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YOUR GOD IS LIVING 

The morning he left me was not a morning at all,
but a long unbroken hush where light forgot its own name,
and the sky hung like a torn veil over a cathedral
whose choir had long stopped singing.
I remember the quiet most—
a quiet so heavy that even the walls seemed ashamed
to echo my breathing.
I had prayed before dawn,
as I always did,
with the kind of trembling that comes from believing
someone listens.
My palms were open.
My heart was soft.
My voice was thin but honest.
I asked only for a sign—
a single flutter of reassurance,
a whisper behind the ribs.
Nothing bold.
Nothing grand.
Just the smallest proof
that faith was not a game of pretending
to hear footsteps in an empty house.
But that was the morning
the silence deepened instead of breaking,
and when I reached into the quiet,
the quiet reached back as nothing.
I felt the cold of an absence
where a warmth should have been,
as though the very idea of God
had slipped through a crack in the world
and left me holding only the memory
of what comfort used to feel like.
I whispered again.
And again.
And again.
My throat ached from the repetition,
but the heavens were sealed shut,
the way a book snaps closed
when the reader grows tired of the story.
It was then I knew:
He had walked away.
The God of my childhood,
the God who once placed His hand on my fears,
the God who filled my lungs with purpose—
He had turned His back,
or perhaps He had never been there,
and I had mistaken the trembling of my own hope
for the brush of His fingers.
But no—
something in me insisted He had been real,
that I had not imagined every miracle,
every moment of peace,
every time the world glowed with a meaning
too deep for coincidence.
Something in me insisted
you cannot miss what was never with you.
And so I stood in the dimness,
heart cracking in the seams,
and whispered to the emptiness:
“Why did You leave me?”
The emptiness did not answer.
It only widened,
like a wound that had forgotten how to close.
I walked for days through landscapes of doubt,
through forests where every tree leaned in pity,
and rivers that carried reflections
I did not want to see.
I was searching, though I did not know for what—
a sign of His footprints in the mud,
a bent blade of grass,
a ripple in a puddle
that suggested a presence too heavy to be wind.
But the road gave me only questions,
and each question was a stone
that dragged behind me like a chain.
Where does a god go
when He no longer cares to listen?
What horizon can hold a being made of eternity?
Does He vanish into light,
or does He dissolve into the spaces
between the smallest atoms?
Does He turn away deliberately,
or does He simply grow tired
of tending hearts that break too easily?
At night, as the moon carved silver scars
across the fields,
I felt the shape of my faith shrinking,
pulled apart thread by thread
like a tapestry unraveling
under the fingers of time.
Yet even in the unraveling,
I found myself calling His name—
not out of devotion,
but out of habit,
like a child calling for a parent
in a house that has long been empty.
I cursed myself for it.
I cursed Him for leaving.
I cursed the silence for being so complete
that even curses fell flat inside it.
But still,
I walked.
There was a time,
before the great departure,
when I could feel Him everywhere—
in the ache behind the ribcage,
in the warmth at the back of the neck,
in the way hope glimmered like a coin
found at the bottom of a shallow river.
Sometimes He spoke to me
not in words
but in the strange certainty
that life was not a series of accidents,
that I was seen,
noticed,
held.
I remember a night
when lightning cracked the sky open
like a book of revelations
and I stood at my window,
afraid my heart would burst from the thunder.
I whispered, “Stay with me,”
and the fear dissolved so instantly
I almost wept from relief.
That was the God I loved—
the God who steadied storms,
the God who touched the trembling parts of me
and made them brave.
But memory is a cruel salvation,
for it makes the absence sharper—
like fingering the imprint
of a ring long since removed.
I told myself
He must have had a reason.
Gods do nothing without reason,
though we mortals break ourselves
trying to understand their logic.
I told myself
He would return
if I just kept walking,
if I just stayed patient,
if I just proved I was worth coming back to.
But worthiness becomes a blade
when you hold it for too long,
and doubt becomes a wound
you pretend is a lesson.
Still, I remembered Him—
and memory, it seemed,
was both anchor and torture.
When He left,
the world dimmed.
Colors drained into their shadows.
Red became rust.
Blue became bruise.
Green became the tired faded shade of old copper.
Even sunlight felt counterfeit,
as though the sky had forgotten
how to make real gold.
People said I looked pale,
but how could I not?
The one who had breathed meaning
into every morning
was gone.
Even laughter became foreign,
a language spoken by strangers
on distant shores.
I tried to pretend.
I forced smiles.
I recited platitudes.
