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The God I Was Given
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I grew up in a world where faith was not a choice — it was a way of life.
Sunday mornings were sacred rituals of pressed clothes, polished shoes, and the hum of hymns floating through the air before we even reached the church doors. The smell of wooden pews, candles, and old hymnals was familiar and comforting. Everyone knew when to stand, when to sit, and when to bow our heads. In that rhythm, there was belonging. There was safety in believing together.
But even as a child, I noticed small moments when the words spoken from the pulpit didn’t settle easily inside me. There were phrases about sin and punishment that made God sound more like a stern ruler than a loving creator. Some stories painted fear where I felt love should be. Yet in those days, you didn’t question what was taught — belief was obedience.

So, I learned early how to quiet the voice inside me that whispered, This doesn’t feel right.
I learned to keep my doubts folded neatly inside like secret letters, tucked away between pages of scripture I was told never to question. I loved God deeply, but it was a love mixed with fear — the kind of love that trembles, afraid of being wrong.
Looking back, I see that what I was really afraid of was losing belonging.
When faith is handed down through generations, it becomes more than belief — it becomes identity, family, culture, and safety all at once. To question it feels like betrayal, not only of God but of everyone you love.
And yet, there comes a time when the soul can no longer live on borrowed truth.
Mine began to stir quietly, like a bird pressing against the walls of its cage. I remember listening to sermons and feeling an ache, not because I didn’t believe, but because I wanted to believe in something larger, softer, more alive than the God of fear and division.
I wanted to know the God that breathed the sunrise into being, the One whose voice sounded like love, not judgment. But I didn’t have the language for that yet.

For years, I tried to be the perfect believer. I sang the hymns, recited the verses, bowed my head at the right moments — all while feeling that quiet hum of dissonance within me. It was as if my soul knew something that my mind was not allowed to remember.

There were nights I would pray not for answers, but for permission — permission to ask, permission to feel, permission to wonder if God was bigger than what I had been told.

And slowly, I began to sense that perhaps those questions were not rebellion at all. They were invitations. They were the whisper of the divine saying, Come closer. There is more.

That realisation marked the beginning of a journey that would eventually change everything — my understanding of God, of myself, and of what it means to live in the consciousness of Christ, not just the belief in Christ.

It did not happen overnight. It began with a small inner shift — the moment I stopped fearing my questions and began to honour them as sacred.

Because questions, when asked with love, are not a lack of faith.
They are the first step toward true faith — the kind that no sermon can give and no doctrine can take away.



Reflection

What beliefs have you carried simply because they were handed to you?
Can you feel the difference between what you were told about God and what your soul knows about Love?



Prayer of Gentle Remembrance

Beloved Presence,
Help me release the fear of questioning.
Teach me to listen to the voice within that calls me toward truth.
Let me remember that seeking You is not rebellion —
It is returning Home.
Chapter 2
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The Unspoken Questions
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Questions have always been sacred things. They live quietly in the spaces between what we are told and what we truly feel. For years, I kept mine hidden, whispering them in the privacy of my own heart.

I remember sitting in church, watching sunlight filter through stained glass, and feeling two worlds inside me. One was the world of certainty — hymns, scripture, and the comfort of knowing exactly what to believe. The other was a softer, deeper place — one that asked, What if there is more?

But in the world I grew up in, questions were dangerous. Doubt was something to be prayed away, not explored. We were taught that faith meant never wavering — that to question God was to risk His disappointment. So I learned to keep my questions behind polite smiles and folded hands. I listened, nodded, and pretended to understand things that made no sense to my soul.

Inside, however, my spirit was restless. The God I had been taught to love seemed too small for the vastness I felt within me. Too bound by rules, too quick to judge. I couldn’t understand how a Creator of such beauty could also be portrayed as so easily angered. I couldn’t reconcile the message of unconditional love with the constant threat of punishment.

Still, I said nothing. Because silence kept me safe. And belonging was worth more than truth — or so I thought.

There were moments when the quiet ache inside grew too heavy to bear. I would lie awake at night, feeling the weight of the questions pressing against my chest.

If God made me curious, why is it wrong to ask?
If God is love, why does fear surround Him?
Each question felt like a small act of rebellion, but also, strangely, like an act of love — a reaching toward something truer. I didn’t know it then, but the very act of questioning was the first step toward awakening.

