


 

 

 

 
EXILES & ECHOES 

A Far Country 

A Familiar Voice 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Ache for Home 

It Has Been Calling You All Along 

 

 

You have felt it before you had a name for it. 

That low hum underneath an ordinary day. The sense, even in good moments, even in safe 

rooms, that something is not quite settled. Not quite arrived. Like you are renting a life you were 

meant to own. Like you keep packing bags for a trip nobody told you about. 

You have learned to live with it. Most people do. You call it restlessness, or ambition, or just 

being human, and you keep moving, keep building, keep arranging the furniture of a life that 

still somehow feels temporary. 

This is not a malfunction. 

This is a memory. 

Ger (גֵּר)   Hebrew origin  |  GAYR 

Literal Meaning:  Sojourner, stranger, one who dwells in a land that is not their own. 

Broader:  A resident foreigner. Someone present but not native. Someone whose true belonging lies 

elsewhere. 

Ger first appears in Genesis 15, when God tells Abraham his descendants will be sojourners in a 

land not their own... before there is a nation, before there is a home, there is already a promise of 

exile. 

 

Ger shows up over ninety times in the Old Testament. It is the word used of Abraham in Canaan, 

of Israel in Egypt, of the people God kept reminding to treat the stranger well... because you 

were once strangers yourselves. 

It is not a word for the lost. It is a word for the displaced. There is a difference. The lost do not 

know where home is. The displaced remember it. That is what makes the ache sharper, not 

duller... you are not confused about where you belong. You are just not there yet. 

This is the word Peter reaches for centuries later, writing to scattered believers across the 

empire. 

"Beloved, I beg you as sojourners and pilgrims, abstain from fleshly lusts which 

war against the soul." 

— 1 Peter 2:11, NKJV 

 



Sojourners. Exiles. The word in the Greek, parepidemos, means almost exactly the same thing 

the Hebrew did, a thousand years and a thousand miles away. Someone living somewhere they 

will not stay. Someone whose citizenship was never of this place to begin with. 

 

 

 

The ache did not start with you. It started in a garden, when the first exile happened, and 

humanity walked east of Eden with a flaming sword closing the gate behind them. Every 

generation since has carried some version of that same homesickness, whether they could name 

it or not. 

But here is the second half of the word. 

An exile far from home does not just ache. An exile listens. For a voice that sounds like the one 

they left. For an echo of the place they came from, in a land that was never built to hold them. 

You have been listening longer than you think. 

The question is not how do I stop feeling far from home. The question is what do I do while I 

am still here, still listening, still echoing the voice that has never stopped calling me back. 

He has been calling since the garden. 

He is still calling now. 

To you. 

Turn the page. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter One 

The Crossing Over 

"If the world hates you, you know that it hated Me before it hated you." 

— John 5:18, NKJV 

 

 

Peter is upside down, and that was his executioners' idea of mercy. 

 

They have nailed him to a cross in Rome, inverted, because even the men killing him thought he 

wasn't worthy of dying the way his Lord did. 

James is face down on a chopping block in Jerusalem, Herod's sword already rising. 

John is an old man on a rock in the middle of the sea, exiled to an island called Patmos, 

watching the waves for a shore that isn't his. 

Believers' homes are being set ablaze with the families still inside, doors barred from the outside 

by neighbors who used to share meals with them. Christians are hiding in catacombs, 

worshiping among the dead because it is the only place left that the empire hasn't thought to 

look. Entire households are disappearing into arenas built for entertainment. 

This is what it cost to follow Him. 

But just three years earlier, they were in a warm room, holding bread in their hands. 

 

WHISPER 

The room they thought was the safest place they'd ever been was about to become the hinge of 

everything that followed. Comfort and crisis can share the same table. 
  

 

Thirteen men reclining together, the smell of roasted lamb still in the air, the oldest story in 

Israel being retold the way it is retold every year. This is Passover. This is family. And then Jesus 

says something that does not belong in that room. 

"Most assuredly, I say to you, one of you will betray Me." 

— John 13:21, NKJV 

 



The men look at each other. Surely not me. Surely not him. And before the question even settles, 

He keeps going, and it gets worse before it gets better. 

"If you were of the world, the world would love its own. Yet because you are not of 

the world, but I chose you out of the world, therefore the world hates you." 

— John 15:19, NKJV 

Then He tells them they will be thrown out of synagogues. That the time is coming when 

whoever kills them will think he is doing God a favor. The world's hatred is not a possibility to 

brace for. It is already in motion. 

These were men who had left their nets, their families, their whole understood lives, to be close 

to Him. And He is telling them, the night before His own death, exactly what that closeness 

would cost them. 

 

WHISPER 

This was not the victory speech they were expecting. They had signed up to be near the King. He 

was telling them what it actually costs to belong to a Kingdom the world doesn't recognize yet. 
  

 

Why would He call them in, only to tell them it would cost them everything out there? 

The answer is older than the upper room. It goes back to a man who heard a very different voice 

say something just as costly. 

"Now the Lord had said to Abram: 'Get out of your country, from your family and 

from your father's house, to a land that I will show you." 

— Genesis 12:1, NKJV 

 

 

 

Get Out. 

No map. No itinerary. Just go, and a promise that the destination would be shown, not 

explained. 

Picture him the night before. Seventy-five years old, lying awake in a house he has lived in for 

decades, surrounded by everything that has ever told him who he is, and none of it will be 

coming with him in the morning. Not the walls. Not the standing his father's name carries in this 

city. Not the comfort of being known by every face on the street. By sunrise, he will be a stranger 

with a tent and a promise, walking toward a country he cannot picture and will not see finished 

in his lifetime. 

 

 

 



He arrives in Canaan and finds it already occupied. A famine drives him to Egypt, where fear 

makes him lie about his own wife. He comes back into the very land God promised him and 

watches his family fracture, his nephew Lot pulled into a war between kings, kidnapped, and 

rescued. The promised land does not feel safe. It does not feel settled. In almost every practical 

way, it feels like exile. 

 

WHISPER 

God's call did not lead Abraham out of difficulty. It led him into it, with a promise wrapped 

around the difficulty instead of around an escape from it. 
  

 

And then, in the middle of all that chaos, almost in passing, Scripture gives him a new name. 

"Then one who had escaped came and told Abram the Hebrew." 

— Genesis 14:13, NKJV 

Abram the Hebrew. The first time the word appears in all of Scripture. 

 

 

GO DEEPER 

The word is ʿiber (עִבְר), and its root simply means to cross over. Abraham had crossed the 

Euphrates, left behind the land where he was known, and stepped into a place where he was not. 

Hebrew was never just a nationality. It was a posture. Someone who no longer fully belonged 

anywhere, because they were always moving toward a somewhere they had not arrived at yet. 

But the crossing did not start with Abraham. 

Go back further, to a garden, to a gate, and to a sword that did not move once it was set in place. 

"So He drove out the man; and He placed cherubim at the east of the garden of 

Eden, and a flaming sword which turned every way, to guard the way to the tree 

of life." 

— Genesis 3:24 NKJV 

Adam and Eve did not just lose a garden. They lost unbroken nearness. Walking with God in the 

cool of the day. Being fully known and fully unafraid in the same breath. That is the actual home 

that closed behind them, not a plot of land but a closeness, and it is the loss every human ache 

for belonging has been quietly grieving ever since, whether we have ever had language for it or 

not. 

East of Eden is the oldest address humanity has ever had. Every exile that followed, Babylon, 

Egypt, Rome, is an echo of that first one. Not just a people far from land. A people far from 

nearness, reaching for a home they did not build and cannot walk back into on their own. 

 

 

 



 

There is another crossing buried in Abraham's story, and most people never 

connect it back to him. 

Centuries after Abraham, his descendants give a law… a strange, repeated command, one that 

shows up so many times it almost feels like God is afraid they will forget it. 

"You shall neither mistreat a stranger nor oppress him, for you were strangers in 

the land of Egypt." 

— Exodus 22:21 NKJV 

Stranger here is ger, the same family of word Abraham himself was called the moment he 

crossed into Canaan. God does not just tell Israel to remember they were once foreigners. He 

builds an entire ethic around it. Leave the edges of your fields unharvested, so the ger among 

you has something to gather. Do not deny the sojourner justice. Love him as yourself, for you 

were sojourners too. 

Which is exactly the law a Moabite widow named Ruth walks into generations later, gleaning the 

edges of a field that legally belongs to a stranger named Boaz, surviving on a command God gave 

specifically because Abraham’s descendants had once known what it felt like to not belong 

anywhere. 

Ruth was a ger twice over. A foreigner in Israel by birth, and a widow with no household to 

anchor her, even among her own people. And the very command rooted in Abraham’s exile 

becomes the doorway into her redemption. Boaz does not just let her glean. He marries her. She 

becomes the great-grandmother of David, and four generations later, the line that produces 

Jesus Himself runs directly through a woman the law identified as a stranger. 

The pattern is not an accident. God does not simply tolerate exiles. He builds His own family 

line out of them. 

The crossing that started in a garden, that named Abraham, that protected Ruth, was always 

heading somewhere. It was always heading toward the one exile who would cross every distance 

there is, to make a permanent home out of people who had never had one. 

 

 

IT ALL POINTS HERE 

Abraham crossed a river. Ruth crossed a border with nothing but a dead husband's name and a 

mother-in-law's God. The disciples crossed into an empire that would eventually kill almost all 

of them for it. 

Every exile crosses a point… some kind of line they cannot uncross. 

But underneath every crossing there is another that holds them all together. 

Jesus did not leave a country. He left Home itself... the unbroken nearness Eden lost, the very 

thing humanity has been homesick for since the gate closed. He did not cross a river or a border. 

He crossed the entire distance between heaven and a manger, between glory and a grave, on 

 



purpose, knowing exactly what it would cost before He took the first step. And He did it to build 

a family out of the very people the law once called strangers, the very line that ran through a 

Moabite widow gleaning in someone else's field. 