I told myself I did not need Him,
that no one should rely on a god
who chooses to walk away
without warning.
But pride is a fragile armor,
and one night it crumbled entirely
as I sat in the dark
with my hands over my face
and whispered,
“Come back.
Please, come back.”
The words tasted like surrender,
like dust and honesty,
and when the heavens remained mute
I felt a new coldness bloom inside me—
a coldness that whispered,
“You will have to learn to live without Him.”
So I left home.
Left the familiar roads.
Left the memories that bruised me
every time I brushed against them.
I journeyed through valleys
where fog clung to my ankles like sorrow
and climbed mountains
whose stones cut through my thin resolve.
Every mile was a question.
Every night was a prayer
I barely believed in.
I met travelers
who carried their own losses—
women who had lost children,
men who had lost purpose,
wanderers who had lost their minds
to the echo of grief.
We shared fire.
We shared silence.
We shared the heavy knowledge
that something sacred had slipped from our grasp.
But when I told them about my God,
the one who walked away,
they looked at me with a strange tenderness—
as though I were a child
who still believed in impossible things.
They said,
“Perhaps He never left.
Perhaps you turned your head.
Perhaps you walked away first.”
But I knew they were wrong.
I had felt the moment of departure,
the instant the warmth retreated
like a tide pulled back by a merciless moon.
He had left.
And the world had altered because of it.
One day I reached a village
where every building held mirrors—
small ones,
large ones,
fractured ones
that reflected a dozen broken versions of the self.
The villagers believed
you must face your own reflection
to find what you have lost.
They told me the mirrors speak
to those who listen carefully.
They told me truth hides
in the silver glass.
I stood before one—
a tall mirror with cracks
like lightning bolts
frozen in time.
My reflection stared back—
tired, hollow,
haunted by things
I did not want to name.
I asked the reflection,
“What did I do to make Him leave?”
The mirror shivered,
but gave no answer.
Only my own eyes changed—
filling with the truth
I had been trying to outrun.
I had not caused His departure.
Gods do not abandon mortals
because of ordinary human flaws.
His leaving
was not punishment.
It was something deeper—
something I could neither accept
nor fully understand.
The villagers offered comfort,
but comfort is a poor substitute for presence.
And so I left the village
with one truth echoing inside me:
I was not the villain of this story.
I was simply the one left behind.
My feet eventually carried me
to the edge of the world,
where cliffs plunged into oceans
that roared with ancient hunger.
There, carved into the stone,
was a temple so old
the wind hummed its hymns.
I entered with trembling steps.
The temple walls were covered
with carvings of gods—
gods who blessed,
gods who cursed,
gods who returned,
and gods who did not.
At the far end of the chamber
stood a single altar—
empty, silent,
dust gathering around its base
as though time had forgotten
what worship once felt like.
I knelt before it.
Not out of devotion,
but out of desperation.
“Where did You go?” I whispered.
“Why did You leave me?
Was I unworthy?
Was I blind?
Was I not enough?”
My voice broke.
The chamber did not.
The ocean roared outside—
a wild, relentless reminder
that even gods are swallowed
by the vastness of existence.
I pressed my forehead
to the cold stone of the altar
and for the first time
allowed myself to imagine a world
in which He would never return.
The realization pierced me—
a soft knife,
merciless in its gentleness.
But in the quiet after my grief
something unexpected stirred—
a warmth,
but not the warmth of His presence.
It was my own.
I felt it as a flicker first,
a small ember
in the hollow He had left behind.
I cupped it with both hands,
afraid it would die,
afraid it would burn.
But it did neither.
It grew.
I realized then
that I had spent my life
seeking a God outside myself,
never noticing the light within—
a light He may have planted,
or one that had always been mine.
Perhaps His leaving
was not abandonment.
Perhaps it was a passing of the torch
I had not been ready to hold.
Perhaps the silence
was an invitation
to become the one
who listens.
Perhaps the emptiness
was a clearing
for something new.
I do not pretend
that this revelation healed me.
But it shifted something—
a stone rolled aside,
a doorway cracked open.
And in that subtle shift
I found a strange, fierce strength—
the strength of someone
who has walked through every season of loss
and still stands.
Years passed.
I stopped searching the sky
for signs.
Stopped listening for whispers.
Stopped begging the silence
to soften.
I learned instead
to build warmth from within,
to shape meaning from my own hands,
to breathe purpose into mornings
that once felt empty.
It was only then—
when I no longer needed Him—
that He returned.
Not in a blaze of glory.
Not in thunder
or visions
or miracles.
