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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, 
I offer this book to You in love, for the Blood of Christ 
that brought me near and keeps me in Your mercy.

 




INTRODUCTION

 

The way into this book begins where human strength usually stops: at the place where sin is no longer an idea, need is no longer hidden, and the soul has run out of clean ways to explain itself. Here the Blood of Christ is not treated as a distant doctrine or a religious phrase kept safe inside familiar speech. It is brought near as the mercy of the crucified and risen Lord: payment where debt could not answer, refuge where judgment draws near, speech where accusation had grown loud, covenant where fear expected to be left holding itself together. The book asks for attention not by argument from outside, but by the steady nearness of the Cross itself: holy truth refusing to flatter ruin, holy mercy refusing to leave the ruined outside God.

These pages are meant to be entered slowly, with the kind of honesty that does not make a wound larger than Christ or a failure stronger than grace. They move through Scripture-shaped meditation toward one clear center: the sinner is not made whole by hiding, bargaining, performing, or surviving untouched, but by being brought under the finished mercy of the Lamb. What has been stained, sold, threatened, accused, wounded, and trained to fear is met here by a stronger claim, not lightly, not sentimentally, but with the grave tenderness of the gospel. What is offered is not private revelation, but reverent contemplation of the old and living wonder that God has given His Son for sinners. The reader is invited to come near enough for that wonder to become weight-bearing: Christ gave Himself, and His Blood still brings the guilty, fearful, wounded, and weary home to God with peace that does not pretend.

 




CHAPTER I
The Blood that Cleanses

 

“But if we walk in the light, as he is in the light, we have fellowship one with another, and the blood of Jesus Christ his Son cleanseth us from all sin.” 
– 1 John 1:7

 




The Basin at the Door


The basin waits where every proud step ends,
close to the door no unwashed man can force;
dust from the road has reached the holy place,
and clean excuses cannot cross that stone.

The hands that held their own defense fall open,
the feet that ran from light stand still at last;
nothing is asked except the truth brought near,
nothing is spared except the sinner washed.

This is no water for a public face,
no quick repair of what another sees;
the Blood of Christ goes farther than the stain,
down to the place that taught the stain to hide.

There shame gives up the garment it had sewn,
there fear releases its old careful claim;
the conscience, answered by a stronger death,
learns silence underneath the Lamb’s own peace.

Then cleansing becomes entrance, not escape;
the washed rise near, not merely less accused;
the door once dreaded opens into God,
and mercy makes the filthy fit to dwell.

“Purge me with hyssop, and I shall be clean: wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow.”
– Psalm 51:7

 




When Light Finds the Stain


A closed room can keep its neat door for years,
while damp keeps spreading under the paint;
the house still receives its guests with a smile,
but the hidden wall is teaching the whole place.

Then light enters, plain enough to end pretending,
not cruel, not curious, not pleased to expose;
it crosses the floor and finds the darkened seam,
showing at once what is wrong and where help must go.

What fear had called the self is seen as stain,
not nature, not name, not final belonging;
the lie that lived by being left alone
loses its cover under the face of God.

Christ does not shine there to make ruin public;
His Blood comes with the light into the damage,
reaching the place where concealment had settled,
and cleansing what secrecy had kept alive.

So the locked room opens into clean air,
and what was hidden no longer governs the house;
the soul turns toward God without defending the stain,
for light has found it, and mercy has made it clean.

“for whatsoever doth make manifest is light.”
– Ephesians 5:13

 




Crimson to Wool


The cloth comes up from the dye already claimed,
not spotted at the edge, but colored through;
no hand can argue it back into whiteness,
no scrubbing changes what the color owns.

So guilt learns to speak as if it were nature,
and shame keeps naming the stained thing by itself;
the one made for God begins to answer low,
as though ruin were the truest name left.

Christ does not stand aside from crimson weight;
He takes the full mark where judgment must fall,
and what no sinner could lift from his own life
is carried in His body to the tree.

There wrath meets the stain without sparing truth,
there mercy answers without thinning sin;
the red that proved our guilt is not ignored,
but passed through death in the obedient Lamb.

Then grace gives more than an unstained record:
it gives clean standing, clean covering, clean peace;
what went down crimson under righteous sentence
is raised in Christ, made white beyond shame’s reach.

“though they be red like crimson, they shall be as wool.”
– Isaiah 1:18
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