"I have given them Your word; and the world has hated them because they are not 

of the world, just as I am not of the world. I do not pray that You should take them 

out of the world, but that You should keep them from the evil one. They are not of 

the world, just as I am not of the world." 

— John 17:14-16 NKJV 

Just as I am not of the world. 

He says this as the only person who has ever crossed the entire distance, not partway, not 

symbolically, but all the way from true Home into our exile. And He did not pray that His own 

would be airlifted out of the difficulty He had just walked into Himself. 

He prayed they would be kept inside it. 

You are an exile. Called here, on purpose, the way Abraham was, the way Ruth was, the way the 

disciples were. This place was never going to feel fully like home, and it was never supposed to. 

But you have not been left here without a voice. 

Jesus crossed every distance to reach you, and He did not leave once He got here. He stayed 

close to the Father. He prayed. He obeyed even when it cost Him everything. He fasted, He gave, 

He rested in the middle of storms that should have undone Him. 

He gave you something to listen for. 

We are going to call it an echo. 

You follow Him not by escaping the exile, but by echoing the One who crossed all the way into it 

to find you. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



YOUR TURN 

No one is grading this. This page is just for you and your heart. 

Abraham left everything that told him who he was, before he knew where he was going. Is there a 

place in your life right now where obeying God means letting go of something that used to define 

you, before you can see what's on the other side? 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

The disciples thought following Jesus closely meant the world would feel safer, not more hostile. 

Has there been a season where being close to God didn't make life easier, and how did you make 

sense of that at the time? 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

 



Ruth was a stranger twice over... in a foreign land and without a household to anchor her even 

among her own people. But the very law built for outsiders became the doorway into her 

redemption. Where in your life have you felt like an outsider, and where might that be the exact 

place God is working? And on the other side of that... has there been a Ruth in your path, someone 

who needed the edges of your field left ungathered, and did you leave them something to glean, or 

did you harvest it all for yourself? 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

 

Jesus crossed the whole distance to reach you and chose to stay close rather than leave once He 

arrived. Where in your life do you need to believe He is still that close, even now? 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

 

 

 



A PRAYER TO START FROM 

Change every line until it sounds like you. God isn't listening for eloquence. He's listening for honesty. 

Father, I didn't expect it to feel like this. I thought being close to You would mean feeling 

more at home, not less. I think I've been quietly grieving a nearness I can't fully remember 

but somehow still miss. Thank You for crossing every distance to reach me, all the way 

from Home into this exile, and for staying instead of leaving once You arrived. I don't need 

an exit from this place. I need Your voice. Teach me to listen for it, and to echo it back. I'm 

listening. 

Now write your own: 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter Two 

The Echo of Presence 

"Surely the Lord is in this place, and I did not know it." 

— Genesis 28:16, NKJV 

 

 

Jacob is asleep on a rock, and he has never been farther from home. 

Not in miles, though there are plenty of those between him and Beersheba. Farther in the way 

that matters more. He lied to his father's face. Wore his brother's clothes to steal a blessing that 

was never his. And now Esau wants him dead, so he is running, alone, through open country, 

with nothing for a pillow but stone. 

This is not a man seeking God. 

This is a man hiding from everyone, including himself. 

And somewhere in the dead of that sleep, the ground in front of him stops being just ground. A 

ladder rises out of the dirt and disappears into heaven, and on it, angels move up and down like 

the gap between earth and God was never as wide as Jacob assumed. He is not praying. He is not 

climbing. He is flat on his back, exhausted, guilty, and heaven is descending to him anyway. 

Then a voice. Speaking to a deceiver sleeping on a rock as if he were already standing in a 

temple. 

"Behold, I am with you and will keep you wherever you go... for I will not leave 

you until I have done what I have spoken to you." 

— Genesis 28:15, NKJV 

 

WHISPER 

God did not wait for Jacob to clean up, confess, or come looking. He met him mid-flight, mid-lie, 

mid-fear. Presence has never waited on performance. 
  

 

Jacob wakes up. Nothing around him has changed. Same dust. Same stone. Same brother still 

wanting him dead a hundred miles back. 

"Then Jacob awoke from his sleep and said, 'Surely the Lord is in this place, and I 

did not know it.'" 

— Genesis 28:16, NKJV 

And I did not know it. 

 



How many ordinary, unremarkable, nothing-special patches of ground have we slept through, 

not realizing we were never alone on them. 

 

 

 

Centuries later, a different kind of running brings another group of people to a 

different kind of foreign ground. 

Jerusalem has fallen. The temple, the one place everyone agreed God's presence lived, is rubble. 

And the survivors have been marched hundreds of miles into Babylon, a pagan empire, 

surrounded by gods they don't recognize and a language that isn't theirs. 

They are not hiding like Jacob. They are exiled. And they want one thing. 

Out. 

Take us home, God. Restore the temple. Make it the way it was. 

 

WHISPER 

They were praying for extraction. God answered with instruction. Sometimes the miracle isn't 

being removed from the place. It's discovering He's already there with you in it. 
  

 

But God, through Jeremiah, tells them something they were not expecting. 

"Build houses and dwell in them; plant gardens and eat their fruit... and seek the 

peace of the city where I have caused you to be carried away captive, and pray to 

the Lord for it; for in its peace you will have peace." 

— Jeremiah 29:5, 7, NKJV 

Build. Plant. Stay. Pray for the very city that conquered you. 

And then the line so many people quote without reading what surrounds it. 

"For I know the thoughts that I think toward you, says the Lord, thoughts of peace 

and not of evil, to give you a future and a hope." 

— Jeremiah 29:11, NKJV 

That promise was not spoken to people on their way home. It was spoken to people who would 

live and die in exile, most of them never seeing Jerusalem again. The promise was not an exit. 

It was a presence, available in Babylon, on this side of seventy years, not the other. 

"And you will seek Me and find Me, when you search for Me with all your heart." 

— Jeremiah 29:13, NKJV 

Not in Jerusalem. Here. In the place you didn't choose and can't yet leave. 

 



 

 

GO DEEPER 

There is a phrase that runs through the Old Testament so often it nearly disappears into the 

background. Lifnei panim, before the face. The Hebrew word for presence, in many of its richest 

uses, is simply panim (ניִם  .face ...(פָּ

To be in someone's presence was to be before their face. Which means every time Scripture talks 

about seeking God's presence, it is, quite literally, talking about longing to see His face. 

Moses asks for this directly. 

"Then he said, 'Please, show me Your glory." 

— Exodus 33:18, NKJV 

And God's answer carries both a yes and a limit. 

"You cannot see My face, and live... I will make all My goodness pass before you." 

— Exodus 33:20, 19, NKJV 

Even Moses, who spoke with God as a friend, could not survive the fullness of that face. 

Presence, even when granted, came wrapped in mercy, because the whole thing unveiled would 

undo him. 

 

 

 

Years later, Jacob is a different kind of desperate.. 

Years after the ladder and the stone pillow, Jacob is a different man, on the run again, this time 

toward a brother he has spent decades avoiding. And the night before that reunion, a stranger 

meets him in the dark and wrestles with him until daybreak. 

"I will not let You go unless You bless me!" 

— Genesis 32:26, NKJV 

He will not let go. The man who once ran from everything is finally the man who clings. 

And when it's over, limping, renamed, changed, Jacob names the place. 

"So Jacob called the name of the place Peniel, for I have seen God face to face, and 

my life is preserved." 

— Genesis 32:30, NKJV 

Peniel. Face of God. 

 



The man who slept through God's presence at Bethel becomes the man who wrestles for it at 

Peniel. The same word, panim, bookends his whole story... once received in a dream he didn't 

earn, once fought for with everything he had left. Presence found him before he was looking. 

And presence is also what he eventually refused to release. 

At Bethel, Jacob was asleep, unaware, and presence found him anyway. He never summoned 

that ladder. He couldn't have. 

So years later, when a stranger meets him in the dark, Jacob does not let go. 

He doesn't want to miss it again. He doesn't want to wake up one more time and realize 

presence had been with him the whole night and he never knew it. 

Because that's the part so easy to forget. God's presence is not something you create. Not with 

the right song, the right room, the right amount of striving. It is always with you, the way it was 

always on that patch of ground at Bethel, whether Jacob noticed or not. 

The wrestling was never about earning it. 

It was about refusing to sleep through it again. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

IT ALL POINTS HERE 

There is one more garden in this story, and one more man on his knees. 

The night before the cross, Jesus does what He has always done. Withdraws. Prays. Not as a last 

resort, but as a rhythm so old the text simply calls it as He was accustomed. 

"And He was withdrawn from them about a stone's throw, and He knelt down and 

prayed, saying, 'Father, if it is Your will, take this cup away from Me; nevertheless 

not My will, but Yours, be done.'" 

— Luke 22:41-42, NKJV 

Father. Not a formal title. The same intimacy Jacob found at Peniel, the same nearness the 

exiles were promised in Babylon, now spoken by the Son to the Father in the middle of the worst 

night of His life. 

"Being in agony, He prayed more earnestly. Then His sweat became like great 

drops of blood falling down to the ground." 

— Luke 22:44, NKJV 

 



He did not pull away from the Father in His agony. He pressed in closer. And the answer was not 

deliverance from the cup. 

"Then an angel appeared to Him from heaven, strengthening Him." 

— Luke 22:43, NKJV 

Not removal. Strengthening. Presence, not exemption. 

He felt every bit of what Jacob felt running from Esau, what the exiles felt staring at the walls of 

Babylon, what you feel in whatever ground you are sleeping on tonight. And He did not bypass 

that ache. 

He modeled how to carry it. Withdraw. Kneel. Pray. Abide. 

"Abide in Me, and I in you. As the branch cannot bear fruit of itself, unless it abides 

in the vine, neither can you, unless you abide in Me." 

