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To those who became tired.

To those who carried invisible fear quietly.

To those who searched endlessly for certainty while slowly losing peace.

And to those learning, perhaps for the first time in a long while, that Christ asked them to follow Him, not fear.

May your soul remain:

Balanced. Grounded. In the light.

—-
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“THE LIGHT SHINES IN the darkness, and the darkness has not overcome it.”

— John 1:5

Darkness can never extinguish the light.

—-
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CHAPTER ONE
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The Table

The fire had already fallen.

Nathan stared at the passage long after midnight, elbows resting on the kitchen table, the glow from his laptop illuminating the open Bible before him.

1 Kings.

Elijah calling fire from heaven.

The prophets of Baal collapsing in defeat.

The crowd falling to the ground in terror and awe.

It was one of the most dramatic moments in Scripture, and Nathan felt strangely drawn to it lately.

Not just drawn — consumed.

Outside, rain pressed softly against the apartment windows. The city beyond the glass shimmered with neon reflections and distant sirens, restless even at this hour.

Nathan rubbed his eyes.

Three videos remained open on his laptop screen.

One discussed deception in modern culture.

Another analysed occult symbolism hidden in popular music.

The third claimed spiritual forces operated behind political movements, celebrities, and world events.

Hours earlier, the information had felt illuminating. Now it sat heavily in his chest.

He looked back down at Elijah.

A man standing alone against darkness.

A prophet awake while others slept spiritually.

Nathan understood that feeling more than he wanted to admit.

Lately, ordinary conversations exhausted him. Friends laughed at things he no longer found funny. Family members spoke about life as though the world were simple, predictable, explainable. 

Meanwhile Nathan increasingly felt as though unseen currents moved beneath everything people said and did.

Even silence carried weight now.

Especially silence.

His social media feeds had become a  river of warnings: 

Be alert. The deception is growing. Many will fall away. The signs are everywhere.

At first it felt like wisdom.

Like scales falling from his eyes.

But over time, discernment had hardened into vigilance, and vigilance into exhaustion.

Nathan closed the laptop slowly.

The room immediately felt quieter, though not peaceful.

Again his attention drifted toward Elijah’s story.

That was when he noticed something he had somehow overlooked before.

After the fire.

After the prophets.

After the terror and spectacle.

Elijah ran.

Not toward triumph.

Toward fear.

Toward isolation.

Toward the wilderness.

Nathan leaned back in his chair.

The verse sat heavily inside him now:

“I alone am left.”

He whispered the words aloud.

The apartment suddenly felt very small.

Because beneath all the searching, all the videos, all the warnings and theories and late-night spirals, Nathan recognized something uncomfortable inside himself.

He too had begun feeling alone.

Spiritually surrounded.

Misunderstood.

Burdened by knowledge other people seemed blind to.

The realization unsettled him.

His eyes drifted further down the page.

Wind.

Earthquake.

Fire.

God was not in them.

Nathan frowned.

Then came the final line.

The gentle whisper.

For several moments he simply stared.

No hidden codes.

No thunder.

No spectacle.

Just a quiet voice after the noise.

And there in the silence of his apartment, another thought rose gently inside him, quieter than all the others.

Love.

Joy.

Peace.

Patience.

Nathan lowered his head.

For months he had examined the darkness in the world.

But he had not stopped to ask what was growing within himself.
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CHAPTER TWO
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Leaving The Room

Nathan knew the moment he walked in.

The cards were already laid across the dining table.

Candles flickered softly beside them, their small flames reflecting against polished wood. Around the table his cousins laughed comfortably, leaning over bright illustrations of moons, towers, eyes, and stars as though they were nothing more than party games.

Nathan stopped just inside the doorway.

A strange heaviness settled in his chest immediately.

Not exactly fear.

Recognition.

The same feeling he experienced whenever conversations touched subjects that now unsettled him instinctively.

Things he no longer knew how to treat casually.

“Nat!” Emily smiled brightly. “Come sit with us.”

Nathan looked at the cards again.

His mind moved quickly now.

You know what this is.

You know what Scripture says.

The warmth of the house suddenly felt distant to him. He could still hear music playing softly somewhere deeper inside, family talking in the kitchen, glasses clinking together. 

Ordinary sounds. 

Ordinary life.

Yet to Nathan, the atmosphere no longer felt ordinary.

For a brief moment he considered staying quiet, sitting down, pretending not to notice.

But something inside him recoiled at the thought.

Not anger.

Conviction.

The same conviction that had slowly reshaped his life over the past year. The same conviction that had pulled him deeper into Scripture, deeper into prayer, deeper into searching for what was true and what was deception.

Emily turned over another card and laughed.

“Apparently I’m entering a season of transformation.”

The others smiled.

Nathan stepped backward slowly.

“I’m heading out,” he said quietly.

The room paused.

“So soon?” Emily frowned slightly.

Nathan nodded once.

“I love you guys,” he said carefully, “but I don’t mess with this stuff.”

For a second nobody spoke.

Then someone shrugged awkwardly.

Emily looked slightly embarrassed now. 

“It’s just a bit of fun, Nathan.”

Maybe to you, he thought.

But he said nothing.

Because he no longer trusted himself to speak without intensity rising into his voice.

Nathan picked up his jacket from the chair near the hallway and walked toward the front door. Behind him, conversation resumed uncertainly, softer than before.

Cold night air struck his face the moment he stepped outside.

He inhaled deeply.

The street was quiet.

Rainwater shimmered beneath the orange glow of streetlights, and somewhere far off a siren drifted through the city like a fading echo.

Nathan stood motionless beside his car.

Part of him felt relief for leaving.

Another part felt exhausted.

Because the world lately seemed full of moments like this.

Moments where ordinary people crossed invisible spiritual lines without noticing. Moments where he felt increasingly separate from everyone around him.

He leaned against the car door and closed his eyes.

Then another thought crept in slowly behind the conviction.

When was the last time you felt peace?

Nathan opened his eyes again immediately, almost irritated by the question.

Peace.

The word felt strangely distant to him now.

Lately his spiritual life had become built from vigilance:

warnings,

discernment,

searching,

watching,

testing,

resisting.

Necessary things, he believed.

Biblical things.

Yet somewhere along the way, his inner world had grown loud.

Very loud.

Nathan looked upward into the dark sky.

Months ago he would have prayed differently in a moment like this. He would have asked for greater discernment. Greater awareness. Greater spiritual sharpness.

Tonight, however, another prayer formed quietly within him.

Not dramatic.

Not fearful.

Just honest.

“Lord,” he whispered softly, “don’t let me lose Your light while searching for darkness.”

Because lately Nathan had begun to understand something frightening.

A man could spend so much time studying deception that he himself became restless.

So much time watching for evil that he stopped noticing beauty.

So much time guarding his spirit that peace quietly disappeared from it.

Discernment was necessary. Scripture made that clear.

Boundaries were necessary too.

But somewhere along the way, Nathan realized he had begun feeding more on warnings than on Christ.

His mind remained alert, yet his soul had grown tired.

The fruit of the Spirit — love, joy, peace, patience — had become distant things, like sunlight remembered from another season.

And for the first time, Nathan understood that darkness did not always destroy a man by pulling him into sin.

Sometimes it simply consumed his attention until fear became stronger than faith.
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