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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 God, 
Father, Son, and Holy Spirit, I offer this work, asking that every page 
be received, cleansed, and used only according to Your mercy.

Beloved reader, 
may your labor be gathered into Christ’s yoke, 
steadied by His peace, and made fruitful in love before God.

 




INTRODUCTION

 

Work waits close to the body: the screen lighting before prayer has settled, the tool in the hand, the name on the calendar, the unfinished thing still asking for more than strength. This book enters that nearness, not to make labor grand, and not to escape its dust, but to bring the working life before Christ where its hidden loves are searched and healed. Here the ordinary day is not treated as an obstacle to holiness. It is the place where the soul is tempted to seize, hurry, perform, compare, harden, and hide; it is also the place where grace may teach the hand to receive, offer, serve, rest, speak truth, keep mercy, and bear witness without display. Nothing common is made less common by being brought into His light; it becomes more truthfully itself.

Receive these pages slowly, as one receives a task before God. They are not instructions for becoming impressive, nor a method for turning faith into productivity. They are meditations for the worker whose heart must be gathered again and again beneath the Lord’s gaze: in the first consent of morning, in the quiet correction, in the burden that belongs and the burden that does not, in the face hidden inside the work, in the closed door and the opened moment. Do not hurry past the pressure; much of the book’s mercy is found where the line presses too near to be admired from a distance. Let each reflection stand near the reality it opens. Let Scripture judge what ambition excuses and comfort what fatigue accuses. The aim is not to make work carry the soul, but to let the soul, abiding in Christ, carry work as offering, stewardship, mission, and love under the mercy of God.

 




CHAPTER I
Returning to Eden’s Assignment

 

“And the LORD God took the man, and put him into the garden of Eden to dress it and to keep it.” 
– Genesis 2:15

 




The Garden Within


Before the hand reaches the latch of the day,
the soul stands in soil God has not abandoned;
beneath the noise of orders, names, and clocks,
a deeper ground waits to be kept, not conquered.

Fear has packed itself hard around the roots,
ambition has learned the language of prayer,
and the heart can mistake pressure for calling
unless Christ meets it there before the work begins.

He does not bless the scramble for worth;
He calls the branch to remain in the Vine,
where desire is pruned back into love
and the task becomes received, not seized.

Let the first labor be this unhurried consent:
to let the Spirit loosen what anxiety has clenched,
to take only the seed appointed for this day,
and leave tomorrow’s field outside your grip.

Then reach for the waiting tool, whatever it is,
not emptied by stillness, but steadied by it;
for hands that begin from hidden abiding
carry into work the peace of being placed.

“I am the vine, ye are the branches: He that abideth in me, and I in him, the same bringeth forth much fruit: for without me ye can do nothing.”
– John 15:5

 




Naming the Work of the Day


Before the calendar opens its rows of demand,
the mouth stands at the narrow gate of morning;
one word will give the hours their first master,
and fear is quick to reach for the pen.

Do not let dread title what God has made,
or let complaint christen the work before touch;
the day is not raw material for anxiety,
but time received from the hand of the Lord.

Name it under mercy before it names you,
before inbox, kitchen, road, or ledger speaks;
set each appointment beneath His providence,
where obedience can breathe without possession.

If strain waits, call the day still His;
if lack waits, receive what grace appoints;
if shadow crosses the threshold with you,
let Christ be named before the darkness is believed.

Then the hours may open without owning the soul;
work may arrive with weight, not with dominion;
and the first small Amen, spoken before the noise,
will hold the whole day inside thanksgiving.

“This is the day which the LORD hath made; we will rejoice and be glad in it.”
– Psalm 118:24

 




The Mantle of Assignment


Morning lays its weight across the waiting chair,
not every burden folded there is yours to wear;
some duties are given, some only glitter nearby,
and the soul is harmed by borrowed cloth.

Before the room fills with summons and comparison,
stand still enough to feel what Christ gives:
not the cold costume of proving yourself useful,
but the fitted weight of obedience for today.

The work may be plain, a message, a mop, a meal,
a steady answer when impatience crowds the tongue;
smallness does not make an assignment light,
when love has placed it under the eye of God.

Leave the tasks that swell beyond entrusted measure;
envy will dress the body and bruise the shoulders,
but the yoke of Christ settles where pride cannot,
gentle because it joins the worker to His pace.

At evening, do not drag the garment into sleep;
lay down the finished, the unfinished, the unseen,
and let the Lord who measured the day receive it,
for only what He gives can be carried in peace.

“Take my yoke upon you, and learn of me; for I am meek and lowly in heart: and ye shall find rest unto your souls.”
– Matthew 11:29
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