[image: cover-image, The Light That Drowns]
[image: Group The Light That Drowns… 
The Light That Drowns


When Awakening Becomes Ego, and the Path to Wholeness Begins
By Laura Lee


Lauxon Publishing, LLC
 Line Line Line Line lp_logo_icon.png]
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
“True faith isn’t the absence of doubt, but the courage to keep walking through it.” — Laura Lee
 
 
© 2024 Laura Lee. All rights reserved.
Published by Lauxon Publishing, LLC
No part of this book may be reproduced, distributed,
or transmitted in any form or by any means, including
photocopying, recording, or other electronic or
mechanical methods, without the prior written
permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief
quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain
other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.
For permission requests, please contact:
Laura Lee
Email: info@Lauxonpublishing.com
Website: www.Lauxonpublishing.com
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
￼[image: Line Line]

Prologue: 
 
The Light That Drowns
There is a light that heals.
There is a light that saves.
There is also a light that blinds.
We do not always know the difference.
When I first stepped onto what I believed was a spiritual path, I was drawn by light. I wanted transcendence. I wanted peace. I wanted to escape the heaviness of being human. Like many seekers, I mistook the glow of revelation for the warmth of transformation. I thought I had found God. In truth, I had mostly found myself—reflected back to me, dressed in the robes of spiritual language and mystical aesthetics.
I believed I was waking up. I was actually becoming more refined in my hiding.
The journey into awakening, especially in its early stages, can be intoxicating. Insight flows easily. The universe feels alive. Synchronicities follow you like fireflies. You quote Rumi. You meditate. You detach. You speak of vibration and energy and silence. You feel superior to who you were. You might feel superior to everyone else.
But over time, the high fades. The light, once so gentle and glorious, begins to glare. And then, if you’re lucky, it begins to expose. Not others—yourself. This is where the drowning begins.
You begin to see how the ego simply adapted to new language. It learned to bow and pretend humility, while secretly building a pedestal inside. It used spiritual ideas to avoid grief, bypass trauma, and deny anger. It disguised fear as surrender. It whispered, “You’re beyond that now,” when life asked you to go deeper into your own humanity.
Eventually, the illusions collapse. You are left with nothing but silence, ache, and the confusing absence of the God you thought you had figured out. It feels like failure. But it is grace.
This book is written from within that grace.
It is not a map or a set of steps. It is not a guide to enlightenment. It is a witness to the paradoxes that unfold when your pursuit of the light becomes the very thing that breaks you. It is an invitation to let that breaking be holy.
Throughout these pages, you’ll find stories and scriptures—reflections from the wilderness of my own undoing, woven with ancient voices who walked the same mystery. You'll meet Job, Paul, Elijah, Mary, and Jesus—not as untouchable saints, but as people who knew confusion, silence, terror, and transformation.
You’ll also find yourself—your ache to be seen, your hunger to be whole, your questions about why the path sometimes gets darker just when you thought you were heading toward the light.
Let me be clear: this is not a rejection of the light. It is a deeper embrace of it. But not the light that flatters, seduces, or exalts. Not the Instagrammed glow of faux-transcendence. I mean the light that disorients, humbles, and refines. The light that exposes every false thing you thought was you—and gently, fiercely invites you home.
This is the light that drowns.
And this is also the light that saves.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
“Healing begins when we stop fighting the shadows and start inviting light to sit beside them.” — Laura Lee
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Introduction:
 
When the Path Breaks You Before It Heals You
We live in a world where spiritual awakening is often marketed like a product—glowing, effortless, and full of promise. It is sold as a destination: peace, purpose, clarity, abundance. Social media is flooded with voices proclaiming alignment, ascension, and enlightenment. And in many ways, these promises are not entirely false. Awakening does bring light. It can open the heart and expand the soul. But what is often left unsaid is this: the light will also undo you.
This book was born from that undoing.
For a long time, I mistook spiritual awakening for a kind of escape. Like many others, I wanted to rise above pain, not sit in it. I thought spiritual maturity was about becoming more detached, more composed, more "above it all." But the longer I walked this path, the more I realized that true transformation doesn’t lift us out of being human—it takes us deeper into it.
I began to notice that my desire to be “spiritual” was, at times, a mask for my unwillingness to feel grief, anger, doubt, and fear. I learned how to speak in spiritual terms while bypassing the very wounds God was trying to heal. I saw how my ego cleverly disguised itself as devotion. I wore peace on my face, but carried pride in my chest. I judged those who weren’t “awake,” while secretly terrified that I wasn’t either.
