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INTRODUCTION

When Silence Feels Like Absence


________________

There is a kind of pain that does not bleed. It leaves no visible mark, no bruise you can point to, no wound that others can see and immediately understand. It is the pain of waiting in a silence that stretches so long you begin to wonder if something is fundamentally wrong with you. It is the ache of a heart that has prayed, believed, stood on promises, declared scriptures, sung through tears, and still finds itself in the same place, asking the same questions, carrying the same unanswered longings into yet another season.

If that is where you are right now, then you already know that this kind of pain is not dramatic. It does not arrive with a crash. It creeps in the way cold air slips under a door at night, gradually, almost imperceptibly, until you wake up one morning and realize you are shivering and you cannot quite remember when the warmth left. It is the slow erosion of certainty. The quiet wearing down of hope. The moment when faith stops feeling like a firm foundation and starts feeling like a rope you are gripping with both hands, not because you are climbing but simply because you are trying not to fall.

And yet here you are. Still holding on. That matters more than you know.

 

This book was not written from a place of having all the answers. It was written from a place of having sat in the silence long enough to know what it costs, and having come out on the other side knowing, more deeply than ever before, that God was there the entire time. Not somewhere in the distance. Not checking in occasionally. There. Present. Attentive. Working in ways that were invisible to the eye but unmistakable in their fruit.

But before we get to the fruit, we have to be honest about the waiting. Because cheap comfort is one of the cruelest things you can offer a person who is genuinely suffering. To wave a scripture at someone’s pain without first sitting with them in it is not ministry. It is dismissal dressed in religious language. And you deserve better than that. Your journey deserves to be taken seriously, your questions deserve to be held with care, and your faith, however bruised and weathered it may feel right now, deserves to be honored rather than rushed past.

So let us start here, in the honest place. In the middle of the silence.

Silence is a strange kind of suffering because it gives the mind too much room. When you are in an active crisis, your energy is consumed by the immediate demands of survival. You are problem solving, you are reaching out, you are responding to what is in front of you. But silence offers no such distraction. It just sits there, vast and unmoving, and in that vastness the mind begins to fill in the blanks. And the stories the mind tells in the absence of certainty are rarely kind ones. You begin to wonder if you prayed wrong. If you believed wrong. If somewhere along the way you made a mistake so significant that it closed a door that will never open again. You begin to compare your life to the lives of people around you who seem to be moving forward with ease, collecting answered prayers like milestones, while you remain in the same place, wondering what they know that you do not.

And underneath all of those thoughts, quieter than all the rest but more persistent than any of them, is the one question that the believing heart fears most: has God forgotten me?

It is a question that has been asked in every generation, in every language, by people who loved God deeply and served Him faithfully and still found themselves in seasons where heaven felt like a sealed room. It was asked by Abraham, who waited twenty five years for a son that God had promised him. It was asked by Joseph, who went from being his father’s favorite to sitting in an Egyptian prison on false charges, with nothing but a dream he could barely hold onto. It was asked by Hannah, whose grief was so visible and so raw that a priest mistook her desperate prayer for drunkenness. It was asked by David, anointed as king at seventeen and spending the next decade hiding in caves, surviving on his wits and the fading memory of a promise spoken over him in better days.

Every single one of them felt the silence. Every single one of them wrestled with the gap between what God had said and what their circumstances were showing them. And every single one of them has a testimony that has outlasted thousands of years, not because they never doubted, but because they kept showing up even when the doubt was loud.

Their stories are in this book not as distant religious history but as living proof that the silence you are sitting in right now has been survived before. More than survived. It has been redeemed. Transformed. Turned into the very foundation of something that nothing in the world could have built any other way.

The waiting that feels like wasted time is often the most sacred time of all. Not because suffering is inherently holy, but because it is in the suffering that the deepest work gets done. The work that cannot happen on the surface, in the comfortable and the convenient. The work that requires stillness, and surrender, and a willingness to trust what you cannot yet see. The kind of work that, when it is finished, produces not just a changed circumstance but a changed person. A person whose faith is no longer dependent on favorable conditions because it has been tested in the most unfavorable ones and held.

That is what this journey is about.

These pages will walk with you through the wilderness of waiting, through the silence, through the temptation to give up, through the questions that do not have easy answers, and through the gradual, sometimes startling discovery that God was never as far as the silence made Him feel. Each chapter is an invitation to go a little deeper, to look a little more honestly at what you are carrying and what is being built in you through the carrying of it. There are no formulas here, no five easy steps to getting your breakthrough faster. What there is, instead, is companionship. And truth. And the kind of hope that does not flinch when you push back against it because it is rooted in something far more solid than feeling.

