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The Breath of God
By 

Barbara Brewster

Inspiration. What is it? How do we access it? How do we lose it, and what happens if we do? Tonight I pick up Joanna Laufer and Kenneth Lewis’s Inspired: The Breath of God 
and read:

“Those who create and those who seek God both look beyond the surface of the world and leave themselves open to inspiration. Words that are written in poetry and words said in prayers often come forth without understanding. They seem to “tumble out.”  To allow them to tumble out, not quite knowing where they are tumbling from, is an act of faith. (106)

This touches me deeply. Suddenly I see my writing as an act of faith. Without knowing the mechanics of it, I truly trust that words will appear. No matter that my writing or my prayers are not necessarily destined for public view. The point is that every time I sit to write--anything, journals, poems, articles, letters, notes, emails, I am putting myself into position to be inspired. I must have faith that inspiration will come, or I wouldn’t do it. 

And, of course, it does and has come, consistently, daily, for years. It’s come verbally, as well, which is why I relish counseling and public speaking--as ways of  putting myself into position for inspiration—actively demonstrating my faith in Something beyond, bigger, wiser than the limited, human me. So too with painting. It tumbles out. Sitting down to  a blank canvas--or a new day, for that matter--with little or no idea of how to bring forth an image, is definitely an act of faith. 

The signals to this revelation have been building. Recently I told an intuitive friend how my body and purpose seem to lurch along, unable to get out of first gear. She responded, “Write the unsaid words.” Another wise friend said, “You are looking for a spiritual feeling or image one way. But it’s coming another way and you don’t see it. Your writing is your spiritual connection. That’s who you are. But you have a concept that spiritual life should look or feel certain ways and so you miss it.”

Frequently I’ve felt utterly unable to sense any Source or to receive definite, clear, understandable direction. Felt  bereft of faith and purpose. But seeing afresh, I realize I’ve been deeply, consistently faithful through years of writing. Something acts and moves through me every time I put pen to paper, every night when poems fly on to the page. 

“In this sense, the person who prays and the poet are vessels. Something beyond them passes through them. Something inspires them to speak and to write.” (106) 

Every time I speak, paint, write I am turning to that Something, being inspired by It. Every day I am committing acts of faith. I had no idea.

My writing frequently emphasizes my passion for solitude, silence, stillness, listening, reflecting, writing. It gives me emotional, mental and spiritual wellbeing and balance. I now see it in a broader scope, as a demonstration of my faith in my spiritual connection. Entering the silence, listening, writing, speaking. These are my acts of prayer. 

“To create, just as to pray, involves listening, and both involve action. We accomplish nothing unless we put into action what we have listened to, until we pursue what we have heard.” (107)

Some years ago, I pretty much stopped the action. I had come to feel that investing hours of effort in structuring, shaping, editing my writing wasn’t worth the bother. Getting the finished product to a receptive audience was too hard, too iffy, too painful. I released writing, telling myself I was open to other ways of expressing, if so be it. Tonight I see that when I stopped supporting and practicing my writing, I essentially put the breaks on my spiritual life. I knew not what I did. Writing, I realize tonight, is my spiritual life. 

“To create, in all circumstances, is an act of faith—faith in the work, in ourselves, in something larger than ourselves, faith in both the magnificent and the heart-wrenching things of life.” (116)

When I stopped believing my writing was sharable, stopped making the effort to shape and structure it, I lost more than an activity. It signified a loss of faith. And I lost everything. Lost passion, energy, concentration, purpose. Lost momentum, lost enthusiasm, lost my line to the divine.
“Enlightenment does not generally arrive in a blaze to those who are not in motion. Though, occasionally, it may seem that we are effortlessly swept away with ideas and inspiration, this inspiration usually was preceded by a good deal of discipline and effort. So in anything we do, unless we do our equivalent of that practicing [our skills], the Holy Spirit has nothing to work with.” Madeleine ‘Engle. (118)

I must keep practicing and developing my skills. Must allow for sharing my writing. Must give the Holy Spirit something to work with. If I honor writing, it will honor me. If I forfeit it, I forfeit everything.  To allow my creative life to founder—and with it my spiritual life—because of a few indifferent or critical people is insane. How could I have fallen so far off track? 

Our habits and hurts, our responses to our woundings, run deep. Tonight, as I understand the deep repercussions of withholding my writing, I realize I must decide to transcend my initial natural reactions and subsequent habits of avoiding pain. If I want to give God something to work with, I must climb back on the horse. I must muster the effort to cultivate my writing. In so doing I will be reconnecting with the breath of God.
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