— John 15:4, NKJV 

He is not distant, waiting for you to perform your way into His notice. He is already here, the 

way He was already on that patch of ground under Jacob's head. The only question left is 

whether you will sleep through Him, or wrestle until you know His face. 

That is the echo of presence. Not summoning Him. Noticing Him. And once you have noticed, 

refusing to let go. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



YOUR TURN 

Just you and the page. Don't answer too quickly. Sit with what rises before you write. 

Jacob was running, scared, and far from his best moment when God met him anyway. Is there an 

area of your life right now where you assume you are too far gone or too messy for God to be near, 

and what would it look like to consider He might already be there? 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

The exiles wanted extraction; God offered presence inside the place they didn't want to be. Is there 

a "Babylon" in your life right now, something you keep praying to be removed from, where God 

might actually be asking you to build, plant, and seek Him instead? 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

 



Jacob never summoned the ladder at Bethel... presence found him while he was unaware. Have you 

ever caught yourself trying to manufacture God's presence instead, through the right song, the 

right setting, the right amount of striving, rather than simply becoming aware of what was 

already there? 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

Jesus pressed into the Father's presence in His most painful hour rather than pulling away. When 

pain or fear hits you, is your instinct to withdraw toward Him or away from Him, and what would 

it look like to choose differently? 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

 

 

 

 



A PRAYER TO START FROM 

If your next step feels uncertain, let these words carry you until your own can. 

Father, I think I have slept through You more than I'd like to admit. I've been running, 

hiding, surviving, and I never stopped to consider You might already be in the very ground 

I'm standing on. I don't always want presence. Sometimes I just want out. But teach me to 

build, to plant, to seek You here instead of only longing for there. And when the night gets 

hard, like it did in the garden, let me press toward You instead of pulling away. I want to 

see Your face. I'm listening. 

Now write your own: 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter Three 

The Echo of Prayer 

"Lord, teach us to pray." 

— Luke 11:1, NKJV 

 

 

Anna has been alone in the temple for so long that the priests have stopped 

noticing her. 

She is eighty-four years old, a widow since she was barely out of girlhood, and she belongs to a 

tribe most people assume doesn't exist anymore. Asher. One of the lost tribes, scattered by 

Assyria seven centuries before she was born, never accounted for among the ones who came 

home from Babylon. She is, by any measure that mattered to the people walking past her, a 

woman from nowhere, with no one. 

And she has not left this building in longer than most of them have been alive. 

"She did not depart from the temple, but served God with fastings and prayers 

night and day." 

— Luke 2:37, NKJV 

Night and day. For decades. No transcript of what she said exists anywhere in Scripture. No 

eloquent recorded prayer. Just the fact of her, showing up, again, in the dark, again, in the 

morning, to a God most of her own people had stopped believing still spoke. 

Then one ordinary day, a young couple walks in carrying an eight-day-old baby, there for 

nothing more than the standard purification rites every Jewish family went through. 

"And coming in that instant she gave thanks to the Lord, and spoke of Him to all 

those who looked for redemption in Jerusalem." 

— Luke 2:38, NKJV 

That instant. No miracle yet. No sermon. No empty tomb. Just a baby. And the woman from the 

lost tribe knows exactly who she is looking at. 

The scribes will miss Him for thirty more years. Anna recognized Him at eight days old. 

 

WHISPER 

The most theologically trained eyes in Jerusalem missed Him. A forgotten widow from a tribe 

nobody could even locate on a map knew Him on sight. Prayer does not make you smarter. It 

makes you familiar with the voice. 
  

 

 



 

Years later… 

Jesus sends out seventy-two of His followers ahead of Him, into towns that have never heard of 

Him. 

"Go your way; behold, I send you out as lambs among wolves... Carry neither 

money bag, knapsack, nor sandals." 

— Luke 10:3-4, NKJV 

No safety net. No backup plan. Just dependence, walking on two feet into hostile territory. 

They go. They heal. They cast out what needed casting out. And they come back buzzing, 

breathless, reporting every victory like soldiers home from a campaign. 

"Then the seventy returned with joy, saying, 'Lord, even the demons are subject to 

us in Your name.'" 

— Luke 10:17, NKJV 

And Jesus does not pull out a whiteboard. 

"In that hour Jesus rejoiced in the Spirit and said, 'I thank You, Father, Lord of 

heaven and earth...'" 

— Luke 10:21, NKJV 

He prays. Right there, in the middle of the debrief, in front of all seventy-two of them. 

 

WHISPER 

They came back wanting to talk strategy. Jesus modeled something else entirely. The most 

natural response to victory was not analysis. It was the Father. 
  

 

And the disciples notice. Something about the way He keeps doing this, the way prayer is clearly 

not a last resort for Him but a rhythm, finally pulls a request out of one of them. 

"Lord, teach us to pray." 

— Luke 11:1, NKJV 

 

 

GO DEEPER 

These were not men who had never prayed before. They were Jewish men, raised in synagogues, 

formed by a tradition that had entire systems of prayer built into the architecture of daily life. 

They had heard the Amidah recited since childhood. They knew the Kaddish. They had watched 

the Pharisees pray on street corners with the kind of precision that made prayer look like a skill 

you could perfect if you practiced long enough. 

 



They knew how to pray. They had seen how to pray their entire lives. 

But something about watching Jesus was different. 

They have watched Him pray after miracles. Before miracles. In the middle of a debrief when 

everyone else wanted strategy. On a mountainside while His face changed in real time. They 

have seen what prayer does to Him and they want it, whatever it is, and they finally ask. 

But here is what they do not say. 

There is no word for how in that request. They never asked for a method, a structure, a set of 

steps to follow when the right words won't come. They simply said teach us to pray. Not the list, 

but the life. Not the mechanics, but the meaning. Not the how, but the heart. 

So Jesus gives them something that reveals the interior of His own relationship with the Father. 

Something that has been present with Him in every withdrawal, every mountainside, every early 

morning no one else was awake to see. Not a script to perform. Not a formula to execute 

correctly. 

This was Jesus cracking open His own chest and showing them what was inside. 

"Our Father in heaven, hallowed be Your name." 

— Matthew 6:9, NKJV 

Father! Two words into the prayer and Jesus has already overturned something. 

In the second temple tradition these men grew up inside, prayer did not begin this way. It began 

with exalted titles, formal praise, careful distance-language that acknowledged how far God was 

above the one speaking. “Blessed are You, Lord our God and God of our fathers, God of 

Abraham, God of Isaac, God of Jacob.” Beautiful. Reverent. And deliberately, carefully, far 

away. 

Jesus opens with “Pater”. Father. The Greek is intimate enough. But the Syriac tradition, one of 

the oldest preserved forms of this prayer, closest to the dialect Jesus actually spoke, renders it 

“Abwoon d'bashmaya”. Our Father who is in heaven. Abwoon carrying not just father but the 

warmth of the word a child would use, something closer to our dear Father, or simply Abba. 

The religious tradition said: approach carefully, from a distance, with proper titles. 

Jesus said: run to Him. He already knows your name. 

And the first word of the prayer is not even a request. It is a remembering. Whose you are before 

you say anything else. Because an exile who forgets whose they are will eventually start believing 

they are defined by where they are. Babylon starts to feel permanent. The wilderness starts to 

feel like home. Prayer begins by correcting that, every single time, before it asks for anything 

else. 

 

 

 



Isaiah knew this. Writing to a people scattered, temple burned, identity stripped down to almost 

nothing, he reaches for the same word. 

"But now, O Lord, You are our Father; we are the clay, and You our potter; and all 

we are the work of Your hand." 

— Isaiah 64:8, NKJV 

This is not triumphant theology. This is a people in exile daring to call God Father anyway. 

Before the restoration. Before the return. Before anything looks like it is going to be okay. You 

are our Father. We are still Yours. That is where prayer begins. Not with a request. With a 

reorientation. Remembering who is large in the room before you start listing what you need. 

"Give us day by day our daily bread." 

— Luke 11:3, NKJV 

Not a stockpile. Not a guarantee through next year. 

Not enough margin that you won't have to come back tomorrow. One portion. Asked for again in 

the morning. And the morning after that. 

This line is designed to keep you returning. Dependence is not a flaw in the system. It is the 

system. Prayer was never meant to be the thing you do until you have enough to stop needing it. 

Jeremiah sat in the ruins of Jerusalem and wrote the most desolate book in the Bible. Every 

page soaked in grief. And somewhere in the middle of it, exhausted and still exiled, he finds this. 

"Through the Lord's mercies we are not consumed, because His compassions fail 

not. They are new every morning; great is Your faithfulness." 

— Lamentations 3:22-23, NKJV 

New every morning. Not stockpiled. Not secured in advance. Daily. The man writing from the 

rubble of everything he loved knew something about asking for today's bread and trusting the 

morning for tomorrow's. Dependence was not weakness. It was the only honest posture left 

when everything else had been stripped away. 

"And forgive us our sins, for we also forgive everyone who is indebted to us. And 

do not lead us into temptation, but deliver us from the evil one." 

— Luke 11:4, NKJV 

Prayer is where you stop pretending. 

Where you put down the weight you have been carrying like it isn't breaking you. Where you 

bring the fear, the failure, the thing you haven't said out loud to anyone, and lay it in front of a 

Father who already knows and has been waiting for you to stop managing it alone. 

 

 

 



David knew this after the worst year of his life. No cleaning up first. No arriving at the right 

posture before speaking. Just the wreckage, brought forward, unfiltered. 

"Have mercy upon me, O God, according to Your lovingkindness; according to the 

multitude of Your tender mercies, blot out my transgressions. Wash me 

thoroughly from my iniquity, and cleanse me from my sin." 

— Psalm 51:1-2, NKJV 

That is what honest prayer sounds like. Not managed. Not polished. Not dressed up for an 

audience. Raw need, spoken to a God whose mercy David had learned to trust precisely because 

he had tested it at its absolute limit. 

