories. Sure, we make decisions, we plot a course, and go full steam ahead with our hopes and dreams—but we don’t actually write our story. God does. Our story fits into his Story and is woven in with other stories so big it’s hard to imagine we are part of them. And yet we are. I still don’t know the “why” of my story. I suppose I don’t have to. You, too, may have a story that has left you wondering why. Maybe the unthinkable has happened to you. Maybe, what you had hoped would happen didn’t.

Looking back as an adult, it sometimes seemed that my years as an island child were like living in the Garden of Eden. Such a beautiful, pristine dot in the world—a theology of slow living in the making. After college, I thought I would bring my peaceful, slow-paced island life with me as I got married and moved to Georgia. Sixteen years of slow island living in my formative years laid the groundwork for my life; but as often happens, a shattering life moment, like a crashing wave, threatened to tear apart the life I knew.


To Feel or Not to Feel

For so many years after this double tragedy of Brian’s accident and later death, my biggest fear of slowing down came because I knew I’d need to sit with the hard stuff. I knew that I might not get answers. But mostly, I didn’t want to feel the feelings. Those things I refused to think about, relive, question why, or deal with. There was a loneliness in knowing that many people around me either couldn’t fathom my experiences or had moved on from them. My heart could bear reliving trauma only so much—which is probably why I put off important therapy for eighteen years after that.

There looms this underlying fright and agitation in not wanting to pause, not wanting to let time and stillness carve out things you cannot name. It’s a universal fear because we all know that control very often slips out of our hands like sand. On her Instagram, Tutu Mora writes, “Feeling the need to be busy all the time is a trauma response and fear-based distraction from what you’d be forced to acknowledge and feel if you slowed down.”

For most of us it’s easier to plan a busy weekend of constant social obligations than it is to make space to talk to our partner or our parents about that looming difficult thing. We might even tackle a big project so we can avoid dealing with siblings bickering or teenagers’ attitudes. However, not wanting to face God and admit that we aren’t sure if we even trust him—even though we are leading the women’s Bible study at church, serving on a mission board, or volunteering at the soup kitchen—is a whole ’nother thing, as we say here in the South.


Our bodies and our minds were not meant to keep up this wild pace. What we desperately need is a shift, a collective exhale as we find our way again.



If you’re like me, there are times when it’s easier to keep busy: head down, putting one foot in front of another. Until we can’t. When we burn out from the busyness and we are forced to stop, this is our invitation to take inventory of all the unsaid, the undone, the unobserved. This divine pause creates time to reflect and gives us the opportunity to shift. It opens up a whole new world if we only let it. Our bodies and our minds were not meant to keep up this wild pace. What we desperately need is a shift, a collective exhale as we find our way again.

After Brian’s death, I started an internal journey, wrestling with trusting the God I had known my whole life. I would have to unlearn some things in the years ahead and begin anew to believe that I was truly held by God. The same God who breathed life into Adam when he formed him from dirt. The same God who walked the garden with Adam and Eve in the cool of the day.

The Bible says: “And the dust returns to the earth as it was, and the breath returns to God who gave it” (Ecclesiastes 12:7 NRSV). The name God reveals for himself in Exodus, “I AM WHO I AM,” is spelled YHWH in Hebrew. When I pronounce it, it only comes out as a breath, a soft whooshing sound.

Breath. Life. Death. I am in awe.



Slow Living Shift

Exhaling




Shifting the way we do things, the direction we are going in, and the way we are trying to hold it all together is imperative when intentionally slowing down. We will find freedom in naming our pain, our stories, and what we need. Do you need to shift your direction in order to turn a fresh page? Do you need to exhale, pausing to catch your breath from the last few years? We simply cannot keep holding our breath, wondering where the next disappointment or demand will come from. When we do, we are being robbed of time in our right-now, precious life.





