FIFTY WELLS OF LIGHT



FOREWORD

There are moments in life when the world grows dim
—when the weight of our own story presses so heavily
against our chest that even breathing feels like an act
of faith. I have lived through those moments. I have
walked through nights that felt endless, carrying
questions I was afraid to speak and wounds I didn’t
know how to name.

But even in the darkest places, God threads light
through the cracks.

This book was born from that truth.

These fifty poems are not simply words; they are wells
—places where God met me, restored me, and
reminded me that His presence is not limited to
mountaintops. He 1s the God of the valley, the God of
the broken, the God of the wandering heart.

My prayer 1s that as you read, you will find your own
wells of light.

That you will see God’s fingerprints in places you
once thought were abandoned.

That you will feel His nearness in the moments that
still ache.

If you are holding on by a thread, may you discover
that the thread is holy.
And it has never once slipped from His hands.
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THE FIRST WELL
Introduction

There are moments 1n life when God leads us to a place we
didn’t expect — a quiet well in the middle of our
exhaustion. We don’t always recognize it at first.
Sometimes it looks like stillness, sometimes like surrender,
sometimes like the end of ourselves. But it 1s always the
beginning of Him.

This poem reflects that first encounter — the moment
when the soul realizes it 1s thirsty, and God reveals that He
has already prepared the water. It is the first well, the first
whisper, the first flicker of hope after a long night.

Poem

I came to the edge of myself, weary and trembling, unsure
of what remained. The ground beneath me felt thin, the sky
above me felt silent, and my heart carried more questions
than breath. Yet in that fragile place, I sensed a presence —
gentle, patient, waiting for me to lift my eyes.

And when I finally looked up, I saw it: a well carved into
the wilderness, shimmering with a light I had forgotten
existed. I knelt beside it, unsure 1f I deserved its water, but
God did not hesitate. He cupped His hands, offered me
grace, and whispered, “Drink, beloved. This 1s where your
healing begins.”



WHEN THE NIGHT WAS HEAVY
Introduction

Some nights feel like they will never end. The weight of
sorrow presses against the chest, and every breath feels
like a battle. But even in those suffocating hours, God is
near — not always with answers, but always with
presence.

This poem is for the nights when the darkness feels too
thick to navigate, yet God slips in quietly and carries us
through.

Poem

The night wrapped itself around me like a cloak I didn’t
ask to wear. Every thought echoed louder than the last,
and the silence felt like a storm I couldn’t outrun. I
whispered prayers that felt too small, too broken, too
unfinished to reach heaven.

But God heard them anyway. He stepped into the
shadows, not with thunder, but with a steadying hand. He
didn’t remove the night, but He stayed with me inside it,

turning my trembling into rest and my fear into a fragile
kind of faith.



THE WEIGHT OF SILENCE
Introduction

Silence can feel like abandonment, especially when we are
desperate for God to speak. But sometimes silence is not
God’s absence — it 1s His invitation to listen differently, to
lean deeper, to trust beyond what we can feel.

This poem explores the sacred tension of waiting for God
in the quiet.

Poem

The silence pressed against my chest like a question I
couldn’t answer. I searched the sky for a sign, the wind for
a whisper, the earth for a tremor of His voice. But all I
found was stillness — a stillness that felt too heavy to hold.

Yet 1n that stillness, something shifted. Not around me, but
within me. I realized God was not withholding His voice;
He was teaching me how to hear it. And 1n the quiet, I
discovered a truth I had forgotten: even silence can be holy
when God is near.



THE VALLEY I DIDN’T CHOOSE
Introduction

Some valleys are chosen for us. We don’t walk into them
willingly; we simply wake up one day and find ourselves
surrounded by shadows. But even 1n the valleys we never
wanted, God walks beside us with purpose.

This poem 1s for the seasons that feel unfair, unexpected,
and uninvited — yet become the places where God
reveals His strength.

Poem

I found myself 1n a valley carved by storms I never saw
coming. The path was uneven, the air was thick, and
every step felt like a question I didn’t know how to ask. I
wanted to turn back, but there was no road behind me —
only the long stretch of what had already been survived.

So I kept walking, and God walked with me. He didn’t
promise shortcuts or easy answers, but He placed His
hand on my shoulder and whispered, “You are not here
alone.” And somehow, that was enough to keep moving
forward.



THE PRAYER BENEATH MY BREATH
Introduction

Not all prayers are spoken aloud. Some are hidden beneath
sighs, tears, or the quiet ache of the heart. But God hears
even the prayers we are too afraid to voice.

This poem honors the unspoken cries — the ones God
answers before we ever find the words.

Poem

My lips stayed still, but my heart trembled with a prayer
too fragile to release. I didn’t know how to shape the
words, didn’t know 1f they would hold under the weight of
my fear. So I let them rest beneath my breath, hoping God
would understand what I couldn’t say.

