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To my incredible Early Will I Seek Thee sisters on Facebook—you beautiful world-changers!

Can I just shout from the rooftops how absolutely amazing you all are?! This devotional is overflowing with love and dedicated to every single one of you magnificent sisters who have made our virtual sanctuary a place of love, intentionality, and divine connection! Sisters, can you even believe what we’ve done together?! We’ve created something absolutely powerful, a devotional that’s reaching hearts across the entire globe! Like, seriously... how incredible is that?! We started as voices gathering virtually and now touching lives everywhere. I’m literally getting goosebumps just thinking about it! You beautiful souls didn’t just support me, you pushed me, lifted me up, and refused to let me give up when the journey got tough. Because of your unwavering love and fierce encouragement, we are here, we are thriving, and we are making a difference! My heart is overflowing with gratitude for each one of you.

And can we talk about our incredible guests, prayer warriors, and speakers?! These phenomenal women who have graced the Early Will I Seek Thee space with their wisdom, their fire, and their heart-stirring words—wow! They’ve poured into us, empowered us, lifted us higher, and covered us in prayer. I am so grateful for every single blessing they’ve brought to our sisterhood.

Whether you were there bright and early with your coffee in hand, ready to seek Him together, or you caught the replay during your lunch break or late at night—YOU SHOWED UP! And that means everything to me. Your presence, your heart, your commitment to this journey, it’s been the fuel that’s kept this flame burning bright. We have been faithful together, sisters! Through every challenge, every celebration, we’ve stood strong as one beautiful, unbreakable family. And God? Oh my goodness, God has been absolutely phenomenal! His faithfulness, His love, His power working through virtual airways—it’s been nothing short of miraculous!

So, here’s to you, my incredible Early Will I Seek Thee family! Thank you for every encouraging word, every prayer, every share, every heart emoji, digital stars, your generosity, and every time you showed up with your whole heart ready to grow together. You are the reason this devotional exists, and you are the reason it will continue to transform lives around the world. With overflowing love, endless gratitude, and excitement for all God has in store for us.

[image: A person sitting at a desk with a computer

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]My Beautiful Sister. Mi Hermosa.

Good morning! Good afternoon! Good evening! You’re here. You showed up. That’s everything. 52 weeks. 52 breakthroughs. 52 moments with the Divine. Are you ready to transform? To dig deep? To let God move mountains in your life? This isn’t just devotion, this is revolution. This is your soul saying YES to purpose. My why? Because you deserve to know your power. Because your prayers matter. Because this world needs the fire only you can bring. 

Let’s do the work, sister.

Buenos días! ¡Buenas tardes! ¡Buenas noches! Estás aquí. Te presentaste. Eso es todo.

52 semanas. 52 revelaciones. 52 momentos con lo Divino. ¿Estás lista para transformarte? ¿Para profundizar? ¿Para dejar que Dios mueva montañas en tu vida? Esto no es solo devoción—esto es revolución. Es tu alma diciendo SÍ al propósito. ¿Mi por qué? Porque mereces conocer tu poder. Porque tus oraciones importan. Porque este mundo necesita el fuego que solo tú puedes traer. 

Hagamos el trabajo, hermana.
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Prayer burst into my life over the past five and a half years like a dam breaking free! For millions around the world, prayer hasn’t just been a comfort—it has been our lifeline, our anchor in the storm, and our very breath when the world feels like it’s suffocating. When the pandemic hit, I felt a deep, urgent calling within my soul. I started a prayer journey, broadcasting live on my author’s Facebook page every Tuesday and Thursday morning, my heart pounding with purpose. The world was drowning—drowning in fear, in uncertainty, and in desperate searches for answers as precious lives slipped away like sand through fingers. “Lord, have mercy! What is happening to us?” This cry burst from our collective heart, echoing across continents as we clung to medical experts like drowning souls reaching for rescue.

COVID-19 wasn’t just spreading—it was devouring everything in its path. This merciless enemy recognized no boundaries: rich or poor, young or old, powerful or powerless; we ALL stood naked and vulnerable before its fury. Death wasn’t just knocking at doors; it was kicking them down, raging through our communities with an intensity that shook us to our core. National leaders trembled. Spiritual leaders wept. Across every nation, in every language, hearts turned skyward in desperation. When medicine reached its limits, when science hit its walls, when human strength crumbled, prayer became our ultimate refuge. Not just a last resort, but our first breath, our final hope, our everything. In those dark hours, prayer wasn’t just something we did; it was who we became.

