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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, 
receive this book as a small offering of sight returned to Thee, 
cleansed by Thy mercy, governed by Thy Word, 
and made fruitful only through Christ. 

Beloved, 
may these pages steady your gaze, strengthen your obedience, 
and lead you nearer to the Lord who gives light 
without leaving the heart unchanged.

 




INTRODUCTION

 

To enter this book is to stand where sight is being taught humility. The heart comes with its dim glass: hurry on the breath, fear on the lens, motives hidden in familiar light, a longing to know before it has learned to wait. Yet Christian vision does not begin in possession. It begins before the Lord who searches without cruelty, cleanses without contempt, and makes the eye truthful by drawing it toward Christ. These pages are not written as private revelation, secret knowledge, or spiritual spectacle. They are meditations under Scripture, seeking the place where the soul stops mastering light and becomes willing to be seen, corrected, steadied, and led.

Read slowly, not because the way is obscure, but because haste often passes over the mercy that would have healed it. The movement ahead follows vision as it is received, purified, illumined, tested, transformed, and finally walked. It asks for attention that can bear silence, repentance that can bear light, patience that can bear delay, discernment that refuses every false brightness, and obedience that gives sight a body in the world. The Spirit alone gives living understanding; words can only serve if they bow. What is opened here belongs to prayer before it belongs to thought, to surrender before usefulness, to Christ before the self can make it shine. Come with the whole inward life, not with the polished part alone: the divided gaze, the tired hope, the questions that kept vigil in the dark. Let each page bring the gaze back to Him, where truth becomes mercy without becoming soft, and mercy becomes sight without leaving the life unchanged, so the next faithful step can be taken before God.

 




CHAPTER I
Learning to See What He Says

 

“I will stand upon my watch, and set me upon the tower, and will watch to see what he will say unto me, and what I shall answer when I am reproved.” 
– Habakkuk 2:1

 




Tower of Waiting


The soul climbs out of noise by one hard stair,
not to escape the world, but to be found
where hurry loses its command over the blood
and the Lord weighs desire in the quiet.

At the tower’s edge, no answer is handled first;
the mouth stands closed, the hands unclench,
old defenses fall like armor on stone,
and waiting becomes the body’s truest prayer.

This is the narrow labor of holy sight:
to stay where nothing flatters the impatient heart,
to let silence search what speed would hide,
to become able to receive without seizing.

The Spirit does not make haste holy;
He steadies the watcher under God’s own time,
until obedience grows heavier than relief
and the unseen Word begins to govern the gaze.

So the heart remains, not empty, not abandoned,
held before Christ where desire is made clean;
the tower becomes a mercy built of patience,
and stillness learns to see before it speaks.

“My soul waiteth for the Lord more than they that watch for the morning: I say, more than they that watch for the morning.”
– Psalm 130:6

 




Silence That Sees


After the last noise drops from the room,
the heart hears what it has been drowning out:
not a new spectacle, not a secret sign,
but God’s own weight pressing false speech still.

Words that hurried to protect the self
lose their footing in the unsounded air;
the tongue rests under mercy it cannot manage,
and the mind stops throwing names at the dark.

There, sight begins without possession:
the Spirit steadies the inward eye
until shadows are no longer arguments,
and fear is seen as fear before the Lord.

This silence is not vacant, not asleep;
it is the field where pride has no echo,
where Christ becomes nearer than explanation,
and the soul receives what noise could not hold.

Clarity comes quietly, but not lightly:
it asks the whole life to stand uncovered,
to know God without clutching at control,
and to see because it has become still.

“Be still, and know that I am God: I will be exalted among the heathen, I will be exalted in the earth.”
– Psalm 46:10

 




Breath on the Lens


The glass is blurred before the eye admits it;
pressure of seeing has warmed the pane with fear,
and every shape beyond it bends and swims
under the breath of a heart trying too hard.

No sharper stare can cleanse what striving clouds;
the soul must stop its anxious leaning in,
must stand where mercy touches without breaking,
where the Spirit clears by making patience clean.

Then what was hidden does not rush forward;
it gathers edge by edge in quieter light,
not mastered, not seized, not forced into meaning,
but given as sight begins to trust its Giver.

Christ does not shame the eye for seeing dimly;
He comes near enough to heal its wounded measure,
until fear loosens from the surface of things
and confusion loses its right to name the world.

The lens is not made pure by human effort,
but by holy nearness breathed through yielded sight;
what the soul could not force open becomes clear,
and the first true vision is mercy on the glass.

“And when he had said this, he breathed on them, and saith unto them, Receive ye the Holy Ghost:”
– John 20:22
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