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A Fasted Life: From Quiet Surrender to Overflowing Purpose

T. BELTRAN

“Whoever believes in Me, as the Scripture has said, out of his heart will flow rivers of living water.”

— John 7:38
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ENDORSEMENT


As I read the series, Rivers of Living Water, my thirst for more of Christ was ignited. I sensed the presence of the Holy Spirit within each page and scripture.

This book signifies spiritual refreshment and reveals true transformation that comes only through Jesus Christ. In Revelation 22:1, John sees “a river of the water of life, clear as crystal, proceeding from the throne of God and of the Lamb.”

I invite you to partake of T. Beltran’s journey. You will experience what a totally surrendered life to God looks like. How through fasting and prayer we will be infused with power to follow wherever Jesus sends us and to do whatever He asks.

Come and drink from the fountain that will never run dry. Rivers of Living Water represents a continuous source of refreshing power and satisfaction in serving our Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ. You will never regret it.


— Edith F. Perry

DEAR READER

An Invitation to Quench Your Soul

If you’ve picked up this book, chances are your soul is thirsty.

Thirsty for peace. For answers. For direction. For something deeper than surface-level belief.

I’ve been there. I’ve wandered deserts of confusion, fear, and silence—only to discover the River of God flowing quietly beneath it all.

This book is my journey. But it is also a mirror—an invitation for you to rediscover the power of fasting, the clarity found in silence, and the overwhelming truth that God has never left your side.

Let’s walk this path together. You don’t have to strive. You don’t have to perform. You don’t have to have it all figured out.

Just be willing. Let the unshakable promise flow:


“Out of your belly shall flow rivers of living water.”

— John 7:38


With love and faith,

— T. Beltran

DEDICATION

To “Mama,” my dearest grandmother, my heart and my first best friend—thank you for your unconditional love.

You were the embodiment of grace, the epitome of kindness, and the most loving soul I have ever known. Your gentle spirit touched the hearts of all who were fortunate enough to know you. You radiated warmth, wisdom, and an endless capacity for love, leaving a legacy that will live on in the stories we tell and the love we carry in our hearts.

In your presence, the world seemed brighter, calmer, and more beautiful. You taught us all the true meaning of compassion and humility.

You never once scolded me for trailing behind you wherever you went. With every step you took, I was right there beside you—hungry to soak in the wisdom and the priceless truths you so generously poured out. It feels like just yesterday when you placed my very first Bible in my hands and gently taught me the Lord’s Prayer.

Those simple sayings, those one-liners that made you smile and repeat with joy—they were scripture. And now, I find those same words rising up in me, guiding my own steps.

Thank you for being a virtuous woman. I watched you, and unknowingly, modeled my life after yours. You poured God into me, and I praise Him every day for the foundation you gave me. You taught me that a relationship with God is the key to life.

“Life may lead you through hills and valleys, but every trial prunes and develops you into the person God has called you to be.”

You encouraged me to keep my eyes on God, block out the noise, and to keep walking in faith, knowing that He is with me every step of the way.

My dearest Mama, yours was the sweetest smile I’ve ever known, and I miss you more than words could ever express. Just as the Lord faithfully guided you through all your days, I will walk in His footsteps until the day we are reunited.


“Well done, good and faithful servant... Enter into the joy of your Lord.”
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Out of Your Belly Shall Flow Rivers of Living Water

•  •  •
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It was a bright morning in the small town of Bethany, nestled among the hills of Judea. The air was fragrant with the scent of blooming oleander and wild thyme, carried on a breeze that swept gently down from the limestone ridges above. Sunlight fell in golden sheets across the dusty streets, warming the stone walls of houses that had stood for generations. Somewhere in the distance, a donkey brayed. A child laughed. A woman sang softly as she ground grain in the courtyard of her home.

People were going about their usual routines—merchants arranging their wares, mothers drawing water from the communal well, elders sitting beneath the shade of an ancient fig tree, discussing the Torah as they had done since boyhood. It was a day like any other.

But for one young woman named Miriam, this day would be unlike any she had ever known.

Miriam had grown up steeped in the rhythms of the synagogue. Her father, a respected rabbi, had placed the scrolls of Scripture before her almost as soon as she could walk. She had memorized the Shema by age four, could recite the Psalms by age eight, and by twelve she could hold her own in theological discussions with men three times her age. She knew the Law. She kept the feasts. She observed every Sabbath with precision and reverence.

