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Dragon In My TuMMy

Michelle Habington

InTroDucTIon

This Focusing story comes from an experience in 2004—a felt sense so powerful that 
I can still sense into it today, more than 8 years later. In the early 1990’s, I had an introduc-
tion to Focusing and to Eugene Gendlin’s book Focusing, through a psychotherapist who had 
integrated Focusing into his work. The therapist was Dr. Yvon Bourbonnais from Ottawa, 
Canada. I mention his name because I am so grateful to him for bringing Focusing into my 
life. Using Focusing, I was able to take the next right steps and build the wonderful life I 
have today. 

Back in 1993, I had just been through a second divorce that had left me with a dread- 
sense that I couldn’t have a viable marriage. Then I met someone with whom I wanted to 
build a life, and so I sought help from a highly recommended psychotherapist, Dr. Yvon 
Bourbonnais, who integrated Focusing into his practice. I read Eugene Gendlin’s book, 
Focusing, and as I worked with Dr. Bourbonnais using Focusing, I started to deal with some 
of the childhood issues that were underlining my current negative feelings about myself. 
In 1998, I left Ottawa and Dr. Bourbonnais’ kind therapy; however, I continued to practice 
Focusing on my own until 2006 when I attended a workshop on Focusing based on Ann 
Weiser Cornell’s book The Power of Focusing. The following summer I attended the First 
International Summer School (FISS) in New York. That was a frightening experience for 
such an inexperienced Focuser until I was introduced to the Focusing language of Inner 
Relationship Focusing and what a revelation that was. During the 6-day retreat, I also expe-
rienced a one-on-one session with Gene Gendlin, which for me, was like a teenager meeting 
her favorite rock star for the first time! Soon after, I began to study with Ann Weiser Cornell, 
and today I am a Certified Focusing Trainer. I now use my experience with this Focusing 
story in my teaching, and it is also the basis of a children’s story called “Dragon in my 
Tummy,” which is included below.

The Focusing experience which I am about to share with you happened in 2004 before 
any formal training in Focusing and while I was struggling with Focusing alone. Living 
on a small island, I didn’t know any Focusers. My friends suffered through my beginner’s 
explanations about the practice, and they also felt my great passion for Focusing.

My story begins in a restaurant, not during a Focusing session, but during a friendly 
lunch with a friend. I don’t remember the topic of our conversation, but it was probably about 
our lives and what we were reading relating to personal growth and spirituality.
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We were sitting in a booth talking when I suddenly uttered a sound and felt, rising 
within me something very big, like an enormous beast, and felt my chest rising and widen-
ing, as if to fit or accommodate the beast. Simultaneously, I felt my arms, bent at the elbows 
expanding like great wings, clicking into place in line with my shoulders. As I write this 
now, I still have the felt sense of this “clicking into place” and the enormous size of the 
creature that I sensed emanating from me. My friend later told me that just as suddenly, my 
face had turned red and people around us turned, curious about my loud “ahhhhh”.

I did not know what was happening and remained seated, shocked, and trying to catch 
my breath. My friend knew about Focusing, and we probably talked for a while until it was 
time to go back to work. I do remember having the sense of a beast within me that day and 
the following day, I wrote this about the experience in my Focusing journal:

I saw the monster yesterday. I felt the strength of him as he rose to his full 
height and deployed his wings. What a wonderful release to feel the deploy-
ment of his wings. The energy and the force were scary and wonderful. I can 
still feel the power of it.

I wrote about trying to be with the monster, how big he was. I remember trying to 
touch him, in my mind, attempting to find some part of it that I could stay with. It was so 
ugly and scaly with big yellow eyes and enormous claws. I envisioned touching one of his 
claws, finding some way to be in a relationship with it even though he was so big and scary.

The creature stayed with me over the next few days as I went about my busy life. 
As I let the image of it be there with me, the creature gradually changed into a dragon. I 
remember walking down the street, imagining holding it by the hand, and I asked if its name 
was “Puff The Magic Dragon”. Immediately, it said, “I am Protector, Ector for short”. These 
were its exact words! Then gradually, it became a small dragon that sat on a chair with its 
head bowed. “You have discovered me” it said. Now reading this, you must be wondering 
about my sanity, and yet as I remember this, tears are there even after all this time. They are 
tears of appreciation and love.

