Savoring…do you ever really savor a moment, savor your food, savor a friendship?


Recently I was on a retreat that focused on Sabbath rest.  During a time of discussion, we spoke of slowing down enough to really take in things that we usually rush through.  For instance, we talked about paying attention to how long it takes from the moment you take a drink of water until it ends up in your stomach.  Or when you put lotion on your skin, taking the time to actually pay attention to the texture of your skin, how the lotion feels, and then the change that takes place from the beginning when your skin is dry and flaky to the end when your skin is soft and smooth.


During the afternoon of that day, I took a walk.  I began taking in the sights around me and I knew that I wanted to begin touching nature in a way that I could savor.  As I was paying attention to the things around me, I noticed a tall fir tree. There were at least two types of texture on this tree as I began to touch and feel it. Some of it felt similar to a hairy coconut, yet it was different because when I moved my hand back and forth it would easily flake.
The sensation of the trunk of the tree was what I would call “normal,” rough and dented.  What I noticed next was the lichen—the light mint green  growth that is on many things in nature and gives color to the dull grays and browns of the trees.


Next, I walked past quite a large boulder which also had lichen growing over it.  As I touched this enormous rock, I noticed, of course, that this was much smoother than the bark of the fir tree.  It was a bit rough, but left my fingertips feeling cool an smooth.

As I moved on in my walk I noticed the many things that spring was bringing: bright green leaves growing in the midst of the brook and vivid new sprigs of green grass popping up among the lifeless brown.  Gently walking and taking deep breaths, I moved toward Rainbow Pond.  My stride was slow while glancing down at the edge of the pond. I was anticipating any type of movement indicating the fish were in there, alive and well.  There were ripples, but there were no fish in sight.

Approaching the bridge, to my delight I spotted a sunfish gently gliding under the walkway.  Sure enough, as I approached the end of the bridge I saw more fish gathering just in front of me.  There were several different kinds: long whiskered catfish, bright sunfish gently gliding to and fro, and slow moving golden carp.  Even though they were moving they stayed in a cluster waiting for me to feed them bread, just as I had done last fall.  Quickly, I jogged to the house to get a few pieces of bread and when I returned they were still waiting.  As I tore pieces off, I dropped them one at a time to study each fish.  I noticed the aggressiveness of the sunfish, the sluggishness of the catfish, and the carp staying at a distance, only moving in occasionally.
When the bread was gone I wandered back to the house and began to reflect on the last hour.  As I began to journal my experience these words came to my mind, “touch them.”  Immediately, I thought of the fish and wondered what it would feel like to touch them as they move through the water.  After all, how many people “pet” fish?  I wrote some more and continued to hear the same words in my mind, “touch them.”  So, I put my pen down, grabbed another piece of bread, and headed out toward the bridge.  Walking once again to the end of the bridge, I laid belly down and stretched my arm to see if it would touch the water.  To my delight, it did!  I began to break off pieces of bread and, of course, the fish began to eat.  As they came, I hesitantly started to reach down to touch them.  They came quickly to the surface, and as they did I was able to touch the feathery fin of the sunfish and the sticky smooth back of the catfish.  I lay there doing this for the next few minutes.  At some point I moved quickly and they scattered, but as soon as I dropped another piece of bread into the water they returned.  At that point I decided to just put my fingertips into the water to see if they would scatter or investigate.  Sure enough, they came but they were wise enough to know that I didn’t have any bread.

I savored those moments and the many thoughts that came to my mind. I pondered the significance of the incident that took place and how it related to what was going on in my life at the time.  When I walked back into the house I knew that I should wash my hands, but I sensed that I needed to savor the sensation of the stickiness on my fingers as I journaled about the experience.

My hope for you in writing this is that it will help you in some way to slow down, pay attention, and savor a few moments in your life.  Ask yourself: How does God use this savoring time to speak to my heart?