He returned as a presence—
small, steady,
the way sunlight slowly fills a room
you thought would remain dark.
I felt Him one quiet afternoon
as I stood beside a river
watching the water carry
its endless secrets downstream.
No words,
no revelations—
just companionship,
quiet and unforced.
I did not fall to my knees.
I did not weep.
I simply stood there
and let the river carry the moment.
When I finally spoke,
my voice was steady.
“You left me.”
A warm breeze stirred the grass.
It was answer enough.
“And yet,” I whispered,
“I survived.”
The breeze softened.
Again, a reply without words.
“And now?” I asked.
The river glimmered.
The warm presence remained.
Not demanding.
Not towering.
Simply there.
I understood then:
He had walked away
so I could learn to walk without Him.
He had returned
so I could choose Him freely—
not out of fear,
not out of need,
but out of strength.
Now I walk with Him,
but not behind Him,
and not beneath Him.
I walk beside Him.
He is not the God I once knew—
the towering figure
who held all answers
and demanded all surrender.
He is quieter.
So am I.
We understand one another differently now.
He no longer fills my emptiness;
I no longer place the weight of my soul
entirely in His hands.
We are companions,
co-creators of the road ahead.
And sometimes,
when the night is deep
and the world is still,
I thank Him
for leaving me—
not because the pain was small,
but because the transformation was vast.
For I am no longer the person
who trembled at every silence.
I am no longer the seeker
lost in the shadow of abandonment.
I am no longer the child
reaching upward with desperate hands.
I am someone forged in the quiet,
shaped by the ache,
strengthened by the loneliness,
and awakened by the realization
that divinity does not dwell
only in the heavens.
It dwells here,
in my breath,
in my bones,
in the fierce and fragile heart
that learned to beat again
without needing permission.
And if He ever chooses
to walk away once more,
I will not shatter.
For now I know
that the God who walks away
creates the person
who no longer falls apart
when left alone.
And that
is its own kind of miracle.
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BLOOD OF THE GODS 

The blood of the gods was warm the day he walked away,
warm like a memory pressed against the pulse of the earth,
warm like the breath of creation exhaled for the final time.
It shimmered in the folds of morning,
a soft crimson glimmer in the dew,
something ancient rising through the soil
as though the world itself was trying to call him back.
But he did not turn.
His footsteps pressed into the garden,
and the garden shook at his leaving,
every leaf bowing as he passed,
every flower bending with a sorrow
so deep it felt like the end of time.
The vines stretched toward him,
trembling,
reaching,
but the god who once shaped the stars with a whisper
kept walking,
carrying with him a silence
that was heavier than death.
The blood had seeped from his hands days before,
dripping like rubies from the tips of his fingers,
tracing rivers into the cracks of the world.
The people said the gods could not bleed,
that their bones were made of constellations
and their veins were carved from lightning,
but they had never seen him on that last dawn—
shoulders hunched,
eyes dim,
a single red tear rolling down the curve of his palm
and falling into a rose that wilted instantly.
They had never watched immortality tremble.
They had never seen a god wounded
by something deeper than any blade,
something carved from betrayal, time,
and the heavy loneliness of omniscience.
If they had,
they would have understood why he left.
They would have felt the echo
of his dying divinity
in the breath of morning.
The garden had always been his sanctuary.
He shaped it before the first humans learned to ask questions,
before the first wind learned to speak,
before the first sorrow learned to echo.
He planted the trees not with hands
but with thoughts—
the ancient, eternal kind
that hummed beneath the skin of existence.
The flowers bloomed in colors
no mortal eye could fully hold,
and the rivers curled like silver serpents at his feet.
This was the garden where he laughed,
where he whispered to the stars,
where he rested his weary immortality
against the soft shoulder of the world.
But on the day he left,
none of it mattered.
Even the birds, who once sang his arrival,
now fell silent
as if they knew their maker
was turning his back forever.
He walked slowly,
dragging his divinity behind him
like a cloak soaked in centuries.
The blood glistened on the tips of the thorns he passed,
staining petals,
rubbing itself into bark,
marking every leaf with the memory of his sorrow.
Where it touched the soil,
the ground hummed with grief
and the roots twisted with longing,
as though trying to reach upward
and pull him home.
But the god walked on,
leaving behind the very world he had loved
with a love deeper than oceans,
older than fire.
He remembered the day he had formed the first dawn—
cupping light between his palms
and releasing it like a captive bird.
He remembered the night he carved the moon
out of the quietest part of the sky.