Deliver us from the evil one. The final line of the prayer is not triumphant. It is honest. We are 

exiles in contested territory, and the prayer does not end with a battle cry. It ends with a hand 

extended toward the One who has already won what we are still walking through. 

This prayer was not written from the outside looking in. Every word of it came from somewhere 

Jesus already lived. The Father He told them to run to was the same Father He had been 

running to His entire life. The daily bread, the forgiveness, the honest cry for deliverance... none 

of it was theoretical. None of it was liturgy handed down from a distance. 

He was offering them a heartbeat He already knew by heart. 

And the night before He died, they would watch Him pray every single word of it. 

 

 

IT ALL POINTS HERE 

The garden is dark and the disciples are already falling asleep. 

Jesus has withdrawn, just a stone's throw, close enough to hear but far enough to be alone, and 

He kneels. The same posture He has always had before the Father. The same withdrawal. The 

same rhythm the disciples have been watching for three years, the one they finally asked about, 

the one He opened up and showed them from the inside. 

And He prays. 

"Abba, Father, all things are possible for You. Take this cup away from Me; 

nevertheless, not what I will, but what You will." 

— Mark 14:36, NKJV 

And there it is. 

Even here, even now, even with the cross already casting its shadow across the garden floor, the 

prayer begins where it has always begun. Not with a request. With a relationship. You are my 

Father. I am still Yours. 

 

 



The high priest will tear his robes and call Him a blasphemer. The soldiers will press thorns into 

His skull and mock Him as a king. The crowd will look at the cross and sneer, “He saved others. 

Let Him save Himself.” Every voice with any authority will spend the next eighteen hours telling 

Him exactly who they think He is.​
​
And He is already kneeling in a garden calling God Father. 

Not because the circumstances confirmed it. Because the prayer had always anchored it. This 

was never a formula. This was where He had always known who He was. 

And that identity held through everything that came next. 

“Abba, Father, all things are possible for You. Take this cup away from Me; nevertheless, not 

what I will, but what You will.” 

Listen to the whole weight of that single breath. The intimacy of Abba pressed right up against 

the enormity of all things are possible for You. A child running to a Father who is also sovereign 

over everything the child is afraid of. That is not contradiction. That is the only posture that 

makes the next line survivable. 

“Take this cup away from Me.” 

He is fully God. He already knows how this ends. He has seen the empty tomb from before the 

foundation of the world. And He is also fully man, kneeling in a garden, carrying a weight no 

human language has ever fully named... not just the nails and the thorns, but what Paul would 

later call the moment the sinless One became sin itself for us. The physical was coming. But so 

was the spiritual wrecking, the darkness, the felt abandonment of the cross when He would cry 

out “My God, My God, why have You forsaken Me.” 

He knew all of it. And He said it plainly. Take this from Me. 

That is not weakness unbecoming of God. That is the most honest prayer ever prayed by the 

most fully human person who ever lived. And the surrender that follows does not erase the 

honesty. It carries it somewhere the honesty alone could never go. 

“Nevertheless. Not what I will, but what You will.” 

An angel comes. Not to remove the cup. To strengthen Him inside it. And He prays harder, 

deeper, more earnestly, sweat falling like drops of blood into the garden soil, until the prayer has 

done what the prayer has always done... not changed the circumstance but anchored the one 

inside it. 

And then He stands up. Wakes the disciples. And walks toward the sound of Judas and the 

torches. 

The cross does not shatter His identity. The tomb does not silence it. And on the other side of 

the morning that nobody saw coming, Thomas falls at His feet and says what no good Jewish 

man would ever say to another human being. 

"My Lord and my God." 

— John 20:28, NKJV 

 



And John, the old man exiled on a rock, the last one standing, sees Him blazing in Revelation 

and falls as though dead. 

"My Lord and my God." 

— Revelation 1:18, NKJV 

The one who prayed Abba in a dark garden is the one who was and is and is to come. The 

surrender of Gethsemane became the glory of Revelation. And now Paul tells us something 

almost too large to hold. 

"For you did not receive the spirit of bondage again to fear, but you received the 

Spirit of adoption by whom we cry out, 'Abba, Father.'" 

— Romans 8:15, NKJV 

The same cry. The same word. The Spirit in us echoing the prayer Jesus prayed in the garden, 

anchoring us in the same identity, carrying us through the same contested territory toward the 

same unshakeable morning. 

This is why prayer never becomes something you graduate from. You pray and your identity is 

anchored. Your identity holds you through the trial. The trial deepens your knowledge of the 

Father. And you return to prayer from a deeper place than you left. 

Around and around. Exile to exile. Garden to garden. 

Until the morning that doesn't end. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



YOUR TURN 

There’s no performing for an imaginary reader. Read the questions slowly. The pause may matter as 

much as the answer. 

Anna prayed for decades with no recorded answer, and when the answer finally walked in she 

recognized Him instantly because she had stayed familiar with His voice. Is there a prayer you 

have carried a long time without an answer, and what would it look like to keep showing up 

anyway, not to get something, but to stay close to the One you are waiting on? 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

The disciples had grown up watching people pray their whole lives but something about Jesus 

made them realize they had never actually learned it. Has your own prayer life been more about 

method than relationship, more about the how than the heart, and what would it look like to ask 

God to teach you to pray rather than just how to? 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 



Every voice around Jesus in that garden and on that cross was telling Him who He was. 

Blasphemer. Failed king. Abandoned. And He knelt in the dirt and called God Father anyway, not 

because circumstances confirmed it but because prayer had always anchored it. What voices are 

currently defining you, and what would it look like to bring your identity back to the Father before 

you address anything else? 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

 

 

A PRAYER TO START FROM 

You don't have to convince God you're ready. Just begin where you are. 

Father. That is where  I want to start there before I say anything else. Just Father. Not because 

everything is fine and the circumstances confirm it, but because You are my Father before You are 

anything else to me, and I need to remember that before I remember everything that is pressing in. 

You are my Father. I am still Yours. All things are possible for You. And I believe that even when I 

say what about to say what I am about to say. I don't want this. I would choose differently if the 

choice were mine. But You are my Father and You can see what I cannot see from here. So I am 

going to trust what You see over what I feel. Not because it is easy. Because You have never once 

been wrong. 

Now write your own: 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

   

 

 



Chapter Four 

The Echo of Word 

"Did not our heart burn within us while He talked with us on the road, and while He opened the 

Scriptures to us?" 

— Luke 24:32, NKJV 

 

 

Their feet are pointed away from Jerusalem and they are not looking back. 

 

Seven miles between them and everything that just collapsed. Two days since the cross. Two 

days of replaying it, arguing it, trying to make the pieces fit into something that doesn't end with 

a borrowed tomb and a sealed stone. They are not wandering. They are leaving. There is a 

difference. 

The Greek word Luke uses to describe their faces is skythropos. Not simply sad. Downcast. Eyes 

toward the ground. The posture of men who have stopped expecting anything good to come 

from looking up. 

And then someone falls into step beside them. 

"So it was, while they conversed and reasoned, that Jesus Himself drew near and 

went with them. But their eyes were restrained, so that they did not know Him." 

— Luke 24:15-16, NKJV 

He is right there. Walking beside them. And they cannot see Him. Not because they are blind. 

Because something is holding their vision closed, the grief, the disappointment, the story they 

have already decided is over. 

He asks what they are talking about. 

Cleopas almost laughs. Are you the only one in Jerusalem who doesn't know? And then it all 

comes out. Jesus of Nazareth. The one we hoped would redeem Israel. The chief priests 

delivered Him. They crucified Him. It has been three days. 

We hoped. 

Past tense. The saddest two words in the passage. 

 

WHISPER 

They had the right Messiah and the wrong ending. They weren't missing faith. They were 

missing the story. And the story was walking right beside them. 
  

 



 

 

There was another. 

Long before those two disciples walked away from Jerusalem, another voice was clinging to 

something in a completely different kind of exile. 

Psalm 119 is the longest chapter in the entire Bible. One hundred seventy-six verses, every single 

one of them about the Word of God. Read too quickly it sounds repetitive, even obsessive. But 

slow down and listen to what is underneath it. 

"Princes sit and speak against me." Hostile rulers. People in power using their authority to 

crush you. 

"The proud have me in great derision." Slander. Your name being twisted by people who have 

already decided who you are. 

"My soul faints for Your salvation." Exhausted. Running on nothing. Wondering if God still 

hears you. 

This is not a cozy devotional psalm written in a leather chair with a cup of something warm. This 

is the diary of an exile. Someone who has lost everything, their home, their city, their stability, 

every external thing that once told them who they were. And the only solid thing left in a world 

that has gone liquid around them is the Word. 

And then, right in the middle of all that wreckage, verse 103: 

"How sweet are Your words to my taste, sweeter than honey to my mouth!" 

— Psalm 119:103, NKJV 

Sweeter than honey. Not useful. Not helpful. Not informative. 

Sweet. 

Like water after days of ash. Like breath after being underwater too long. Something you don't 

just consume. Something you taste. Something that lands on the tongue and tells the body it is 

still alive. 

 

WHISPER 

The sweetness didn't come from the circumstances improving. The enemies were still there. The 

exile was still real. The sweetness came from the only thing that hadn't moved. When everything 

else is stripped away and the Word is still standing, you taste it differently. 
  

 

 

"Your word is a lamp to my feet and a light to my path." 

— Psalm 119:105, NKJV 

 



Not a floodlight. Not a map with every turn labeled. A lamp. Enough light for the next step. 

Enough truth to counter the next lie. Enough sweetness to endure the next bitter moment. The 

exile does not need to see the whole road. Just enough to keep moving. 

 

 

GO DEEPER 

Centuries after the psalmist, a new generation of exiles stands at the edge of a land filled with 

fortified cities and nations stronger than them. Moses is gone. The entire generation that walked 

through the Red Sea, that watched manna fall every morning, that heard God's voice on the 

mountain, gone. And Joshua is standing in the gap between what was and what God is asking 

him to walk into. 