The Bible is filled with people who encountered divine light—and were shaken to their core. Moses came down from the mountain glowing, but broken. Paul was blinded on the road to Damascus before he could see. Jesus Himself, the Light of the World, descended into death before rising. What all these stories share is a pattern we often overlook: the light that truly transforms us also humbles us, strips us, even wounds us.
That is the light I write about in these pages.
This is not a book of spiritual how-tos. It is not a formula or a path to instant awakening. It is a collection of reflections on the spaces we rarely talk about: the spiritual dryness, the dark night of the soul, the crushing weight of ego masked as purity, the sacred disillusionment that shatters false gods—and the tender, persistent presence of a God who is more interested in our wholeness than our image.
Each chapter walks through a different layer of the spiritual unraveling and the deeper union that can emerge on the other side. Scripture is woven throughout—not to preach, but to ground us in a wisdom tradition that has always made room for paradox, struggle, and mystery. You’ll find Psalms of lament, prophets who broke down, disciples who doubted, and a Savior who wept.
This book is for the seekers who feel lost again.
For the mystics who are tired of pretending.
For the faithful who are full of doubt.
For the spiritual ones who secretly feel spiritually empty.
For anyone who knows that the path is real—but not always bright.
If you’re holding this book, perhaps you too are waking up—not just to light, but to the cost of it. Perhaps you’re beginning to see that real healing asks more of us than insight or stillness. It asks us to die to who we thought we had to be. It asks us to return to our first love, not through perfection, but through surrender.
So come as you are—whole and fragmented, radiant and worn. There is grace for you here.
Let us walk into the light.
Even if it drowns us first.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
“The greatest glory in living lies not in never falling, but in rising every time we fall.” — Nelson Mandela
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Chapter 1:

The Illusion of Arrival
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Why the First Light Isn’t the Final Destination
There’s a moment in every seeker’s journey when the light first breaks through. It could come through meditation, prayer, a mystical experience, or the simple stillness of a sacred moment. In that flash of clarity, everything seems to make sense—you feel connected, awakened, and free. You believe you’ve arrived at some spiritual summit, where struggle will now fade, and only peace will remain. But this is where many of us are misled—not by the light itself, but by our assumptions about what it means. We confuse introduction for transformation. The soul begins to stir, and already we’re writing the ending.
The earliest stages of awakening are often the most dramatic because they contrast so sharply with the numbness or confusion that came before. The flood of insight, the sense of expansion, the beauty—it all feels like a homecoming. And in some way, it is. But it is not yet home. It is the outer gates. The path still stretches long before us, winding and wild. But high on spiritual energy, we assume we’ve mastered the way just by stepping onto it.
This illusion of arrival is seductive because it feels like certainty after so much inner fog. When we have our first real taste of divine presence, it can feel like everything we've longed for. In our eagerness, we mistake the beginning for the climax, and spiritual emotion for spiritual maturity. We start to define ourselves by this “awakened” state. We speak with more confidence, maybe even superiority. We forget that light can sometimes flatter the ego before it refines it. And so, without knowing it, we start building a new identity on spiritual experience.
In this new identity, we want to be seen as insightful, centered, conscious. We share quotes, teach others, speak with conviction—and perhaps begin to judge those who haven’t yet “seen.” Our old self, the one that doubted or wandered, becomes someone we now look down on. We may even distance ourselves from pain or people who still live in darkness. The light, which first opened us, now begins to divide. Not because it is evil—but because we are still human. And our human need for meaning and image hijacks the sacred for its own self-worth.
But God is not impressed by our insight. The Spirit does not measure our progress by eloquence, mystical experiences, or how "high" we can go. If anything, God waits patiently for when the light begins to burn. Not to punish—but to cleanse. Because if we cling to light as an escape, it becomes a false god. If we use it as a pedestal, it becomes a stumbling block. If we think we’ve arrived, we will miss the invitation to go deeper.
This is where the journey really begins—not in the first experience of glory, but in its fading. When the feelings vanish, the signs dry up, and the silence grows heavy, the real path opens beneath your feet. Many turn back here, assuming something is wrong. But this is sacred ground. God has not abandoned you; He is leading you out of illusion and into wholeness. Wholeness does not always feel good—it feels true. And truth, before it sets you free, will undo you.
