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To the woman who lived a life of faith 

who’s passed from this world but lives on in heaven.  

His word lives in me as you hoped, 

so that I may help it to live in others.
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In 2020, I was called to fully commit myself to the Lord. I surrendered to Christ, a man who had strayed from the path and gotten lost in the wilderness of life. My heart and soul accepted the embrace of my rescuer, someone familiar whom I had long forgotten. Like a weary traveler rediscovering true north, I was rediscovering Christ. I was awed by it and clutched this grace and mercy for a fallen believer tightly to my soul—a believer who had been snared by the world and led away from the path. The conviction of my belief was so profound, so overwhelming, that my hand began to scribble, to compose seemingly endless lines of poetry. A passion and fury set upon me unlike any I had ever known. Seemingly from nowhere, the words poured from me. Taking shape naturally, as if by its own power, these beautiful sentiments and rhythmic lines filled the pages of my first book, Meditations & Lamentations.  

The title painted the image perfectly, declaring to the world everything I felt. My pen had painted the trails of meditation, deep contemplation of belief and faith. Rhythmic lines of poetry ruminated and pored over my salvation through Jesus. Each word demanded to know more deeply what hope should be in a world such as this. Each meter and stop contemplated how I should cling to peace and hope as life continued to unravel. Yet, rumination carried me on to lamentation. Along with my joy, sorrow too, exposed itself upon the page at the reality of sin, the heartache and suffering of life, and my imperfect past. 

The Holy Spirit had come upon me, baptizing me in the fire of faith. Each emotion and word I had written was a testament to my new life. It was an experience more profound than words can capture. For the first time, my life had meaning and purpose. The fire that had lighted hot upon my heart was now my driver and my director. It was my true north. Still, a more profound revelation was yet to come. 

My past is unremarkable in its typicalness. Like so many others, I grew up in the church. I grew up as an active part of church youth groups. I listened to Christian music, and my family prayed before meals. Like me, others raised in church can surely remember times when our hearts were deeply touched. When we were so profoundly moved, that light glistened in the trail of tears flowing from our eyes. Passionately, we cried out to Heaven with heartfelt and fervent prayers. We knew moments of silent wonder at the hand and wonder of the almighty God—inspiring moments of awe. Yet, though our lives once centered around Christ, those impassioned and unforgettable moments were somehow soon forgotten. 

Having moved out of our parent’s house to begin our adult lives, we now languish in the not-so-distant future. As we all ventured on to college or work, the moments we once cherished, moments that once defined us, were forgotten and left behind. The most profound moments of our young lives were reduced to nothing more than vague memories of silly passing fancies. We fell away.

No longer children but now fledgling adults, our exploration of the world was admired in a new light. The freedom of adulthood provided the avenue for newfound enlightenment, and this freedom taunted us, convincing us that the Bible is archaic and silly. Education taught us that the Bible was backward, oppressive, and contradictory. The days of old weren’t politically correct and lacked the rightness of our new progressive society. Our ears picked up the sounds of the world, declaring that our parents’ thoughts and ideas were ignorant. It decried their lack of education and understanding. Truth, we learned, is relative anyway. My truth is not your truth. To live “our own truth” became our quest. 

But our complete abandonment of faith didn’t happen overnight. For a while, we maintained some resolve. After all, our parents weren’t wrong; they just lacked understanding and education.  We told ourselves that the Bible was misapplied and misunderstood, so we reapplied our biblical knowledge. We tried to make it fit into our new enlightened worldview. Education and experience showed us how foolish and narrow our parents’ and ancestors’ views were. Education and experience granted us a more enlightened perspective to interpret the nuance in the words. For many of us, it went on that way until we denounced it altogether.

It’s said that these are times of rebellion. These are times when we’ve wandered from the path. For those of us who are very lucky, we return. In some ways, that is true, but that's no longer how I see it. While growing up in a Christian home, we live with the grace and salvation given to our parents through their belief (1 Corinthians 7:14/Malachi 2:15). As children, we are sanctified by our parent’s belief. Understanding of freedom through Christ is imparted to us as it's taught to us by our parents, but at some point, we're old enough to decide for ourselves. When the moment comes that we are old enough to choose, our place in the Body of Christ is no longer set for us by their belief. We have to find it ourselves. 

I’ve come to understand that my rescue in 2020 wasn’t because I’d strayed from the path. I was lost in the wilderness, but because I had never chosen the path at all. I wasn't returning to an old faith. I was deciding for myself to believe. I knew about faith in my parent’s home. My prayers were sincere, and my understanding grew as I got older, but I knew it only as a child knew things. Out in the wilderness of life as a young adult, I had to find the path. I had to discover Christ for myself. Stretching out His hand, Jesus pulled me to the path for the first time because, finally, I had chosen it. 