And He did. He gathered every unspoken syllable, every
trembling hope, every hidden ache, and held them close.
He answered the prayer I never prayed aloud, proving once
again that He hears even the quietest cries.



THE GOD WHO STAYED
Introduction

When everything falls apart, we often expect God to step
back, disappointed or distant. But He is the God who
stays — not because we are faithful, but because He is.

This poem reflects the miracle of a God who refuses to
leave, even when we feel unworthy of His presence.

Poem

I expected Him to walk away when my strength failed
and my faith wavered. I expected Him to turn His face
when I stumbled, when I doubted, when I broke beneath
the weight of my own humanity. But He didn’t move. He
stayed.

He sat beside me in the dust, held my shaking hands, and
whispered, “I’m not going anywhere.” And in that
moment, I realized that His love was not fragile like mine
— 1t was steadfast, unshaken, and anchored in grace.



WHEN HOPE WAS A WHISPER
Introduction

Hope doesn’t always shout. Sometimes it arrives as a
whisper — faint, fragile, but persistent. It 1s the voice that
reminds us that God 1s still working, even when we
cannot see the evidence.

This poem captures the quiet resilience of hope 1n its
smallest form.

Poem

Hope came to me softly, like a whisper carried on a tired
wind. It didn’t demand my attention or force its way into
my despair. It simply lingered at the edge of my heart,
waiting for me to notice its presence.

And when I finally did, it grew. Not into a roar, but into a
steady hum — a reminder that God was still writing, still
healing, still holding every broken piece of my story with
care.



THE UNSEEN BATTLE
Introduction

Some battles are visible, but many are fought in the unseen
places — 1n the mind, the heart, the spirit. These battles are
often the fiercest, yet God equips us with strength we do
not realize we possess.

This poem honors the invisible wars and the God who
fights beside us.

Poem

The battle raged inside me long before I recognized its
name. Doubt clashed with faith, fear wrestled with truth,
and my heart felt torn between surrender and survival. I
fought silently, unsure if victory was even possible.

But God stood with me in the unseen. He placed His armor
on my trembling frame, lifted my chin, and whispered
courage into my bones. And though the war was fierce, I
learned that victory begins not with strength, but with
surrender.



THE HANDS THAT HELD ME
Introduction

There are moments when we collapse under the weight of
life, and God becomes the hands that hold us together. His
grip 1s gentle but unbreakable, steadying us when we
cannot steady ourselves.

This poem reflects the comfort of being held by a God who
never lets go.

Poem

[ fell apart in ways I didn’t expect, pieces of me scattering
like dust in the wind. I didn’t know how to gather them,
didn’t know how to rebuild what had been broken. But
before I could reach for them, God reached for me.

His hands gathered every fragment with tenderness,
shaping me with a patience I didn’t deserve. And as He
held me, I realized that healing doesn’t begin with strength
— 1t begins with surrendering to the hands that never fail.



THE LIGHT BEHIND ME
Introduction

Sometimes the light we seek 1s not ahead of us but behind
us — shining through the places we’ve already walked,
revealing how God carried us when we didn’t realize it.

This poem 1s a reflection on hindsight, gratitude, and the
quiet faithfulness of God.

Poem

I looked back on the path I had traveled and saw light
where I once saw only shadows. Every valley, every
storm, every unanswered question glowed with a radiance
[ hadn’t noticed before. God had been there all along,
guiding my steps even when I felt lost.

And as I traced the journey behind me, I felt a new
strength rise within me. If God had been faithful in the
places I feared most, then surely He would be faithful in
the places still ahead.



THE MOMENT GRACE FOUND ME
Introduction

There are moments when grace arrives unannounced — not
because we sought it, but because God refused to leave us
where we were. Grace does not wait for our perfection; it
meets us in our brokenness, our confusion, our wandering.
It finds us in the places we thought were too far gone.

This poem reflects the sacred instant when grace steps into
the room, into the heart, into the story — and everything
begins to change, even before we understand how.

Poem

Grace found me in the middle of my unraveling, when I had
nothing left to offer but the truth of my own weakness. It
didn’t ask for explanations or apologies; it simply wrapped
itself around my trembling soul and whispered that I was
still loved. In that moment, I realized grace wasn’t a reward
— 1t was a rescue.

And as it settled into the cracks of my heart, I felt
something shift. Not loudly, but deeply. Grace didn’t erase
my past, but it rewrote my future, reminding me that God’s
mercy 1s not fragile or conditional — it 1s relentless,
pursuing, and always right on time.



THE SOFTNESS OF MERCY
Introduction

Mercy 1s not loud. It does not force its way into our lives.
It comes softly — like a gentle hand on a weary shoulder,
like a warm light breaking through a cold morning. Mercy
1s God’s way of reminding us that He sees our humanity
and loves us still.

