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To those who have followed Jesus faithfully yet quietly wondered in the depths of their hearts if there is more.

To those who pray, serve, give, and endure—but still feel the ache of unanswered desire.

And to every soul courageous enough to sit before God without pretence
and answer honestly when He asks:
What do you want?
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The Question We Never Expect

Jesus does not always begin with answers.

Sometimes, before the healing, before the calling, before the breakthrough, He pauses—looks at a man, a woman, a soul trembling with hope or fatigue—and asks a question so simple it feels almost unfair:

“What do you want?”

Not What do you believe?
Not How much faith do you have?
Not How long have you suffered?
But What do you want?

It is a question that unsettles because it exposes. A question that strips away rehearsed prayers, religious language, and polite Christianity. A question that demands honesty—not performance.

Most of us are comfortable asking God for things. We are less comfortable when God asks us to name our desire.

Because desire reveals the heart.

Hidden beneath our prayers are longings we have never admitted out loud. Beneath our worship are expectations shaped by fear, culture, pain, survival, or comparison. Sometimes what we want is not what we say we want. And sometimes we don’t know what we want at all—we only know what we are tired of.

So when Jesus asks, “What do you want Me to do for you?” (Mark 10:51), it is not because He lacks knowledge. It is because He is inviting alignment. He is asking us to step out of vagueness and into truth.

This book was written for Christians who pray faithfully yet feel unclear. For believers who love God sincerely but sense a quiet confusion beneath their devotion. For those who have learned the language of faith but avoided the vulnerability of desire.

It is written for the churchgoer who has mastered rituals but lost intentionality. For the prayer warrior whose petitions are many, but whose deepest longing remains unnamed. For the follower of Christ who has learned how to wait—but not how to ask honestly.

In the African context, where faith often carries the weight of survival, hope, and endurance, the question “What do you want?” becomes even more confronting. When prayers are shaped by need, pressure, and delayed promises, clarity of desire is not easy. Yet it is precisely here—amid tension and expectancy—that Jesus still asks His question.

This book will not rush you to answers. It will slow you down to examine your heart. It will not shame your desires, but it will challenge them. It will not promise easy miracles, but it will guide you toward honest faith.

Because before Jesus changes circumstances, He often insists on changing the conversation.

And the conversation begins here.

So pause.
Breathe.
Lay aside the answers you think you should give.
And listen.

Jesus is asking you a question.

What do you want?
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The Question Jesus Still Asks

Jesus was never in a hurry.

This is remarkable when you think about it. He lived in a land of pressing need — the blind, the lame, the grieving, the possessed, the desperate all competed for His attention. Time was short. The mission was eternal. Yet again and again, Scripture catches Him doing something that no urgent man would do: He stopped. He slowed. He asked.

Not because He lacked answers, but because He understood something we often miss — that the most transformative work rarely begins with action. It begins with a question.

Crowds pressed against Him. Needs shouted for His attention. Time itself seemed to lean forward whenever He appeared. Yet again and again, Scripture shows Him interrupting urgency with inquiry.

Before action, He asked questions.

Questions that unsettled. Questions that revealed. Questions that forced people to confront themselves in His presence.

One of those questions has echoed through generations of believers, quietly resisting our tendency to spiritualize or avoid it:

"What do you want Me to do for you?"

He asked it of a blind beggar sitting by the roadside. He asks it still — of worshippers in sanctuaries, of believers on their knees, of Christians whispering prayers late at night in Nairobi, Lagos, London, and Los Angeles.

And it remains just as uncomfortable now as it was then.

––––––––
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A STRANGE QUESTION from an All-Knowing God

Picture the scene.

Jericho was a city on a road — a crossroads of trade, pilgrimage, and passing lives. On the outskirts of this city sat Bartimaeus, a man whose name Mark bothers to record, which is itself significant. In the ancient world, the poor and the marginalized were often nameless in narrative. Yet this beggar on the roadside is named. He matters.

His world had been reduced to sound, dust, and the passing shuffle of feet. He could not see the fig trees heavy with fruit, or the faces of the children running alongside the crowd. He survived on mercy rather than dignity — the scattered coins of strangers whose expressions he could not read.

But Bartimaeus could hear. And when the rumble of an approaching crowd reached his ears, he did what the desperate often do: he asked. "Who is it?" The answer came back: Jesus of Nazareth is passing by.

Something stirred in him. Not ordinary hope — the cautious, wounded kind that has learned to expect little. This was something else. Something clarifying.

He cried out:

"Jesus, Son of David, have mercy on me!"

His cry was not polite. It was not measured. It was not what a well-behaved beggar was supposed to say. It was raw, loud, and theologically precise. He did not shout a stranger's name. He named Jesus correctly. Son of David. Messianic title. Kingdom language. Blindness had taken his sight, but not his spiritual perception.

The crowd rebuked him. They told him to be quiet. In every generation, there are voices that attempt to regulate how desperation should sound — to make the broken seem less inconvenient to the powerful. Be quiet. Know your place. Don't make a scene.

But Bartimaeus cried out all the more.

Faith, when it is real, refuses to be edited by embarrassment.