[image: A person sitting at a desk with a computer

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]Why this book and why now? It was born from that immediate, raw response—the trembling, the pleading, the hands raised high across neighborhoods and nations while hospitals filled and headlines shouted. What started as a simple commitment to gather online quickly became a sacred rhythm: early-morning prayer that anchored ordinary people in the midst of an extraordinary storm. More than just testimony, this work is a calling: to provide a structured journey for anyone who wants to make the first breath of their day a prayer; anyone who wants to develop the habit of early, intentional intercession; anyone who, like me, discovered that prayer is not just a practice but a primary way of life.

I invite you into the book’s context and heart. I want to show you the soil in which these devotions were planted: a season of global suffering that revealed both human frailty and divine opportunity. When the systems we trusted failed us, prayer endured. When normalcy disappeared, people discovered new ways to love, grieve, and serve. This devotional gathers those early-morning prayers, the scriptures that guided them, and the reflections that emerged from walking through loss and finding hope. Read it slowly. Let it breathe on you. Let it be the first step on a yearlong pilgrimage toward spiritual stamina and soul renewal.
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The world didn’t just change—it shattered and rebuilt itself overnight. In an instant, our lives were turned upside down. Kitchen tables became boardrooms. Living rooms transformed into sacred sanctuaries as many churches locked their doors. Shopping malls echoed with emptiness. Sports stadiums sat silent, their cheers replaced by an eerie quiet that pierced the soul. But perhaps nothing broke our hearts more than watching our children navigate this brave new world. Virtual learning? It was a desperate leap into the unknown. Our educators—those unsung heroes—poured their souls into making pixels on screens feel like connection, working until exhaustion became their constant companion. They were warriors fighting for our children’s futures with nothing but determination and Wi-Fi. And our graduates! Those brilliant souls who had clawed their way through years of study and had dreamed of that triumphant walk across the stage, suddenly faced with nothing. The silence where celebration should have been was deafening.

But this is where the human spirit comes roaring back to life.

My husband—this incredible man—refused to let COVID-19 steal our daughter Alexis’s moment. A psychology degree, a minor in philosophy and sociology earned through blood, sweat, and tears deserved recognition! So he created a space of grace in our front yard, holding a ceremony that sparkled with more love and intention than any grand auditorium ever could. Family and friends gathered as witnesses to triumph over adversity. We didn’t just celebrate a graduation—we declared war on despair and won. The frustrations weren’t just loud, they were thunderous. We were living in a surreal nightmare, caught between disbelief and harsh reality. COVID-19 wasn’t just lingering; it was a master strategist, playing chess with our lives, but GOD! “Is this really happening to the entire world?” I whispered into the void, knowing the terrifying answer: YES. A global pandemic had brought humanity to its knees all at once. Anxiety didn’t just rise—it erupted across every demographic, every nation, every heart. Businesses didn’t just close; they were crushed. Dreams dissolved. Livelihoods vanished. The economic damage left scars that still throb today. Fear didn’t just grip the land; it strangled it, challenging the very foundations of faith that had sustained generations. But God! We had to have faith or perish. But how do you plan a future when tomorrow itself is uncertain? The most maddening part? The deniers. Those who looked at mounting evidence, overwhelming science, and global chaos and said, “Nope.” Their reckless defiance wasn’t just frustrating; it was dangerous. While some fought desperately to save lives, others fought desperately to ignore reality. This wasn’t just a problem. It was a crisis of collective responsibility. Yet through it all, we discovered something profound: when the world stops, the human heart keeps beating. When systems fail, love finds a way. When tradition crumbles, we build something new from the rubble.

We didn’t merely survive COVID-19. We transcended it.