Come as you are. Bring every question, every doubt, every place where your faith has frayed at the edges. There is room for all of it. Because the God this book points to has never once been threatened by an honest question. He is not distant or defensive or disappointed in your struggle. He is the shepherd who leaves the ninety nine to find the one. He is the father who runs down the road before his son even finishes his rehearsed apology. He is the God who calls the things that are not as though they are, who sees the end from the beginning, and who has never, in all of human history, abandoned a single person who cried out to Him.

You are not the exception to His faithfulness. You are another chapter in the long and unbroken story of it.

Turn these pages slowly. Let the words find you where you actually are, not where you think you should be by now. And as you read, hold onto this one truth like an anchor: the silence you are in is not the silence of a God who has turned away. It is the silence of a God who is so close, so intently focused on what He is doing in your life, that the work itself has not yet been completed enough to be explained.

He has not forgotten you. He has not moved on. He has not changed His mind. And by the time you reach the final page of this book, our deepest prayer is that you will know that not just in your head, but in the place where it counts most. The quiet, tender, often wounded place in your chest where faith lives and hope refuses, even now, to fully die.

You were never forgotten. Not for a single moment. And everything that comes next in these pages exists to prove it.

________________






CHAPTER 1

The Wilderness Was Never a Waste

________________

Nobody chooses the wilderness. Nobody sits down one quiet evening, opens their journal, and writes at the top of the page: this year I would like to experience profound spiritual dryness, unanswered prayer, and a season where nothing in my life seems to be moving forward. No one signs up for the desert. No one volunteers for the cave. The wilderness is not a destination. It is a place you find yourself in, often without warning, often without explanation, standing in terrain you did not plan for and looking around for a way out that does not seem to exist.

And the hardest part is not the dryness itself. The hardest part is the silence that comes with it. The sense that not only is life not moving, but that God Himself seems to have gone quiet on the subject. You pray and the heavens feel like brass. You worship and the words feel hollow in your mouth. You open your Bible and the pages feel flat, like you are reading a map in a language you used to speak fluently but have somehow forgotten overnight. Nothing is connected. Nothing is landing. And the longer that goes on, the more a particular fear begins to take root in the quietest part of your heart: what if this is just how it is now? What if the season I am in is not a season at all but simply the new permanent shape of my life?

 

That fear is one of the most effective lies the enemy tells. Because if he can convince you that the wilderness is your permanent address, he does not need to do anything else. You will slowly, quietly, dismantle your own faith from the inside out. You will stop pressing forward because pressing forward feels pointless. You will stop praying with expectation because expectation has been disappointed too many times. You will settle into a kind of spiritual survival mode that keeps you functioning but never really living, never really believing, never really reaching for the fullness that God placed inside you before you were born.

But the wilderness is not permanent. And far more importantly, it is not purposeless.

If you trace the life of virtually every significant person in Scripture whose story carried weight, whose legacy carried lasting impact, whose testimony has outlasted the centuries and still speaks to us today, you will find something that is impossible to miss once you start looking for it. Before the assignment came the wilderness. Before the platform came the preparation. Before the promise was fulfilled came the process. And the process almost always ran through terrain that looked, from the outside, like a detour. Like a mistake. Like something that should not have been part of the journey at all.

But it was never a detour. It was always the road.

Moses is perhaps the most striking example of this in all of human history. He was born into a death sentence, a Hebrew baby in a time when Pharaoh had ordered the killing of every male child born to the Israelites. His mother hid him for three months, and when she could hide him no longer, she placed him in a basket on the Nile River in an act of faith so desperate and so profound that it took your breath away. And that basket floated directly into the arms of Pharaoh’s daughter, who drew him out of the water, named him Moses, and raised him as her own son in the palace of the most powerful man in the world.

For forty years, Moses lived in that palace. He had access to the finest education Egypt could offer. He moved in the corridors of power. He understood systems of governance, administration, and influence at a level that most people never get close to. And then, at forty years old, he saw an Egyptian beating a Hebrew slave and something rose up inside him. He looked around, saw no one watching, and killed the Egyptian. The next day, when he tried to intervene in a dispute between two Hebrew men, one of them threw his act of the previous day back at him, and Moses realized that what he thought was a secret was not a secret at all.

