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For those who feel it but cannot yet name it.
CHAPTER 1
The First Light
In the beginning, God created the heavens and the earth. Now the earth was formless and empty, darkness was over the surface of the deep, and the Spirit of God was hovering over the waters. And God said, **"**Let there be light,**"** and there was light. God saw that the light was good, and he separated the light from the darkness. God called the light **"**day,**"** and the darkness he called **"**night.**"** And there was evening, and there was morning the first day.
Genesis 1:1-5 (NIV) Think about that for a second. Before anything existed, before time, before space, before a single atom, there was darkness. Not the darkness of a room with the lights off. Not a cloudy night. Complete and total nothing. No sound. No movement. No shape. Just an endless void with no edges because there was nothing to have edges. And then God spoke. Three words. Let there be. And everything changed. Now here's what's interesting.
Science spent the last hundred years trying to figure out where everything came from. And what did they land on? The Big Bang. A single moment, roughly 13.8 billion years ago, when the entire universe exploded into existence from a point smaller than anything you could imagine. Before that moment, nothing. After it, everything.
Sound familiar? They came at it from opposite directions, scripture and science. One through faith, one through math. And they ended up describing the same thing. A beginning.
A moment when nothing became something. Darkness became light. Chaos became order. That's not a coincidence. That's a clue. Light was the first thing God created. Not the sun, that comes later. Just light itself. Pure, raw, fundamental light. And physics tells us that light is the backbone of the entire universe.
Everything we know, everything we can see, every piece of information that travels through space does it by way of light. It's not just illumination. It's the language the universe uses to talk to itself.
When Genesis says God hovered over the waters before creation, most people picture something like a bird over a lake. But sit with that image a little longer. What does hovering mean? It means readiness. It means potential. Everything about to happen, none of it happened yet. Coiled and waiting. Quantum physics actually has a name for that state.
They call it a wave function, the condition of a thing before it becomes definite, when it exists as pure possibility. Every outcome still on the table. Nothing locked in yet.
That's the moment before God said a word. Then He spoke, and possibility collapsed into reality. Light appeared. And with light came something else, time. Because you can't have a first day without time to measure it in. Genesis doesn't just describe creation.
It describes the creation of time itself. The clock didn't start ticking until God said go. Einstein figured out that time and space aren't separate things. They're one fabric, woven together. You can't have one without the other.
Genesis describes it the same way, evening and morning, light and dark, time and space all arriving together in that first creative act.
Here's the part that gets me. God looked at the light and called it good. That simple statement carries more weight than it might seem. The universe wasn't an accident. It wasn't random. Something looked at what existed and said, yes. This is good.
There was purpose behind it from the very first moment. Science can tell you how the light got here. It can give you the equations, the measurements, the timelines. What it can't tell you is why any of it matters.
That part, the part about it being good, that's where faith picks up where physics leaves off.
Both are pointing at the same thing. They always have been. Most people just never stopped long enough to notice. Here's what I keep coming back to every time I read that first chapter of Genesis. The very first thing God created wasn't a planet or a person or an animal. It was light. Before anything else could exist, before anything could be seen, measured, navigated, or understood, there had to be light. Everything else came after. Everything else depended on it.
Physics arrived at the same conclusion from the other direction. Light is the fastest thing that exists. Nothing in the universe carries information faster. When you look at a distant star, you're not seeing it as it is, you're seeing it as it was, however many years ago the light you're looking at left it. Some of those stars don't exist anymore. The light is still traveling. It will keep traveling. Light, once created, doesn't stop.
There's a reason this book is called Light, Love, and Prophecy. Those three words aren't random. Light is how the universe communicates. Love is what holds it together. Prophecy is the pattern, the evidence that the story has a direction, that what's been set in motion is going somewhere on purpose.
This first chapter is the foundation. Everything that follows in this book traces back to that original creative act, the moment light separated from darkness, time began its count, and the universe declared for the first time that something was good.