Have you ever noticed that sometimes God seems really slow? The day my pastor, Kenny, asked that question from the pulpit, there was a sweeping wave of agreement in the nods, weary smiles, and sighs of our little congregation. As I sat there in the old wooden pew, looking up at the brass lanterns hanging high above me, I had one of those slow-drifting-out-to-sea moments. It was Advent. As I pondered Pastor Kenny’s words, I saw the paradox. The golden glow lit up the space where the tiny crosses were set in our old church lights hanging from the high rafters. With little beacons of hope shining through, I felt an exhale, a relaxing of my shoulders. And yet, the stark reality of the hustle and the pain in the world was right outside our doors, a busy world we no doubt would all immerse ourselves in throughout that Advent season.


We simply cannot keep holding our breath.



But for a while now, I have sensed a shift beginning—a collective pushing back on the social norms, expectations, and traditions of a life of hurry. We are starting to see that hurried living is a coverup when all along, throughout the generations, we have had God’s gracious invitation to humankind. That is the invitation to breathe easier again. Jesus himself gives us the most beautiful invitation to slower living with rest for our weary souls. Come linger with me in these words:


Are you tired? Worn out? Burned out on religion? Come to me. Get away with me and you’ll recover your life. I’ll show you how to take a real rest. Walk with me and work with me—watch how I do it. Learn the unforced rhythms of grace. I won’t lay anything heavy or ill-fitting on you. Keep company with me and you’ll learn to live freely and lightly. (Matthew 11:28-30 MSG)






We Don’t Have the Control After All

We are free to rest in the fact that we do not have as much control as we would like to think we do. We don’t have to run away from our pain by staying busy. Fear can drive a lot of what we don’t do. It’s no secret that anxiety is rampant in our society: in our schools, our homes, our work, even in our leisure activities. And we also know that what goes unnamed goes undealt with. Carl Honoré, author of In Praise of Slow, says, “This is where our obsession with going fast and saving time leads. To road rage, air rage, shopping rage, relationship rage, office rage, vacation rage, gym rage. Thanks to speed, we live in the age of rage.”

Pastor Kenny’s Advent invitation that Sunday was a balm in a busy season as he offered these thoughts:


Words are very important to God. Do not be afraid. Give God the recognition of your fear. This includes things you might need to finally change, a new kind of “casting all your fear” kind of trust that’s rooted in these words from 1 Peter 5:7. It includes giving up control, and giving up what others will think of you.



It’s perfectly fine to tell God you are tired and weary and need to exhale and rest. He wants to guide you.

I am more settled these days. I finally accepted that grief and joy do hold hands throughout life—when sea breeze and road rage collide. I understand that God kept me rooted in a nourished space. I was held in those rough waves. On the island. In the hospital. In my sunroom now. Like the curve out on I-85 in Atlanta, we will have unexpected pain ahead with new bends in the road we travel. However, you and I are being invited to walk with God. Every day. As if we are in the original garden again. A slow, lingering pace. Being present. Being attentive. Being in true community. Being at rest in a crazy world.

We get to gently, purposefully, and intentionally shift gears and fall into a rhythm that is more sustainable—that gives us room to breathe, keeping company with God, ourselves and others. This is a never-ending theme and a never-ending need in my life. I know it is in yours too, because you picked this book up. May you be empowered as you do the hard, sacred work of shifting and exhaling. Let’s recover our time. We don’t have to miss our one, precious life.


For Reflection and Discussion

Why is catching your breath important to you? What difference would it make?

 

 

 

 

What kind of experiences have disrupted your routine and your life, possibly bringing pain or heaviness along with them?

 

 

 

 

Are you afraid to slow down? If so, what do you think might be behind that fear?
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Sometimes Slowing Down
Is Chosen for You



The God who lifts us up through deep inner
transformation is patient in his work, even when
we aren’t. Transformation takes time, but it
is time spent building something of value.

ALAN FADLING









I REMEMBER SO VIVIDLY the stretch of time when my first husband, Brian, was fighting for his life after the truck accident. I was not getting much sleep. I often slept on a bench in the hospital corridor, right outside of the shock-trauma ICU. I’m one of those people who likes sleeping in the dark, but the lights never went off in the waiting area.

