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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

 

God, I love You, 
and I offer these pages back to the Love 
from whom every true love is born.

 




INTRODUCTION

 

Love comes nearer than the life that tries to reach it. It is not first discovered by clean hands, steady desire, or a heart already able to answer well. It finds the hidden, calls the silent, enters rooms where fear has shut the door, and makes mercy visible where shame had taught the soul to expect distance. These pages begin from that nearness. They do not ask the reader to admire love as a bright idea, but to follow the way Christ makes it known: in truth that does not turn away, in grace that bends low, in wounds that carry peace, in a holiness gentle enough to cleanse and strong enough to keep.

What waits here is not escape from ordinary need, but the Lord meeting need until it becomes a place of recognition. The meditations move slowly because love itself is not hurried past what it has come to redeem. It sees the sinner without contempt, awakens the dead without waiting for strength, orders desire without killing it, receives the weak without flattering fear, and sends the held life outward in mercy. Even the hardest places are not used for display; they are brought near because Christ has entered them and made them answer to His saving work. As the book advances, the reader is invited into a steadier sight: God’s love in Christ is not a passing comfort added to faith, but the living ground beneath repentance, worship, service, suffering, and hope. To enter these pages is to come under that patient pressure, where the soul is not entertained by holy things, but drawn toward the One whose love begins before our answer, keeps us through every trial, and remains after every lesser confidence has failed when night gathers.

 




CHAPTER I
The First Flame of Love

 

“We love him, because he first loved us.” 
– 1 John 4:19

 




Awakened by His Gaze


The street is crowded, but Christ stops beneath the tree,
and the man above Him is no longer hidden by leaves;
what looked like distance becomes the place of being seen,
where mercy lifts its eyes before repentance speaks.

He is not watched as men watch a public sinner,
counting the coins, the damage, the name made bitter;
the Lord sees through the little height he climbed for safety,
and finds the life that cannot save itself by looking on.

The call comes upward before any clean vow can rise,
and the branches can no longer keep him apart;
to be seen by Christ is already to be summoned,
not exposed for ruin, but reached for return.

So he comes down into the open street,
past the old measure of what men think he is worth;
the gaze that found him now enters his house,
and mercy sits where shame had kept account.

This is how love first wakes the buried life:
not by waiting until the sinner can stand clean,
but by stopping under the place where he is hiding,
and making one seen man rise into joy.

“For the Son of man is come to seek and to save that which was lost.”
– Luke 19:10

 




The Word That Wakes


The tomb at Bethany stands closed with stone,
and no prayer rises from the man within;
his breath has stopped, his name has left the room,
and love seems late before the sealed place.

Christ comes to the edge men call finished,
where hands can only move the stone aside;
no living answer waits behind that darkness,
no readiness can make the dead receive.

Then the Lord speaks where decay has claimed its right,
and His word crosses what no hand can cross;
not comfort laid beside an untouched grave,
but command entering the place death keeps.

“Lazarus, come forth,” and the silence breaks open;
the bound man comes out, still wrapped for burial,
carrying in his loosened steps the mercy
that reached him before he could reach back.

This is the first waking of holy love:
Christ does not wait for the dead to become able;
His word arrives with life already in it,
and what could not answer begins to obey.

“the dead shall hear the voice of the Son of God: and they that hear shall live.”
– John 5:25

 




Love’s First Whisper


Mary stands outside the sepulchre weeping,
and stoops to look where the body had lain;
linen remains, but the Lord she seeks is not there,
and grief keeps turning absence into loss.

She sees the angels and still stays at the wound,
held by the question her tears cannot answer;
then she turns back and sees Jesus standing near,
yet knows not that it is Jesus before her.

“Woman, why weepest thou? whom seekest thou?”
The garden holds the risen Lord within reach,
but sorrow still names Him as another man,
until love chooses the smallest door.

“Mary.” No thunder crosses the morning air,
only her name, carried by the living Christ;
the grave has not kept Him, nor has grief kept her,
and recognition breaks where His voice enters.

So the first whisper is not fragile speech,
but mercy calling one lost name into life;
the Shepherd speaks before the sheep can see,
and love begins where being called becomes return.

“and he calleth his own sheep by name, and leadeth them out.”
– John 10:3
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