It's worth reading slowly. Not because it's complicated. Because it's the beginning of everything. Look at that opening verse one more time. The Spirit of God was hovering over the waters.
That word in Hebrew, rachaph, means to flutter, to brood, to move gently over something. It's the same word used to describe a mother bird hovering over her nest. Not standing apart from creation. Over it. Present to it. Actively attending to it before a single thing existed in finished form.
That's your first picture of God in scripture. Not a distant architect drawing plans. A presence hovering over potential, moving over the not-yet, attending to what hasn't happened yet with the same care and intimacy you'd give something you love. That picture doesn't change. It just scales. Three words. Let there be. That's all it took. Not a blueprint. Not a committee. Not years of planning. Three words, and reality answered. Think about what that means for a second.
Before those words, there was nothing. No space. No matter. No time for anything to exist in. And then God spoke, and everything that has ever existed, or ever will exist, came rushing into being.
Science calls the moment before creation a singularity. A point of infinite density where the known laws of physics simply break down, they can't describe what was there because there was no there yet. Before the Big Bang there was no space, no time, no stage for anything to stand on. And then, in an instant smaller than anything you can measure, it all exploded outward. Sound familiar?
Here's what strikes me about those three words. God didn't just create things. He created the conditions for things to exist at all. He didn't fill a container, He made the container. He didn't light up a room, He made the room, and light, and the eyes that would one day see it.
Physics has a name for the state of something before it becomes real. They call it a quantum field, an invisible energy that fills all of space, humming with potential, particles flickering in and out of existence so fast you can barely detect them. It's not empty. It's the most alive thing there is. Just waiting. That's what Genesis describes when it says the Spirit of God hovered over the waters. Not stillness. Not absence. Pure readiness. Everything coiled. Nothing yet set in motion.
And then, let there be. Now here's something worth sitting with. Genesis says God created light on the first day. But the sun doesn't show up until the fourth day.
People read that and think it's a contradiction. It's not. It's actually one of the most accurate things in the whole account. Light isn't the sun. Light is something deeper than the sun. The sun is just one source of it.
Light itself, electromagnetic energy, photons, is fundamental. It exists as a principle before any particular star does. The sun produces light. Light doesn't need the sun to exist.
Modern physics figured this out eventually. The earliest light in the universe, what scientists call the cosmic microwave background radiation, came from long before any star ignited. It was the first light that could travel freely through space, once the early universe cooled enough to let it move. It's still out there right now, filling every corner of the cosmos. Ancient light. Still traveling. Still real. God made that first. Then He named it. Called it day. Called the darkness night.
And that act of naming matters more than it might seem. When you name something, you're not just labeling it, you're acknowledging it's real, that it has a place, that it belongs. God didn't just create light and darkness. He honored them both with names.
He built the rhythm of existence into the first day, evening and morning, dark and light, end and beginning, and called it good.
Not perfect. Not finished. Good. That word is doing a lot of work. Good means it has worth. Good means it has purpose. Good means whatever happens next, this is a foundation worth building on. Darkness wasn't a mistake. It wasn't the absence of something God forgot to make. It was necessary.
You can't have contrast without both sides. You can't have meaning without distinction. The universe itself operates through opposites, positive and negative charge, matter and antimatter, expansion and contraction. Everything real has a counterpart. Everything that exists does so in relationship to something else.
That pattern started on day one. And it hasn't stopped since. There's something about the way God works here that gets overlooked. He didn't create things fully formed and finished. He created frameworks and let things develop within them.
He made light and then called it good, not complete, just good. He separated the waters and called that good. He gathered the dry land. Each day builds on the last. Order emerging from formlessness, one layer at a time.
That's not how you'd expect an all-powerful being to work if you were writing the story yourself. You'd expect a single moment, everything appearing at once, complete and perfect. But that's not what Genesis describes. It describes a process. A sequence. An unfolding. Science calls this emergence. Complex order arising from simpler conditions through a process that takes time.