Stress was high during those months as I watched Brian suffer. I was scared to leave and go home because I was seeing so many families around me lose their loved ones. Being in a near-fatal car accident threatened to take Brian’s life several times in the first few days, but his body kept going. And when someone lives when they probably should have died, it means that a brutal, long recovery ensues. So as those weeks turned into months, I became used to the back-and-forth life in a medical setting. Some days were spent boldly advocating for Brian’s needs, and other times I was so tired that I barely knew what day it was.

One particular Friday night, after work, I noticed that there was a spot on the top of my foot that kept on itching. I knew it must be some kind of bug bite. A friend of mine took me to an urgent care facility, but the Benadryl they recommended did not help very much. By the next morning, I wasn’t much better but managed to drive by myself, over an hour, to the teaching hospital Brian had been transferred to for a higher level of care.

My mother-in-law, a strong woman and fierce mama bear, who constantly blessed us both by advocating often on Brian’s behalf, came to meet me in the hospital foyer. I asked her to look at my foot before I went upstairs to spend the weekend with Brian. I was relieved to see her, not just because she was a nurse but because I couldn’t stop my alternating laughing and crying spells. Nothing would alleviate the itching on my foot—it was driving me bonkers. She was very bothered when she saw the big red streaks going up my leg. In my altered state and in my haste, I hadn’t noticed those streaks or the gray square on top of my foot, like an embedded chip with a dot in the middle. We hurried over to the front desk and, before I knew it, there was a crew of smart young plastic surgeons all eyeing me.

The next thing I remember was waking up three days later, with my immediate family members all standing quietly around my bed in a private hospital room.

I suppose it’s a good thing to be asleep and unaware while you are hooked up to IVs and the poison from a brown recluse spider is zapped out of you.

Maybe I should have felt blessed to have had the honor of being Sleeping Beauty for once in my life. But honestly, at the time I thought, “Seriously, Lord? Like I really need more drama this year? Inside of a huge hospital, over an hour from home!”

Looking back, I now see the clear, absolute timing and the sheer beauty of the hand of God. Allowing me to literally pause. It was the rest that my body craved but my mind would not hand over. What a divinely ordained respite—bringing our two families to the same building to be with us.


It was the rest that my body craved but my mind would not hand over.



Through the years, I have pondered this whole “making something good out of something very bad” idea. Sometimes you can barely grasp hold of anything good. It’s like your very breath itself is shallow. And other times, it takes years to realize that a bad situation may have been your only out. Providentially, a protection you weren’t aware you needed. These are the times you exhale slowly and shake your head. I mean, really? I certainly couldn’t have planned my three-day siesta this way, that’s for sure.



Slow Living Shift

Acceptance




Are you struggling with reconciling to something that just feels awful with no end in sight? Waiting with no light at the end of the tunnel can be one of the toughest things to face. But your story isn’t finished being written yet. And that in itself is a beautiful thing to hold on to. A good word that I come back to often comes from Bob Goff. He says: “Embrace uncertainty. Some of the most beautiful chapters in our lives won’t have a title until much later.”

Through various seasons of having to slow down, to not be in control, and to move at a slower pace, the only thing that helped me see rest as a true gift was coming to a place of acceptance.





Often we cannot see what God is doing at the moment; we must trust. This posture of acceptance gave me the ability to have open hands. I started to slowly unpack the gift of rest and waiting that was often disguised as suffering.

The gift of nature is also something to not overlook when our bodies are forced to stop. Briny saltwater can even restore us. Whenever we were feeling under the weather on Bonaire, our island doctor, a very tall and robust Dutchman, would instruct us to go linger in the sea. The combination of rest, sun, and saltwater irrigation was always one of the best solutions, letting nature restore our bodies.

Slowing down has a way of shining the light on what’s good in a situation. So often we cannot see what God is doing at the moment. In my case, I have had to shift from telling God what I need to asking God what I need.