A Cry from the Heart

The earth trembled—not from earthquakes, but from the thunderous crash of dreams shattering across continents. Jobs vanished like morning mist, leaving families clinging to bailout plans and stimulus checks like lifelines in a raging storm. Yes, help came—gracious, necessary—but oh, how inadequate it felt against the tsunami of suffering that engulfed us all! The soul of humanity was under siege. Grief didn’t just knock at our doors—it kicked them down, stormed through our streets, invaded our very breath. Panic seized hearts like a vise. The mind, a sanctuary of peace, for some transformed into a war zone where anxiety launched relentless assaults. Mental health crumbled like ancient walls under bombardment. Suicide rates didn’t just climb, they soared. Depression spread faster than any virus, infecting spirits with a sadness that no mask could contain. And our heroes? Our essential workers bore crosses that were heavy! Day after grueling day, night after sleepless night, they fought on the front lines while their own families waited—praying, hoping, fearing. Some never came home. Others returned as walking wounded, carrying invisible scars awaiting healing. The hospitals became battlefields of the most sacred kind. Emergency rooms overflowed like rivers bursting their banks. Beds vanished faster than they could be filled. Ventilators, those precious machines that held the breath of life itself, became as rare and in high demand. Medical warriors fought with inadequate armor, their hearts breaking with each patient they couldn’t save, each family they couldn’t comfort. But God! Early we sought divine help. 

Even our sanctuaries, our homes, became heavy when domestic violence erupted like volcanoes of rage. Marriages cracked under pressure that could have crushed mountains. They were fighting through a new normal. Help us, Lord! The battle wasn’t just in the streets or in hospitality that raged within our own walls, at our dinner tables, in the hearts of our children. The media became forerunners of our daily updates, flooding our screens with a rising death toll. “Lord, heal our land!” we cried until our voices were hoarse and our knees were raw from falling before You. But many declared healing. In Jesus’ name!

But then—oh, then came the cruelest blow of all. The virus didn’t just persist; it evolved, mutated, and spawned variant after variant. Each new strain was confusing. People, this was allowed.

Why, God? WHY?

Night after sleepless night, I wrestled with the Almighty like Jacob at Peniel, reminding Him—as if the Creator of the universe could forget! “Lord, our eyes are fixed upon You. Our hope is anchored in Your promises. Our hearts cry out for Your mercy!” I remember the morning news became the go-to source for many waiting in hope that this COVID would end. We hung on every word, searched every statistic for glimpses of light breaking through the darkness. We prayed for miracles and found ourselves hoping against hope—that mathematical impossibility where faith defies logic and love overcomes fear. In those moments of deepest despair, when the world felt like it was ending not with a bang but with a wheeze through a ventilator, we learned what it truly means to hope when hope seems foolish, to believe when belief seems impossible, to love when love demands everything we have left to give.

COVID-19—a name that will forever define our generation. Was it from China? Scientists fought in academic circles while people DIED. Was it engineered? The questions haunted our collective consciousness as this ruthless virus claimed victory after victory.

ANGER coursed through our veins!
DEVASTATION swept across nations!
DEPRESSION settled into homes like an unwelcome guest!
DESPAIR became our shadow!
POVERTY knocked down doors that were already fragile!
DESOLATION echoed in empty streets!
CONFUSION reigned supreme!
And then came the vaccine—oh, the VACCINE! Should we embrace it with desperate hope? YES, some cried! NO, others screamed! The battle lines were drawn not in the sand, but in the very souls of humanity. Believers saw it as God’s divine intervention, His healing balm poured out through human hands. Others trembled with fear, their hearts filled with doubt, refusing to accept what felt like surrender. And still others whispered of darker forces, convinced this was the enemy’s masterpiece of deception.

Individual choice became a war zone of biases, heresies, and soul-crushing concerns. “Lord, WHAT SHALL WE DO?” The cry rose from millions of hearts simultaneously. The unknown stretched before us like an endless gray ocean, keeping us awake, questioning, and human in our desperate search for truth.

And those MASKS! Those pieces of fabric became symbols of survival, shields against an invisible enemy. We will NEVER forget them—how they muffled our voices but somehow amplified our prayers.

In this chaos, I found myself drawn into the deepest conversations with the Almighty I had ever experienced. My mind became a hurricane of emotions, mirroring the turbulence of every soul on earth. “Lord, WHAT IS THIS ALL ABOUT? WHY NOW? WHY US?” The questions poured from my spirit as people dropped like leaves in autumn, daily and relentlessly. Children! CHILDREN were dying! Churches, those sacred sanctuaries, stood empty, their doors locked by an enemy that couldn’t be seen but could be devastatingly felt. Virtual Church emerged like a phoenix from the ashes. At Greater Harvest Christian Center, we, alongside countless warriors of faith worldwide, transformed our ministries. We stretched across digital realms to reach souls we never could have touched before. Our virtual team became missionaries to the world, expanding our community reach beyond anything we had ever dreamed possible. But I couldn’t wrap my mind around it. The magnitude. The scope. The sheer WEIGHT of what was happening to humanity pressed down on me until I could barely breathe. So, what do we do? Pray harder with intention.

