
WHISPERS OF THE HOLY SPIRIT

 

– DEPTH –

 




COPYRIGHT © 2025 
by Child of God

 

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored, or transmitted in any form or by any means – electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise – without prior written permission of the author, except for brief quotations used in reviews, articles, or academic work.

Scripture quotations are taken from the King James Version of the Bible (KJV), which is in the Public Domain. Other translations may have been consulted for clarity and reverence.

 




Author's Note

 

These reflections are contemplative meditations inspired by the Christian faith. They are not presented as direct messages from God, nor as spiritual authority or divine revelation.

They are offered simply as quiet invitations to prayer, reflection, and a deeper awareness of God’s presence.

Soli Deo Gloria.

 




DEDICATION

 

To You, O God, 
who meet us in the depths and make them holy by Your mercy, 
I offer this book in love.

 




INTRODUCTION

 

A life drawn toward God is rarely led deeper by force, noise, or spiritual display. It is often brought first to the place where control grows tired, where the soul can no longer be protected by its own language, and where need becomes truthful enough to receive mercy. This book opens there. It does not ask for a polished heart, an already settled mind, or a religious strength able to carry itself. It offers a slower attention to the Lord who meets His creatures not above their poverty, but within the places where pride, fear, thirst, shame, and false light can no longer keep their names untouched. Its way is quiet, but not vague; it leads by bringing the hidden life before Christ, where grace is gentle because it is holy and healing because it is true.

The pages that follow are meant to be entered with patience, as a place where Scripture is allowed to press gently and seriously upon ordinary life before God. They are not arguments to master or moods to admire. Their movement is inward only because it is first Godward: toward Christ, whose mercy tells the truth without destroying the bruised, whose Spirit makes weakness able to receive, and whose glory comes near without becoming possession. Depth, here, is not an escape from the world or a private height above it. It is the soul being drawn beneath its surfaces until prayer becomes honest, surrender becomes rest, cleansing becomes hope, and the life made poor before God begins to find that grace has been deeper than need. The invitation is quiet, but not slight: to stay where the Lord is making hidden things truthful, barren places ready for water, and the face turned again toward the light of Christ.

 




CHAPTER I
The Silence That Receives God

 

“The LORD is in his holy temple: let all the earth keep silence before him.” 
– Habakkuk 2:20

 




The Holy Stillness


The room keeps its common shape: chair, wall, light,
but the driven life has nowhere left to run;
every defense that answered for the self
has spent its breath before the living God.

At first the quiet feels like being emptied,
no proof in the hand, no voice to command,
only creaturely need exposed and unadorned,
placed where mercy is nearer than mastery.

The Spirit does not fill the silence with display;
He loosens the chase that called itself obedience,
until thought gives back its borrowed authority
and hunger learns how holy nearness bears weight.

This stillness is not absence made religious;
it is the hush of the house when the King is there,
where the poor stand without argument or cover,
and are addressed more deeply than words can reach.

Depth begins when noise can no longer save us,
when rest becomes surrender instead of escape,
and the soul, relieved of ruling its own dust,
knows God is God, and may cease from itself.

“Be still, and know that I am God:”
– Psalm 46:10

 




The Weight of Quiet


The latch settles, and the room does not grow empty,
it grows answerless in the presence of God;
the chair remains, the floor keeps its plain boards,
but every practiced reply has lost its work.

This quiet is not a pause between demands,
nor a mercy that leaves the self unsearched;
it presses where shallow comforts used to speak,
until relief without repentance cannot stand.

Words would break the weight by naming it too soon,
so the waiting life stays poor before the Lord;
not crushed, not flattered, not excused from truth,
but steadied as clay beneath the Maker’s hand.

The Spirit teaches need to receive without proof,
and turns delay from punishment into trust;
hunger is widened, yet not handed to despair,
because salvation is nearer than the answer.

The soul no longer bargains for a sign to hold;
it remains where mercy has become its weight,
quiet under God, and kept from its own noise,
until rest learns to bear what grace has given.

“Truly my soul waiteth upon God: from him cometh my salvation.”
– Psalm 62:1

 




Listening Beneath Words


The room grows quiet, yet the hearing is not clean,
old answers keep arriving before truth can speak;
fear edits Scripture into something usable,
and desire asks God for a voice it can manage.

The open page refuses that kind of listening;
Christ is not hidden behind a stronger feeling,
nor given to the will as material to possess,
but known where the soul is brought under His word.

The Spirit begins separating noise from obedience,
not by humiliating the confused and weary,
but by making the urgent voice lose its throne
until a quieter command can be received.

Then silence becomes more than the absence of sound:
it becomes the place where trust stops seizing,
where peace is no longer an inward argument,
but the next step made plain beneath the feet.

A life taught this way does not chase signs;
it follows where the Shepherd has already spoken,
known before it answers, led before it understands,
listening beneath words until obedience can walk.

“My sheep hear my voice, and I know them, and they follow me:”
– John 10:27
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