The Bible is filled with people who thought they had arrived, only to be shattered for something greater. Moses saw the burning bush and thought his life was about to begin—but first, he had to survive forty years in the desert. Paul encountered the risen Christ in a blinding light—but was led into obscurity for years before he ever preached. Even Jesus, the Light of the World, did not start His ministry in brilliance but in baptism, wilderness, and testing. These stories remind us: the light is only the invitation. The formation happens in the dark. The ego must be emptied before the soul can be filled.
In my own life, I have clung tightly to spiritual highs, hoping to hold on to the mountaintop. I feared the descent. I assumed going deeper meant losing what I had gained. But in time, I learned that the descent is not loss—it is deepening. I began to discover God in the places I once avoided: silence, grief, confusion. The more I stopped trying to rise, the more I found something steady under my feet. What I thought was falling was actually rooting.
This rooting cannot happen if we treat awakening as a performance. It cannot survive in a culture that rewards quick revelation but avoids transformation. Real spiritual growth is slow, often invisible, and always humbling. It asks us to keep walking when the light dims. It invites us to let go of spiritual identity and return to childlike trust. It teaches us that we are not the light—we are vessels being prepared to carry it. And vessels must be shaped, not just filled.
So if you feel like you've "seen the light," I honor that moment. But I invite you to hold it loosely. The journey ahead will ask more of you than that moment ever could. You will face parts of yourself that your awakening tried to avoid. You will be stripped of your self-image. And this is where the real healing begins—not in the arrival, but in the unraveling.
The unraveling feels like failure because we were never told it was part of the path. We were told to ascend, to grow, to shine. But the Gospel is not only about rising—it is about dying. Jesus did not promise an easy awakening; He promised a cross. And yet, in our comfort-driven spiritual culture, we often trade crucifixion for clarity, surrender for insight. We want to be wise without being broken. But wisdom is born in the breaking.
You cannot carry the light of God if you're still clinging to the illusion of control. The ego will always want to own the experience, to brand it, to name it as yours. It will convince you that you're ahead of others, that your awakening sets you apart. But real awakening doesn't elevate you; it empties you. It levels you. It teaches you to kneel when you'd rather speak. And when you do speak, your words are different—they carry the weight of silence.
There is a kind of knowing that cannot be taught. It comes from enduring the dark with no light but faith. When you've prayed and heard nothing, waited and seen nothing, obeyed and received nothing—yet you stay. That kind of endurance leaves a holy residue. It changes the way you walk. It removes the need to prove. It makes space for God to move without needing your permission.
I used to believe that if I felt disconnected from the divine, I must be doing something wrong. But now I understand that silence can be sacred. The absence of light is not always the absence of God. Sometimes, it’s the space where idols are exposed. When the glow fades, what remains? That question is the beginning of wholeness. Because what remains is what is real.
There is something deeply biblical about not arriving. The entire story of Israel is one of wandering, not settling. God leads them through wilderness, not shortcuts. Even when they are given the Promised Land, it must be taken step by step. Jesus Himself tells us to lose our life in order to find it. And yet, many of us build altars to our first insight, refusing to move beyond it. But the Spirit does not stay in one place. It is wind. It is breath. It moves.
To follow the Spirit means being willing to unlearn what once felt sacred. Not because it was false, but because it was incomplete. We were not made to cling to beginnings. We were made to walk through them. Growth will always feel like loss to the part of you that finds identity in the old light. But the soul is never diminished by letting go. It is only uncovered.
God has never been interested in maintaining your image of Him. He dismantles it gently, faithfully. Every time you think you've figured Him out, He invites you deeper into mystery. This is not cruelty—it is love. Because the real God cannot be controlled. He will not fit inside your first revelation. He will not submit to your ego’s need for certainty.
The illusion of arrival is not just spiritual—it’s emotional, relational, and psychological. We do it with healing too. We get one breakthrough and believe we’re done. But old wounds resurface. Old patterns reappear. And we wonder why. It’s not failure. It’s layering. Healing comes in spirals, not straight lines. And wholeness is not the absence of struggle—it’s the integration of it.
Integration is where transformation lives. Not in the feeling of light, but in the practice of it. In showing up when it’s hard. In telling the truth when it’s risky. In forgiving when it’s unfair. In admitting when you don’t know. The soul does not grow in ecstasy alone—it grows in repetition, honesty, and surrender.