My faith justifies me. It is my belief. Salvation has been given to me. It is my own, given to me as a gift through Jesus. When the fire of the Holy Spirit set upon me in my early thirties, it was the baptism of new belief. When I was seven, my parents baptized me in the church. It was a commitment to God, but not by me. I wasn't mature enough to make that decision. They were telling God, "We'll raise him right. We're dedicating him to you.” Raising our children in Christ is essential. It sets them on the proper foundation, but someday, they must each decide for themselves. They have to be the ones who choose.

My choice to accept salvation has finally given me hope. It has given me meaning and purpose. My life is not the same because it is a new life. It is a life born in salvation, one that looks forward but never behind. My name was called, and I was plucked from the wilderness and placed firmly on the path. Though I don't have any impressive credentials, I won’t ignore my calling. We are all called to share our faith and lead people to Christ. So, I take my confidence from my salvation through Jesus Christ and my credentials from the Holy Spirit. As Paul says in 2 Corinthians 3:1-6 WEB (emphasis added)
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Are we beginning again to commend ourselves? Or do we need, as do some, letters of commendation to you or from you? 2 You are our letter, written in our hearts, known and read by all men, 3 being revealed that you are a letter of Christ, served by us, written not with ink, but with the Spirit of the living God; not in tablets of stone, but in tablets that are hearts of flesh. 4 Such confidence we have through Christ toward God, 5 not that we are sufficient of ourselves, to account anything as from ourselves; but our sufficiency is from God, 6 who also made us sufficient as servants of a new covenant, not of the letter, but of the Spirit. For the letter kills, but the Spirit gives life.
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No one understands all the details or can claim to have answers for every problem. But we do have the answer to the problem of life: Jesus. By reading and studying the Bible and dedicating ourselves to prayer, we will grow intimate with the Holy Spirit. The Holy Spirit will guide, teach, and help us through life’s difficulties. He will be there, walking right beside us in all our bad times and good times. We don’t need important titles or impressive accolades. We need to believe.

In this new life of salvation, the Holy Spirit has urged me to use my talents to share my faith however I can. Who am I to ignore that call? Who are any of us to ignore that call? In all my writing and in everything I do, I hope to encourage my fellow believers through difficult times and help those who don't believe to see the truth. This world is one we've built ourselves. We built a world of warped morality, consumed by politics. Cheap, flimsy religion is our philosophy. The ugliness we see is our doing, but its undoing is from the Lord.

Countless souls are still lost in the wilderness, having never known the path, but some were lured away. Some got lazy and let the world creep in. Some allowed their belief to bend a little, and then a little more, until it became so malleable that they could no longer be considered believers at all. No matter how many new church buildings we construct, the church has collapsed. What some call the gospel is no gospel at all. Postmodern deconstructionism may pique our interest and sound intelligent, but after you've finally deconstructed everything, torn it all down, and dissected every atom, what's left? Through salvation in Jesus, our old lives are dead, and we are born again. Salvation is about building and creating a new life. What is there to deconstruct in a new life? You can't tear down what hasn't been built. In our new lives, Jesus is the foundation upon which we build. 

When I began writing this book, the world was still in the middle of the COVID-19 madness. It was a very troubling time, difficult, and lonely. They were some of the most spiritually, emotionally, and mentally challenging years of my life. I pray that everyone reading this is inspired to persevere through any difficulty they’re facing. I pray that it inspires the reader to grow in their faith or to know faith for the first time. Wherever you are in your life and whatever talents you have, I hope you use them to make the world a better place by pushing and urging others toward Jesus.

The pages that follow are filled with my emotions and prayers. They are filled with my thoughts, my hopes, and my worries. Parts of it are fictionalized, but I pray all of it be truth. Most of the letters are inspired by real conversations I’ve had. They are told from the perspective of a man separated from his loved ones while growing in his faith and becoming a leader. The inspiration for this book, including the different literary styles, is meant to be an homage to the Bible itself, Old Testament and New. 