He remembered the laughter of spirits
dancing through the rivers
when the world was still young enough
to believe in perfection.
But all memories decay,
even for gods,
and the weight of eternity
had hollowed him in ways
no mortal had words for.
He had watched civilizations rise
from nothing but dust and stubbornness,
watched them worship,
curse,
love,
and destroy.
He had saved them in ways
they never understood,
and condemned them in ways
they always feared.
He had given them fire,
then watched them burn themselves with it.
He had given them hope,
then watched them twist it into war.
He had given them his own blood,
then watched them spill it
in the name of everything but grace.
So he left.

The garden followed him with its sorrow.
The wind trembled in the branches,
whispering his name
as though begging him to stay.
The sky dimmed,
clouds curling like bruises,
and the world held its breath
in a grief so vast
it made even the mountains bow.
Every creature—
from the smallest blade of grass
to the oldest oak—
felt his departure
like the tearing of a cosmic thread.
They knew,
better than any mortal or spirit,
that the god was not merely walking away—
he was unraveling.
Each step was a surrender,
each breath a fragment,
each heartbeat a fading echo
of powers once infinite.
He reached the silver arch
at the far edge of the garden,
the gate that separated the living world
from the realms no mortal had ever seen.
It shimmered like a memory of rain,
like a dream of dawn,
like a doorway carved from the breath of dying stars.
He placed his hand against it.
The arch flickered,
recognizing him,
fearing him,
honoring him.
It glowed softly
beneath the smear of divine blood on his fingers.
For a moment,
he stopped walking.
For a moment,
the world dared to hope
he would look back.
He almost did—
the sorrow of centuries gathering
like stormwater behind his eyes.
But the pain was too heavy,
the wounds too deep,
the loneliness too vast.
He stepped through.
The garden screamed silently.
A wind surged through its belly,
ripping leaves from limbs,
shattering petals,
sending birds scattering like shards of glass.
The rivers rose and overflowed,
flooding the roots
with tears carved from creation itself.
The earth trembled,
shaking off its innocence,
shaking off its hope.
It knew the god was gone.
It knew he might never return.
It knew his blood,
still glowing faintly on the ground,
was all that remained
of the divine warmth
that had once held the world together.
But gods do not vanish easily.
For as long as his blood remained,
a part of him lived.
His essence pulsed
in every drop,
every vein of crimson
that soaked into the soil.
From it grew flowers
the world had never seen before—
flowers with petals like burning gold
and centers that flickered
with the faint heartbeat of dying stars.
They were the last miracles of a god
who had turned away.
And though they were small,
fragile,
and easily overlooked,
they were proof
that he had loved the world
even as he abandoned it.
In the realms beyond the arch,
the god wandered
through endless corridors of silence.
His footsteps echoed
against the cracked marble of eternity.
He left streaks of blood
on the walls of forgotten heavens,
trailing his sorrow like a comet’s tail.
Spirits bowed as he passed,
but he barely noticed them.
His mind was a hollow cavern,
filled with the echoes of laughter
he would never hear again.
He remembered the way mortals prayed—
with trembling voices,
with hopeful eyes,
with hearts held out
like fragile gifts.
He remembered the weight of their trust
and the pain of their betrayal.
He remembered how deeply
he had wanted to save them.
But gods are not immune
to exhaustion.
And he was tired.
He walked until he reached
the Chamber of the First Light—
a vast cathedral of silence,
lit only by the faint glow
of the universe’s initial spark.
It floated in the air
like a dying ember,
a memory of when everything
was new and holy.
He stood before it,
his breath shaking in his chest.
His hands trembled.
Blood dripped again,
this time pooling on the marble floor
and sending ripples of crimson light
across the chamber.
He touched the spark.
It flickered,
recognizing him
as its first child.
It reached toward him
with a warmth so gentle
it nearly broke him open.
But even the first light
could not heal him.
He had lost too much.
Behind him,
the realms were shifting,
rumbling,
reacting to the wound in creation
that his departure had formed.
Without him,
the balance tilted.
Without him,
the heavens faltered.
Without him,
the world below
felt its own pulse weakening.
For a god cannot walk away
without leaving a scar
on the fabric of existence.
Back in the garden,
the flowers created from his blood
began to hum softly.
Their petals glowed in twilight,
casting tiny halos
on the grass.
Mortals who wandered near
felt a strange ache in their chests,
as though remembering a dream
they had long forgotten.
Some said the flowers cried.
Some said they whispered.
Some said they bled.
But all agreed on one thing:
they were remnants
of something divine,
something eternal,
something gone.