Yet, despite the richness of her religious life, something inside her remained hollow. Not empty in the way of a person who has never been filled—but empty in the way of someone who has tasted just enough to know there must be more. She attended synagogue faithfully. She prayed the prescribed prayers. She fasted on the appointed days. But she could never quite shake the quiet ache—the persistent whisper that there was something deeper, something more intimate with God, that she had not yet discovered.

She carried this longing the way one carries a wound that has scabbed over but never fully healed—present but hidden, painful only when pressed.

One evening, as the sun began its slow descent behind the hills, painting the sky in shades of amber and violet, Miriam made her way to the well at the edge of town. The stone basin was cool beneath her fingertips as she lowered the clay jar into the deep, dark water. She could hear the splash as it broke the surface below, and the rope burned gently against her palms as she pulled it back up, full and heavy.

That was when she saw Him.

A man approached her from the road—a traveler, by the look of His dust-covered sandals and sun-weathered cloak. But there was something about Him that stopped her mid-motion. He moved with an unhurried deliberateness, as if every step had been planned since before the foundation of the world. And His eyes—when they met hers—held a depth she had never encountered. Not the calculating gaze of a merchant appraising goods. Not the distracted glance of a passerby. These eyes saw her. All of her. Every prayer she had whispered into her pillow at night. Every question she had been afraid to ask aloud.

His name was Jesus.

Jesus smiled at Miriam and, noticing the jar in her hands, asked her for a drink of water. Her heart quickened. She recognized immediately that He was a Jew—and she, despite her father’s position, was in a place and posture that blurred the social boundaries of their world.

“How is it that You, being a Jew, ask a drink from me, a Samaritan woman?” she asked, her voice carrying both curiosity and something closer to hope.

Jesus responded with words that would echo through her bones for the rest of her life: “If you knew the gift of God, and who it is that says to you, ‘Give Me a drink,’ you would have asked Him, and He would have given you living water.”

Living water. The phrase hung in the evening air like incense rising from an altar. Miriam felt the words settle into the very place where her emptiness lived—that hollow chamber in her chest that no amount of religious observance had ever been able to fill. She didn’t fully understand what He meant, but she understood this: whatever He was offering, it was the answer to the question she had been carrying her entire life.

“Sir,” she said finally, her voice barely above a whisper, “give me this water, that I may not thirst, nor come here to draw.”

And in that moment—meeting her failures with compassion, her past with grace, her emptiness with fullness—Jesus offered her the living water that would cleanse and transform her from the inside out. Her religious knowledge had given her structure. But His living water gave her life.

Miriam’s hands trembled as she set the jar down at the edge of the well. She didn’t need it anymore. Not in the way she once had. The water in that jar would sustain her body for a day. The water He was offering would sustain her soul for eternity.

She ran back to her town, her sandals kicking up dust, her heart overflowing with a joy she could not contain. “Come and see a Man who told me all things that I ever did,” she cried out to anyone who would listen. “Could this be the Christ?”

And many believed.

Just like Miriam, God wants to transform you.

He has something far greater for you than the endless search for answers, the noise that fills your mind, and the uncertainty that lingers in your heart. But here is the secret—the path to transformation may not always be through what you can see, but through what you are willing to surrender.

When you fast, you don’t just give up something. You make room for something greater. You create space for God to do a deep work in you—a work that no human effort, no career achievement, no relationship can replicate.

Fasting isn’t about deprivation. It’s about invitation. It’s about emptying yourself to be filled.

As the days pass in surrender, the fog begins to lift. Decisions that once felt overwhelming become clear. Anxiety gives way to peace. The distractions that once pulled you away from your purpose start to lose their grip. And with each passing moment, you will feel God’s presence more strongly—like living water, pouring over you, healing you, guiding you, filling you.


“Out of your belly shall flow rivers of living water.”

— John 7:38


I am a living testament of that transformation.

And I believe, with everything in me, that you can be too.

This book is not a theological treatise. It is not an academic exercise. It is the story of a life turned inside out by the power of God’s presence—discovered not in the noise, but in the silence. Not in striving, but in surrender. Not in the spotlight, but in the secret place.

It is the story of a woman who fasted for forty days and emerged a different person. And it is an invitation for you to discover what rivers of living water might flow from your own life, if you are willing to come to the well.

Come thirsty. Leave transformed.

CHAPTER ONE
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