So, I prayed HARDER.

With every fiber of my being, I cried out: “Lord, what can I—ONE individual—do to help in this cosmic battle?” The answer came like lightning: INTERCESSION! PRAY! This was my portion, my calling, my weapon in this spiritual warfare. The Word thundered through my spirit from 1 Thessalonians 5:17: “PRAY WITHOUT CEASING!” It wasn’t just a suggestion—it was my marching orders, placed upon my heart with divine authority. And then, like an encouragement cutting through the darkness, a scripture from the book of Psalms began to resonate in my spirit with power that shook my very foundation.


O God, thou art my God; early will I seek thee: my soul thirsteth for thee, my flesh longeth for thee in a dry and thirsty land, where no water is; To see thy power and thy glory, so as I have seen thee in the sanctuary. Because thy lovingkindness is better than life, my lips shall praise thee. Thus will I bless thee while I live: I will lift up my hands in thy name. My soul shall be satisfied as with marrow and fatness; and my mouth shall praise thee with joyful lips: When I remember thee upon my bed, and meditate on thee in the night watches. Because thou hast been my help, therefore in the shadow of thy wings will I rejoice. My soul followeth hard after thee: thy right hand upholdeth me. (Psalm 63:1-8 KJV).


The Fire of Early Morning Prayer

“Early will I seek Thee” – these ancient words ignite the dawn with sacred purpose! They have become my battle cry, my strength, my triumphant song that echoes across continents. Every week, believers worldwide unite in this sacred rhythm, hearts ablaze as we declare God’s word and storm heaven’s gates with passionate prayer. This is where I find my unshakeable foundation: the Word of God stands as the ultimate, unchanging authority in everything that touches human life. How my soul explodes with praise for this living Word! The chance to pray – to truly speak with the Creator of the universe – fills me with overwhelming gratitude. This isn’t just a privilege; it’s my reasonable worship, the very breath my spirit was created to breathe.

Prayer is the divine connection that transforms everything. Prayer is nothing less than direct access to Almighty God – the incredible ability to converse with the One who spoke galaxies into existence! While beautifully simple at its core, prayer can seem mysterious to those who have lost their connection with the Divine or who haven’t yet fully understood its powerful reality. But here’s the great truth: we are never too experienced, never too set in our ways to discover something new about this sacred communication! Every person starts somewhere, and as we lean into prayer with eager hearts, we don’t just learn – we are changed. We grow from glory to glory.

Picture this: our great and awesome God stands with arms stretched wide, not just willing but eager to hear every whispered prayer, every desperate cry, and every joyful shout of praise! His Word contains clear, specific scriptures that brightly light the way of prayer, making it easy enough for even a child to understand and confidently step into this divine conversation.

The invitation is extended, and the door is wide open. The King of kings is waiting for you. According to specific scriptures that explain in detail for the simple to understand, prayer can be audible or silent, private or public, formal or informal. All prayer must be offered in faith (James 1:6), in the name of the Lord Jesus (John 16:23), and in the power of the Holy Spirit (Romans 8:26). As J.C. Lambert describes, “Christian prayer in its full New Testament meaning is prayer addressed to God as Father, in the name of Christ as Mediator, and through the enabling grace of the indwelling Spirit.”​[i] The wicked, through the pride of his countenance, will not seek after God: God is not in all his thoughts. (Psalm 10:4), but the children of God naturally desire to pray (Luke 11:1).

Prayer is described in the Bible as seeking God’s favor (Exodus 32:11), pouring out one’s soul to the Lord (1 Samuel 1:15), crying out to heaven (2 Chronicles 32:20), drawing near to God (Psalm 73:28, KJV), and kneeling before the Father (Ephesians 3:14).