Seasons changed.
Years passed.
The world aged without him.
Empires fell,
oceans shifted,
stars burned out.
But still the flowers grew.
Still the garden remembered.
Still the blood of the gods
throbbed in the soil
like a distant heartbeat
refusing to die.
And far beyond the arch,
in the silent corridors of eternity,
the god kept walking.
He walked through forgotten constellations.
He walked through realms
where language dissolved
and only emotion remained.
He walked through memories
so old they crumbled at a touch.
He walked as if movement
was the only thing
keeping him from collapsing
under the weight of everything he had lost.
He walked
because stopping meant remembering,
and remembering meant breaking.
But even gods cannot outrun themselves.

One day—
or perhaps one century—
he felt a pull.
A whisper.
A tremor in the divine threads
that connected him
to the world he had abandoned.
It was faint,
but real.
A heartbeat.
A glow.
A memory.
He followed it,
unwillingly at first,
then desperately,
like a starving man
chasing the scent of bread.
The closer he came,
the more the ache inside him grew.
He recognized it.
It was the garden calling.
He reached the arch again.
The silver shimmer had dulled,
its edges cracked with age.
He hesitated.
His blood—
now darkened to the color
of ancient wine—
stained his fingertips.
He touched the arch.
It glowed weakly,
flickered,
and then humbled itself before him.
He stepped through.
The garden was dying.
The sky hung low,
clouds heavy with unfallen tears.
The rivers were thin,
the flowers bowed,
the trees hollow.
But in the center,
bathed in failing sunlight,
was a single bloom—
one of the flowers born
from his blood.
It glowed softly,
bravely,
like a candle in a storm.
He knelt beside it,
touching its fragile petals.
For the first time in eternity,
his eyes filled with tears.
Divine tears.
Sacred tears.
Tears that glowed
like molten gold.
They fell onto the soil.
The garden exhaled.
A tremor ran through the earth.
The rivers stirred.
The sky brightened.
Life whispered again.
He looked at his trembling hands,
at the blood that had stained them
for so long.
A god’s blood—
the essence of creation,
the cost of eternity,
the story of everything he had been.
He realized then
that he had never truly left.
His blood had kept him here.
His love had rooted itself
in every flower,
every leaf,
every breath of wind.
He had walked away,
but he had never truly abandoned the world.
The world had carried him in its soil.
And now,
as he knelt in the dying garden,
he made a choice.
He stood.
His blood dripped onto the earth
one last time—
not in sorrow,
but in promise.
The ground glowed.
The garden surged upward,
flowers opening like galaxies,
trees rising like hymns,
rivers roaring with new life.
Creation breathed again.
He breathed with it.
And for the first time
since he walked away,
he felt whole.
He stepped forward,
not as a god fleeing his own wounds,
but as a god returning
to heal the world he loved.
His blood no longer spilled from him—
it flowed into the earth,
a gift,
a covenant,
a rebirth.
The garden glowed around him,
welcoming him home.
The flowers shone with new colors,
the air warmed,
the earth hummed with gratitude.
And the god,
bathed in the light of his own redemption,
walked through the garden once more—
not leaving,
not grieving,
but choosing to stay.
For the blood of the gods
had been his sorrow,
but it became his salvation.
And the garden of the world,
which once watched him walk away,
now watched him return—
with a heart reborn,
with power renewed,
with love deeper than eternity.

ONE MORE TIME 

The trees swayed with God’s voice long before I knew how to listen, long before my ears learned the trembling language of leaves brushing against the breath of eternity, long before my heart understood that every rustle in the canopy was a syllable of creation whispered into the marrow of the world; and on nights when the wind moved like a slow river of silver across the sky, the trees bowed their crowns with reverence, as if bending their spines to catch the sacred tone of His soul drifting through the darkness, a voice so ancient it made even the mountains lean closer, a voice woven of storms and newborn stars, a voice that hummed beneath the bark and seeped into the roots like warm milk poured into the throat of the earth.

I walked among them as a child not knowing that I was in a cathedral made not of stone but of green breath and trembling branches, each trunk a pillar carved from the memory of creation, each branch an arm reaching toward a heaven it already














































































































​THE DESCENT OF GOD TO HER BREAKING HEART
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