Physics calls it evolution, not in the narrow biological sense, but in the broadest sense. The universe unfolding from simple to complex, from undifferentiated energy to structure, to matter, to chemistry, to life, to consciousness.
God built the process into the creation itself. Not just the things, the way things grow. That means something for your life. The things you're becoming aren't going to appear complete one morning.
They're going to emerge, one degree of temperature at a time, one choice, one season, one day. The pattern that started on day one is still the pattern. Nothing worth having arrives fully formed. Everything good goes through a process of becoming.
Let there be. And then let it develop. That's the model. It's been the model since the beginning. There's one more thing about those three words that deserves attention. God didn't say let there be light and then explain how it worked.
The void that looked like nothing was full of waiting. That has not changed.
Whatever in your life looks formless right now — whatever has no shape yet, no direction, no visible signs of becoming anything — is sitting in exactly the conditions where everything begins.
The question is not whether the voice will speak over it. The question is whether you will be still enough to hear it when it does.
CHAPTER 2
Bent Time
Time is money and we are all going broke. That is what the culture tells you, and most of us believed it before we were old enough to question it. The calendar fills up, the to-do list grows, and the gap between what you accomplish and what you intended to accomplish widens every week. You are told to optimize, to hustle, to compress your life into maximum efficiency. And still you feel behind.
But here is what most people never stop long enough to consider. Time is not what we were told it is. Not even close.
Einstein proved it with equations. Two clocks, perfectly synchronized, will show different times after one travels at high speed or sits near a massive object. This has been tested. GPS satellites have to correct for it every day or your navigation drifts by miles. Time itself bends. Stretches. Moves at different speeds depending on where you are and how fast you are moving. The thing we assumed was most fixed, most absolute, the steady tick-tock that governs everything, is actually the most elastic thing in the universe.
If that is true about time, what else have we been wrong about?
At least, that's what it feels like. Your calendar is packed, your to-do list keeps growing, and the gap between what you accomplish and what you meant to accomplish widens every day. You're told to optimize, to hustle, to make every minute count. There are productivity apps for your productivity apps. Time management courses. Life hacks.
Five-minute morning routines that somehow require forty-five minutes. And still, you feel behind. This isn't just you. This is the water we're all swimming in. Modern life has turned time into a commodity we're constantly running short of. We spend it, waste it, save it, invest it.
Time is money, and we're all going broke.
But what if the problem isn't that you don't have enough time? What if the problem is that everything we've been taught about time is wrong? Here's what most people don't know: time is not constant. This isn't philosophy or poetry, this is proven, measurable physics. Einstein didn't just theorize about relativity; he gave us equations that describe exactly how time bends, stretches, and moves at different speeds depending on where you are and how fast you're moving.
Two clocks, perfectly synchronized, will show different times after one travels at high speed or sits near a massive object. This has been tested. GPS satellites have to account for time moving differently in orbit than it does on Earth's surface, or your navigation would be off by miles. And if time, the thing we thought was most fixed, most absolute, the steady tick-tock that governs everything, is actually flexible and relative, then everything we assume about our lives, our anxiety, our rushing, might be built on a misunderstanding.
Time is something we all feel long before we ever try to measure it. We notice it in small ways, how a morning seems to pass too quickly, or how certain memories refuse to fade no matter how many years stand between us and their moment. We live surrounded by clocks, yet time itself feels personal, it stretches when we wait, and it contracts when joy surprises us. Consider the last time you sat in a waiting room.
Perhaps it was a doctor's office, or the DMV, or an airport terminal during a delay. Every minute felt like ten. You checked your phone repeatedly, convinced that time itself had malfunctioned, that the clock on the wall must be broken. Now remember the last time you were lost in conversation with someone you love. Hours vanished like smoke. You looked up, startled to discover that the afternoon had somehow become evening, that the coffee in your cup had gone cold without you noticing. Same hours. Same minutes.
