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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

 

O God, 
Father of mercy, receive this book as a small offering to the glory 
of Christ, by the grace and keeping of the Holy Spirit. 

Beloved reader, 
may these pages meet you with clean light, steady warmth, 
and courage to bring your whole life nearer to God.

 




INTRODUCTION

 

This book begins where the soul can no longer mistake dimness for peace. It enters hidden places where old ash remains, where desire has been trained by lesser fires, where prayer has lost its words, where the road has no face, and where witness asks more of the body than expected. Its concern is not spiritual intensity for its own sake, but the holy work of God in Christ: mercy kindling what slept, truth burning clean what love will not leave false, desire being purified into prayer, love taking the shape of the Cross, and the Spirit making the redeemed life answerable before God and neighbor. The fire named here is never a mood to be heightened or a possession to protect. It is the searching nearness of the living God, given in mercy, borne in Scripture, and made safe only by the crucified and risen Lord.

Receive these pages slowly. They are not arguments to master or scenes to admire from a safe distance. They ask for the attention one gives to flame: near enough to feel its heat, reverent enough not to seize it. Scripture stands beneath their movement, not as ornament, but as the ground on which every inward recognition must be tested. Let the words bring the heart near to the Lord who awakens without flattering, refines without despising, guides without surrendering His mystery, and sends without making the fire our possession. Enter with empty hands, with guarded places brought honestly into view, and with a willingness to let the light fall exactly where obedience must begin. The way through this book is not hurried ascent, but faithful nearness: one ember received, one idol exposed, one breath offered, one step taken, one witness made clean enough to be given.

 




CHAPTER I
Fire of Awakening

 

“Wherefore he saith, Awake thou that sleepest, and arise from the dead, and Christ shall give thee light.” 
– Ephesians 5:14

 




First Ember


The room has not changed; only the noise has fallen,
and beneath the ribs a small unclaimed heat remains.
No hand can force it higher, no hunger can command it;
the first fire is received before it is understood.

Ash lies over old refusals, thin as settled dust,
yet the Spirit does not begin with accusation.
He kindles where the heart has stopped defending itself,
and what seemed dead becomes able to answer.

This is awakening before it has strength to stand:
not thunder, not rapture, but mercy taking hold
in the hidden place where fear still keeps its name,
and Christ becomes nearer than the habit of sleep.

Guard the ember from the violence of hurry.
Let obedience be small enough to be truthful:
one clear yes, one lifted face, one breath made willing,
until the inward dark begins to lose its claim.

The flame will teach the soul what flame alone can teach:
that God’s fire first comes as patience with a pulse,
holy enough to burn, gentle enough to be borne,
and bright enough to lead the sleeping heart toward day.

“For thou wilt light my candle: the LORD my God will enlighten my darkness.”
– Psalm 18:28

 




Dawn on Ashes


Morning enters where the fire has already gone out,
laying its pale hand on the cold mouth of the hearth.
Nothing is hidden now: the blackened wood, the grey floor,
the fine ash gathered where the heat spent itself.

Mercy does not flatter the damage into beauty;
it gives light enough to see what burning has left.
The heart learns a harder grace than forgetting:
to stand before the waste and not call it final.

What sin consumed, Christ does not ask us to defend;
what sorrow reduced, He does not despise as useless.
Under His rising mercy, even loss is brought to truth,
and truth becomes the first clean air of the day.

The ashes still mark where old fires had their hunger,
but they no longer govern the ground beneath the feet.
A soul awakened by mercy can look at what is ruined
without belonging again to the flame that ruined it.

This is the dawn that does not erase the night,
but breaks its claim with a light too honest to fear.
Where judgment would leave only a record of burning,
God makes the morning heavy with resurrection.

“To appoint unto them that mourn in Zion, to give unto them beauty for ashes, the oil of joy for mourning, the garment of praise for the spirit of heaviness.”
– Isaiah 61:3

 




Name at the Threshold


At the grave’s mouth, the stone still holds its place,
and every human answer has fallen silent.
Christ stands before what no hand can repair,
and a name crosses the sealed dark with authority.

He does not summon a shadow, a memory, a hope;
He calls the man whom death has claimed by name.
The threshold trembles under that mercy,
for the Voice that made life commands life to return.

So the heart learns what awakening truly is:
not self-recognition, not courage worked up from dust,
but being found where numbness had become a shelter,
and being addressed more deeply than shame can hide.

There are places within us that do not open to argument;
they open when Christ names what He intends to raise.
Then the old covering begins to loosen its grip,
and the soul stands where it could only lie before.

No one remains unchanged beside such a threshold.
To be called by Him is already to be claimed,
and what answers is not the old life repaired,
but the first breath of a life made possible by His word.

“And when he thus had spoken, he cried with a loud voice, Lazarus, come forth.”
– John 11:43
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