IT’S YOUR CHOICE

Words.  Words taught me that I wasn’t good enough, smart enough, brave enough.  That everyone else looked down on me and I could never measure up or aspire to much in life.  Words made me who I am today, my fears, doubts, the boundaries that held me in place just as strongly as any rope or chain.  Always there was a tiny little flame of hope for something better but it kept getting snuffed out or covered up with the cold splash of criticism and judgment.  All those words initially came from someone else when I was too young to defend myself against them.  But now they come from inside me and I can’t just walk away from them and have nothing more to do with myself.  

Or can I?  Do I really have to listen to that nag?  A lifetime of learned powerlessness has kept me from many of the things I wanted.  I just didn’t know how to go about obtaining them and didn’t know I had the power within me.  Unlearning takes time.  At this stage of my life it’s real easy to fall into regrets and bitterness over what could have been but never was just because I didn’t know any better.  But bitterness and regret are not a good dwelling place.  They become like acid that corrode your spirit and eat away at your hopes and dreams.  

Life threw me a curve when I lost my cushy, well-paid job seven years ago.  I’ve floundered, cried, made huge mistakes in trying to fix my life after that disaster.  Or what I thought was a disaster.   Continuing to view it as a disaster instead of a gift has kept me in that bitter, biting place too long.  I can look back and see enormous growth but also many setbacks as I started to learn how to walk on my own as an entrepreneur.  I didn’t have the foggiest idea how to go about it.  I had always worked for someone else.  
But as I’ve worked hard on renewing my mind, reprogramming the messages, learning to believe in myself and have faith in a loving God who empowers me to succeed, I find that I’m still being snared by the words of my mouth.  Oh, I’m not as bad as I used to be.  I catch myself thinking negative thoughts and beating myself up (just like I’m doing right now) and in that awareness I deliberately change my thoughts to more positive ones.  But I still balk at making positive statements, calling those things that be not as if they were.  I don’t know why.  I have seen many wonderful things come about in the past 1-1/2 years because of turning my thoughts and words in a more positive direction.  I know it works because I’ve seen it work in my life.  

But just like a child eventually takes off and keeps walking and staying upright after many attempts and falling on her behind countless times I want to take off and stay upright and not only keep walking but start running.  I want to stop wishing, hoping and dreaming and live my life, right now, today.  Therefore, I choose life.  I choose positive thoughts and speak them out.  My words are prophecy for my life.  I speak only good of myself and how I desire my life to unfold.  
I choose to make the right decisions for myself.  I choose food that nourishes my body instead of harming it.  I choose physical exercise that tones and strengthens me, increasing circulation and releasing toxins.  I choose to let go of bad habits that keep me going down that same old path that got me to where I don’t want to be.  I choose to hang out with people who share my goals and impart encouragement to me instead of dragging me down with criticism and unwanted advice.  

I choose to be selective in what I allow to come into my life instead of leaving the door open to anything and anyone.  I have the right to say no.  I have the right to do what I believe is best.  I’ve made many decisions in my life that have been detrimental to my health and happiness.  I don’t know why and am not interested in delving into deep inner exploration to figure it out.  I’ve tried that and I only ended up hating myself even more for making such a mess of things.  

I choose to love myself and believe that I am loveable and deserving of good in my life.  Therefore, I choose to treat myself accordingly.  No more beating myself up for not being perfect.  I choose to view myself as infinitely precious, richly blessed, loved and loving, and I make all my decisions with that in mind.  God didn’t put me here to suffer and cringe like a beaten dog at everything that comes my way.  He has empowered me to prosper and create through my thoughts and words.  I can also create disaster through my thoughts and words.  It’s my choice.  

Life and death are in the power of the tongue.  Choose life!