This poem explores the tender nature of mercy and the
way it transforms us from the inside out.

Poem

Mercy touched me with a softness I didn’t expect. I had
braced myself for judgment, for the weight of
consequences I thought I deserved. But instead, God met
me with compassion — a quiet, steady kindness that
disarmed my fear and softened my defenses.

In that softness, I found strength. Mercy didn’t excuse my
wounds; it healed them. It didn’t ignore my failures; it
redeemed them. And as I stood in the warmth of God’s
compassion, I realized that mercy is not weakness — it 1s
the gentle power that makes us whole.



THE DAY MY HEART REMEMBERED
Introduction

There are days when the heart suddenly remembers what
the mind has forgotten — that God 1s faithful, that hope 1s
real, that healing is possible. These moments often come
unexpectedly, like a sudden sunrise after a long night.

This poem captures the awakening of memory, faith, and
spiritual clarity.

Poem

My heart remembered You on a day when I wasn’t
searching. A familiar warmth stirred within me, reminding
me of prayers once prayed, promises once whispered, and
moments when Your presence felt close enough to touch.
It was as 1f a forgotten melody rose from the depths of my
soul.

And as it played, I felt my spirit lift. The doubts that had
weighed me down loosened their grip, and the heaviness
that clouded my vision began to fade. My heart
remembered, and in remembering, it returned to You —
the One who had never left.



THE VOICE THAT CALLED MY NAME
Introduction

God’s voice is not always thunder. Sometimes it 1s a
whisper that cuts through the noise, calling us back to
ourselves, back to truth, back to Him. When God calls our
name, 1t 1S not to shame us — 1t 1s to awaken us.

This poem reflects the intimate moment when God speaks
directly to the heart.

Poem

[ heard my name in a voice that felt like home — steady,
familiar, filled with a love I couldn’t outrun. It wasn’t loud,
but 1t carried a weight that silenced every fear. In that
moment, I knew it was Him. The God who formed me. The
God who knew me. The God who still wanted me.

And when I turned toward the sound, I felt His presence
wrap around me like a promise. He didn’t call me to
condemn me; He called me to restore me. And in hearing
my name on His lips, I remembered who I was — and
whose I was.



THE WALLS THAT FINALLY FELL
Introduction

We build walls to protect ourselves, but sometimes those
walls become prisons. God, in His mercy, does not always
tear them down at once. He waits until we are ready —
then He breathes, and the walls crumble.

This poem honors the moment when the heart finally lets
God 1n.

Poem

The walls I built around my heart stood tall and
unyielding, crafted from fear, disappointment, and the
belief that vulnerability was too dangerous to risk. I
thought they kept me safe, but they only kept me alone.
Still, God waited — patient, gentle, unthreatened by my
defenses.

And when the moment came, He didn’t force them down.
He touched them with truth, and they cracked. He
whispered love, and they crumbled. And as the dust
settled, I realized the freedom I had longed for was waiting
on the other side of surrender.



THE RIVER OF HEALING
Introduction

Healing is not always instant. Sometimes it flows slowly,
like a river carving its way through stone. But once it
begins, it transforms everything it touches. God’s healing
1s steady, patient, and powerful.

This poem reflects the gentle yet unstoppable movement
of God’s restoration.

Poem

Healing came to me like a river — not in a rush, but in a
steady, cleansing flow. It washed over the wounds I had
carried for years, softening the hardened places and
soothing the aches I had learned to ignore. I didn’t realize
how thirsty my soul was until the water touched me.

As the river moved, it carried away the debris of old pain
and left behind a quiet strength. I felt myself becoming
whole, not all at once, but piece by piece. And in the
rhythm of that river, I heard God’s promise: “I will
restore you.”



THE GOD WHO KNOWS MY NAME
Introduction

To be known by God is one of the greatest gifts of faith.
He does not see us as a number or a mistake — He sees us
as His beloved. He knows our name, our story, our
wounds, and our worth.

This poem celebrates the intimacy of being known by the
Creator.

Poem

You call me by name, not by my failures or fears. You
speak to the deepest parts of me — the parts I hide, the
parts I doubt, the parts I don’t understand. And in Your
voice, I hear belonging. I hear identity. I hear love.

Knowing that You know me changes everything. I am not
lost. I am not forgotten. I am not invisible. I am Yours —
fully seen, fully known, fully held by the God who calls

me by name.



THE BREATH OF NEW LIFE
Introduction

There are moments when God breathes new life into
places we thought were dead. Dreams revive. Strength
returns. Hope rises. This breath 1s not symbolic — it is
spiritual resurrection.

This poem reflects the miracle of renewal.
Poem

Your breath touched the dry places of my soul, and
suddenly life stirred where I had only known emptiness.
Dreams I buried began to rise, and strength I thought was
gone returned with quiet determination. It felt like dawn
breaking after a long night.