Not all of us are called to complete grandiose acts, but all of us are called. However modest or simple your life may be, use your talents. There’s been a phone ringing your entire life. It’s time for you to pick up the receiver and answer the call.
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This Lonely Place
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I am a stranger in a land unknown

in this lonely place when I pray

Far away from this world I'm blown

in this lonely place when I pray

I have no suffering and no more pain 

in this lonely place when I pray

There is victory for a heart unchained

in this lonely place when I pray

Though I’m weak, Your strength belay

in this lonely place when I pray

You shape me from the dirt and clay

in this lonely place when I pray

I am wrapped inside Your loving arms

in this lonely place when I pray

I am safe and sound from coming harms

in this lonely place when I pray

No darkness, might or spoil consume me

in this lonely place when I pray

Your word, Your light, and spirit free me

in this lonely place when I pray
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Jesus, Son, my Savior redeems me

in this lonely place when I pray

Far away from what words demean me

in this lonely place when I pray

Closer to You in the light that frees me

in this lonely place when I pray
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Swallowed
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The Nature of God and Sin
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To understand sin, the need for salvation, and the human condition, we must seek to understand the depths of the beauty of God’s nature—the passion and flame of what God is like and who He is. God is the foundation of the universe and the driving force behind the cosmos. The melody in the music of His voice delivered the harmony of everything from the silent rest of nothing. He created everything. Allow yourself to be drawn into the gravity of this statement. Close your eyes and let your soul cling tightly to the awe contained within this truth. Without God, there is, was, and will be nothing (Genesis 1:1).

The silent stillness of "nothing" is not easy to understand. We’ve never known less than the rhythm and melody of something.  Nothing is still. Nothing is the complete absence of everything. Should a mind seek to contemplate the stillness of nothing, something is created. The poetry of our thoughts imagines an idea. The intellect paints a concept, and ironically, in place of stillness, there is movement. We create something in our minds. For there to be anything at all, there must be God, and since there is something, there is God. All things exist or don't exist by the paint of His desire. No mountain stands where He does not allow. No river flows that He does not command.  There is nothing more fundamental. We can never truly understand "nothing" because we've always known something. The Big Bang theory proclaims that everything sprung suddenly from nothing, but how can nothing make something? The hand of God sculpted us from the dust of the earth. We did not come to be from nothing. We came to be by the will of God Himself. There is no world without God because He has always been, and because He is, we are. It is an unchanging, unending, and constant truth. 

The book of Genesis tells us that God created man in His image. Intellectuals and laymen often debate what “in His image” really means, but it can be understood in two ways. Either in physical appearance, literally, an image, or rather in "concept,” in some metaphorical sense. The symbolic "concept" is more important. Conceptually, being created in His image, we could think of ourselves as reflections of His nature—imperfect copies of His character or essence. As it was He who molded us from the dust and breathed life into our lungs so our souls bear the imprint of our Creator. As we are made in God’s image, our souls bear a semblance of the power of God. The power to create and feel love, create and feel joy, or to create and have peace. Our very core, the beautiful parts of our souls, are marked with the fingerprint of God. 

The colors of our emotions were painted by the artist of God’s character. He is the basis for all we can feel and the art we create. The gentle brightness of our happiness and joy are the colors of God’s happiness and joy. The soft reds of our passions and love are the brushstrokes of His hand upon our canvas. There is no love without God. "God is love" (1 John 4:8 WEB). This is not simply a description of God's nature but the definition of love itself. Love is God. God is love. There is no concept of love outside of God, beyond God, or without God. God doesn't just love as an action; He is love itself. Some might be tempted to worship the idea of love as God, but that would be missing the point. It would be like praising the paintbrush for the beautiful portrait instead of the artist. Instead, let’s hope to know the character of God. Let’s understand that without God, there is no love. To seek Him is to fill your life and soul with love. That you can love at all is because of that beautiful fingerprint left on your soul. 

Understanding and meditating on Biblical descriptions of God can help us develop a more intimate understanding of Him so that we can more fully know the nature of sin and the need for salvation. The Bible is full of descriptions of who God is and His character. Here are a few specific and important examples (WEB): 
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God is with you- Ge 21:22

God is not human- Nu 23:19

God is giving- Dt 1:20

God is merciful- Dt 4:31

God is gracious and compassionate -2Ch 30:9

God is a righteous judge- Ps 7:11

God is present- Ps 14:5

God is a God who saves- Ps 68:20

God is holy- Ps 99:9

God is truthful- Jn 3:33

God is spirit- Jn 4:24

God is faithful- 1Co 1:9

God is just- 2Th 1:6

God is treating you as His children- Heb12:7

God is light- 1Jn 1:5
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If God is as the Bible describes, how is it that our world is full of suffering and pain? If God is love and light, how is there so much hatred and darkness? Does God want us to suffer? Is the Bible wrong? Certainly not. Pain and suffering are not the brushstrokes of God’s hand. They are imperfection and brokenness. Pain and suffering happen because things are not as God initially designed. The first book of the Bible explains the whole story. The book of Genesis declares that God spoke, and everything was built: the world, light, the stars, the moon, the sun, animals, people, everything. It describes the origin of who we are and why we’re here. It begins with the melody of God’s voice calling each of these things into existence, but the harmony of His will was soured by a choice. Genesis not only details our origin but also our fall. 

