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Author's Note

 

These reflections are contemplative meditations inspired by the Christian faith. They are not presented as direct messages from God, nor as spiritual authority or divine revelation.

They are offered simply as quiet invitations to prayer, reflection, and a deeper awareness of God’s presence.

Soli Deo Gloria.

 




DEDICATION

 

O God, 
Father of mercies, receive this book as a small offering laid beneath 
the light of Christ and kept in the humility of the Holy Spirit.

Beloved reader, 
may these pages strengthen you to test every spirit with patience, courage, mercy, and a heart made steady before God.

 




INTRODUCTION

 

The work of discernment begins before a choice is named. It begins where the heart stands with its noise still warm in the hand, asking which pressure may be trusted, which light may lead, which sorrow is holy, which desire has learned to borrow God’s name for itself. These pages do not offer a private certainty, a new voice beside Scripture, or a way of mastering the hidden life. They ask the soul to come lower: before Christ, before the written Word, before the mercy that can divide truth from fear without breaking the bruised reed. The path opened here is neither suspicion nor spiritual self-confidence. It is a school of reverent attention, where the body, will, memory, imagination, and love are slowly gathered into truth.

Receive this book slowly, as one who enters a house where every room has been prepared for testing. Let silence uncover the hurry beneath thought. Let Scripture measure what seemed bright. Let the Shepherd’s mercy distinguish conviction from accusation, peace from escape, freedom from control, fruit from early greenness, courage from anger, and love from the self’s religious disguise. Discernment of spirits is not a technique for becoming untouchable; it is a grace-shaped obedience in which the whole person is brought under the light of Christ until what is false loses its borrowed authority, and what is true becomes clean enough to follow. Read with patience rather than haste, with prayer rather than appetite, and with a willingness to be searched. The heart that seeks only an answer may miss the Lord who gives Himself; the heart that comes to be made true will learn how His guidance bears peace, holiness, mercy, and life.

 




CHAPTER I
The Threshold of Silence

 

“But the LORD is in his holy temple: let all the earth keep silence before him.” 
– Habakkuk 2:20

 




Sanctuary of Quiet


At the threshold, the hand still grips its noise,
lists, fears, bright urgencies warm from the world;
inside, no answer rushes to meet the heart,
only the living hush before the Lord of peace.

The breath slows, and the body learns its poverty;
shoulders lower beneath a kindness with weight,
while every loud necessity loses its throne
where God is present and nothing must perform.

This is where false fire begins to show itself:
it cannot kneel, cannot wait, cannot be quiet;
it needs the soul hurried, useful, afraid,
but holiness rests without needing to prove.

Christ receives the trembling without accusation,
and His nearness carries command without force;
the heart, no longer driven to defend itself,
can hear mercy separating truth from clamor.

Stay until the silence has judged the noise,
until ambition loosens its practiced grip;
then rise, not emptied of care but steadied,
bearing the quiet by which spirits are tried.

“Truly my soul waiteth upon God: from him cometh my salvation.”
– Psalm 62:1

 




Beneath the Wind of Thoughts


Thoughts lift like dust across the inward road,
each fear taking the shape of needed counsel;
the heart turns from one gust to another,
and every answer thins when chased too hard.

Beneath the rush, the soul is not abandoned;
there is a steadier mercy under the weather,
where Christ the Shepherd does not compete for sound,
but gathers the scattered will into His keeping.

Do not argue with every wind that strikes the face;
some voices grow by the strength spent resisting them.
Let them pass over the bowed head and open hands,
until borrowed urgency loses its borrowed crown.

Then the true word comes with unhurried weight,
not loud enough to flatter, not sharp enough to shame;
it settles where panic had been naming the path,
and peace begins to distinguish source from echo.

Rest there until thought becomes servant again,
until the mind can move without ruling the heart;
discernment is learned below the storm of thinking,
where still waters teach the soul to follow God.

“He maketh me to lie down in green pastures: he leadeth me beside the still waters.”
– Psalm 23:2

 




The Weight of Nearness


Some fervors arrive with smoke on their clothing,
bright enough to startle the unguarded heart;
they flare in the nerves, demand a verdict,
then leave the room colder than they found it.

Christ’s nearness does not compete with that heat;
it settles like a hand upon the shaking place,
not to flatter the feeling, not to crown the storm,
but to make the whole soul stand before Him.

Under that weight, excitement loses its argument;
the quick flame shows whether it can become love,
whether it can kneel, endure correction, stay clean,
or whether it only wanted borrowed authority.

The Spirit bears authority without frenzy;
His peace does not numb the wound, it steadies it.
What is holy can pierce and cleanse without violence,
and what is merely intense cannot survive waiting.

Remain until the body stops mistaking heat for light,
until the heart can tell sparks from abiding fire;
discernment is born where nearness grows heavier
than every passion that cannot lead us to God.

“Be still, and know that I am God.”
– Psalm 46:10
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