I spent a lot of time with Ector, marvelling at him, at how powerful he was. I began 
to sense that as far as I could remember, I was afraid of the anger which was within me 
burning, and symbolized by a small “pilot light” type of image that I could sense as being 
ever present in my belly. I was always careful at assessing situations where I might get angry 
and exhibit an anger which seemed so much bigger than I was. I learned from Ector that the 
anger was there to protect me and to keep me safe. I could use that anger to scare or to push 
away any threat, or people who felt threatening. I had created my own “protector”. 

Looking around my home at that time, I noted a variety of little dragon statues or 
emblems that I had collected over the years. One was even labelled as a “Guard Dragon”!

At times now, when I sense anger rising within me, I still say hello to Ector, letting 
him know that I sense him there ready to come to the rescue. I still have a skin condition 
which often looks like scales, and I am reminded of dragon scales and Ector.
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The experience of Ector set me on a course of self-discovery and healing which is 
ongoing today. My husband and I have been together almost 20 years and have a very loving 
relationship. I am able to experience joy every day.

Sensing Ector there inside was so significant that it confirmed for me the power of 
Focusing and deepened my resolve to teach it as much as I can to anyone who wants to learn 
it. In 2009, I became a Focusing teacher and now, I offer my services as a Focusing Guide on 
a volunteer basis to cancer patients and staff at our local cancer treatment centre. 

I wanted to share my experience with Ector so I wrote the following children’s story. 
I hope you enjoy reading it as much as I had fun writing it.

Dragon In My TuMMy

Andrew is slowly waking up. He lies in bed, snuggling in his soft, warm blankets. He 
stretches, wiggles his toes and his fingers. 

He hears his tummy growl. “Is it hungry in there?” 

Andrew’s mom and dad tell him he is growing fast. Mmmm, he feels that he is still 
small for his age. After all, he is six years old, almost grown up. He cannot wait to be tall 
and strong like his brother Peter. 

Feeling his toes, Andrew remembers how he can run very fast when he wants to and 
he can still squeeze into very small places. That is how he scraped his knee yesterday. He 
touches his hurt knee. “Ow!” It still hurts. His mom gave him a hug and put a band-aid on 
it. Andrew feels he is getting a little too old for hugs, but he secretly admits that it felt pretty 
good. He remembers the good things about yesterday, he played ball, his very favourite thing 
to do, and learned all about his new computer game. Yah! That was cool. 

Then, in his tummy, Andrew feels a little squeeze. Oh yes, there is that thing that hap-
pened at school yesterday. He feels scared just thinking about it. And there is that squeeze 
again when he thinks about going to school today.

Andrew snuggles deeper in his blankets. He imagines what it would feel like to be a 
little mouse hiding safely in its hole. He can feel his ears twitch, his teeth growing longer. A 
mouse does not have to go to school. He closes his eyes and imagines that he is a tiny, white, 
furry mouse with a pink nose all-safe in a little nest. Yes, that feels awesome!

Andrew stays all curled up like a mouse and then he hears it: “Eh! You, Yes You! 
I’m talking to you.” He looks around. “Nope, nobody there.” But something is calling him, 
something inside is saying: “Don’t be such a scaredy cat.” It is calling him a “scaredy cat” 
and that does not feel very good. Andrew remembers that feeling. It is like the time he ate 
too much ice cream or when he has to go to the dentist. Yes, that is it. Exactly like that! 

Andrew just wants to go back to that snuggly feeling, that little mouse feeling. Ah yes, 
he feels it now. Maybe he can stay there all day, warm and safe. 
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But all of a sudden, he feels his legs tingling and moving like they are getting ready to 
run. He feels his heart beat “thump, thump, thump.” His arms feel like huge wings spreading 
out and clicking into place. “What is happening to me?” he wonders as he begins to feel like 
one of those Transformer toys, only bigger and stronger. 

Then, wait a minute . . . Andrew feels mad, he feels very mad. He hears something 
inside saying “Why are you hiding here like a mouse?” The voice sounds loud and angry. 

“Who is saying that?” Andrew waits . . . almost afraid to move. “Could there be a big, 
scary monster in there?” he wonders and shivers thinking about it. 

Now, Andrew knows he is safe in his bed and big scary monsters do not really exist. 
Anyway, scary monsters cannot be here in his room. But, as he closes his eyes, he sees it, 
right there, big and ugly. 

Of course it is not real. Right? It is just 
Andrew’s imagination. It is just a picture in his 
head . . . Then he notices the monster’s big yellow 
eye and it is looking right at him. “OK, now what 
do I do?” he asks himself. 