Adam and Eve were the first people God’s hand-crafted and perfected. In the garden He tended, they could live free in happiness and joy. There, they could do anything they wanted. God’s only command was that they do not eat from a single tree. Sadly, they ate from it, and sin was born. But what is sin? Sin is a dissonant chord in a beautiful symphony. Sin is the reason for our pain and suffering. God does not sin, and God doesn’t create or condone sin. Sin is something contrary to His nature. Sin is the opposite of God. Sin warps and muddies our colors. It turns our love into hate and our joy into mourning. God is good, and sin is evil. Good and evil are offensive to each other. The unpleasant and dissonant chord of our sin ruins the symphony of God’s will. It creates a separation between God and us. It means that there is something inherently repulsive to Him about us. So, if God does not create sin, where does it come from, and how does it exist? 

The voice of God commanded us into existence, marking our souls with his mighty imprint. His breath is the breath within our lungs. In His image, we were created, but Adam and Eve’s choice to disobey warped who they were. It warped their ability to create love. It warped their ability to create beauty. Adam and Eve’s disobedience cursed them and made them and their offspring exiles. They were cast from God’s perfect presence into the warped world they had created. Our pain and suffering exist in the chasm between us and God. We no longer live in His perfect harmony and peace. We live separated from Him. We can create love and peace, but we can also create something else. We call this “sin.” 

God is goodness and love, but we are only shadows of love and goodness. We are tainted and warped by sin. If God is pure love, then outside of God is where the opposite of love exists. An artist, an engineer, a poet, or even a mother displays the beauty of our wonderous ability to create and express the passions of our hearts. But what is created outside of God will be the opposite of God. We need only to open a history book or spend five minutes on the internet to see that what we are creating isn’t always beautiful or made with the love of God. 

All that is good is from God. All that is evil is sin. Scripture pronounces that God is just. Justice, like love, does not exist outside of God or without Him. Sin warps the clear lines of justice to create disharmony. Since God is just and sin is evil, then those who sin must bear the consequences and pay the price. Justice demands it. Where is the justice for a man whose wife is murdered while the police stand by, watch it happen, and do nothing? Justice demands that the person who committed the crime receive due punishment for his crimes. 

Our justice systems may be imperfect, but the idea of justice is still based on truth. Where sin exists, evil is done in the face of God, so there must be justice. If there is no justice, then God is not just. What is the appropriate punishment for evil in the face of good? The penalty for death in the face of life? We know because we're told explicitly in Romans 6:23 (WEB), "For the wages of sin is death..." How can we rightfully stand in the face of good when we are not good? How can we be given life when we are dead? How can God be just if we do not face justice? 

Our answer and hope lay in the beauty of God’s wonderous nature. It’s always about who He is. God is just. God is a righteous judge. But God is also merciful. God is gracious and compassionate.  God is love, and He is treating us like His children. All of us are born with the curse of sin and must face justice. But how can God be both just and merciful? Jesus and the cross. 

Sin is the dissonant sound of a ruined symphony. Sin is the stain of muddled color on a portrait. Sin is the void where suffering and pain reside. Sin condemns us, and justice sentences us to death. We are all guilty. Jesus stood as a man in the place that we should stand. On behalf of all of us, Jesus bore the penalty that every person ever born should have paid. He Himself bore the sentence justice requires. Through Jesus, we have mercy because He faced justice for us. How else can God be both just and merciful at the same time? A penalty was paid so that justice could be had, but it was paid by someone else so that we could have mercy instead. 

The lighted path to salvation and freedom can only be understood when we focus on the majesty of God’s nature. We were given the gift of life and salvation through God's mercy and offered freedom from sin (Ephesians 2:4-5). On our own, we shall be condemned. Nothing we will ever do will make us worthy to stand in the presence of God. We are cursed sons and daughters of a sinful world, the children of perdition. Jesus is the Son of God, completely human and completely God at the same time (John 1:1-18). His mother was a virgin woman, cursed like the rest of us, but God Himself is the Father (Luke 1:26-33). In this way, He could stand in the place of mankind as a man but remain free of sin as God. If Jesus were also sinful, then His death would have been the punishment He deserved instead of a selfless sacrifice. 

Jesus came into this world to pay the price for all of us so that by doing nothing other than simply accepting it, we can live and stand in the presence of God. We can be fully exonerated and unafraid of punishment. The punishment has already been accepted, and the price has been paid on our behalf. Only our unbelief still condemns us (John 3:16). Without God's mercy and the penalty Jesus paid for us, we are like men on death row awaiting our final and permanent end.