And then — Jesus stopped.

Do not read past that too quickly. The procession halted. The mission paused. The Saviour of the world stood still in the middle of a crowd because one marginalized voice refused to surrender his moment. The Son of God, on His way to Jerusalem and the cross, interrupted His journey for a blind man by the road.

Then He asked something that felt, in that moment, almost unnecessary:

"What do you want Me to do for you?"

The question seems obvious. Almost insulting. Isn't the answer clear? Isn't his need visible? Every person in that crowd could have answered for Bartimaeus. He is blind. He wants to see. What else could he possibly want?

But Jesus does not ask questions for information. He asks them for transformation.

The Anatomy of a Healing Question

There is a woman I once heard of — a pastor's wife of many years who prayed every morning without fail. She was known in her congregation as a prayer warrior. She could intercede for hours. She knew Scripture. Her faith was genuine and her devotion sincere.

But one morning, after two decades of faithful prayer, she sat down with her journal and wrote something that surprised even her: "I have been praying all my life and I don't actually know what I'm asking for."

Not because she had stopped believing. But because she had never truly stopped to answer the question.

She had prayed for blessings — but could not define what blessing would look like in her life. She had prayed for direction — but had never written down a single concrete desire. She had prayed for God's will — but had never sat long enough to discern the difference between His will and her fear.

Her prayers were sincere. But they were vague. And vagueness, however faithfully repeated, does not produce clarity.

This is why Jesus asks before He acts. Not because He lacks knowledge — He already knows what Bartimaeus needs. He asks because the question does something in us that omniscience cannot do for us. It forces us into ownership.

The question "What do you want?" exposes whether desire is shallow or deep, borrowed or owned, fearful or faith-filled. It moves faith from noise to intention. It separates the habit of prayer from the honesty of prayer.

Many of us pray loudly but desire vaguely. We ask passionately but want inconsistently. We claim faith, yet avoid clarity.

Jesus' question dismantles that ambiguity. It demands ownership.

Because unnamed desire cannot be stewarded. Unspoken longing cannot be aligned. And faith that refuses specificity often hides fear.

The Comfort of General Prayers

There is safety in the general prayer.

We have all prayed them. Perhaps we are praying them right now.

"Lord, bless me."  "God, help me."  "Father, do Your will."

These prayers are not wrong. The Psalms are full of them. But over time, for many believers, general prayers quietly become something they were never meant to be — a refuge from honesty. A spiritual language that sounds faithful but costs nothing.

Think about it honestly. How many of our prayers are specific? How many name a real desire — not what we think we should want, not what sounds most holy, but what we actually, genuinely want?

Specific desire is vulnerable. It risks disappointment. If I pray "bless me," I cannot be disappointed, because blessing is vague enough to absorb any outcome. But if I pray, "Lord, I want this marriage to be restored," or "I want to know my calling," or "I want the grief to lift" — I have named something real. And real things can be tested.

So we pray around the question instead of answering it. We remain in the safe spiritual language of "Thy will be done" without the accompanying honesty of "and here is what I am hoping that will look like."

But Jesus insists on the specific. He stops in the crowd and asks Bartimaeus — not the crowd, not the disciples, not the religious leaders — one particular man, in one particular moment, what he wants.

Not to pressure him. Not to trap him. But to free him from the prison of vagueness.

Desire Is Not the Enemy of Faith

Somewhere along the way, many Christians absorbed a theology that treats desire as spiritually suspicious.

To want something deeply — particularly something for yourself — can feel selfish. Unspiritual. The mark of someone still too attached to the world. The truly mature believer, this thinking goes, wants nothing for himself. He is empty of preference, full of surrender, content in all things.

There is a kernel of truth here — Paul does speak of contentment in all circumstances, and maturity does involve the transformation of desire. But the wholesale rejection of desire is not the teaching of Scripture. It is a misreading of it.

Consider the great desires woven through the biblical narrative:

David desired God — with a longing so visceral he compared it to a deer panting for water. Hannah desired a child — and wept before the Lord until Eli mistook her for drunk. Solomon desired wisdom — and when God asked him what he wanted, he did not hide behind vague spirituality. He asked for something specific and real. The disciples desired to see the Kingdom come. The early church desired power from on high.

Desire becomes dangerous only when it is misaligned — not when it is acknowledged.

Jesus does not rebuke Bartimaeus for wanting to see. He does not say, "You should want only mercy." He does not correct his theology of desire. He honours him for knowing what he wants. For having lived long enough in darkness to be clear about what light would mean.

Clarity, it turns out, is an act of faith.

To know what you want — and to bring it honestly to Jesus — is not selfishness. It is trust. It is the faith that believes He is listening, that He cares, and that our desires matter enough to be named before Him.

What Bartimaeus Actually Said

When Jesus asked the question, Bartimaeus could have answered many ways.

He could have said, "Lord, give me what is best for me." Safe. Submissive-sounding. The kind of answer that protects against disappointment.

He could have said, "Have mercy on me, as You see fit." Theologically careful. Appropriately humble.

