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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, O God, 
who are our life now and our life forever, I offer this book in love.

 




INTRODUCTION

 

Every life is already being carried before it knows how to name the mercy. Breath comes, days open, need rises, and beneath the ordinary weight of being alive there remains a deeper question: whether life is only something passing through us, or whether it has been given so that it may be returned to God. This book begins near that question, not to answer it with distance, but to let it become visible in the places where the soul is most easily distracted, tired, thirsty, afraid, and divided. Eternal life is not treated here as an idea kept safely beyond death, but as the life of Christ drawing near now: cleansing what is false, steadying what is weak, awakening desire, and teaching the creature to receive from God what it could never command. Its grace reaches the common hour before it reaches the final one, so the smallest act of dependence may become a doorway into truth.

These pages are meant to be entered slowly, with the same honesty life itself requires. They do not offer escape from the body, from grief, from waiting, from failure, or from the sharp mercy of truth. They make room for the Lord to be seen as the source, keeper, purifier, and end of all that truly lives. Where the heart has learned to live on borrowed strength, Christ calls it back to dependence. Where noise has scattered attention, He gathers it. Where thirst has bent the life toward lesser wells, He gives Himself. The way forward is not loud, but it is not vague. It asks for a listening that becomes surrender, a hope that becomes endurance, and a love made ready for the One who is coming, until the life first received as gift begins to answer Him as home.

 




CHAPTER I
Breath of Eternity

 

“And when he had said this, he breathed on them, and saith unto them, Receive ye the Holy Ghost:”
– John 20:22

 




The First Breath


The ground is still unnamed when God takes dust
and gives it the shape no dust can keep alive;
earth receives the print of His wise hand,
yet the formed body waits in helpless silence.

No hunger rises there, no will begins,
no strength gathers itself out of the clay;
the creature stands at the edge of being,
made ready, but unable to cross alone.

Then life comes from God, not from the ground;
breath enters what had no claim upon breath,
and the dust becomes a living soul,
not by possession, but by gift received.

Every morning still carries that first mercy:
the sleeper does not hire the air to return,
the child cries before he can understand,
the old man lives by what his hands cannot hold.

So breath is never ordinary air only;
it is borrowed life moving under God,
a summons carried quietly through flesh,
until the dust learns whom it must answer.

“And the LORD God formed man of the dust of the ground, and breathed into his nostrils the breath of life; and man became a living soul.”
– Genesis 2:7

 




Life Beneath the Noise


The day fills quickly: doors close, engines start,
names are called, screens wake, errands multiply;
beneath the rush no man has set in motion,
life keeps arriving from a hand unseen.

A child sleeps while the house forgets its noise,
an old woman sits where the morning finds her;
the sick wait through the long, unwitnessed hour,
and breath still comes where no one can command it.

The proud rise busy, certain of their strength,
yet cannot sign one minute into being;
the body works below their loudest plans,
held by a mercy deeper than control.

This is the quiet judgment under life:
we do not stand because we stand ourselves;
the smallest pulse of being answers God,
and all our motion leans on Him at once.

So let the clamor lose its borrowed crown;
under its noise, the creature is being kept,
and every ordinary breath becomes
a witness that our life is held in God.

“For in him we live, and move, and have our being;”
– Acts 17:28

 




Borrowed Air


Morning opens before any hand can keep it,
and breath arrives before the mind can claim it;
the body rises into a day already given,
with borrowed air moving quietly through its work.

A man buttons his shirt, checks the hour,
sets his plans in order, speaks as if in charge;
then halfway up the stairs he stops for air,
and his kingdom waits on what he cannot buy.

Across town, a newborn cries into bright light,
not earning the first breath that startles him alive;
near another bed, the dying count no coins,
only the thin gift passing in and out.

So every breath corrects our practiced lie:
life is not stored, owned, scheduled, or secured;
the Lord gives what no locked room can protect,
and takes no counsel from the hands He fills.

Blessed is the soul that receives before it boasts,
that thanks God while the next breath is still mercy;
for air itself becomes a borrowed witness,
and all flesh learns to live with open hands.

“Neither is worshipped with men's hands, as though he needed any thing, seeing he giveth to all life, and breath, and all things;”
– Acts 17:25
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