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			Preface

			Every book has a beginning, yet not every beginning is written on paper. Some are born in hidden places—in whispered prayers, in tears shed unseen, in sermons spoken with trembling under the weight of God’s presence. This book is such a beginning. It is drawn from the heart of a message that is older than time itself, the message of the Cross, the paradox of weakness and strength, the mystery of Christ dwelling in frail vessels of clay. It is not a philosophy nor a theory, but a living testimony of how God takes what is small, broken, and ordinary, and fills it with Himself.

			The words you will read are not crafted to impress the mind alone, but to invite the heart into encounter. They flow from the well of Scripture, from the lived experiences of those who walked with God before us, and from the reality of the Spirit’s work in the present. These pages are meant to be more than information—they are meant to be a mirror, a call, a whisper of the Spirit that beckons you closer to Christ. For the essence of the gospel is not that we become stronger in ourselves, but that we are reduced until Christ becomes our strength, our life, our all.

			As you journey through these chapters, you will walk with Peter from his denial to his restoration, with Jacob from his striving to his breaking, with Joseph from his pit to his throne, with Moses from the palace to the desert, with Gideon from fear to faith. You will learn the discipline of acceptance, the treasure hidden in jars of clay, the power of altars built in ordinary places. At every turn, the message is the same: God is glorified not in our sufficiency but in our surrender, not in our independence but in our dependence, not in our greatness but in His grace.

			This book is not an end in itself but an invitation. An invitation to let the Spirit reorder your inner life, to embrace the Cross as the pathway to fruitfulness, to discover that the Blesser is greater than the blessings, and to hold fast until He comes. If these words do anything, let them draw you closer to the Person of Jesus. For He is the center, the substance, the treasure in the vessel, the glory in the house, the reason for every surrender and the reward of every sacrifice.

			I invite you, dear reader, to open these pages with an open heart. Do not rush. Let each word linger, let each truth sink, let each prayer become your own. You may find yourself confronted, comforted, convicted, or consoled. You may weep, you may rejoice, you may fall silent. All of these are responses to His presence, and all of them are holy. Allow the Spirit to guide you, to speak to you, to reshape you in the image of the Son.

			May this book not merely be read, but lived. May it not only fill your mind, but inflame your heart. May it not only inspire you, but transform you. And may the One who fills the last house with glory fill your life with His presence, until every weakness becomes a witness and every surrender a song of praise. To Him be all the glory, now and forever.

		

		
		

		
		

	
		

		
			Introduction — Not Now, Later

			Have you ever longed to walk closely with Christ, only to feel His words echo in your heart: not now, but later? This phrase is not a rejection, nor is it a dismissal of your desire to follow Him. It is the gentle hand of God directing us into His timing, reminding us that true usefulness does not come from human zeal but from a heart reconstituted by His Spirit. Like Peter, who declared his willingness to follow even unto death, we often speak with passion but discover that our strength falters. It is in these moments of collapse that God begins His deeper work, shaping us into vessels that can carry His glory without confusion.

			When we first encounter the love of Jesus, we imagine that our eagerness is enough. We are like children clutching the promises of God, ready to run, ready to prove ourselves faithful. Yet the Lord, in His mercy, leads us instead into paths that seem to contradict our ambitions. He allows the breaking, the waiting, the silence. This is not punishment, but preparation. For God desires not the force of our effort, but the fragrance of Christ flowing through lives that have been touched by the Cross. He desires sons and daughters who can be entrusted with His heart.

			The way of the Cross is not a theory we can admire from a distance. It is a living reality, a road walked in tears and in trust. Think of Jacob, limping from Peniel, or Joseph, descending into the pit and the prison. Think of Moses, hidden away in the desert until his strength was spent. Each one had to learn what Peter would later discover: that God chooses weakness as the vessel of His power. The treasure is never in the jar of clay itself, but in the Presence that fills it. We carry this treasure so that no one, not even ourselves, can mistake the source of the glory.

			At first, this truth unsettles us. We would rather be strong, capable, confident. Yet the Spirit whispers through Scripture and history that the path of fruitfulness lies in surrender. As Watchman Nee once wrote, “The broken alabaster box is the symbol of the Holy Spirit. If we are to be truly filled, we must be broken first.” Our natural strength, our plans, our self-assurance, all must bow to the hand of God. Only then can the fragrance of Christ be released.

			There is a mystery in God’s dealings with His children. He does not always explain Himself. Often He withholds the why and simply says, follow Me. He washes our feet for journeys we cannot yet imagine, assuring us that understanding will come later. Faith is forged in this waiting, in this gap between desire and fulfillment. It is here that we are invited to lay down our questions and trust the character of the One who leads us. Andrew Murray once said, “God does not merely give strength—He is our strength.” This is the heart of the journey. He does not train us to be stronger versions of ourselves, He leads us to discover Himself as our life.

			Perhaps you find yourself today in a place of delay. You have prayed, you have sought, you have declared your readiness, yet heaven whispers, not now, but later. Do not despair. This is the mercy of God guarding you from rushing ahead in your own power. This is His love preserving you for a fuller glory. What feels like delay is often divine design. The Father is not slow; He is thorough. He desires not only to send you, but to make you into one who carries His presence.