Same seconds ticking by on the same clocks. But your experience of them was radically different. This isn't just perception; it's something deeper. Neuroscientists have discovered that our brains actually process time differently depending on our emotional state and what we're paying attention to.
When we're anxious or bored, the brain's prefrontal cortex creates more detailed memories of each passing moment, making time seem to slow down. When we're engaged and present, fewer detailed memories form, and retrospectively, time seems to have flown. But even this scientific explanation doesn't fully capture the mystery. There are moments when time doesn't just seem to slow or speed up, it seems to shatter entirely.
Ask anyone who's survived a car accident. They'll often describe the same phenomenon: time fractured into crystal-clear slow motion. They remember every detail, the angle of the light through the windshield, the sound beginning to stretch and deepen, the way they could see the other car approaching as if through honey. Ask a parent about their child's first smile, first word, first day of school.
They'll tell you about the paradox of parenthood: the days are long, but the years are short. A single afternoon of toddler tantrums can feel endless, yet somehow you blink and your baby is graduating high school. Ask someone in the grip of grief. Time becomes strange territory. The funeral is over too quickly, yet the nights afterward stretch on forever.
Weeks pass in a blur, but individual moments crystallize with painful clarity, the empty chair at dinner, the voicemail you can't delete, the moment you forget they're gone and reach for your phone to call them. These aren't just subjective impressions. These are encounters with the fundamental plasticity of time itself. The Cultural Geography of Time Einstein gave us a way to describe this mystery: time bends and slows depending on motion and gravity. But long before we learned its physics, we felt its pull in our hearts, the sense that life moves differently depending on what we love, what we hope for, and what we lose.
Different cultures have mapped this territory in different ways. In the West, particularly in American culture, we treat time as a commodity.
We spend it, waste it, save it, invest it. Time is money. Efficiency is virtue. We pack our calendars, optimize our schedules, and measure productivity in units of accomplishment per hour. But step into a traditional African village, and time operates by different physics entirely. Events happen when they're ready to happen.
A meeting begins when everyone has arrived, whether that's the appointed hour or three hours later. Relationships take precedence over schedules. Time serves people; people don't serve time. In Japan, there's a concept called "ma", the space between things, the pause that gives meaning to what surrounds it. It's the silence between notes that makes music possible, the breath between words that allows meaning to land.
Ma is not empty time; it's full time, pregnant with potential. The ancient Hebrews understood two different dimensions of time: chronological time and opportune time. Chronological time is the tick-tock of clocks, one moment following another.
Opportune time is the right time, the fullness of time. It's the moment when time is ripe for something to happen. In one wisdom tradition, a teacher spoke of opportune time, saying, "My time has not yet come." He wasn't checking his watch. He was sensing a deeper rhythm, a divine timing that couldn't be rushed or scheduled.
Scripture and the Paradox of Eternity Ancient wisdom teaches of time differently still: not as something that traps us, but as the vessel through which the cosmos unfolds its story. "From everlasting to everlasting," ancient poets wrote, and yet in the same breath we hear that this is the day the Lord has made. Time, then, is both infinite and immediate, a divine paradox we inhabit moment by moment.
The ancient sage of Ecclesiastes understood this tension: "There is a time for everything, and a season for every activity under the heavens." Life moves in rhythms we can feel but not fully control. We plant and harvest, we weep and laugh, we mourn and dance, all according to a timing larger than our individual desires. And yet, Paul writes that God sent Christ "when the fullness of time had come." As if all of history had been building toward one specific moment, one opportune intersection of heaven and earth. If light reveals the physical order of the universe, time reveals the rhythm of God's intention.
The seasons move, the tides turn, hearts are born and broken, and still the pulse of creation continues. What physics describes, faith fulfills, the movement of all things toward the same unseen center.