If the path has become dim, take heart. You are not lost—you are being led beneath the surface. The light that once felt glorious now feels distant because it has done its job. It got your attention. But now it is calling you deeper. Not higher. Not louder. Just deeper.
There are things in you that can only be transformed by absence. By the hollow ache that no insight can fill. That is where the Spirit begins to shape you. Not by adding more—but by stripping away. Until you are left with only what is eternal. Until your identity is not in what you know, but in who you trust. And even then, you may not feel certain—but you will feel free.
Freedom in the Spirit is not the same as euphoria. It is often quieter. Less impressive. But more grounded. It allows you to love people without needing to change them. To walk through pain without needing to fix it. To pray without demanding answers. This is what happens when you no longer need to shine. You just live.
This is the great paradox of the spiritual journey: the more light you hold, the more shadow you must face. They grow together. And the more you descend into yourself, the more room God has to rise in you. This is not something to fear. It is something to bless. Because this is the journey from ego to essence. From awakening to wholeness.
The Israelites did not enter the Promised Land on the day they were freed from Egypt. They wandered. They grieved. They rebelled. They wrestled with God. And still, He called them His. Still, He guided them. Still, He showed up in the cloud and the fire. This is what the path looks like when you are loved, not just enlightened.
Your soul is not waiting for you to become more spiritual. It is waiting for you to become more honest. More present. More surrendered. It does not need a new mountaintop—it needs roots. And roots don’t grow in light alone. They grow in soil. In shadow. In hidden places.
God is in those hidden places. Not just in the revelation, but in the forgetting. Not just in the clarity, but in the confusion. If you feel like you’ve lost the light, you might be closer to Him than ever. Because He’s not asking you to perform awakening—He’s asking you to live beloved. That identity does not change, even when the light does. Especially when the light does.
There is a tenderness in God’s silence. It is not rejection. It is refinement. It is the space where your striving ceases, and your spirit begins to breathe. The light that first awakened you brought awareness; now the darkness teaches you trust. This is why spiritual maturity often feels like regression to the untrained heart. You aren’t going backwards—you’re going deeper. Deeper is harder, but it is also holier.
Sometimes the most spiritual thing you can do is to stop trying so hard to be spiritual. You return to the dishes, the job, the conversation, the prayer whispered without fireworks. You begin to see that nothing is beneath God’s presence. That awakening is not what happens in special moments, but in ordinary ones made sacred by attention. You stop measuring your worth by how inspired you feel. You begin to let go of what you thought spirituality should look like—and receive what it really is.
When Jesus taught the Beatitudes, He didn’t speak to the elite or the enlightened. He spoke to the broken, the meek, the grieving, the hungry. These are not metaphors—they are conditions of the soul that open us to grace. Spiritual awakening is not a ladder upward; it’s often a descent into need. Into hunger. Into dependency. Blessed are those who know they need God. That’s the beginning of everything real.
If you’ve built a spiritual identity, God will lovingly dismantle it. Not to shame you, but to set you free. Because you are not here to impress heaven. You are here to become whole. That wholeness includes your weakness, your doubt, your limits. It holds your joy and your grief in the same hand. It allows you to be fully known. That’s the kind of light that doesn’t drown—it heals.
The light that drowns is not evil. It’s just light you weren’t ready to carry yet. It’s truth that came too quickly, before your soul had roots. That’s why humility is protection. Not just against pride—but against collapse. The soul that rushes toward transcendence without grounding is vulnerable to deception. But the soul that learns to wait, to be small, to be unseen—that soul is unshakable. Because it belongs to God, not to an idea of God.
I once thought my deepest spiritual goal was to become radiant. Now I see it is to become real. I thought light would make me extraordinary. Now I know it just makes me honest. God is not impressed by brilliance—He is moved by surrender. The heart that confesses, “I don’t know, but I trust You,” is closer to heaven than the one that says, “I have figured it out.” In His kingdom, the last are first. The ones who don’t look awake may be the most alive.
The light that drowns only drowns the parts of you that were never eternal. It drowns your need to control, to appear perfect, to always be seen as wise. It drowns your addiction to emotional highs. It drowns your spiritual performance. And then, from the quiet waters, something truer rises. Not a shinier you—but a freer one.