With every breath You gave, I felt myself becoming new.
Not a better version of who I was, but a restored version
of who You created me to be. Your breath didn’t just
revive me — 1t awakened me.



THE CHAINS THAT BROKE
Introduction

Bondage doesn’t always look like shackles. Sometimes it
looks like fear, shame, addiction, regret, or lies we’ve
believed for too long. But God is a chain-breaker — and
when He sets us free, the freedom is undeniable.

This poem honors the moment of spiritual liberation.
Poem

The chains I carried were invisible, but their weight was
real. They clung to my spirit, tightening with every doubt,
every failure, every whispered lie. I thought they were
permanent — until You stepped into my darkness with
authority in Your voice.

When You spoke, the chains shattered. Not slowly, but
instantly. Not partially, but completely. And as they fell to
the ground, I realized freedom wasn’t something I earned
— 1t was something You gave.



THE ROAD BACK HOME
Introduction

No matter how far we wander, God always leaves the
road home open. He does not shame us for leaving; He
celebrates our return. The journey back may be long, but
His arms are always waiting.

This poem reflects the beauty of returning to God after a
season of distance.

Poem

I walked a long road away from myself, away from truth,
away from You. The path was lonely, the nights were
cold, and the silence grew heavier with every step. But
even in my wandering, I felt a pull — a gentle reminder
that home was still possible.

When I finally turned back, I expected judgment. Instead,
I found Your arms open wide, Your smile warm, Your
voice filled with joy. The road back home wasn’t easy,

but it was worth every step — because it led me back to
You.



THE DAWN AFTER THE STORM
Introduction

There 1s a moment after every storm when the world feels
washed clean — not perfect, but possible again. The air 1s
different. The silence 1s softer. The heart, though bruised,
begins to beat with a new rhythm. This 1s the dawn God
brings after seasons of turmoil.

This poem reflects the quiet relief that comes when God
lifts the weight of a long-fought battle and ushers in a new
beginning.

Poem

When the storm finally passed, I stood in the stillness,
unsure of what remained. The ground was soaked with the
remnants of my tears, and the sky held the faint glow of a
sun I hadn’t seen in what felt like ages. Yet in that fragile
dawn, I felt something shift — a gentle assurance that the
worst was behind me.

As the light grew, so did my hope. The storm had not
destroyed me; it had refined me. And in the soft warmth of
morning, I realized that God had been with me all along,
guiding me through the winds, anchoring me in the waves,
and leading me toward this new beginning.



THE SONG IN MY BONES
Introduction

There 1s a song God places in each of us — a melody of
purpose, identity, and divine calling. Sometimes i1t grows
faint beneath the noise of life, but 1t never disappears.
When God revives it, it rises from deep within, reminding
us who we are.

This poem celebrates the rediscovery of that God-given
song.

Poem

A song stirred 1in my bones, faint at first, like a memory
trying to find its way home. It rose through the cracks of
my weariness, humming truth into places I had long
silenced. I didn’t recognize the melody at first, but my
spirit did — it was the sound of who I was created to be.

As 1t grew louder, courage awakened. The song didn’t
erase my scars; it harmonized with them. And 1n its
rhythm, I felt God’s hand steadying me, reminding me that
my life was never meant to be silent — i1t was meant to
sing.



THE STRENGTH I DIDN’T KNOW I HAD
Introduction

Strength 1s not always loud or visible. Sometimes it 1s the
quiet endurance that keeps us moving when everything in
us wants to stop. God often reveals our strength not before
the trial, but in the middle of it.

This poem honors the hidden strength God awakens within
us.

Poem

I discovered strength in the moments I felt weakest — a
quiet, steady force rising from a place I didn’t know
existed. It wasn’t the strength of confidence or certainty,
but the strength of survival, of choosing to stand when
everything around me urged me to fall.

And as I leaned 1nto it, I realized it wasn’t mine alone.
God had woven His power into my frailty, turning
trembling into endurance and fear into resilience. The
strength I didn’t know I had was simply His strength
living in me.



THE GOD WHO REBUILDS
Introduction

God 1s not only the One who saves — He 1s the One who
rebuilds. He takes the ruins of our past, the broken pieces
of our hearts, and the remnants of our mistakes, and He
constructs something stronger, purer, and more beautiful
than before.

This poem reflects the sacred process of divine
reconstruction.

Poem

You stepped into the ruins of my life with the tenderness
of a master builder. You didn’t rush the process or shame
the brokenness; You examined every shattered piece with
care. Where I saw destruction, You saw potential. Where I
saw endings, You saw beginnings.

Brick by brick, You rebuilt me. Not into who I was, but
into who I was meant to become. And as Your hands
shaped my story, I realized that restoration is not about
returning to the past — it 1s about rising into the future
You designed.