When I tore my meniscus and had to have surgery, my third one, I couldn’t believe it happened during the holidays, the busiest time of the year. I tried to recall earlier themes about slowing down and God saying, “Stay put for now.” It wasn’t easy. But it was easier to hear his still, small voice again, because my busyness and activity had been taken away. It was during this particular season that God inched me closer to a contemplative life led on purpose instead of by accident. Doors in my writing world started creaking open, providing opportunities that I had either walked past before or hadn’t ever considered because my mind and body were so busy.


Bad Timing, Lord

Doesn’t a forced pause always seem to happen at the most inopportune times? Not now, Lord, we tend to whisper loudly. I have noticed though, as I get older, that maybe I would do better to not resist these unchosen times of slowing down (and, often, solitude). Because really, in fighting so hard to move forward, I miss the chance to let my body and soul rest for a brief time. Savoring the pause is simply holding a posture of being resolved while not giving up. That holiday season, I learned that despite all the hype, the holidays did not actually have to be frantic to be a nostalgic success, after all.

Whether we’re in a beach chair or on bed rest, we can let God have the control back when we accept the season we are in. We can lean in and listen to what’s next. Despite feeling like we are in a holding pattern, slowing down prepares us for the upcoming season of life. It gives us time to pause, to reflect, and to shift ideas. That doesn’t happen when we’re racing around. It also gives others a chance to do their thing, like love on us. Sometimes we need to be taken care of but can’t see that we need help.

During my spider bite saga, I experienced rest and care in a way I never would have chosen for myself. Only after my recovery was I able to look back to see and accept the gift I had originally deemed an unfair and outrageous set of circumstances.

By the way, although most poisonous spider bites produce awful scars, I don’t have one—and cannot even recall now which foot was bitten.

Not every hard experience leaves a scar. Sometimes we are changed from the inside, where a shift slowly starts to happen, like a large cruise ship turning around to find a better route in a majestic sea. I think it probably goes without saying that almost everyone we know has stood on the shores of a long season of slowing down, whether they wanted to or not. We have the choice to dismiss our story or accept it. Sometimes life’s biggest waves knock us down and sometimes they clean us up.


Sometimes life’s biggest waves knock us down and sometimes they clean us up.



The entire world was certainly forced to slow down in March of 2020. Forced pauses can make us evaluate our priorities and help us not take things or people for granted. I wouldn’t say the pandemic ushered in a shift so much as it brought life to a screeching halt. There was much suffering, darkness, and anxiety that came with it. And for all that was lost that we held dear, we still mourn.

But there was also a chance for a slow rebirth of sorts. Being present at home led to many dogs and cats being adopted from shelters. Families took longer walks, sometimes multiple times a day. Churches worked to go online, which resulted in the inclusion of people who normally couldn’t make it to a service in person due to health issues or old age. Books were read, gardens were brought back to life, coffee was consumed, and neighbors reached out a helping hand.

And as life started shifting back to a new normal, to my amazement, women started telling me how they had truly loved cutting things out: social obligations that seemed never-ending, the extra work meetings, the unending gas needed in the car, the constant volunteering at church, running multiple errands per day, too many extra school activities, and more. They didn’t know if they wanted to go back to the hustle of their former schedule and wondered if maybe they were never cut out for a fast-paced life to begin with. Just maybe, they had been doing what everyone else was doing even when it wasn’t a good fit for their own family. Even when it was wearing them plumb out! The Great Pause certainly got people thinking about what they really wanted their family time, their health, their relationships, their churches, and their careers to look like.

When my husband, who works in corporate America, told me about the phenomenon of the “Great Resignation,” I couldn’t believe my ears. People were shifting away from the way things were always done. Many were quitting jobs to start their own businesses, follow their passions, and do the slow work of making their dreams come alive. Working from home and doing Zoom meetings had shown them that what was deemed important, an emergency, or “the way we’ve always done it” wasn’t always true after all. Their eyes had been opened during the Great Pause, and they didn’t want their life choices to be full of regrets. If Mary Oliver were here, she would most likely say: “Tell me what it is you plan to do with your one wild and precious life.” It’s a lot to ponder.