I began to realise that faith built on fear cannot last. It might keep you obedient, but it cannot set you free. True faith does not demand blindness — it invites vision. It asks you to look, to seek, to touch the edges of mystery without losing reverence.

In time, I understood that God was never threatened by my questions — only my fear was. Fear told me to stay small, to conform, to believe as I was told. But love whispered, Ask, and you will find Me there.

The unspoken questions that once made me feel distant from God became the very path that brought me closer. Because the moment I dared to ask sincerely, something shifted — a quiet assurance rose within me, saying, You are safe to seek.



The Voice Within

When I finally found the courage to ask my questions out loud — not to anyone else, but into the stillness of my own heart — something unexpected happened.

A voice began to answer.

It was not loud. It did not sound like thunder or a command. It was gentle, patient, and kind — like a whisper made of light. It did not argue or explain; it comforted, and its words carried a calm I had never known before.

At first, I doubted it. I thought it might just be my imagination, wishful thinking, or perhaps the echo of old prayers. But the more I listened, the more I noticed that this voice always spoke with love. It never shamed, never frightened, never demanded. It simply reminded me of peace.

That’s when I began to understand:
The voice within is not separate from God. It is God speaking through the language of your soul.
Learning to trust it is a practice of remembrance.



How to Begin the Conversation

	Find stillness.
Sit quietly, breathe deeply, and allow your mind to settle. You are not trying to make something happen — you are opening to what already is.

	Ask from the heart.
Speak your question softly, as if you are speaking to someone you love. It might be as simple as, “What do I need to understand right now?”

	Listen for peace, not volume.
The true inner voice will never rush or scold. Its presence brings peace even before words arrive.

	Feel the resonance.
When guidance comes, notice how it feels in your body. Truth carries a quiet warmth, a sense of expansion. Fear-based thoughts feel tight, urgent, or heavy.

	Trust the process.


The conversation with the Divine is not a one-time event. It is an unfolding friendship — one that deepens with every act of trust.

To live in communion with the voice within is to live in continual prayer. You realise that God was never silent — we were simply taught to stop listening. Once you begin to recognise the tone of love within you, you will never mistake it for anything else.

It will guide you, comfort you, and lead you gently toward the remembrance that you are not separate from the One you seek.



The Language of Inner Knowing

There is a place inside you that already knows. Long before the mind forms words or opinions, the soul senses truth. It is not learned; it is remembered.

Inner knowing is not logic or emotion — it is awareness that rises quietly from the centre of your being. It does not shout; it feels. When you stand before a decision, meet a person, or hear words that are meant for you, something inside gently expands, softens, or brightens. That is the language of truth.

When something is not for you, your body contracts. Your breath shortens, your stomach tightens, your energy withdraws. This, too, is guidance — not punishment, but protection.

Over time, I discovered that the inner voice and the inner knowing are not two different things.
The voice speaks in words; the knowing speaks in silence.
Together, they form the dialogue between the human and the divine within you.



How Inner Knowing Speaks

	Through peace.
When guidance is true, a sense of calm follows, even if the choice feels uncertain.

	Through resonance.
Truth carries a vibration that feels familiar — as if you are remembering rather than learning.

	Through repetition.
Gentle signs, repeated feelings, or synchronicities that quietly affirm the same message.

	Through contrast.
Confusion, fear, or resistance often show the presence of the mind’s noise, not the soul’s truth.




Learning to Trust It

At first, you may doubt this knowing. You might test it and question whether it’s real. That is natural — the mind seeks proof, while the soul offers experience.

To strengthen it, begin with small things. Pause during your day and ask, Does this feel aligned with peace, or does it feel forced? Notice the body’s response before the mind begins to explain. Over time, these small acts of awareness weave trust.

The more you honour your inner knowing, the clearer it becomes. Each time you listen and act upon it, the dialogue between you and the Divine grows louder — not in sound, but in certainty.

One day, you will realise that this knowing has always been there — guiding you through every detour and every prayer. You were never disconnected; you were simply learning to recognise the voice of your own soul.



Reflection

Can you recall a time when an inner knowing felt truer than anything you were told?
What would it feel like to trust that gentle voice as your direct link to the Divine?



Prayer of Listening and Trust

Beloved Presence within,
Still my mind so that I may hear Your whisper.
Teach me to trust the quiet language of my soul.
Let my heart recognise Your guidance in peace,
My body feel Your truth in calm,
And my mind rests in knowing that You are already here.
Amen.

Chapter 3
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