THE FIRE THAT DIDN’T BURN ME
Introduction

Some seasons feel like fire — intense, consuming,
overwhelming. Yet God has a way of walking with us
through the flames, ensuring that what is meant to destroy
us only refines us instead.

This poem honors the God who protects us in the heat of
our trials.

Poem

The fire raged around me, fierce and unrelenting, and I
feared 1t would consume everything I was. But as the
flames rose, I felt a presence beside me — steady,
unshaken, untouched by the heat. You walked with me
through the blaze, shielding me with a strength I couldn’t
comprehend.

When the fire finally faded, I looked at myself in awe. I
was not burned. I was not broken. I was refined. The
flames that threatened to destroy me had only revealed
the resilience You placed within me.



THE STEPS I LEARNED TO TAKE
Introduction

Growth often comes in small steps — hesitant, trembling,
imperfect steps. God does not demand perfection; He
simply asks us to move. And with every step, He teaches
us how to walk 1n faith.

This poem reflects the journey of learning to move
forward with God.

Poem

My steps were unsteady at first, each one a fragile attempt
to trust what I could not see. I stumbled often, unsure 1f I
was moving in the right direction. But every time I
faltered, You steadied me, whispering encouragement into
my doubt.

With time, my steps grew stronger. Not because the path
became easier, but because I learned to walk with You.
And in the rhythm of our journey, I discovered that faith
is not about walking perfectly — it is about walking with
You.



THE PROMISE THAT CARRIED ME
Introduction

God’s promises are not fragile. They do not fade with time
or crumble under pressure. They carry us when our
strength fails, reminding us that God’s word 1s more stable
than our circumstances.

This poem celebrates the promises that sustain us through
every season.

Poem

Your promise became the anchor that held me when the
waves rose higher than my hope. I clung to it with
trembling hands, unsure if I had the strength to endure. But
Your word did not waver. It carried me through storms I
thought would break me.

And when the waters finally calmed, I realized it wasn’t
my grip that saved me — it was Yours. Your promise held
firm, steady and unshaken, proving once again that what
You speak cannot be undone.



THE JOY I THOUGHT WAS GONE
Introduction

Joy can disappear for a season, buried beneath grief,
exhaustion, or disappointment. But God is the restorer of
joy — not the shallow kind, but the deep, soul-anchoring
joy that cannot be stolen.

This poem reflects the rediscovery of joy after a long
drought.

Poem

Joy returned to me quietly, like a familiar friend knocking
gently on a door I had forgotten how to open. It didn’t rush
in or demand attention; 1t simply waited for me to notice its
presence. And when I did, I felt warmth spread through
places that had grown cold.

As joy settled into my spirit, I realized it had never truly
left — 1t had only been hidden beneath the weight of my
sorrow. You lifted that weight, and 1n its absence, joy rose
again, stronger and more radiant than before.



THE WINGS I FOUND
Introduction

There comes a moment when God teaches us not just to
stand, but to rise. He gives us wings — courage, faith,
purpose — and 1nvites us to soar into the life He designed
for us.

This poem celebrates the discovery of spiritual wings.
Poem

I didn’t know I had wings until You showed me the sky. I
had grown so accustomed to crawling through life that I
forgot I was created for more. But You lifted my chin,
pointed to the horizon, and whispered, “Rise.”

And when I spread my wings, I felt freedom rush through
me. Not the freedom of escape, but the freedom of
becoming. With You beneath me, I soared — not because I
was strong, but because You taught me how to fly.



THE LIGHT WITHIN ME
Introduction

God does not only shine around us — He shines within
us. His light becomes our strength, our 1dentity, our

purpose. It is a flame that cannot be extinguished by
darkness.

This poem reflects the discovery of God’s light living
inside the soul.

Poem

I searched for light everywhere — in people, in places, in
moments that faded too quickly. But the light I longed for
was not outside me; i1t was within me, placed there by the
One who formed me. It flickered at first, small and
uncertain, but undeniably alive.

As I nurtured it, the light grew. It illuminated my fears,
softened my wounds, and revealed the beauty God had
woven into my being. And in its glow, I realized that I
was never meant to chase light — I was meant to carry it.



THE GARDEN AFTER WINTER
Introduction

Winter seasons of the soul can feel endless — barren,
cold, stripped of color and life. But God 1s the gardener
who never abandons His soil. When the time 1s right, He
breathes warmth into the frozen ground and calls forth
new growth from places we thought were dead.

This poem reflects the quiet miracle of spiritual spring —
the moment when life returns after a long season of
waiting.

Poem

When winter finally loosened its grip, I stepped into the
garden of my soul and found small shoots of green
pushing through the frost. They were fragile, trembling in
the cold air, but undeniably alive. I hadn’t planted them —
You had. You had tended the soil while I slept through the
season of sorrow.

As the sun warmed the earth, the garden awakened. Color
returned, hope blossomed, and the air filled with the
promise of renewal. And 1n that sacred moment, I realized
that nothing in my life had truly died — it had only been
waiting for Your touch.