This is the deeper invitation: not just to awaken, but to be transformed. Not just to feel God—but to be conformed to His image. That image is Christ crucified, not crowned. Christ humbled, not hailed. Christ serving, not shining. When we follow that path, we discover a new kind of light. Not blinding, but sustaining. Not loud, but present.
If the path has grown quiet, don’t panic. The silence may be God’s sanctuary. The dimness may be grace. The confusion may be the beginning of clarity you never knew you needed. You are not being punished. You are being led. The first light got your attention. This light will change your life.
So let it drown you. Let it baptize you. Let it wash away the ego that clings to false awakening. Let it carry you beyond certainty, beyond image, beyond needing to be the most enlightened person in the room. Let it take you to the place where all you have left is God—and find that He is enough. That He was always enough. Even when you thought it was the light.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Chapter 2:￼[image: Line Line] 

The Seduction of Bliss
 
 
When Good Feelings Become a Spiritual Drug
There’s a certain kind of euphoria that often comes with spiritual awakening. It is warm, expansive, comforting—it makes you feel like you’re home after a long exile. You begin to see life through new eyes, and for a while, everything shines. This state is not imagined—it’s real. But it’s also dangerous when mistaken for the destination. Bliss is a gift, not a home. It can soothe your soul, but it cannot form your character.
The danger of bliss is not in the experience itself, but in our attachment to it. When joy and peace become the evidence that we are “spiritually aligned,” we begin to fear their absence. We use euphoric states to avoid difficult truths. We chase peace to avoid pain. We pursue clarity to escape mystery. But the Spirit is not only found in stillness and serenity—it is also found in the storm. And sometimes, it’s the storm that makes us whole.
It is human to desire comfort. But when comfort becomes our god, we will reject anything that challenges our false sense of security. Many modern spiritual paths are built around this promise of perpetual peace. The language becomes soft and safe: good vibes only, positive energy, high frequency. But the Gospel does not speak in these terms. Jesus said, “Blessed are those who mourn.” He said, “Take up your cross.” That is not emotional escapism—it is emotional truth.
Spiritual bliss, when used rightly, is a preview of the kingdom. But when used wrongly, it becomes a form of spiritual addiction. We crave the feeling, not the presence. We seek experiences, not transformation. We become thrill-seekers of the sacred, always wanting the next high. This is not hunger for God—it is hunger for relief. And while God does comfort, He is not your drug. He is your Lord.
If we are not careful, we will begin to use spiritual practice the way some use substances—to numb. To rise above the mess instead of enter it. To escape rather than endure. Meditation becomes a hiding place. Prayer becomes performance. Worship becomes theater. But true intimacy with God is not about feeling good—it’s about being known. And being known includes all the parts of you, even the ones bliss cannot touch.
Even the Bible shows us this. David, a man after God's own heart, was not always joyful. He cried out in agony. He wept in fear. He pleaded with God in sorrow. Psalm 88 ends without resolution: “Darkness is my closest friend.” This was not a failure of faith—it was the fullness of it. To bring your whole self to God, not just the parts that feel inspired, is the truest form of worship.
The mountaintop moments matter—but they do not define the whole journey. Peter wanted to build tents when he saw Jesus transfigured in glory, to capture the moment forever. But Jesus led him back down the mountain, into the suffering of the world. Bliss tempts us to stay where it's bright. But love leads us back into the dark places with compassion. The path is not about holding onto joy—it’s about becoming vessels of it, even when we can’t feel it.
The seductive nature of bliss is that it mimics peace without requiring depth. It offers stillness without struggle. It provides pleasure without pain. But real spiritual maturity requires tension. You cannot separate resurrection from crucifixion. You cannot separate light from shadow. The soul expands through paradox, not perfection. And bliss, when clung to, becomes a denial of the paradox.
This is why many people walk away from the path when the bliss ends. They think they’ve lost God. They think something’s gone wrong. But it hasn’t. They’re just being invited into a deeper layer. A more grounded, integrated faith. A love that holds steady without needing to feel ecstatic.
Bliss becomes a problem when it becomes the measure of truth. When you believe you’re only “on track” if you feel peace. When you reject difficult emotions as “low vibration.” When you avoid conflict, shadow work, or repentance because it feels “negative.” But Jesus did not avoid the cross. He walked toward it. If we are to follow Him, we must be willing to do the same.
Bliss should be received with gratitude, not gripped with fear. It is a wave that comes and goes. A signpost, not a destination. When it arises, thank God. When it fades, trust God. What remains in the absence of feeling is your root system. And that is what holds you.