And God gives him not a battle plan. Not a strategy session. A single instruction. 

"This Book of the Law shall not depart from your mouth, but you shall meditate on 

it day and night, that you may observe to do according to all that is written in it. 

For then you will make your way prosperous, and then you will have good 

success." 

— Joshua 1:8, NKJV 

Meditate in English sounds quiet. Contemplative. Something you do with your eyes closed and 

your breathing slowed. 

The Hebrew word is hagah (ָהָגה). 

It means to mutter. To growl. To chew on something the way a lion works a bone, low and 

persistent and refusing to let go. Psalm 1 uses the same word for the man who delights in the law 

of the Lord. This is not silent reflection. This is deep obsessive immersion. God is not telling 

Joshua to add a quiet time to his morning routine. He is telling him that the covenant story 

needs to be shaping every decision he makes, every command he gives, every step he takes into 

enemy territory. Mutter it. Chew on it. Let it get into your bones before the chaos gets into your 

head. 

Because an exile has a very specific problem… and it is not lack of information. The exiles in 

Babylon knew the promises. The psalmist knew the law. Joshua knew the history. Information 

was never the gap. The gap was the competing narrative. The land ahead was already telling a 

story, fortified walls, giants in the cities, nations that had been rooted there for generations, and 

that story was loud. You are too small. You are too late. You do not belong here. 

Hagah is how you make the covenant story louder than the competing one. Not by arguing with 

the noise but by chewing on something truer until it gets so deep into you that the noise stops 

having the final word. The exile does not need more data. The exile needs a story in their bones 

that the chaos cannot drown out. 

And then God makes a promise that has been badly mistranslated by every bumper 

sticker that has ever put it on a car. 

"For then you will make your way prosperous, and then you will have good success." 

 



We hear prosperous and we picture comfort. Security. The exile finally ending. A life that gets 

easier on the other side of obedience. 

The Hebrew word is tsalach (צָלַח). 

It does not mean comfortable. It means to rush forward. To break through. To surge like a river 

breaching a dam. It is violent forward motion, not peaceful arrival. And the word carries a 

history that changes everything about how it lands here. The same root appears when the Spirit 

of the Lord comes rushing upon Samson before he tears the lion apart with his bare hands. 

When the Spirit surges onto David the moment Samuel anoints him. When Saul is overtaken by 

the Spirit and prophesies among the prophets and cannot stop himself. 

Tsalach is not what happens when your circumstances improve. It is what happens when heaven 

breaks into a moment and pushes something through that could not move on its own. 

God is not promising Joshua a comfortable life. He is promising that the exile who keeps the 

Word in their bones will find something surging through them that has nothing to do with their 

own strength. You will not advance because you are finally strong enough. You will advance 

because something rushes through you that is stronger than the walls in front of you. 

This was not devotional advice. This was a weapon being placed in Joshua's hand before he 

crossed the Jordan. Mutter the story until it is in your bones. And when you step into the chaos, 

watch what breaks through. 

But here is the thing Joshua could not have fully known, standing on that 

riverbank with the Word of God in his mouth. 

The thing he was muttering would one day take on flesh. 

"In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was 

God... And the Word became flesh and dwelt among us." 

— John 1:1, 14, NKJV 

The Logos. The living, breathing, walking Word of God. The thing the psalmist called sweeter 

than honey. The thing Joshua was told to keep in his mouth day and night, to let surge through 

him like a river breaching a dam. The thing Isaiah had been pointing at for centuries without 

being able to name it fully. 

It took a body. It walked into human history. And on the Sunday after the worst Friday anyone 

had ever lived through, it fell into step beside two men on a road to Emmaus who had already 

given up on it. 

The Word had always been moving toward them. They just didn't know what it looked like with 

a face. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



IT ALL POINTS HERE 

The road keeps going. So do they, pouring out every last drop of the hope they used to have. 

He lets them finish. He listens to the whole weight of we hoped, past tense, and the three days of 

silence and the women at the tomb and the angels they weren't sure whether to believe. He lets 

them lay it all down on the road. 

And then He opens His mouth. 

"And beginning at Moses and all the Prophets, He expounded to them in all the 

Scriptures the things concerning Himself." 

— Luke 24:27, NKJV 

Beginning at Moses. Every story. Every prophecy. Every promise. The sacrifice of Isaac, the 

Passover lamb, the bronze serpent in the wilderness, the suffering servant in Isaiah 53, the Son 

of Man in Daniel 7. All of it. And He is walking them through it line by line, showing them what 

they had been reading their whole lives without seeing. 

But this was not merely a Bible study conducted by a very knowledgeable stranger on a dusty 

road. The living Word was opening the written Word, and every page He turned was pointing 

back at the One turning it. The text was always a window. He was always the view. Moses wrote 

about Him. The prophets aimed at Him. The psalms ached toward Him. And now the thing all of 

it had been reaching for was walking beside them explaining Himself through His own story, 

quietly, without announcing it, the way the sun doesn't announce that it is the source of the light 

you are suddenly seeing by. 

They do not recognize His face. But something is happening underneath the recognition, below 

the level of sight, somewhere deeper than the eyes that are being held closed. 

Their hearts are burning. 

They do not know it yet. They will not name it until He is gone. But the living Word opening the 

written Word is doing exactly what hagah always does. Getting into the bones. Shaping the way 

they see. Not adding information to what they already knew but reframing the entire story from 

the inside, the way tsalach doesn't improve your circumstances but surges through them. 

They arrive at Emmaus. He moves as if to keep walking. They insist He stay. He sits at their 

table and breaks bread and their eyes open and He vanishes. And they sit there in a room that 

feels like it is still vibrating. 

 

"Did not our heart burn within us while He talked with us on the road, and while 

He opened the Scriptures to us?" 

— Luke 24:32, NKJV 

And then they stand up. Seven miles back to Jerusalem. In the dark. Running back toward the 

city they had just walked away from, because the story they thought was finished had just turned 

a corner they never saw coming. 

 



The Word did not just inform them… It turned them around. 

This is what the psalmist was tasting in exile. This is what Joshua was muttering on the 

riverbank. This is what the Word has always been and always done. Not a manual to master. Not 

a checklist to complete. Not ink on a page you finish and set down. 

A living voice. The sound of home in a land that was never home. The only thing that can 

reframe the exile from the inside, not by removing it, but by showing you where it fits in a story 

that ends somewhere the exile never could. 

You are on a road right now. Maybe your feet are pointed away from something. Maybe your 

eyes are toward the ground. Maybe you are carrying a we hoped in past tense that you haven't 

said out loud yet. 

He is already walking beside you. 

Open the Word and let your heart burn. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



YOUR TURN 

Leave room for honesty here. God has never been frightened by the truth. 

The psalmist found the Word sweet in the middle of exile, not after it. Surrounded by enemies, 

mocked, exhausted, he said your words are sweeter than honey. Is there a bitter season in your life 

right now where you have stopped expecting the Word to taste like anything, and what would it 

look like to bring it into that specific place instead of waiting until things improve? 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

Hagah means to mutter, chew, obsess over, not to read neatly and check off. Where has your 

relationship with Scripture become more about completion than immersion, and what would it 

look like to slow down and chew on one thing this week instead of consuming more? 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

 

 



The two disciples had read the prophecies their whole lives but missed the story entirely until Jesus 

walked them through it. Is there a part of your own story right now that feels like it contradicts 

what God promised, and what would it look like to ask Him to open the Scriptures over that 

specific disappointment? 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

Cleopas and his companion ran seven miles back to Jerusalem in the dark because the Word turned 

them around completely. Has there been a moment where Scripture reframed something for you so 

completely it changed the direction you were moving, and are you still living in light of that 

reframe or have you drifted back toward the old direction? 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

 

 

 

 



A PRAYER TO START FROM 

Use this as a jumping off point. If the words feel heavy or the ache feels too close, start here. 

Father, I think I have been reading without tasting. Going through the motions of the Word without 

letting it get into my bones. There are roads I have been walking with my eyes toward the ground, 

replaying what went wrong, carrying a we hoped in past tense that I haven't brought to You yet. 

Open the Scriptures over my life the way You opened them on that road. Show me where I fit in the 

story. Let my heart burn. And when it does, give me the courage to turn around and run back 

toward whatever You are building, even in the dark, even seven miles, even now. I'm listening. 

Now write your own: 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter Five 

The Echo of Faith 

"By faith the harlot Rahab did not perish with those who did not believe, when she had received the 

spies with peace." 

— Hebrews 11:31, NKJV 

 

 

The cord is already in the window. 

Not because the walls are falling. Not because she can see the army crossing the river. Not 

because anyone has come to tell her it is safe to believe now. The cord is in the window because 

two strangers spent the night on her roof and told her what was coming, and something in her 

recognized the sound of a story that was bigger than Jericho. 

She has heard the same things everyone in the city has heard. The sea that split. The armies that 

drowned. The two kings on the other side of the Jordan, Sihon and Og, utterly destroyed. The 

whole city has been living with that knowledge for weeks, feeling the ground shift under the 

certainty they thought they had. Everyone knows. Everyone is afraid. 

But only Rahab does something with it.. 

"I know that the Lord has given you the land." 

— Joshua 2:9, NKJV 

Not I think. Not I hope. Not maybe if things go the way it sounds like they might. 

I know. 

She has never seen Yahweh move. She has no covenant, no heritage, no family Bible passed 

down through generations. She is a Canaanite woman in a condemned city, and her entire 

theology fits in a sentence. She heard. And she believes. And before a single soldier sets foot 

across the Jordan she ties a scarlet cord in her window and waits for a God she has never met to 

keep a promise He made to strangers she sheltered on her roof. 