THE GOD WHO WRITES MY STORY
Introduction

We often try to write our own stories, gripping the pen
with anxious hands. But God is the true Author — the
One who sees the ending from the beginning, the One
who knows how to weave every chapter into purpose.

This poem honors the God who writes with wisdom,
compassion, and perfect timing.

Poem

I tried to write my story alone, scribbling frantic lines
across the pages of my life. But the ink smudged, the plot
tangled, and the chapters felt incomplete. When I finally
handed You the pen, I feared You would rewrite
everything I loved — but instead, You redeemed
everything I lost.

You wrote with a tenderness I didn’t expect, turning my
broken sentences into poetry. You didn’t erase my past;
You transformed it. And as I watched Your hand move
across the page, I realized that the story You write is
always better than the one I tried to write myself.



THE PEACE THAT STAYED
Introduction

Some peace 1s temporary — fleeting moments of calm
that fade as quickly as they arrive. But the peace God
gives 1s different. It settles deep within the soul, anchoring
us even when circumstances shift.

This poem reflects the enduring peace that only God can
provide.

Poem

Peace came to me quietly, settling into the corners of my
heart like a soft light. It didn’t depend on answers or
outcomes; it simply existed, steady and unshaken. I
waited for it to fade, but it remained — a gentle reminder
that You were near.

As days passed, the peace deepened. It held me through
uncertainty, steadied me through storms, and whispered
truth into my anxious thoughts. It wasn’t the peace the
world offered — it was Yours. And because it came from
You, it stayed.



THE MOUNTAIN I CAN CLIMB
Introduction

Some challenges feel like mountains too steep to climb.
But God does not ask us to conquer them alone. He
strengthens our legs, steadies our breath, and walks
beside us step by step.

This poem celebrates the courage God gives to face what
once felt impossible.

Poem

The mountain before me towered high, its peak hidden in
clouds of doubt. I felt small, unprepared, and
overwhelmed by the climb ahead. But You placed Your
hand on my back and whispered, “Take the first step.”
And somehow, that was enough.

With each step, my confidence grew. Not because the
mountain shrank, but because Your presence strengthened
me. The climb was steep, the air thin, but I was not alone.
And as [ ascended, I realized the mountain was not meant
to stop me — it was meant to reveal the strength You
placed within me.



THE LOVE THAT CHANGED ME
Introduction

God’s love 1s not passive or distant — it 1s
transformative. It reshapes the heart, softens the wounds,
and rewrites the identity of those who receive it. His love
does not leave us as 1t finds us.

This poem reflects the profound change that comes from
encountering divine love.

Poem

Your love reached into the deepest parts of me — the
hidden places, the wounded places, the places I thought
were beyond redemption. It didn’t flinch at my scars or
recoil at my failures. It embraced me fully, fiercely,
completely.

And in that embrace, I changed. Shame loosened its grip,
fear lost its voice, and hope rose like a dawn I never
expected. Your love didn’t just comfort me — it
transformed me. And I will never be the same.



THE PATH I NEVER SAW
Introduction

Sometimes God leads us down paths we never expected
— roads hidden behind disappointment, detours
disguised as delays. Yet these unexpected paths often
lead to the greatest blessings.

This poem honors the beauty of God’s unseen direction.
Poem

[ searched for the path I thought I needed, scanning the
horizon for familiar signs. But every door I knocked on
stayed closed, and every road I tried to take led nowhere.
I felt lost — until You gently turned my head toward a
narrow path I had overlooked.

It wasn’t the path I planned, but 1t was the path I needed.
As I walked, I discovered treasures I never would have
found on my own. And with every step, I realized that
Your guidance 1s not always obvious — but it 1s always
perfect.



THE MIRACLE IN THE ORDINARY
Introduction

God often hides miracles in the ordinary — in quiet
mornings, simple conversations, small acts of kindness.
When we slow down enough to notice, we discover that
His presence fills even the most mundane moments.

This poem celebrates the sacred beauty of everyday
miracles.

Poem

I looked for miracles in the spectacular — in signs,
wonders, and moments that shook the earth. But You
whispered, “Look closer.” And when I did, I saw Your
fingerprints everywhere — in the warmth of sunlight, in
the laughter of a friend, in the breath that filled my lungs.

The ordinary became holy. The simple became sacred.
And I realized that miracles were never absent — I had
simply been too hurried to see them. With new eyes, I
found You in everything.



THE STRENGTH OF STILLNESS
Introduction

Stillness is not inactivity — it is surrender. It 1s the sacred
pause where God speaks, heals, and restores. In a world
that glorifies constant motion, stillness becomes an act of

faith.

This poem reflects the quiet power found in resting with
God.

