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Talk to Me

Returning to the One Who Has Always Been Listening
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"Draw near to God, and He will draw near to you."

James 4:8
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To God,

the One who spoke first,

who listened longest,

and who never stopped waiting.

Every word in this book belongs to You.

And to you, the reader,

the one who picked this up because something inside you

is still searching, still hoping, still reaching.

You did not end up here by accident.

This was written for you.

You are already seen.

“Before I formed you in the womb I knew you.”

Jeremiah 1:5
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You Have Been Quiet Long Enough

“Come to me, all you who are weary and burdened, and I will give you rest.”

Matthew 11:28

You have been quiet. And I think part of you already knows it.

Not just with the people around you, not just in the ordinary way that life sometimes wears a person down until the words stop coming so easily. I mean quiet with Him. With God. With the One who formed the inside of you, who counted every hair on your head, who knew your full name before your parents ever whispered it over your crib. You have been quiet with the One who loves you most. And if you are holding this book, something in you is ready to change that.

I know what that silence feels like, because I have lived it. And I have talked to enough people carrying it to know how it usually starts. It does not begin with a decision. Nobody wakes up one morning and says, I am done talking to God. It is quieter than that. It is a skipped morning here. A prayer that trails off mid-sentence there. A season when life pressed so hard and so fast that there was simply no room left for stillness. And then one day you realize that the conversation you used to have so naturally has become distant and almost foreign, like a language you once spoke fluently and have slowly forgotten.

What made it worse, for many of us, was the shame that grew in the silence. Because we knew we should be praying. We knew He was there. And yet the very knowing made it harder to return, as if the gap we had allowed to form was now too wide to cross without an explanation, without an apology, without somehow earning our way back in. That shame is a lie. A convincing, persistent, deeply cruel lie. But a lie nonetheless.

Here is the truth that this whole book is built on: God did not stop listening when you stopped speaking. He was never waiting with disappointment. He was waiting with open arms, the same way a father runs down the road toward a son who has been gone too long, not walking slowly to make a point, but running. Running. Because that is who He is. That is the God you are returning to.

This book is about prayer. Not prayer as a religious discipline to master or a spiritual performance to perfect, but prayer as the most natural, necessary, life-giving conversation a human being can have. It is about what happens when we stop, what it costs us, and how we find our way back. It is about the noise that crowds out His voice and the silence that feels like abandonment but is really an invitation. It is about praying when it hurts and praying when nothing changes and praying in the dry seasons when even the effort feels like too much. And it is about the extraordinary things that begin to shift when we finally, honestly, imperfectly return to the conversation.

Each chapter of this book carries you a little further into that journey. They are not independent lessons. They are connected movements in a single story, your story, the story of someone learning to talk to God again. By the time you reach the final pages, my hope is not just that you understand prayer better, but that you have actually begun to pray again in a new way, a real way, a way that belongs specifically to you and to the God who has been waiting for your voice.

You do not need to be ready. You do not need to have it together. You do not need to clean yourself up before you come. The invitation has always been the same: come as you are, come with whatever you have, come broken or bewildered or barely believing. Just come.

He is already listening. So let us begin.

Before the First Word

Before you speak, He already knows the weight you carry.

Before you pray, His mercy is already moving toward you.

You do not come to a throne that requires your credentials.

You come to a Father who has memorized the sound of your voice

even after all the months you spent in silence.

He did not forget you in the quiet.

He was holding the space,

keeping the door unlocked,

leaving the light on in the window the whole time.

So open your mouth.

Let the words come rough or polished or barely there.

He is not waiting for perfect.

He is waiting for you.

And you are already enough to begin.
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The Day the Prayers Stopped Coming

“The Lord is close to the brokenhearted and saves those who are crushed in spirit.”

Psalm 34:18

You did not mean to stop. I want you to hold on to that, because it matters more than you know.

It was not a rebellion. It was not some dramatic moment when you stood up, crossed your arms, and walked out on God. That is not how most of us leave. We leave slowly. We leave the way a fire goes out when nobody adds wood, not all at once, not with noise, just a slow cooling until you look up one day and realize the warmth you used to live inside has been gone for a while and you are not sure exactly when it happened.

Maybe it started with a prayer that felt like it fell flat. You brought something real to God, something that cost you, and the silence that followed was heavy in a way that surprised you. So the next time, you hedged a little. You kept more of yourself back. And then a little more. Until prayer became a formality rather than a conversation, something you did out of habit or guilt rather than out of genuine need and connection.

Maybe it was exhaustion. There is a particular kind of tired that comes from carrying too much for too long, and it is not just physical. It is spiritual. It is the kind of tired where even reaching up feels like more than you have. You were not abandoning God. You were just depleted. And nobody told you that depleted people still need prayer, that prayer was not actually supposed to be one more item on the list of things you had to maintain. Prayer was supposed to be the place you came to be refilled.

God noticed your absence. Not in the way a disappointed authority figure keeps a record, but in the way someone who loves you deeply simply misses your presence. Romans 8:38 to 39 says that nothing, nothing in all creation, can separate you from the love of God that is in Christ Jesus our Lord. That promise does not have a silence clause. It does not expire when your prayer life goes quiet. He loved you through every day you forgot to show up. He is loving you right now.

So wherever you are, whatever led you to this page, this is the moment to name it honestly. Not to feel shame, but to feel the relief of finally saying the truth out loud. Maybe you stopped because life hurt too much. Maybe you stopped because nothing seemed to change no matter how much you prayed. Maybe you drifted so gradually you cannot even trace the path back to where it started. It does not matter. What matters is that something inside you is still awake. Something brought you here. And that something is the beginning of your return.

The most important prayer you will pray today does not need to be eloquent. It just needs to be honest. God, I stopped. I do not fully know why. But I am here. That is enough. That has always been enough.

The Long Way Home

I did not leave all at once.

I left the way seasons change,

slow and almost imperceptible,

until one morning I looked up

and did not recognize the distance I had traveled.

I thought You would be angry.

I thought You would make me explain.

But You were standing at the edge of where I had gone,

not waiting to rebuke me,

just waiting.

Hands open.

Face full of something that looked like relief

that I had finally turned around.

You were not keeping score.

You were just keeping the door open.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
v
TALK TO ME

Returning to the One Who
Has Always Been Listening

B. ROSITA





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