Paul wrote:


Do not be anxious about anything, but in every situation, by prayer and petition, with thanksgiving, present your requests to God. And the peace of God, which transcends all understanding, will guard your hearts and your minds in Christ Jesus. (Philippians 4:6 -7) 


Worry about nothing; pray about everything.​[ii] 

This devotional, “Early in the morning, I will seek Thee,” these sacred words were forged in the crucible of pain, born in a season when suffering tried to silence our song! But from that very darkness, a blazing declaration arose that now echoes across the earth. We don’t just seek Him – we pursue Him with desperate hunger, determined to give our glorious God the honor He deserves while proclaiming to every corner of this world that Jesus Christ reigns supreme! Our hearts cry out in holy repentance, emptying ourselves completely, acknowledging with trembling awe that God is everything – our source, our sustenance, our very life breath. In all we do, speak, and demonstrate, God must be FIRST!

Picture the sacred moment: as dawn breaks and we wake from sleep, our spirits instantly ignite with gratitude! “Thank You, God, for blessing us to see another beautiful day!” With unwavering faith, we declare with confidence: “Our day SHALL be well in Jesus’ mighty name!” We don’t just acknowledge – we PROCLAIM with powerful conviction that our God is good and completely sovereign over all creation!

The Non-Negotiable Command: PRAY FIRST!

Whether you wake with the rooster’s crow or stumble out of bed as the sun rises high – PRAY! Time doesn’t matter; heart posture does! Prayer isn’t just an important part of this devotional – it’s the powerful catalyst that sparks everything else!

Here’s the revolutionary truth that will transform your entire existence: WHENEVER WE WAKE UP, WE PRAY FIRST! Not after coffee. Not after checking phones. Not after anything else. FIRST! Before our feet hit the ground, before our minds fill with worries, we surrender our awakening moments to the One who never sleeps, who has watched over us through the night with tender care. This isn’t just spiritual discipline – this is spiritual warfare! This is declaring that God’s voice drowns out every other sound demanding for our attention. This is choosing the eternal over the temporary, the sacred over the ordinary, the Creator over creation. The invitation stands before you: Will you join this holy revolution? Will you let these words born from suffering become your victory song? Rise up! Seek Him early! Let your very first breath be a prayer that shakes heaven and transforms earth!

My Experience with COVID-19

June 25, 2022 – a date forever seared into my memory. I sank into bed, my body betraying me in ways I never thought possible. 102.9 degrees burned through my body. My legs? Completely useless – like overcooked noodles that couldn’t support the weight of my desperate will to stand. The tightness crushing my chest felt like iron bands tightening with every breath. Food? The very thought made my stomach turn. But it was the headache—oh, that relentless headache—that nearly broke me. Nothing, and I mean NOTHING, had ever prepared me for that kind of pain. Imagine red-hot needles stabbing repeatedly into both temples, over and over, unyielding. I know someone could relate to this feeling.

Then came the night that haunted me. Sitting on that cold bathroom floor, it was comforting, although my fever raged at dangerous heights, and my mind started fracturing reality. The innocent tile patterns turned into shadowy figures advancing toward me, their silent threat more terrifying than any nightmare. I was hallucinating. Jesus! But you know what? In that moment of complete vulnerability, when my body hurt and my mind was slipping, I discovered something unbreakable inside me: my faith. “Lord, I thank you,” became my battle cry with every single breath, even as delirium tried to claim me.

Day five. Five days of this relentless assault on my body, and I still clung to hope that each sunrise would bring relief. Tylenol 500mg? I was popping those like they were lifesavers, chasing them with Motrin 800mg in a desperate pharmaceutical dance against the virus wreaking havoc in my system.

Let me be crystal clear – COVID wasn’t just an illness for me. It was WAR. It was a ruthless, strategic enemy that played mind games with my recovery. Just when I thought I’d won a battle – maybe my fever would break – COVID would strike unexpectedly in another area. New symptoms would pop up like enemy reinforcements; each one aimed at breaking my spirit.

“I can do this,” I’d tell myself, trying to stand, walk, and regain some dignity. But COVID would knock me down with the force of a heavyweight boxer. “Not today,” it seemed to whisper. “Not on MY watch.” I’d retreat back to bed, defeated but not broken.

The quarantine? Pure psychological torture. Being trapped within those four walls while your body fights against an invisible enemy – that kind of separation doesn’t just challenge your physical health; it assaults your SOUL. The mental anguish was suffocating, debilitating, and crushing in ways I never knew were possible. I’M SORRY I’M RAISING MY VOICE, but some of you NEED TO HEAR THIS: COVID is no joke! It will test every fiber of your being – physical, mental, emotional, and spiritual!

But God—oh, thank God for His incredible grace and mercy that carried me through the valley of the shadow of death itself. When my strength failed, His strength sustained me. When my mind wavered, His peace anchored me. When my body broke down, His love built me back up.