Poem

[ sat in the stillness, resisting the urge to fill the silence
with noise. My thoughts raced at first, but slowly they
softened, settling like dust in a quiet room. In that sacred
pause, I felt Your presence — steady, patient, waiting for
me to breathe.

As I rested, strength returned. Not the strength of striving,
but the strength of surrender. In the stillness, You rebuilt
what exhaustion had worn down. And I rose renewed,
reminded that sometimes the greatest battles are won by
being still.



THE GOD WHO GOES BEFORE ME
Introduction

We often fear the unknown, imagining dangers in the
places we cannot see. But God goes before us —
preparing the way, clearing the obstacles, and shaping the
future long before we arrive.

This poem honors the God who leads with wisdom and
love.

Poem

You walked ahead of me into the places I feared, stepping
into the unknown with confidence I didn’t yet possess.
You prepared the path, softened the ground, and lit the
way with a light I couldn’t see from where I stood. When
[ finally followed, I realized You had already been there.

Knowing You go before me changes everything. I no
longer walk into the future alone or unprepared. You are
already 1n my tomorrow, shaping it with purpose and
grace. And because You lead, I can walk forward without
fear.



THE SONG OF REDEMPTION
Introduction

Redemption 1s not just a moment — it is a melody that
echoes through the life of every believer. It is the song

God sings over us, reminding us that nothing 1s beyond
His ability to restore.

This poem celebrates the beauty of being redeemed.
Poem

Your redemption wrapped around my story like a song —
gentle at first, then rising with power and purpose. It
drowned out the echoes of my past and filled the empty
spaces with hope. Every note carried the truth that I was
not defined by what I had done, but by what You had done
for me.

As the melody grew, I felt my spirit lift. Redemption
didn’t erase my history; it transformed it into testimony.
And now, the song You sing over me becomes the song I
sing back to You — a song of gratitude, freedom, and
grace.



THE THREAD OF LIGHT
Introduction

There 1s a thread of light woven through every life — a
divine strand that refuses to break, even when everything
else falls apart. We don’t always see it while we’re
walking, but when we look back, we realize it was there
all along, guiding us, holding us, leading us home.

This poem reflects the discovery of that sacred thread —
the realization that God’s presence has been the constant
In every season.

Poem

I traced the path behind me and found a thread of light
woven through every shadow. It glimmered in the places
I stumbled, shone in the moments I wept, and wrapped
itself around the chapters I thought were too dark to
redeem. I hadn’t noticed it before, but now I saw it
clearly — a lifeline stitched by Your hands.

As I followed the thread forward, I felt its strength. It
didn’t pull me; it guided me. It didn’t bind me; it freed
me. And in its glow, I realized that I had never walked
alone — Your light had always been leading me toward
the life You designed.



THE BREATH OF ETERNITY
Introduction

There are moments when heaven feels close — when
God breathes eternity into our temporary world,
reminding us that we are made for more than this life.
These moments awaken a longing that cannot be
silenced.

This poem reflects the sacred awareness of eternity
pressing gently against the present.

Poem

I felt eternity brush against my soul like a soft wind
carrying whispers of home. It stirred something ancient
within me — a longing I couldn’t name, a hope I
couldn’t contain. For a moment, time felt thin, and I
sensed the nearness of the One who holds forever in His

hands.

As the breath of eternity settled into my spirit, I realized
that this world was not the end of my story. I was created
for more — for glory, for communion, for everlasting
light. And with that realization, my heart lifted, anchored
not in the temporary, but in the eternal.



THE GOD WHO CALLS ME HIGHER

Introduction

God does not call us to comfort — He calls us higher. He
invites us into deeper faith, greater courage, and a life
shaped by His purpose rather than our fear. His call is not
a burden; it 1s an elevation.

This poem reflects the upward pull of God’s voice.
Poem

Your voice called me higher, lifting me from the low
places where I had settled. I had grown comfortable in
the familiar, even when it limited me. But You saw more
— more 1n me, more for me, more through me. And with
a gentle firmness, You invited me upward.

As I rose, I felt the weight of old fears fall away. The
climb was steep, but Your hand steadied me. And with
every step, I realized that higher was not about elevation
— 1t was about transformation. You were calling me into
the fullness of who You created me to be.



THE BEAUTY OF BECOMING
Introduction

Becoming is a process — slow, sacred, and often
uncomfortable. But God is present in every stage, shaping
us with intention and love. The beauty of becoming is not
in the destination alone, but in the transformation along
the way.

This poem honors the journey of spiritual growth.
Poem

I used to rush the process, longing to arrive without
enduring the in-between. But You taught me that
becoming is beautiful — not because it 1s easy, but
because it is holy. Every struggle, every surrender, every
small step forward was part of Your shaping.

As I embraced the journey, I saw beauty in places I once
resented. I realized that becoming wasn’t about perfection
— 1t was about transformation. And in Your hands, I was
being formed into something I never imagined, yet
always longed to be.