The soul cannot thrive on emotional highs alone. It needs depth. Depth is formed through silence, through endurance, through walking by faith when you cannot see or feel anything. Emotional sweetness without spiritual substance is like cotton candy—it tastes good but leaves you starving. The Word of God is often described as bread, not sugar. It nourishes slowly. It teaches you to wait and chew and digest, even when it's not sweet.
Bliss feels like certainty, and certainty feels safe. But faith does not grow in certainty. It grows in the absence of it. When we’re unsure, confused, and lost—that’s when trust becomes real. It is easy to believe when you’re feeling high. It is harder—and holier—to believe when nothing feels good. That’s where true faith lives.
In many spiritual circles, there’s an unspoken pressure to always look serene. As if frowning is a sign of being unevolved. As if sorrow is a failure. But Jesus was a man of sorrows, acquainted with grief. He wept. He sweat blood. His peace did not come from escaping suffering—it came from surrendering to the will of the Father in the midst of it.
The seductive lie of bliss is that it's the goal. But Scripture tells a different story. The goal is not feeling good—it is loving well. It is dying to self. It is being conformed to Christ. And Christ did not promise euphoria. He promised a cross, followed by resurrection.
The cross is not a symbol of bliss. It’s a symbol of transformation through suffering. And yet, through the cross, the deepest joy was made possible. Not surface joy. Not emotional calm. But joy rooted in eternal truth. A joy that endures all things because it is grounded in love, not in mood.
When bliss fades, you begin to see what your spirituality is built on. If it was built on feelings, it may fall. If it was built on truth, it will stand. God allows the bliss to fade so we can be purified. Not punished—purified. So that we love Him for who He is, not just for how He makes us feel. So that we learn presence, not just pleasure.
The Israelites had moments of divine ecstasy: the Red Sea parting, manna from heaven, water from the rock. But they also had long stretches of silence, desert, waiting. Their faith wavered when the miracles paused. They grumbled. They doubted. And still, God walked with them.
If you’re in a season where the bliss has disappeared, know this: you are not broken. You are not less spiritual. You are being seasoned. You are being prepared. You are being rooted in something stronger than emotion. You are being drawn into love.
Love is not a feeling. It is a decision. A posture. A way of being that does not rely on mood. God’s love for us is not based on emotional state—it is based on covenant. And our love for God must grow in that same soil: deep, steady, grounded. Not just passionate, but faithful.
Faithfulness is not flashy. It does not always feel good. It’s the decision to stay when others walk away. It’s the prayer you pray when you don’t feel like it. It’s the act of worship that comes not from overflow, but from obedience. And that is where true transformation happens—in the hidden, steady, unglamorous space where faith is lived.
In the book of Job, we see a man who lost everything—family, wealth, health, friends. And yet, he refused to curse God. He questioned, he grieved, he lamented—but he remained. He held on. Not because he felt bliss, but because he trusted God’s character beyond his feelings. And in the end, that faith was honored.
If bliss is the only fuel you have, you’ll run out fast. But if your engine is built on truth, on surrender, on love—you will last. You will endure storms. You will survive silence. You will grow through shadow. You will become whole, not just happy. And that is what God is after.
The world chases happiness, but heaven cultivates holiness. Holiness is not about rules—it’s about being set apart for love. And love grows where bliss cannot survive. In humility. In sacrifice. In patience. In honesty.
Jesus never promised we would always feel good. He promised we would never be alone. He promised the Comforter, not constant comfort. He promised peace, but peace that surpasses understanding—not peace that erases all struggle. That kind of peace is born in surrender, not in satisfaction. And surrender, by nature, feels like death before it feels like rest.
When you stop clinging to bliss, you can finally embrace grace. Grace meets you where you are—not where you pretend to be. Grace does not need you to be enlightened. It just needs you to be open. To stop performing. To stop running. To let God hold you when the light feels far away.
Let go of the pressure to always feel good. Let go of the guilt for not being constantly inspired. Let go of the image you’ve built. Let go of the fear that you’ve lost your way just because the bliss is gone. You are still here. And God is still here. That’s enough.
Bliss may come and go—but truth remains. And the truth is: you are beloved. You are not failing because you feel tired. You are not broken because you feel heavy. You are still on the path. And the path still leads home.
Let the bliss go if it must. What remains is stronger. What remains is real. What remains is
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