He ran. From the palace, from the power, from everything that had defined his identity for forty years. He ran to Midian, a desert region far from Egypt, where he sat down beside a well and began what would turn out to be a forty year chapter of his life that looked, by every external measure, like the end of his story.

He married. He had children. He shepherded his father in law’s flocks across the desert. Day after day, year after year, decade after decade, the man who had grown up in a palace walked through wilderness terrain with sheep. If you had looked at Moses at sixty years old, somewhere in the middle of those Midian years, you might have concluded that his life had peaked and collapsed before it ever really fulfilled its potential. You might have said, here is a man who had everything and threw it all away. Here is a man whose best days are behind him.

But God was not finished with Moses in Midian. He was not ignoring Moses in Midian. He was forming him there, shaping him into something the palace never could have produced, something the position and privilege of his early years never could have built, because the assignment that was coming required a completely different set of qualities than the ones Egypt had given him.

The palace had given Moses education. Midian gave him humility. The palace had given him exposure to power. Midian gave him the patience that comes from tending creatures that cannot be hurried and cannot be forced. The palace had filled him with a confidence in his own abilities, the kind of confidence that made him think he could solve Israel’s problems by himself, one act of violence at a time. Midian emptied him of that confidence so thoroughly that when God finally spoke to him from the burning bush and told him he was being sent back to Egypt to deliver His people, Moses’ first response was, who am I that I should go to Pharaoh?

That question, who am I, was not a weakness. It was ready. The man who had to be emptied of himself before God could truly fill him with something that would last. And forty years in the wilderness had done exactly that. Every single day of those four decades had been purposeful. Every morning of obscurity, every season of smallness, every year that looked from the outside like nothing was happening, something was happening. The most important thing. The formation of the man who would stand before the most powerful ruler of the ancient world and say, let my people go.

Joseph’s story carries the same fingerprints of divine purpose hidden inside seemingly purposeless suffering. He was the eleventh son of Jacob, born to a father whose love for him was so undisguised and so particular that his brothers could not look at him without feeling the sting of it. Jacob gave Joseph a coat of many colors, a garment that was not just clothing but a declaration of status and favor that his brothers wore like a wound every time they saw it. And Joseph, young and unguarded and perhaps unaware of how his dreams sounded to the ears of men who already resented him, told his brothers that he had dreamed they would all bow down to him one day.

They threw him in a pit. Then they pulled him out and sold him to a caravan of Ishmaelite traders heading to Egypt for twenty pieces of silver. They took his coat, dipped it in the blood of a goat, and brought it back to their father, letting Jacob draw his own devastating conclusion. Joseph arrived in Egypt as a slave. He was purchased by a man named Potiphar, a captain in Pharaoh’s guard, and he served in that household with such evident faithfulness and integrity that Potiphar eventually put him in charge of everything he owned.

And then Potiphar’s wife lied about him, and Joseph went from the most trusted servant in the household to the inside of an Egyptian prison. Not a brief stay. Years. Years in a dungeon for something he did not do, after already having lost his freedom once and clawed his way back to a position of influence only to have it stripped away again. If you or I had been Joseph at that point, with our second major injustice in a row sitting on top of us in a prison cell, the temptation to conclude that God had either forgotten us or simply did not care would have been almost overwhelming.

But the text does something remarkable. In the middle of Joseph’s imprisonment, right in the place that looked most like the end of the line, it says this: the Lord was with Joseph. Not with Joseph until the prison. Not with Joseph in spite of the prison. The Lord was with Joseph in the prison. In the darkest, most unjust, most disorienting chapter of his entire story, the presence and favor of God were not absent. They were active. They were working. Joseph rose to a position of trust and responsibility even inside the prison walls, because wherever Joseph went, something in him could not be imprisoned. The character that had been forged through suffering was not something that chains could hold.

And then came the moment. After more than a decade of waiting, after every human attempt to be remembered and released had led nowhere, Pharaoh had a dream that no one in Egypt could interpret, and a cupbearer who had once sat in the same prison as Joseph remembered a young Hebrew man who had a gift for understanding dreams. Joseph was brought out of the dungeon, cleaned up, and stood before the most powerful man in the world. He interpreted the dream. Pharaoh was so struck by the wisdom and the spirit in this man that he did not just release him. He promoted him to the second highest position in all of Egypt, second only to Pharaoh himself.

Everything Joseph had learned in every season of




























