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To the weary soul who still believes they have to clean up before coming home—this book is for you.

May you discover, as I did, that the Father’s arms are already open, and that grace runs faster than guilt ever could.

Acknowledgment

To my Heavenly Father—who found me, filthy and afraid, and called me His.
Every word in this book is a thank-you note written in awe.
To everyone who ever whispered, “God can’t use me,”—you were the reason this book had to exist.

To my readers, friends, and prayer partners—your faith kept the pen moving.

To my fellow dreamers, preachers, and believers—keep reminding the world that grace is not earned, it’s embraced.

And finally, to the lost, the tired, and the almost-gave-up—this story is proof that you are not beyond reach.
You were never too far. You were always being led home.

About the Author

Francis Otieno is an Author, Computer Teacher, and IT Technician whose words flow with faith, honesty, and hope. Known for blending storytelling with deep spiritual reflection, he writes to remind people that grace is not for the perfect—it’s for the present and the broken.

When he’s not teaching digital literacy or maintaining computers, Francis spends his time writing stories and devotionals that speak to the heart of the human struggle—failure, faith, and the quiet courage of starting over.

His works often explore redemption, purpose, and the unrelenting love of God in the everyday lives of ordinary people.

Come As You Are is his tender call to return—to face God not as who you wish you were, but as who you truly are.

Francis lives in Kenya, where he continues to teach, write, and dream of a world made whole by grace.
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A Father Who Sees Beyond the Dirt

There comes a moment in every soul’s journey when silence feels safer than prayer.
Not because you stopped believing, not because you stopped loving God, but because you stopped believing someone like you could still be loved by Him.
It’s that moment when your heart sinks under the weight of what you’ve done.
When the dirt on your hands feels permanent.
When your past plays in loops like an ugly song you can’t mute.
When you fear that if you open your mouth, shame will be the only thing that spills out.
And so you whisper to yourself:

“I’ll come back when I’m better.”
“I’ll pray when I’m clean.”
“I’ll face God when I’m worthy.”
But here is the truth religion sometimes forgets to tell you:

Grace was never waiting for you to be better.
Grace was waiting for you to be honest.
Because God never asked you to bring perfection to His presence—He asked you to bring yourself.

The trembling version.
The disappointed version.
The addicted version.
The struggling-to-believe version.
The hurting version.
The messy, contradictory, wounded, confused version.
The real you.

The one you’ve been trying to hide behind spiritual routines and polite worship.

The Gospel We Whisper Too Softly

Somewhere along the way, we turned the good news into mild news.
We reduced it to behaviour charts and moral checklists.
We made church a place for the polished instead of the honest.
But the Gospel was never meant to be whispered.
It was meant to be shouted:
You don’t wash before you come.
You come — and He washes you.
When the prodigal son stumbled home, he didn’t bring apology flowers or a spiritual résumé.
He brought the smell of pigs, the stain of rebellion, and a heart shattered enough to try again.
And the Father—holy, majestic, perfect—ran toward him.

He didn’t flinch at the dirt.
He didn’t hesitate at the smell.
He didn’t hold His breath or hold His distance.
He embraced the filth before He removed it.

Because love like that refuses to wait for cleanliness.

A God Who Steps into What We Hide

The pages of Scripture are filled with people who should have been disqualified—but instead were drawn close.

A murderer turned deliverer.
An adulterer turned worship leader.
A prostitute turned ancestor of the Messiah.
A coward turned apostle.
A persecutor turned preacher.
Their stories weren’t edited before God used them.
They were used as they were—messy, flawed, unfinished—and grace did the editing later.
God is not afraid of what you try to hide.
He walks directly toward the places you avoid.
He sees the parts of you that feel too broken to mention—and still, He calls you beloved.

For the One Who Thinks They Went Too Far

This book is for you—yes, you.

The one who thinks they ruined their testimony.
The one who feels too inconsistent to be close to God.
The one who deletes prayers before finishing them.
The one who wonders if Heaven is tired of their apologies.
The one who fakes smiles on Sunday but collapses inside at night.
This book is a reminder written in the ink of mercy:

You are not too dirty for the arms of a holy God.
You are not too far for the steps of a running Father.
You are not too broken for a Savior who specializes in restoring ruins.
Your sin is not the headline.
Your shame is not the story.
Your failure is not your identity.
Grace is louder.
Love is stronger.
The Father’s embrace is nearer.

My Prayer for You as You Read

As you turn these pages,
I pray that every barrier shame built will begin to crack.
I pray that every lie about God you inherited from pain will be unravelled.
I pray that you will dare—finally—to stop pretending you can clean yourself
and instead collapse into the arms of the One who cleans.
I pray that you will meet the Father not as an angry judge but as a running God with dusty feet, arms open, robe flaring, love burning through the distance.

I pray you discover what the prodigal discovered:

You don’t have to be ready to return.
You only have to be willing.
Come as you are—and watch what happens when a Holy God calls the filthy beloved
and refuses to let go.
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The Filthy Hands That Still Build Altars

There is something breathtaking—almost scandalous—about the way God lifts dirty hands and turns them into instruments of destiny.

The Bible is not a museum of perfect saints polished for display; it is a hospital of wounded souls wrapped in divine purpose.

If Heaven only used the spotless, Scripture would be an empty book.

But God keeps choosing the flawed, the fractured, the trembling—the ones society would never consider.
Grace has always done its best work in the unqualified.

When God Calls the Unclean

Consider Moses—not the heroic Moses we imagine, staff lifted high, Red Sea curling back in obedience—but the Moses who ran from his past.

A fugitive.

A murderer.

A man hiding from both Pharaoh and himself.

When God found him, he wasn’t fasting on a mountain or worshipping in a temple.

He was herding sheep on the far side of his shame.

Yet God spoke from a burning bush not to condemn, but to commission.

David—the king, the poet, the man after God’s own heart—was also the man who stained his throne with adultery and blood.

His hands wrote psalms, yes, but they also wrote a death sentence for an innocent man. And still, God refused to throw him away.

Rahab—the woman with a past the whole city knew—became the woman God trusted with the future of Israel’s spies. While religious people avoided her street, God wrote her name
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