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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, Lord Jesus Christ, 
King of Kings, I offer this book in love, for Your glory 
and for the glad surrender of every heart beneath Your reign.

 




INTRODUCTION

 

A life comes here carrying more than it knows: guarded places, half-taught fears, old bargains with comfort, hope that still lifts its head, and wounds that have learned to move through the day. This book meets that life before Christ the King, not as an idea set above the world, but as the living Lord whose reign reaches the actual places where allegiance is formed. His majesty is not cold height, His mercy is not soft permission, and His victory is not the triumph of force by another name. He rules by truth that can heal because it refuses to flatter, and by grace that can restore because it does not lie about what has broken. His nearness is never vague. It comes with light enough to uncover, kindness enough to receive, and authority enough to make the scattered life whole.

The pages ahead are meant to be entered slowly, with Scripture open and the heart willing to be made honest. They do not offer private revelation, religious display, or comfort that leaves the will untouched. They draw toward the Christ who opens what fear has barred, straightens what sin has bent, steadies what haste has confused, and gathers His people into mercy strong enough to become obedience. The way is Godward because it is Christward: through His cross, His risen life, His voice, His compassion, His people, and His appearing. Here attention becomes a place where lesser powers lose their borrowed room, where repentance can breathe without despair, and where trust learns the shape of a daily yes. To read well is not to watch thoughts pass by, but to let the King become nearer than the claims that have taken too much, until the whole life begins to remember whom it was made to answer.

 




CHAPTER I
Behold the King

 

“Lift up your heads, O ye gates; and be ye lift up, ye everlasting doors; and the King of glory shall come in.” 
– Psalm 24:7

 




Gates Lifted High


The road reaches the gate before the city is ready,
and the old doors stand heavy with their own refusal;
iron has learned the habit of holding fast,
wood has kept the shape of every lesser fear.

Then the cry rises, not as counsel but command:
lift, because the One approaching is no stranger;
the earth is His, the barred place is His,
and no bolt can make theft into ownership.

He comes with the right no rival can survive,
not breaking what was made to open for Him,
but bearing such glory that resistance tells the truth:
a closed gate is a wound in the wall.

Hinge, timber, bar, and guarded will must answer;
what kept out mercy has kept in ruin,
and what seemed safety has narrowed the whole city
until praise had no road by which to enter.

So rise, old doors, beneath the weight of Christ;
let the King come through what fear had fastened,
until every defended place becomes His passage,
and all that opens learns why it was made.

“Lift up your heads, O ye gates; and be ye lift up, ye everlasting doors; and the King of glory shall come in.”
– Psalm 24:7

 




The Scepter of Righteousness


A crooked rule never stays on the public throne;
it moves into habits, bargains, and defended speech,
until wrong begins to sound like ordinary sense,
and the bent will calls its own curve freedom.

The King lifts no rod shaped by panic or pride;
His righteousness is not rage dressed in law,
nor softness that leaves the wound in place,
but right judgment steady enough to heal.

Under His scepter, excuses lose their office,
old agreements with sin are summoned into light;
what survived by twisting must stand unmasked,
yet the bruised reed is not broken in His hand.

He makes truth exact without making mercy thin,
and mercy near without loosening the truth;
the lie is refused, the sinner is not thrown away,
and the kneeling life learns how straightness breathes.

Let Christ’s right rule pass through what we defend,
through appetite, answer, memory, and choice,
until no crooked peace can keep its shelter,
and all that stands in us stands clean before Him.

“The sceptre of thy kingdom is a right sceptre.”
– Psalm 45:6

 




The Uncreated Light


Before any morning was given a name,
Christ is not bright because creation burns;
the sun will rise as a servant with borrowed fire,
and every lamp will confess another source.

When God says, “Let there be light,” darkness gives way,
not to a rival force, but to commanded gift;
the first day opens under obedient brightness,
yet the Maker remains more near than what He made.

That same light comes searching where we hide,
not harsh with contempt, not soft with permission;
it finds the defended wrong we learned to protect,
and shows the wound beneath the practiced excuse.

Exposure under Christ is mercy with open eyes;
what darkness kept alive cannot heal in darkness,
and what His brightness names is not mocked there,
but brought within reach of cleansing and return.

So let every covered thing meet His face,
until the lie loses the shelter it called peace,
and the life He has entered stands plain before God,
made visible, made clean, made bright in Christ.

“And the light shineth in darkness; and the darkness comprehended it not.”
– John 1:5
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