Andrew really wants to hide under the cov-
ers again. But wait, he really does not want to be 
a “scaredy cat”. He wants to be brave! Maybe he 
can have another look at the monster, looking for 
something that is less scary, like the monster’s 
nose. 

So Andrew takes a quick look and squeezes his eyes shut: “Well, that is a little better” 
he whispers, afraid to disturb the monster. Carefully, he looks inside again. 

 . . . And that is when Andrew gets a very big surprise! “Wow!” says Andrew, “That’s 
not a monster, it looks more like a dragon” . . . “Yes, IT IS a dragon, with a long scaly tail!” 

Now Andrew blurts out very quickly, “Are you Puff the Magic Dragon?” He asks this 
quietly in case someone heard him talking out loud to himself. 

The dragon looks up at Andrew and says, “I 
am Protector, Ector for short”. 

Andrew blinks. “I have a dragon in my 
tummy and his name is Ector, short for Protector.” 
He has to stop and think about that. 

“What do you do with a dragon in your 
tummy? Does every kid have one?” Now Andrew 
is a very smart boy so he decides to wait and see 
what happens. 
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Ector looks smaller now, less scary. He is sitting in a chair looking at Andrew. “I 
have been here for a long time, since you were just little” says Ector, “and now you have 
discovered our secret.” 

“We have a secret?” asks Andrew of his new friend.

“Yes,” says Ector, “now you know that you have a dragon in your tummy. Whenever 
you get mad, I help you feel really mad. I blow out flames from my mouth and growl. I scare 
things away. I also help you run really, really fast. Just think about what happened at school 
yesterday”.

“Nooo”, Andrew shivers. “That makes me feel scared”

“Yes”, says Ector “but it also makes you mad, right?”

Andrew mumbles: “Maybe”.

“Well, I am here to protect you, that’s my job”, says Ector. “You can always feel me 
here in your tummy”.

“But you’re not real. You’re just my imagination, right?”

“Kind of”, says Ector. “I’m not a real dragon, that’s for sure because dragons are 
mythical animals. But everyone needs someone when they are scared and alone. I’m part of 
your imagination that helps you feel brave. When you are scared, you can touch your tummy 
and feel that I’m here with you, big, strong and ready to breathe fire.” 

Andrew is a little worried. “Sometimes, I get mad at home with Mom and Dad. We 
wouldn’t breathe fire on them, right?”

“Sometimes, we might feel like it”, answers 
Ector. “Maybe, we could just send out a little puff 
of smoke as a warning. But then we would know 
that it is probably a good time for us to have a quiet 
time. You could go to your room and we could 
visit and chat for a while, like friends. Would you 
like that?” 

“I guess so.” Andrew wonders how this 
would work. “So when I feel that I am getting mad 
or scared, I can say “Ector, are you there?” Just 
inside of course, not out loud.”

“Ya! You can come anytime. I’m always here in case you need me.” Then Ector 
chuckles: “And you can rub my tummy, I love to have my tummy rubbed.”

Andrew laughs and imagines rubbing a dragon’s tummy. That would certainly be 
interesting. He wonders how he would do this when he hears his name being called. 

“Oops, sorry, Ector, I hear my mom calling me. Got to go.” 
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“See you later, Andrew, friend of a dragon.”

Andrew runs to his mom. “Mom, Mom, I 
have a dragon in my tummy. His name is Ector and 
he is there to protect me”.

Andrew’s mom smiles at him: “Good Morn-
ing, Andrew. Say hello to Ector for me. Now, come 
and have your breakfast or you will be late for 
school”.

author’s note September 2011

This story is meant to inspire children to listen to their body senses and to recognize the 
symbols, colours, physical sensations and movement associated with the body’s messages or 
feelings. Making friends with or just listening to our inner voice, be it small and shy or big 
and scary, and recognizing the value of this kind of awareness in everyday life is what is 
advocated in this story.

The story of Ector is dedicated to my son William Andrew.

The drawings are by Lily Shaye MacIntyre who is 10 years old.  She lives on Prince Edward 
Island with her Mom, Dad, little brother and many many pets. When she grows up, Lily 
wants to be an illustrator because she loves art.  

Michelle Habington is a Certified Focusing Trainer. She can be reached at: (902) 569-2335 
or Michellehabington@gmail.com

 