The Practice of Presence When we slow down enough to notice it, we begin to sense that time is not our enemy but our teacher. Every hour, every ending, even every waiting room becomes holy ground, a place where the eternal leans close enough to be felt. The contemplative traditions have always known this. Monks mark the hours with prayer, not to fill time, but to sanctify it, to remember that every moment is already held within God's eternal now.
The practice of mindfulness, ancient in Buddhist tradition and increasingly embraced in modern psychology, is simply learning to be present to time rather than always racing ahead of it or lagging behind it in regret. When you eat, eat. When you walk, walk. When you pray, pray. Not because the future doesn't matter, but because the present is where we actually live. The past is memory; the future is imagination. Only now is real. And in the now, if we're paying attention, we can sometimes sense the eternal pressing through, the way sunlight breaks through clouds, how a kind word can change an entire day, the peace that comes when we finally stop striving and simply breathe. Perhaps that's what prophecy really is, not prediction, but perspective: seeing how the timeless God moves within every ordinary moment of our days.
Einstein didn't just change physics; he changed how we imagine the world itself. Before Einstein, time was thought to be absolute, a cosmic clock ticking at the same rate everywhere in the universe. Space was a fixed stage on which events occurred. They were separate, distinct, unchanging. Einstein shattered this certainty. The Special Theory: Motion Shapes Time In 1905, Einstein published his Special Theory of Relativity, and reality got strange.
He showed that time and space are not separate, but woven together like threads in a single fabric, spacetime. Move fast enough and time slows; stand near great mass and space itself bends. It's almost poetic, the universe reshaping itself in response to presence. But it's not metaphor; it's measurable truth.
Consider the twin paradox: imagine two twins, one who stays on Earth, one who travels in a spaceship near the speed of light. When the space-traveling twin returns, she will have aged less than her Earth-bound sibling.
Not because of anything biological, but because time itself moved more slowly for her. This isn't science fiction. This is confirmed physics. Satellites orbiting Earth experience time differently than we do on the surface. They're moving faster and experiencing slightly less gravity, so their clocks run at a different rate, faster by about 38 microseconds per day. If the GPS system didn't account for relativity, your navigation would be off by miles within days.
Every time you use GPS to find your way, you're depending on Einstein being right about time. The Speed of Light: The Universe's Speed Limit At the heart of relativity is light itself, constant, unchanging, absolute. Nothing can travel faster than light. Not because we haven't built fast enough engines, but because the universe won't allow it.
As you approach the speed of light, time dilates, length contracts, and mass increases. To reach light speed would require infinite energy.
Light moves at 186,282 miles per second, always, everywhere, for all observers, regardless of their own motion. This constancy is what makes everything else relative. If you're standing still and I'm moving, we'll disagree about time and distance, but we'll both measure light at exactly the same speed. The universe adjusts time and space themselves to keep light's speed constant.
Think about what this means: light is the one fixed point in a flexible cosmos. Everything else, including time, bends around it. Is it any wonder that Scripture identifies God with light? "ultimate reality is light, and in Him is no darkness at all." If light is the one unchanging constant in the physical universe, perhaps it's also the spiritual constant, the reference point by which everything else is measured.
The General Theory: Gravity Bends Spacetime In 1915, Einstein published his General Theory of Relativity, making things even stranger. Gravity, he proposed, isn't a force pulling objects together. It's the curvature of
God has no time. He is past, present, and future simultaneously, the same way light is. A photon experiences no time at all from its own perspective. It leaves its source and arrives at its destination in the same instant regardless of how far it travels.
God exists that same way, unbounded by the clock that governs everything else. But here is what I find remarkable. We are not entirely different from this. You carry your past in your memories.
You know your present in this very moment. And your future lives in your hopes. You are already operating across all three whether you think about it that way or not.
I imagine God is something like that, only without the limitations. Where we glimpse the past and reach toward the future, God
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