Many of us would willingly change things in our lives if given the time and the opportunity. Being forced to rest or reset got our attention and gave some of us that time and opportunity. I am seeing an underlying gratitude for a way out of a culturally dictated lifestyle which people felt stuck in.




Sometimes We Have to Let Someone Else Carry Us

We don’t usually plan for times when we need someone to step in and help us in a big way. But inevitably we will run into a season of life when we need to step away for rest. In God’s provision, this is his gentle invitation to exhale. Sometimes we just have to let a friend carry us through the darkness, whether that’s literally or figuratively. We have to accept help to slow down.

There are times when we find ourselves as the recipient of a grace so big it resembles arrows pointing to God himself. I have learned to not take neighbors for granted. I have also seen lavish graciousness poured out to me when I could never pay it back. The sheer gift of someone else’s time, deep sacrifice, and kindness can be mind-blowing when you look back.

One of the most humbling experiences I can recall is being given the gift of time that was turned into a paycheck for me. It still overwhelms me. This happened during a long season where I could not work due to incredibly high stress. God sent me Laura at this time!

My friend offered to work my 9-to-5 reception job at our church’s front desk while Brian was in the ICU. Days turned into weeks, which turned into months, and Laura sat at my desk, in my chair, and did my job. This in itself was an answer to prayer because I wanted to spend time with my critically injured husband.

But the gift kept getting bigger and deeper. Laura never saw a paycheck. The paychecks that should have been sent to her were routed to my bank account instead. It was like she was me. I can hardly think about this gift without tearing up, even many, many years later. It remains one of the biggest gifts I have received in this lifetime.

Laura not only met a huge need, but her selflessness played a part in my continued transformation as a Christ-follower. She helped shape my view of who God is with her generosity, impacting my life in profound ways.






OEBPS/Text/nav.xhtml

    
      Sommaire


      
        		
          Cover
        


        		
          Title Page
        


        		
          Dedication
        


        		
          Contents
        


        		
          Introduction: A Return to Everyday Island Living
        


        		
          Part One: A Desperate Need to Exhale
          
            		
              1. When Sea Breeze and Road Rage Collide
            


            		
              2. Sometimes Slowing Down Is Chosen for You
            


            		
              3. A Sea Glass Transformation
            


            		
              4. You Are Exactly Who You Are Supposed to Be
            


            		
              5. Understanding Capacity
            


            		
              6. Awakening to Beauty
            


          


        


        		
          Part Two: Learning to Slow Down
          
            		
              7. Rhythms for Sunrise to Sunset
            


            		
              8. Soul Care for a Slowed-Down Life
            


            		
              9. Where's Your Island in the City?
            


            		
              10. Savoring, One Sip at a Time
            


            		
              11. Solitude and Spaciousness
            


            		
              12. A Lingering Pace with God and Others
            


            		
              13. Barefoot Hospitality Means Being Present
            


          


        


        		
          Part Three: You Are Free to Live Slow
          
            		
              14. You've Had Permission All Along
            


            		
              15. Burnout Behind Church Doors
            


            		
              16. Soft White Sand Beyond the Abyss
            


            		
              17. The Art of Letting Go
            


            		
              18. Resting in the Belief That We Are Truly Held
            


          


        


        		
          Acknowledgments
        


        		
          Appendix: The Slow Living Shifts
        


        		
          Group Discussion Guide
        


        		
          Notes
        


        		
          Praise for Live Slowly
        


        		
          About the Author
        


        		
          Like this book?
        


        		
          Copyright
        


      


    
   
      Pagination de l'édition papier


      
        		