THAT is the power of faith in the face of the fiercest battle you’ll ever fight.

The weight of protecting others—nearly breaking me—was overwhelming. The isolation was suffocating, a prison of my own making where love meant distance and care meant separation. My heart ached thinking of those who faced this nightmare completely alone, with no gentle knock at the door or loving voice on the other end of a phone call. Thank God for my husband—my lifeline during those dark days. He became my guardian angel, appearing at our spare room door with trays of food, medicine, and hope. We talked through cell phones like lovers separated by war, his voice the only thread keeping me connected to the world beyond those four walls. The routine became sacred: breakfast, lunch, dinner, water, Tylenol, and always—always—his unwavering presence just beyond my reach. But oh, the mind can be a treacherous companion in solitude! There were moments when despair crashed over me like a tidal wave. Social media became torture—watching others live their lives while I felt buried alive, forgotten, abandoned to this invisible enemy. The thoughts spiraled: Am I disappearing? Does anyone remember I exist? Isolation doesn’t just quarantine the body; it can poison the soul. You have to learn to fight negative thoughts with the Word.

Yet, in my darkest hour, I felt God’s healing virtue flow through me. His presence filled the empty spaces that fear had carved out in my heart. My daughters, Alexandria and Alexis, warned me with prophetic clarity: “Mom, when you have COVID-19, you will know it.” Dear God, how right they were! No description could have prepared me for the brutal reality—the way it invaded every cell and every breath. But through His magnificent grace and boundless mercy, I survived to tell this story. And I know—this story echoes in countless hearts across our world. We are forever united in this battle, branded by our shared fight for breath, for life, for hope against an invisible enemy that showed no mercy. My heart shatters thinking of those who couldn’t hold on, who surrendered to the weight of it all. Families receiving that devastating phone call, learning their loved ones died alone—no hand to hold, no final “I love you” whispered in their ear. The tragedy of it still makes me sad when I think about it.

But listen to me—listen—God’s grace sustained armies of people fighting when they had nothing left to give. His love became their strength when their bodies failed them. So, I beg you, keep your mouth moving in prayer! Keep talking to the God who holds our world in His mighty hands! I declare with unshakeable faith that He will heal our land, restore what was stolen, and bring beauty from these ashes. Can we—right now, together—bow our hearts in prayer for every family torn apart by COVID? Can we lift up those still walking the long road of recovery, fighting unseen battles? Grief is real, trauma is real, side effects are real, and people desperately need our fervent, faithful intercession. We serve a sovereign God, and I declare with everything in me that the effectual fervent prayers of the righteous accomplish mighty things!

But here’s what amazes me—amidst unimaginable loss, something beautiful emerged. COVID-19, that merciless destroyer, unexpectedly became a catalyst for connection. We opened our hearts more deeply. We comforted one another with a tenderness born from shared suffering. We prayed with a desperation we’d never felt before. We looked out for each other like never before.

Families that had been scattered by busyness suddenly found themselves around dinner tables, talking, laughing, and remembering what mattered. Dreams that had been deferred for years suddenly bloomed into businesses. Creativity exploded as necessity became the mother of invention. People paid off debts, saved money, and some realized they had been living beyond their means and beneath their purpose. In the forced stillness, souls began to heal. People stopped running long enough to ask the questions that matter: What is truly important? What do I really value? How do I want to be remembered? For some, isolation became an unexpected friend—a chance to breathe, think, and discover who they were beneath all the noise. God sustained the widows in their loneliness, strengthened single parents carrying impossible loads, and opened the hearts of people to see life as the precious, fragile gift it always has been. From the ashes of 2020, we didn’t just survive—we discovered that we are stronger, more creative, more compassionate, and more connected than we ever imagined possible. We learned that sometimes God uses even a pandemic to remind us what it truly means to live.

Lord, we thank You!

This introduction has outlined the landscape of the pandemic, the moral and spiritual questions it raised, and the personal ordeal that inspired the call to prayer. The next part of this book is practical: a 52-week devotional designed to help you put these convictions into daily practice. The rest of this volume is organized to guide you into a disciplined, hope-filled routine of early morning seeking—first by understanding what prayer is, then by cultivating the habit of praying first each day, and finally by exploring a year of focused devotionals that transform both heart and behavior.
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