 

WHISPER 

Everyone in Jericho heard the same stories. Only Rahab moved. Faith was never about having 

more information than everyone else. It was about what you do with what you've already 

heard. 
  

 

 

 

 



Centuries later, in the same region, another woman approaches Jesus from the 

outside. 

Matthew does not give her a name. Just her origin. A woman of Canaan. Same land, same 

outsider status, same margins Rahab knew. Her daughter is severely demon-possessed, and she 

has already tried everything that was available to a Gentile woman with no access to the 

covenant and no claim on the promises of Israel. 

And then she hears about a Jewish rabbi who heals the sick. 

She comes to Him in a crowd and she does not whisper. 

"Have mercy on me, O Lord, Son of David! My daughter is severely 

demon-possessed." 

— Matthew 15:22, NKJV 

Son of David. A messianic title. A declaration that this Canaanite woman, who has no rights to 

the covenant, no heritage in Israel, no seat at the table, believes this man is the promised King of 

God's people. 

And He does not answer her. 

Not a word. Not a look. Not even a slight turn of the head. 

He keeps walking. 

 

WHISPER 

Silence from God is not the same as absence. But it rarely feels that way in the middle of it. What 

you do in the silence is where faith actually lives. 

The disciples notice her. They are not moved by her persistence the way Jesus will be. They are 

annoyed by it. Send her away. She's making a scene. She is not one of us. 

And Jesus speaks. But not to her. To them. 

"I was not sent except to the lost sheep of the house of Israel." 

— Matthew 15:24, NKJV 

She hears it. She is standing close enough to hear every word of what amounts to a public 

explanation of why she does not qualify. And she does something that should not be possible 

after that. 

She falls at His feet and says two words. 

Lord, help me. 

Not why won't You answer. Not don't You care. Not even a full sentence. Just the weight of 

everything she is carrying pressed into the smallest possible ask. 

 

 



And He pushes one more time. 

"It is not good to take the children's bread and throw it to the little dogs." 

— Matthew 15:26, NKJV 

The children are Israel. The bread is the blessing. And she is being told plainly that she is not at 

the table. 

She does not argue. She does not demand. She does not remind Him that she has been standing 

here through the silence and the rejection and the public dismissal and she deserves better than 

this. 

She agrees with Him. 

"Yes, Lord, yet even the little dogs eat the crumbs which fall from their masters' 

table." 

— Matthew 15:27, NKJV 

You are right. I am not at the table. I have no claim on the bread. But I believe You are so 

overflowing with grace that even what falls from the edge of it is enough to heal my daughter. 

That is not desperation dressed up as faith. That is the real thing. Humble enough to know she 

has no leverage. Certain enough in who He is to ask anyway. And Jesus, who rebuked His own 

disciples for their little faith, looks at this Canaanite woman from the margins and says 

something He has not said to many people. 

"O woman, great is your faith." 

— Matthew 15:28, NKJV 

And her daughter is healed from that very hour. 

 

 

And then there is a father. 

He does not come to Jesus with declarations or persistent cries. He comes carrying years. His 

son has been this way since childhood, seized by something dark and violent, thrown into fire, 

thrown into water, convulsing on the ground while his father watches and cannot stop it. He 

brought the boy to the disciples first. Did everything right. Found the people connected to Jesus 

and asked for help. 

And they could not do it. 

So he is standing in front of Jesus now, not because he is full of faith but because he has run out 

of anywhere else to go. And the words that come out carry the full weight of that. 

"If You can do anything, have compassion on us and help us." 

— Mark 9:22, NKJV 

 



If You can… 

Jesus takes that “if” and hands it back gently. 

"If you can believe, all things are possible to him who believes." 

— Mark 9:23, NKJV 

Jesus says “The limitation was never on My end. The question is not what I am capable of. The 

question is what you are willing to bring.” 

And the father hears it. And what comes out of him next is possibly the most honest sentence in 

the entire gospel. 

"Lord, I believe; help my unbelief!" 

— Mark 9:24, NKJV 

The Greek word for believe is pisteuō. The word for unbelief is apistia. Same root word pistis, 

the prefix “a” simply means without. The father is not bringing two different things to Jesus. He 

is bringing the same word, with and without its prefix, in the same breath. His belief and his 

unbelief are made of the same material. He is not saying I have some faith and some doubt 

mixed together. He is saying this is everything I am, the faith and the absence of it, and I am 

giving You all of it. 

And that was enough. 

The boy was healed. 

WHISPER 

Jesus did not need the father's faith to be impressive. He needed it to be real. And real faith 

pointed at Jesus, however shaky, however mixed with doubt, has never once been turned away. 

 

 

 

GO DEEPER 

Pistis (πίστις). 

It is the Greek word the New Testament reaches for every time it talks about faith. The word 

Paul uses in Romans when he says we are justified by faith. The word Hebrews uses when it 

defines faith as the substance of things hoped for. The word James uses when he says faith 

without works is dead. 

But there is a Hebrew word underneath it. Not a parallel concept. Not a theological cousin. The 

same word, in a different alphabet. 

Emunah (ָאֱמוּנה). 

When Jesus quoted the scriptures He quoted the Septuagint, the Greek translation where 

emunah became pistis. When Paul built his theology of faith he was building on the same 

foundation. The word did not change meaning when it crossed the language. It carried every bit 

of its Hebrew weight into the New Testament with it. 

 



We translate it as faith or belief, and that is not wrong, but it is incomplete. Emunah does not 

primarily describe an intellectual state, what you think is true about God in your head. It 

describes a physical posture. Its root is aman, the same root that gives us amen. And aman 

means to be firm, to be steady, to be the kind of thing that holds its position under pressure. It is 

the word used for a nursing mother holding an infant. For a door fastened on its hinges. For a 

tent peg driven into the ground. 

Emunah is not the feeling of certainty. It is the act of remaining. Staying rooted when the ground 

is moving. Holding your position when everything around you is telling you to let go. 

Rahab did not feel certain. The whole city was terrified, her included. But she remained. She 

acted. She drove the tent peg in before the storm arrived. 

The Canaanite woman did not feel welcomed. She was told plainly she was not part of the plan. 

But she remained. She kept her position through silence and rejection and a test that would have 

sent most people home. 

The father did not feel adequate. His faith was honest about its own fragility. But he remained. 

He brought what he had to the only One who could do something with it. 

Emunah is not the absence of fear. It is the decision to hold on anyway. 

The just shall live by faith. 

"Behold the proud, His soul is not upright in him, but the just shall live by his 

faith." 

— Habakkuk 2:4, NKJV 

These words were first spoken by the prophet Habakkuk to a people standing on the edge of the 

worst thing they had ever faced. Babylon was coming. The walls were not going to hold. 

Everything that had anchored their identity as a nation was about to be stripped away. And into 

that moment, before the exile began, before the first family was marched out of Jerusalem in 

chains, God speaks through Habakkuk and says this is how you survive what is coming. Not by 

fighting hard enough. Not by holding the walls. By emunah. By remaining. By holding your 

position when everything around you is telling you to let go. 

Paul echoes it in Romans 1:17. Again in Galatians 3:11. Again in Hebrews 10:38. Three times he 

reaches back across the testaments and pulls this single line forward, because it is the same 

word in both directions... emunah in Hebrew, pistis in Greek, the same posture carried across 

every language and every exile into the hands of every person who has ever needed an anchor in 

contested territory. 

This is the exile's anchor. Not a feeling. Not certainty achieved before you act. A posture carried 

through the whole length of the journey, in the silence, in the hostile land, in the place that does 

not feel like home. 

 

 

 

 

 



IT ALL POINTS HERE 

Three exiles. Three portraits of emunah. 

Rahab who believed before she saw. The Canaanite woman who held on through silence and 

rejection and the word no. The father who brought his doubt to Jesus in the same hand as his 

hope and called it belief. 

None of them were impressive by the standards of the people around them. All of them were on 

the margins. All of them were outside the neat boundaries of who faith was supposed to belong 

to. 

And all of them were echoing something they could not have fully named. 

Rahab's cord was scarlet. She did not choose the color for theological reasons. She tied what the 

spies gave her and she waited. But the color had been speaking the same language since Egypt, 

since the blood on the doorposts, since the lamb whose death meant the firstborn lived. Scarlet 

was already the language of substitution, of life given so that another life could be spared, of 

death passing over the place where the sign was visible. 

And Rahab, the Canaanite woman on the margins of a condemned city, hung it in her window 

before a single wall had fallen. 

She did not know she was in the genealogy of Jesus. She did not know that Matthew would one 

day write her name into the family line of the One her cord had always been pointing toward. 

She just acted on what she had heard. She remained. She drove the tent peg in. 

And on the other side of that act she was not just spared. She was grafted in. Woven 

permanently into the story she was never supposed to belong to. 

"Looking unto Jesus, the author and finisher of our faith, who for the joy that was 

set before Him endured the cross, despising the shame, and has sat down at the 

right hand of the throne of God." 

— Hebrews 12:2, NKJV 

Author and finisher. Archegos and teleiotes. The originator and the completer. The one who 

began this and the one who will bring it to its end. 

He is not just the object of faith. He is the source of it. 

Which means the emunah Rahab acted on before the walls fell was not something she generated 

from inside herself. It was an echo of something already moving toward her. The steadiness the 

Canaanite woman refused to release through silence and rejection was not stubbornness. It was 

a woman holding on to something that had already decided not to let go of her. The father's 

trembling, doubt-tangled, help-my-unbelief faith was not a last resort that barely squeaked 

through. It was a man finally reaching out to the only emunah in the room that had never 

wavered. 

Because Jesus held His emunah through things none of them faced. 

 

 



He held it in the garden when the sweat fell like blood and the cup did not move. He held it on 

the cross when the sky went dark and the silence of the Father felt like abandonment. He held it 

through the sealed stone, through the three days, through the moment when every disciple had 

already decided the story was over. 

And then He walked out. 