THE STEPS OF FAITH
Introduction

Faith 1s not a leap — it 1s a series of steps. Some are
steady, some are trembling, but each one draws us closer
to God. Faith grows not in certainty, but in movement.

This poem reflects the courage found 1n taking step after
step with God.

Poem

[ took my first steps of faith with shaking legs, unsure of
where the path would lead. The road ahead was hidden,
and the ground beneath me felt fragile. But with every
step, I felt Your presence — steady, patient, guiding me
forward.

As I continued, my steps grew stronger. Not because the
path became clearer, but because my trust in You
deepened. Faith wasn’t about knowing the destination —
it was about walking with the One who did.



THE LIGHT I CARRY
Introduction

God’s light 1s not meant to be observed — 1t 1s meant to
be carried. When His presence fills us, we become vessels
of hope, healing, and truth in a world desperate for
illumination.

This poem celebrates the calling to shine.
Poem

You placed a light within me — small at first, flickering
with uncertainty. But as I nurtured it, 1t grew, filling the
corners of my soul with warmth and clarity. I realized this
light was not mine to keep; it was Yours to share through
me.

So I carried it into the world, letting 1t shine in the places
still wrapped in shadow. And as I did, I saw hearts soften,
hope awaken, and darkness retreat. The light I carried was
not my own — it was Yours, alive within me.



THE GOD WHO NEVER LEAVES
Introduction

God’s presence 1s not conditional. He does not abandon us
in failure, distance Himself in doubt, or withdraw His love
when we struggle. He 1s the God who stays — always,
faithfully, eternally.

This poem reflects the comfort of His unending nearness.

Poem

When I wandered, You stayed. When I doubted, You
remained. When I broke beneath the weight of my own
humanity, You held me with a love that refused to let go.
Your presence was not fragile — i1t was steadfast,
anchored in grace.

As I grew, I realized that nothing I did could drive You
away. You were the constant in every season, the steady
hand 1n every storm, the quiet strength in every weakness.
You never left — and You never will.



THE STORY I NOW TELL
Introduction

Every healed heart becomes a storyteller. Not of
perfection, but of redemption. Our stories become wells
of light for others — proof that God restores, rescues, and
renews.

This poem reflects the testimony born from
transformation.

Poem

The story I tell now is not the story I once lived. It 1s no
longer defined by wounds, failures, or fear. It is shaped by
grace, strengthened by mercy, and illuminated by the God
who met me 1n the dark and led me into the light.

As I speak, I feel the weight of testimony — not heavy,
but holy. My story 1s no longer a source of shame; it is a
beacon of hope. And through it, I pray others will see the
God who changed everything for me.



THE HOPE THAT LIVES IN ME
Introduction

Hope is not a feeling — it 1s a presence. It 1s Christ alive
within us, steady and unshaken, even when
circumstances shift. This hope does not flicker with
emotion; 1t stands firm 1n truth.

This poem reflects the living hope that anchors the soul.
Poem

Hope rose within me like a steady flame, burning quietly
but powerfully. It wasn’t tied to outcomes or
expectations — it was rooted in You. Even when fear
whispered, hope remained. Even when doubt pressed in,
hope held its ground.

As I embraced this hope, I felt strength return. Not the
strength of certainty, but the strength of trust. Hope lived
in me because You lived in me — and that truth changed
everything.



THE LIGHT THAT NEVER ENDS
Introduction

Every journey with God leads to one truth: His light never
ends. It stretches beyond our failures, beyond our fears,
beyond our final breath. It is eternal, unbroken, and
victorious.

This final poem 1s a benediction — a closing well of light.
Poem

Your light rose over my life like an endless dawn,
stretching beyond every shadow I had ever known. It
filled the valleys I walked, illuminated the mountains I
climbed, and wrapped itself around every chapter of my
story. It was constant, unwavering, eternal.

And as I stand in its glow, I realize this is only the
beginning. Your light does not fade with time or dim with
distance — 1t shines forever. And 1n its radiance, I find
my purpose, my identity, my home. This 1s the light that
never ends.



DEDICATION

To the God who found me 1n the dark
and taught me how to breathe again.

To every soul who has ever felt unseen,
unheard, or undone—
this book 1s for you.

You are not forgotten.
You are not forsaken.
You are held by a Light that never fades.



AUTHOR NOTES

This collection was written during a season of
rebuilding—a time when God was teaching me
how to see again, how to trust again, and how to
believe that healing was possible even when my
heart felt fractured.

Each poem carries a piece of that journey. Some
were born in moments of clarity, others in
moments of deep wrestling. But all of them
were shaped by the same truth:

God wastes nothing. Not the pain. Not the
silence. Not the waiting.

Thank you for holding these words in your
hands.

Thank you for letting them speak to your heart.
May they remind you that God 1s closer than
your breath and stronger than your fear.
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