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Dedication

To my three beautiful daughters, whose strength, grace,

and faith continue to inspire me.

To my precious grandchildren, may your hearts always

remain open to the voice of God and the beauty of His

promises.

To my beloved husband, whose love and encouragement

have been a steady light on my journey.

And to my dear aunts, who lovingly urged me to begin

writing my story ̶ thank you for seeing the purpose

before I could fully see it myself.

This book is for each of you.

May it remind us all to stay ready, for when the Lord

comes... will you be home?

🌸 

Table of Contents

Will You Be Home When the Lord Comes?


A Whispered Prayer


The Quiet Places of the     Soul

A Whispered Prayer

When Heaven Whispers Your Name

A Whispered Prayer

Faith in the Waiting

A Whispered Prayer

A Gentle Amen

Closing Letter – I Pray My Words Become Freedom

About the Author –

Mrs. K🌸 













When the Lord comes —

not in thunder, but in whisper —

will your heart be home?

In these tender reflections, Mrs. K 🌸 invites you into the quiet spaces of the soul —

where faith breathes softly,

where waiting becomes sacred,

and where divine love knocks gently upon the door of your heart.

Will You Be Home When the Lord Comes is a warm lantern of words —

a sanctuary of stillness for those seeking grace, peace, and the gentle voice of God within everyday life.
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🌸 Reflection One

Will You Be Home When the Lord Comes?

One night, in the quiet of my rest, a voice whispered through my dream — gentle, steady, and sure.

It asked, “Will you be home when the Lord comes?”

That question lingered in my spirit like a light that would not dim.

Not a question of a physical home, but of the home within my heart.

Would I be settled in His peace when He comes?

Would I be resting in His promises, or still wandering through my wounds?

There are times when life scatters us — through hurt, disappointment, or loss.

Our hearts become travelers, searching for a place to rest.

But the Lord’s voice calls us home — not to walls and rooms, but to Himself.

Home is the space where the soul exhales.

Home is where forgiveness lives, and faith is no longer a stranger.

Each day, I ask myself, “Am I home today?”

Have I opened the door of my heart to peace?

Have I let love dwell here again, after pain tried to move in and stay?

Being home when the Lord comes means being ready, not in fear, but in trust —

trusting that even if the world trembles, His presence will steady me.

It means choosing to make my heart a sanctuary —

a place where His Spirit feels welcome to rest.

So, when that voice asks again, “Will you be home when the Lord comes?”

I want to be found where He can see me —

not lost in bitterness or regret,

but sitting quietly in grace, waiting,

with the door of my heart opened wide.
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A Whispered Prayer

Lord, teach me to dwell in Your peace.

Let my heart be a home where You are always welcome.

Even when life feels heavy, remind me that You are near —

knocking softly at the door of my soul.

May I never wander too far from Your presence,

and when You come, may You find me home.
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The Quiet Places of the Soul
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🌸 Reflection Two
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There are places within us that speak only in whispers — tender, hidden corners where the noise of the world cannot reach.

These are the quiet places of the soul.

They are not found in distance or silence alone, but in surrender — when we release what clutters the spirit and make room for stillness to dwell. In those moments, we remember that God has always been speaking; we simply needed to listen differently.

The quiet places of the soul are not empty.

They are full — of presence, of breath, of unspoken knowing. They are where love gathers like morning dew, where forgiveness takes its first soft step, where peace becomes not something we chase, but something we are.

In the stillness, we learn that waiting is not wasted.

It is a sacred pause — the resting heartbeat between what was and what will be. When the world grows loud with its demands and doubts, retreat gently into those inner rooms. Sit with your heart. Let your spirit unclench. Let God find you there.

For it is in the quiet that we are restored.

It is in the quiet that we remember who we are — and whose we are.
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A Whispered Prayer

Lord, when Your voice is quiet,

teach me to listen with my heart.

Let me hear You in the gentle moments —

in the wind, in the silence, in the ache.

Remind me that I am never beyond Your reach,

and that every whisper of Heaven

carries my name in love.

🌸
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When Heaven Whispers Your Name
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🌸 Reflection Three
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There are moments when the air feels different — soft, alive, almost knowing.

In those moments, something within us pauses, as though heaven itself has leaned close.

That is when the whisper comes.

Not in thunder, nor in grand display, but in the gentle murmur that calls your spirit by name. It is not a sound you hear with your ears, but one your soul recognizes — like the echo of something familiar, something that has always loved you.

When heaven whispers your name, it is a reminder that you are seen.

That your story, your struggle, your quiet perseverance are not forgotten. It is God’s tender way of saying, “I am still here. I still know you. You still belong.”

So often we wait for miracles dressed in brilliance, yet heaven moves in subtler ways — through the warmth of sunlight, the kindness of a stranger, or the calm that suddenly settles where worry once lived. Each is a divine whisper, carrying your name through the wind.

Listen closely.

You may hear it while washing the dishes, walking beneath evening skies, or sitting in the hush between prayers. The sacred often hides in ordinary moments, waiting for you to notice.

And when you do, smile softly — for heaven has spoken.

Your name has been called in love.
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A Whispered Prayer

Lord, when Your voice is quiet,

teach me to listen with my heart.

Let me hear You in the gentle moments —

in the wind, in the silence, in the
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