Not because the exile ended painlessly. Because the emunah held all the way through it, all the 

way to the other side of death itself, and what came out of the tomb was not just a resurrected 

body but the proof that the posture works. That remaining works. That holding your position 

through the darkest part of the exile is not naive. 

It is the only thing that has ever been strong enough to walk out of a sealed tomb. 

Rahab did not echo her own courage into that city. She echoed a God who split seas. The 

Canaanite woman did not echo her own worthiness. She echoed a King whose table overflows 

past its edges. The father did not echo his own certainty. He echoed the only One who took his 

pistis and his apistia together and called it enough. 

None of them were the point. 

He was. 

And the exile who echoes Him, broken and persistent and trailing doubt like a shadow, is not 

carrying their own strength into the chaos. 

He is not just the source of the echo. He is the emunah itself. The amen that holds when ours 

falters. The anchor that does not move when the exile gets loud. He is what we are always 

ultimately echoing when we hold on. Not our own steadiness. His 

Echo that. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



YOUR TURN 

Don't look for the perfect answer. Listen for the truest one.  

Rahab heard the same stories everyone in Jericho heard but she was the only one who moved. Is 

there something God has already made clear to you, something you have heard and believed in 

your head, that you have not yet tied a cord in the window about, that you have not yet acted on 

before the evidence arrives? 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

The Canaanite woman pushed through silence, rejection, and being told she was not part of the 

plan, and she never argued with any of it. She just kept coming back. Is there a place in your life 

where God has felt silent or where you have felt like an outsider to what He is doing, and what 

would it look like to come back anyway, not demanding an answer but simply refusing to let go? 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

 



The father brought his doubt and his belief to Jesus in the same breath and it was enough. Is 

there something you have been waiting to bring to God until your faith feels cleaner or stronger, 

and what would it look like to bring the contradiction itself, the pistis and the apistia together, 

and let Him meet you there? 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

Emunah is not a feeling you generate. It is a posture you carry. It is the act of remaining when 

everything around you is telling you to let go. Where in your life right now do you most need to 

simply remain, not fix, not figure out, not force an outcome, but hold your position and trust the 

One whose hold has never failed? 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

 



A PRAYER TO START FROM 

Read this slowly. Stop wherever your heart begins talking back. Change anything that doesn’t sound 

like you. God isn’t waiting for perfect faith — He’s just waiting for you to open your hands. 

Father, I want to be honest about what my faith actually looks like right now. Some days 

it is Rahab's cord hung in the dark before a single wall has moved. Some days it is two 

words and nothing else, Lord help me, because that is all I have left. And some days it is 

both hands full, the belief and the unbelief offered together because I cannot separate 

them and I am done pretending I can. Take all of it. I am not waiting until it is clean. I 

am bringing it now. Teach me what it means to live by emunah, not as a feeling I 

manufacture but as a posture I carry, one step at a time, in the exile, all the way through. 

I am listening. 

Now write your own: 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter Six 

The Echo of Obedience 

"So when He saw them, He said to them, 'Go, show yourselves to the priests.' And so it was that as 

they went, they were cleansed." 

— Luke 17:14, NKJV 

 

 

The caravan is impressive and nobody at Elisha's house cares. 

Horses. Chariots. Ten talents of silver. Six thousand shekels of gold. Changes of clothing stacked 

and ready. The full weight of Naaman's identity rolled up to the door of a prophet's house in a 

foreign country, and the prophet did not come out. 

A servant came out. 

Just a servant. With a message so short it was almost offensive. Go wash in the Jordan seven 

times. Then he went back inside. 

Naaman is standing there with everything that has ever defined him spread across the road 

behind him and the word of a prophet he cannot even see telling him to go jump in a river. A 

muddy, unremarkable, foreign river. Not the Abanah. Not the Pharpar. The rivers back home in 

Damascus were cleaner, deeper, more worthy of the occasion. 

But those weren't the rivers the voice chose. 

"But Naaman became furious, and went away and said, 'Indeed, I said to myself, 

he will surely come out to me, and stand and call on the name of the Lord his God, 

and wave his hand over the place, and heal the leprosy." 

— 2 Kings 5:11, NKJV 

I said to myself. 

He had already written the script. The prophet would come out. There would be a moment. A 

gesture. Something proportional to the gravity of the situation, something worthy of a man of 

his standing. And instead he got a closed door and a servant and seven dips in a river that wasn't 

even on his approved list. 

He turns to leave. 

 

 

 

 



WHISPER 

Naaman almost missed his healing because God refused to work inside his script. The method 

felt beneath him. The river wasn't the one he would have chosen. And obedience that feels 

beneath you is still obedience. 
  

 

A servant stops him. One quiet voice in a caravan full of decorated soldiers, and somehow the 

only one saying anything worth hearing. If he had asked something great, would you not have 

done it? How much more then, when he says wash and be clean. 

Something breaks open in Naaman. He turns back toward the river. 

The caravan stays on the bank. The horses. The chariots. The ten talents of silver and the six 

thousand shekels of gold and the changes of clothing and every visible marker of who he is. 

None of it follows him into the water. It is just him now, wading into a foreign river in a foreign 

country on the word of a prophet he never even saw, with nothing but the sound of that word 

and the cold of the current around his ankles. 

Once. He comes up. Looks at his hands. 

Nothing. 

Twice. Three times. The mud at his feet. His soldiers watching from the bank in silence. 

Four. Five. Six. 

Nothing. 

And somewhere between the sixth and the seventh, something shifts. Not in his skin. 

Somewhere deeper. The script is gone. The rank doesn't matter. It is just him and the water and 

a voice he decided to trust. 

He goes under one more time. 

And when he comes up his flesh is restored. Like the flesh of a little child. 

Clean. 

 

 

Farther north, in the borderland between Samaria and Galilee, ten men are living 

on the outside of everything. 

They are not allowed close. Levitical law is specific about this. You do not touch and you do not 

get touched. You announce yourself. You stay at a distance. Every relationship they had before 

leprosy exists now only across a gap the law requires them to maintain. 

They have heard about Jesus. Word travels to the margins. Especially to the margins, because 

the people on the outside are paying attention in ways the people on the inside never have to. 

 

 



And when He enters the village they lift their voices from the required distance. 

"Jesus, Master, have mercy on us!" 

— Luke 17:13, NKJV 

And Jesus hears them. And says something that should not make sense. 

"Go, show yourselves to the priests." 

— Luke 17:14, NKJV 

No touch. No dramatic moment. No word of healing spoken over them. Just an instruction to do 

the thing you do after you have been healed, before the healing has even happened. 

Showing yourself to the priests was not the healing. It was what came after. Leviticus 14 is 

specific about this. The priest examined you, declared you clean, and then you could re-enter the 

community. But you had to be healed first. 

These men are not healed. 

And if they show up to that temple unclean, the consequences are not just an awkward 

appointment. This is Karet. Covenantally severed from the people of God. No atonement. No 

path back. 

They have nothing left except the possibility of coming home someday. 

And Jesus is asking them to risk that on just a word. 

No touch. No evidence. No guarantee. 

Just go. 

WHISPER 

He didn't heal them and then send them. He sent them and then healed them. The miracle lived 

inside the obedience. You couldn't separate the two. 
  

 

So they start going. And as they went, they were cleansed. 

Not before. Not after. 

As they went. 

The healing was not waiting at the temple. It was waiting inside the first step. Ten men walking 

toward a building that could destroy their last hope, on the word of a rabbi who didn't even 

touch them, and the cleansing met them somewhere on the road between where they started and 

where they were told to go. 

 

 

 

 



GO DEEPER 

There is a word that has been running underneath every water crossing in Scripture since the 

beginning of the story. 

ʿAbar (עָבַר). 

To cross over. To pass through. To move from one side to the other. 

It is the root of ʿiber, the word that gave Abraham his new name when he crossed the Euphrates 

and became a Hebrew, a man who no longer fully belonged anywhere because he was always 

moving toward somewhere he had not arrived at yet. But ʿabar does not just name Abraham's 

crossing. It runs through every significant threshold in the story of God's people like a thread 

sewn into the fabric of the whole thing. 

Israel ʿabar through the Red Sea. Walls of water on either side, no map, no certainty about what 

was waiting on the other end. They crossed over into the wilderness, into exile, into the place 

that was not home but was somehow where God was most present. 

Joshua's priests ʿabar into the flooding Jordan before the water moved. God told them to step in 

first. The river was at its banks, overflowing, impossible to cross. And the instruction was not 

wait until it parts. Step in. The crossing preceded the miracle. 

The river stopped after their feet were wet. 

This is the pattern ʿabar keeps tracing through the story. The crossing is not the reward for 

obedience. The crossing is the obedience. The miracle does not make the crossing possible. The 

crossing is where the miracle lives. 

And ʿabar always requires something before the feet get wet. 

The Greek word the New Testament uses for it is hypakoē (ὑπακοή). 

Its root is hypo (under) and akouo (to hear). Literally, to hear from underneath. To position 

yourself below the voice and let it move you. ʿAbar is the crossing. Hypakoē is what makes the 

crossing possible. They are the same motion described in two languages, one telling you what 

happens, the other telling you why. 

And there is something worth sitting with in that image. Hypo. Under. Every exile in this story 

who truly heard the voice went under something before they came up different. Naaman went 

under the water seven times. The lepers went under the full weight of a command that made no 

visible sense. The priests went under the authority of a word that told them to step into a 

flooding river before it moved. You cannot cross over by standing above it. Hypakoē has always 

looked the same. You go under. And you come up on the other side of something you could not 

have crossed any other way. 

You cannot cross over without first positioning yourself under the voice that is calling you 

across. 

 

 



Naaman heard a voice through a servant at a closed door and went under seven times in a 

foreign river. Hypakoē. He positioned himself underneath what he heard and let it move his feet 

before his skin changed. 

Ten lepers heard a voice across the legal distance and started walking toward a building that 

could end them. Hypakoē. They let what they heard determine where their feet went before a 

single lesion disappeared. 