No longer chained to the horrors of the blackness of sin, each step forward on the lighted path before us teaches us to leave it all behind. Onward, guided by the light of our faith, we march away from the filth of the sin we once knew. We are born into a new life. We are transformed and changed. How can we not be changed when we know the truth? Since Jesus’s beautiful sacrifice mended our broken hearts, shouldn’t we be compelled to renounce our old sinful ways? Shouldn’t we hope and pray to do our best to live as God desires? Though we will fail time and time again, we no longer have anything to fear. Our sins are no longer counted against us. We can live joyfully and without fear because we are free (2 Corinthians 5:18-19). 

Through Jesus, we have salvation. Justice sentenced us to death, but that price was paid. Death was not the end but only the beginning. God is greater than death. Like Jesus, we must also die to sin and rise again. We must rise again in our new life of belief, knowing that we are no longer condemned. Now, we can humbly but confidently stand in God’s presence, knowing He will be merciful. Our final impetus is to tell others and to share the good news (Luke 24:44-48).

Repent, then, and turn to God, so that your sins may be wiped out, that times of refreshing may come from the Lord, -Acts 3:19 (NIV)
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Epistle I
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Dear friend, 
I’ve had a lot of time to think lately, being here so far from everyone. It’s been such a trying time for me, and I know it has been for you as well. I’ve been doing much soul-searching. I keep ruminating over how I’ve lived my life for the last decade or more and asking myself where I went wrong. I recently opened my Bible and started praying again. 

I wonder, do you believe the Lord could be angry? Could all this trial and heartache be His doing? I’m thankful for all I’ve been given. But still, my heart aches so, troubling over the thought of so many other stumbling hearts. The world is unraveling like a loose ball of twine. Reality is stretching so much that I fear it will split along the seams. Nothing makes sense anymore. Everywhere I look, my weary gaze finds only insanity and an emptiness I can’t describe. The air is swelling with depravity, choking the flow of oxygen and turning men into savages. I can’t be sure of what I see. Is it real, or am I lost in the whimsy of some fantastic dream?  
The Lord must be angry. I imagine His hand must have loosened its grip and has given us over to our sins. How else can we explain what’s happening? Wicked and cruel, the world spins on as it does. Dancing in the shadows, wicked souls carry on mocking and laughing in darkness as they do. Still, I wonder if it’s we, the Lord's people, who’ve slipped and stumbled. Is it those of us who once claimed His love and grace who tremble beneath His fire and wrath? 
I’ve been searching high and low, but I seem to find only more sorrow. Pedestals mark the idols we designed, and our coming fall is high on display. Petty political games trouble us, and our principles falter in the wake of fear. The sparse and dry ground in our hearts absorbs the raining earthly woe, feeding our drought. What silly, foolish things our churches teach. Empty gospel starves the hungry with blind ambition and greed. Confident in our self-esteem, we drink the blood of empty dreams and taste the bread kneaded in sin. 
We’ve cast aside our map and lost our way. We stepped aside and invited new words to usurp our faith. Learned men presented us with a science and fad that soon became our hopeless faith. Conceit fed our desire for sophistication and class and inspired this cosmopolitan faith being preached. Complicated fools decried the simple gospel. 
If the Lord is angry, then the believers will tremble and quake. I dreamt last night of a hatching egg, and from it sprung forth a new Babylon, reborn to crush old Jerusalem. In this dream, I cried out to Heaven and begged God to relent. In my hand, I clutched a hammer and drove nail after nail as a voice commanded me to build. This mighty voice declared that New Jerusalem must stand in the place where I was hammering. Such a fantastic dream! 

I admit my heart is troubled, and at times, I’m overcome with worry. Where we have fallen, others will rise and stand upon our backs. The road ahead shall twist and turn, stretching on into the distance. My friend, I must admit that I am lost. Yet, even though we seem to be the brunt of every joke, and they criticize and mock us, I have hope. Nothing in this world is worth our souls. I know not what more to say other than now is the time to be still. Now is the time to find our faith in the Lord again and clutch it tightly to our breasts. Remember that life awaits. Do not let the world conquer you, for Jesus has conquered our hearts. 
Oh, my dear friend, how I long to see you. This isolation has plagued my troubled soul. Locked in this place, I feel as if I were in a prison with no escape. The pages of this dusty Bible have brought me comfort, and my prayers have opened my eyes. How lost I’ve become, straying so far from the path. I hope that our letters will aid us in shouldering each other’s burdens and giving us hope. After all, it was you who kept my spark from going out completely.  I will
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