He could have asked for money — for provision, for security, for the immediate needs pressing against him every single day.

He chose none of these.

"Rabbi, I want to see."

No metaphors. No spiritual cover. No hedging of the request in case it seemed too large. He did not ask for alms or sympathy or survival. He asked for transformation. He named the one thing that, if granted, would change everything about his life — the way he worked, where he lived, how he moved through the world, who he could become.

He wanted sight.

The specificity is breathtaking. And Jesus' response was immediate: "Go — your faith has healed you."

The miracle did not begin with the healing. It began with clarity.

And then — the detail that always stops me — Bartimaeus followed Jesus along the road. He had received what he came for. He could have walked in any direction. He chose to walk in the direction Jesus was walking.

His desire was not merely for a gift. It was for a life changed.

The Question That Follows Us

Whether we admit it or not, Jesus still asks this question — at crossroads, in waiting seasons, in moments of prayer that feel repetitive and dry.

He asks it when you are tired of surviving. When you have faithfully attended services, given your tithes, served in your ministry, maintained your quiet time — and yet something inside remains unnamed, unaddressed, quietly aching.

He asks it when you are frustrated with delay. When you have prayed the same prayer for years and heaven seems to have filed it away without response. When faith is still present but hope has grown thin.

He asks it when your faith feels sincere but directionless — when you love God genuinely but cannot articulate what you are actually asking Him for.

He does not ask it to shame you. He does not ask it to test whether your theology is correct. He asks it for the same reason He asked Bartimaeus: because He wants to hear your voice name your real desire, and because the naming itself is part of the healing.

In the African context — where faith is often shaped by survival, by the weight of communal expectation, by the complex tension between prosperity theology and patient endurance — this question cuts deep. When prayers are formed by need rather than desire, by pressure rather than purpose, by "God please provide" rather than "God, here is what I am longing for," the question Jesus asks can feel almost indulgent.

How can I speak of want, when so many around me are in need? How can I name desire, when survival itself is the daily prayer?

Yet it is precisely in these contexts — amid tension and expectancy — that Jesus still asks His question. Not because desire is more important than need, but because desire, properly named and surrendered, is often the path toward something larger than mere survival.

Bartimaeus did not ask for coins. He asked for sight. And sight gave him everything.

Before Jesus Acts, He Listens

There is one final thing worth noticing in the story of Bartimaeus.

Jesus did not hear the cry and immediately heal him. He stopped, He called him forward, and He asked the question. There was a conversation. There was a moment where Bartimaeus had to stand before Jesus and speak.

This is not incidental. It is intentional.

Jesus could have healed from a distance. He had done it before. But He wanted Bartimaeus close. He wanted the exchange. He wanted the man to step out of the crowd and stand before the Son of God, with nothing between them except his desire and his faith.

That is the invitation of this book.

Not to perform faith. Not to craft the most theologically precise prayer. But to step forward — however tentatively, however dusty and road-worn — and answer honestly when He asks.

Before Jesus changes circumstances, He often insists on changing the conversation.

And the conversation begins with the question.

So hear it again — not as theology, not as challenge, but as invitation:

"What do you want Me to do for you?"

Do not rush past it.

Do not answer with what sounds most spiritual.

Do not hide behind vagueness, or fear, or the prayer you have always prayed.

Answer the way Bartimaeus answered. Specifically. Personally. Without cover.

Because the miracle — your miracle — may be waiting on your answer.

— Reflection —

Take a few minutes before moving to the next chapter. Sit with these questions honestly:

1. If Jesus paused in front of you today and asked, "What do you want Me to do for you?" — what would your immediate, unfiltered answer be?

2. Have your prayers mostly been general ("bless me, help me, guide me") or specific? What does that tell you?

3. Is there a desire you have been hiding behind vague spiritual language? What would it sound like to name it plainly before God?

There are no wrong answers here. Only honest ones.
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Chapter Two

Why We Avoid Answering Honestly
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The question is not difficult to understand.

It is difficult to answer.

What do you want?

When Jesus asks it, something in us tightens. We feel the urge to explain, to spiritualize, to soften the truth. We reach instinctively for qualifications — "well, Lord, whatever You think is best" — as though honesty itself is somehow presumptuous.

Not because we lack faith. But because honesty before God is costly.

It costs us the comfort of ambiguity. It costs us the distance that religious language provides. It costs us the quiet agreement we have made with ourselves to want carefully, hope safely, and never put God in a position where He might say no to something we have named.

Most believers do not struggle with belief.

They struggle with exposure.

Because to answer honestly is to step out from behind religious language and stand before Christ as we truly are — wounded, hopeful, afraid, and unfinished. And that standing, for many of us, is the hardest thing faith has ever asked.

The Fear Beneath the Silence

THERE IS A MAN I WILL call Emmanuel.

He had been a Christian for nearly thirty years. Faithful, committed, present. He served on the eldership of his church, led a mid-week Bible study, prayed with his children each morning. By any external measure, his faith was thriving.

But in the private hours — the quiet before dawn when the house was still and his prayers were his own — Emmanuel had stopped asking for anything specific. When his wife once gently asked him what he
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