          1
        


        		
          III
        


        		
          1
        


        		
          2
        


        		
          3
        


        		
          4
        


        		
          5
        


        		
          6
        


        		
          7
        


        		
          9
        


        		
          11
        


        		
          12
        


        		
          13
        


        		
          14
        


        		
          15
        


        		
          16
        


        		
          17
        


        		
          18
        


        		
          19
        


        		
          20
        


        		
          21
        


        		
          22
        


        		
          23
        


        		
          24
        


        		
          25
        


        		
          26
        


        		
          27
        


        		
          28
        


        		
          29
        


        		
          30
        


        		
          31
        


        		
          32
        


        		
          33
        


        		
          34
        


        		
          35
        


        		
          36
        


        		
          37
        


        		
          38
        


        		
          39
        


        		
          40
        


        		
          41
        


        		
          42
        


        		
          43
        


        		
          44
        


        		
          45
        


        		
          46
        


        		
          47
        


        		
          48
        


        		
          49
        


        		
          50
        


        		
          51
        


        		
          52
        


        		
          53
        


        		
          54
        


        		
          55
        


        		
          57
        


        		
          58
        


        		
          59
        


        		
          60
        


        		
          61
        


        		
          62
        


        		
          63
        


        		
          64
        


        		
          65
        


        		
          66
        


        		
          67
        


        		
          69
        


        		
          71
        


        		
          72
        


        		
          73
        


        		
          74
        


        		
          75
        


        		
          76
        


        		
          77
        


        		
          78
        


        		
          79
        


        		
          80
        


        		
          81
        


        		
          82
        


        		
          83
        


        		
          84
        


        		
          85
        


        		
          86
        


        		
          87
        


        		
          88
        


        		
          89
        


        		
          90
        


        		
          91
        


        		
          92
        


        		
          93
        


        		
          94
        


        		
          95
        


        		
          96
        


        		
          97
        


        		
          98
        


        		
          99
        


        		
          100
        


        		
          101
        


        		
          102
        


        		
          103
        


        		
          104
        


        		
          105
        


        		
          106
        


        		
          107
        


        		
          108
        


        		
          109
        


        		
          110
        


        		
          111
        


        		
          112
        


        		
          113
        


        		
          114
        


        		
          115
        


        		
          116
        


        		
          117
        


        		
          118
        


        		
          119
        


        		
          120
        


        		
          121
        


        		
          122
        


        		
          123
        


        		
          124
        


        		
          125
        


        		
          126
        


        		
          127
        


        		
          128
        


        		
          129
        


        		
          130
        


        		
          131
        


        		
          132
        


        		
          133
        


        		
          134
        


        		
          135
        


        		
          136
        


        		
          137
        


        		
          138
        


        		
          139
        


        		
          141
        


        		
          143
        


        		
          145
        


        		
          146
        


        		
          147
        


        		
          148
        


        		
          149
        


        		
          150
        


        		
          151
        


        		
          152
        


        		
          153
        


        		
          154
        


        		
          155
        


        		
          156
        


        		
          157
        


        		
          158
        


        		
          159
        


        		
          160
        


        		
          161
        


        		
          162
        


        		
          163
        


        		
          164
        


        		
          165
        


        		
          166
        


        		
          167
        


        		
          168
        


        		
          169
        


        		
          170
        


        		
          171
        


        		
          172
        


        		
          173
        


        		
          174
        


        		
          175
        


        		
          176
        


        		
          177
        


        		
          178
        


        		
          179
        


        		
          180
        


        		
          181
        


        		
          182
        


        		
          183
        


        		
          184
        


        		
          185
        


        		
          186
        


        		
          187
        


        		
          188
        


        		
          189
        


        		
          190
        


        		
          191
        


        		
          192
        


        		
          193
        


        		
          194
        


        		
          195
        


        		
          197
        


        		
          198
        


        		
          199
        


        		
          201
        


        		
          203
        


        		
          204
        


        		
          205
        


        		
          207
        


        		
          208
        


        		
          209
        


        		
          210
        


        		
          211
        


      


    
    
      Guide


      
        		
          Cover
        


        		
          Live Slowly
        


        		
          Start of content
        


        		
          Contents
        


      


    


OEBPS/Images/p3.jpg
A Gentle

Invitation

to Exhale

=
Vp

An imprint of InterVarsity Press
Downers Grove, lllinois





OEBPS/Images/part001.jpg
PART ONE

A Desperate

Need to
Exhale

Live in the sunshine,
swim in the sea,

drink the wild air . . .





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
Invitation

to Exhc