			Peter’s story becomes our story. He fell, he wept, he was restored. The Lord told him he could not follow yet, but later he would. That later came at Pentecost, when the Spirit filled the one who once denied. Strength replaced fear, boldness replaced shame, and Peter stood as a witness to the nations. The difference was not Peter’s resolve, but Christ’s life within him. So it shall be for every child of God who yields to the Spirit’s breaking and shaping.

			As we step into this journey together, let us lay aside the illusion that zeal alone can carry us. Let us receive the loving delays of God as invitations to deeper union. Let us accept the Cross as both wound and healing, as both breaking and remaking. For in the mystery of God’s wisdom, the way down is the way up, the way of weakness is the way of strength, and the way of death is the doorway to life.

			Here is the call before us: not to strive, but to yield; not to explain, but to accept; not to cling to blessings, but to cling to the Blesser Himself. The Lord is looking for vessels emptied of self, filled with Christ, and ready to shine with a glory that belongs only to Him. This is the invitation that lies before you in these pages. Will you open your heart to be led on this path? Will you allow Him to break what hinders, to reorder what is confused, to make you into a dwelling place for His presence?

			Lift your eyes, beloved. The journey begins here, with an open heart and a whispered yes. And though He may say, not now, trust that He also promises, later. For He who calls you is faithful, and He will surely do it.

		

		
		

		
		

		
		

		
		

	
		

		
			The Divine Paradox: Strength Inside Weakness

			Have you ever noticed how the wisdom of God often runs contrary to the wisdom of the world? The world honors strength, achievement, power, and ability. Yet in the kingdom of God, the way upward begins by going downward, and the way to true strength is found through weakness. This is the paradox of the Cross, the mystery written into every page of Scripture and into the very fabric of our lives as believers. When Paul declared, “When I am weak, then I am strong,” he was not speaking in riddles, but unveiling the very heartbeat of God’s method. God chooses to display His glory in vessels that have been emptied of their own sufficiency so that the source of power is unmistakably divine.

			It is difficult for the natural mind to accept this. Everything within us resists the idea that weakness could be the place where God chooses to dwell. We would prefer to offer Him our competence, our energy, our talents, and our strategies. Yet time and again, He refuses what is natural in order to reveal what is eternal. He took Gideon’s army of thirty-two thousand and reduced it to three hundred. He called a stammering Moses to stand before Pharaoh. He anointed a shepherd boy to slay a giant and later to rule a nation. In every story, the weakness of man becomes the canvas on which God paints His strength.

			The Cross of Jesus Christ stands as the ultimate testimony of this paradox. To human eyes, it looked like defeat, humiliation, and failure. The Son of God hung on a tree, mocked by rulers and abandoned by friends. Yet in that place of apparent weakness, the power of God was triumphing over sin, death, and every demonic power. What seemed like the end was in truth the beginning. What looked like weakness was in fact the victory that would echo through eternity. The Cross is God’s declaration that His ways are not our ways and that His strength is revealed where ours collapses.

			To embrace this paradox is to enter into a new order of life. It requires the breaking of pride, the dismantling of self-reliance, and the surrender of control. These are not lessons we learn in a classroom; they are carved into us through the experiences of life. The wilderness seasons, the unanswered prayers, the moments when our resources fail—these are the places where the Spirit whispers that Christ is enough. And in those very moments, when we confess our weakness, we encounter His sufficiency in a way we never knew before.

			The testimony of Paul gives us clarity in this path. He pleaded with the Lord to remove his thorn, yet God’s answer was not to change the circumstance but to reveal a greater truth: “My grace is sufficient for you, for My power is made perfect in weakness.” Paul did not grow bitter or resigned; he rejoiced. He discovered that the very place he wanted to escape was the place where Christ’s power rested most visibly upon him. This is the paradox in motion. Our weakness, far from disqualifying us, becomes the very setting for God’s grace to shine.

			

			The world tells us to hide our weaknesses, to project confidence, and to present ourselves as capable. But the kingdom calls us to honesty, to confession, to leaning wholly on Christ. As A.W. Tozer wrote, “It is doubtful whether God can bless a man greatly until He has hurt him deeply.” The wounds we carry, the frailty we feel, the inadequacy we confess—these are not barriers to usefulness, but open doors for the Spirit’s life. In the hands of God, weakness becomes the womb of power.

			Think of Peter, bold in his words yet fragile in his courage. He promised to follow Jesus to prison and to death, but in the moment of trial, he denied his Lord three times. In the ashes of that failure, he wept bitterly. Yet the Lord did not discard him. After the resurrection, Jesus restored him, not on the basis of Peter’s strength but on the ground of love and grace. When Pentecost came, it was this same Peter, broken and restored, who stood with boldness before multitudes and bore witness to Christ. His weakness had been the place of God’s reworking, and his life became a vessel through which divine strength could flow.

			Beloved, do not despise
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