Both of them ʿabar. Both of them crossing over into something they could not see yet, because 

the voice was underneath them before the evidence arrived. 

And here is what neither ʿabar nor hypakoē will do. They will not wait for confirmation. They 

will not move once the outcome is visible. They will not cross over after the water has already 

parted. 

It is the priests stepping in while the Jordan is still flooding. 

It is Naaman going under the seventh time with nothing different to look at than the sixth. 

It is ten men walking toward a temple on the word of someone who didn't touch them, with 

lesions still visible on their hands. 

For the exile, that sequence is everything. Because the exile's temptation is always to wait. To 

stand on the bank. To need the confirmation before the commitment. To require proof that the 

crossing is safe before stepping into water that has not yet parted. 

But every ʿabar in the story goes the same direction. The move precedes the miracle. The step 

precedes the sign. The going under precedes the voice from heaven. 

Every time. 

And then there is the one ʿabar that holds all the others together. 

Not the Red Sea. Not the Jordan. Not Naaman's seven dips or ten lepers walking toward a 

building that could destroy them. 

A thirty year old man wading into the Jordan while a prophet tries to stop him. 

But that crossing belongs to what comes next. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



IT ALL POINTS HERE 

"Then Jesus came from Galilee to John at the Jordan to be baptized by him. And 

John tried to prevent Him, saying, 'I need to be baptized by You, and are You 

coming to me?" 

— Matthew 3:13-14, NKJV 

John is not wrong. He has been saying it for weeks. One is coming after me whose sandals I am 

not worthy to carry. And now that One is standing in front of him asking to be baptized, and 

nothing about it makes theological sense. Jesus has no sin to confess. The ritual was not 

designed for Him. There is no framework that adequately explains why the Son of God needs to 

go under the water. 

And Jesus says one thing. 

"Permit it to be so now, for thus it is fitting for us to fulfill all righteousness." 

— Matthew 3:15, NKJV 

Not a long explanation. Not a theological defense. Not a doctrinal statement handed out before 

He steps in. 

Permit it. This is right. This is the way. 

And He goes under. 

Hypakoē. Positioning Himself underneath the Father's voice before a single miracle has been 

performed, before a disciple has been called, before anyone outside a handful of people knows 

who He really is. The most powerful person at that river is the one going under the water. And 

He does it because the Father said so. 

ʿAbar. 

He crosses over. And then He comes up. 

"And behold, the heavens were opened to Him, and He saw the Spirit of God 

descending like a dove and alighting upon Him. And suddenly a voice came from 

heaven, saying, 'This is My beloved Son, in whom I am well pleased.'" 

— Matthew 3:16-17, NKJV 

The heavens open after He goes under. The Spirit descends after He comes up. The Father 

speaks after the obedience. 

Not before. 

Not here is My confirmation, now step in. Step in. Go under. Come up. Then hear the voice. 

He is fully God. He did not need the water. He did not need the ritual. He did not need John's 

hands on His head or the Jordan's mud at His feet. And yet He went under anyway. Because 

obedince is not about what makes sense. It is about whose voice you have decided is worth 

following before you can see where it leads. 

 



Nothing was beneath Him. 

Not the cross. Not the tomb. Not the Jordan… the lowest, most undignified, and most 

theologically confusing act His ministry could have opened with. 

He positioned Himself under the Father's voice and crossed over.  

His first act was obedience. 

And that is the sound the exile echoes. 

Not obedience as a rule to follow or a discipline to master or a performance that earns the right 

to be heard. Obedience as the sound He made first. The original going under. The original 

coming up different on the other side of a voice that was worth trusting before the evidence 

arrived. 

When you step towards the voice that is calling you, before it even makes sense, before the 

confirmation comes, before the water parts, you are not doing something new or strange or 

spiritually risky. 

You are echoing Him. 

The exile who echoes obedience is not echoing their own courage or their own certainty or their 

own spiritual strength. They are carrying the sound of the One who crossed over everything, all 

the way from heaven to a manger to a river to a cross to an empty tomb, so that the exile would 

always have someone to follow into the deep. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



YOUR TURN 

Some questions take time. Let this page be one of those places. 

Naaman had already written the script for how his healing was supposed to look and he almost 

walked away because God refused to follow it. Is there a place in your life where you have been 

waiting for God to work in a way that matches your expectations, and what would it look like to set 

down the script and move toward the voice even if the method feels beneath you or doesn't make 

sense? 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

The ten lepers were asked to go before anything had changed. The healing lived inside the going, 

not before it. Is there something God has been asking you to do that you have been waiting to do 

until you see evidence that it is going to work, and what would it look like to start going and trust 

that the cleansing meets you somewhere on the road? 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

 

 



Jesus went under water He did not need because the Father said so and everything that followed 

flowed from that crossing. Is there an act of obedience in front of you right now that feels 

unnecessary or undignified or theologically confusing, and what would it look like to permit it 

anyway, the way Jesus permitted the Jordan, simply because the voice said this is right and this is 

the way? 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

A PRAYER TO START FROM 

Faith doesn't begin with certainty. If all you have is willingness, start there.  God isn’t waiting for you to 

get the theology perfect… He’s just waiting for you to look at Him. 

Father, I have been standing on the bank. I know the voice. I have heard what You said. But I have 

been waiting for the confirmation before the commitment, for the water to part before I step in, for 

the evidence to arrive before I move. Forgive me for writing a script You never agreed to follow. I 

don't need it to make sense. I don't need it to feel dignified. I don't need to see what's on the other 

side before I cross. I just need Your voice. And I have it. So here I am. Permit it. This is right. This is 

the way. I'm stepping in. I'm listening. 

 

Now write your own: 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter Seven 

The Echo of Fasting 

"Can the friends of the bridegroom mourn as long as the bridegroom is with them? But the days 

will come when the bridegroom will be taken away from them, and then they will fast." 

— Matthew 9:15, NKJV 

 

 

They have been fasting twice a week for longer than some of the disciples have 

been alive. 

The Pharisees are not casual about this. They are not halfhearted, not going through the 

motions, not checking a box on a spiritual to-do list. They fast with the kind of seriousness that 

reorganizes your whole week around it. They know the theology. They know the history. They 

have memorized the passages. They have built their entire identity around being the people who 

take God seriously enough to suffer for it visibly. 

And they are standing three feet away from the Promised One… 

And they do not recognize Him. 

Not because they are stupid. Not because the evidence isn't there. Because they have been 

performing the hunger for so long they forgot what they were actually hungry for. The ritual 

became the point. The suffering became the proof. The fast became a costume they put on and 

took off twice a week, and somewhere along the way the longing it was supposed to express 

quietly disappeared without anyone noticing. 

That is not a story about the Pharisees. 

That is a warning. 

 

WHISPER 

You can perform a hunger you don't actually have. But you cannot fake homesickness. And the 

fast that comes from homesickness and the fast that comes from performance look almost 

identical from the outside. 
  

 

 

God had already said something about this. 

Isaiah 58. The exiles in Babylon are desperate. The city is rubble. The temple is ash. They are 

living in a land that doesn't know their God and they are doing the only thing they know how to 

do, fasting, afflicting their souls, bowing their heads, wearing the sackcloth and the ashes and 

calling it holy. And heaven is quiet. 

 



So they ask the question every exile eventually asks. 

"Why have we fasted and You have not seen? Why have we afflicted our souls and 

You take no notice?" 

— Isaiah 58:3, NKJV 

And God does not dismiss them. He tells them the truth. 

"Is it a fast that I have chosen, a day for a man to afflict his soul? Is it to bow down 

his head like a bulrush, and to spread out sackcloth and ashes? Would you call this 

a fast, and an acceptable day to the Lord?" 

— Isaiah 58:5, NKJV 

WHISPER 

God is not rejecting the fast. He is asking what the fast is for. The problem was never the bowed 

head or the sackcloth or the skipped meal. The problem was that all of it had become a 

transaction. A way of getting God's attention rather than an expression of actually wanting 

Him. He was not after their sacrifice. He was after their direction. 
  

He is not rebuking fasting. He is rebuking the direction of it. You have been fasting from things 

when I wanted you to fast toward Me. You have turned a hunger into a performance. You have 

aimed the longing at the wrong target and dressed the misdirection up in religious language. 

The ritual is elaborate. The orientation is completely wrong. 

 

 

There is a man in Babylon who understands the difference. 

Not the young Daniel from chapter 1, the teenager who drew a line in the sand on day one and 

held it. This is an older Daniel. Weathered. Seasoned. Decades of navigating the most powerful 

empire in the world without losing himself. 

And something has broken him open. 

He has been receiving visions. Heavy ones. The long arc of his people's story laid out before him 

in images he cannot begin to comprehend. And he cannot shake it. 

"In those days I, Daniel, was mourning three full weeks. I ate no pleasant food, no 

meat or wine came into my mouth, nor did I anoint myself at all, till three whole 

weeks were fulfilled." 

— Daniel 10:2-3, NKJV 

Three weeks. No pleasant food. No comfort. No relief from the weight he is carrying. 

And here is what we need to understand about Daniel at this moment. He is not following a 

protocol. He is not doing the New Year reset. He does not have a list. He has a burden. 

Something is pressing on him so deeply that everything else just falls away. He is consumed. 

Consumed by the weight of what he has seen. Consumed by the hunger to understand. 

 



Consumed by the desperate need to hear from the God who gave him these visions in the first 

place. 

The food stopped being relevant. Not because he was disciplined enough to ignore it. Because 

something else had taken up all the space. 

Day two. Still nothing. Day seven. Day ten. The silence stretching out in front of him like the 

desert outside his window. Day fourteen. Fifteen. Sixteen. 

Nothing. 

And then day twenty one. 

A figure appears. So overwhelming in presence that the men standing with Daniel, who cannot 

even see the vision, flee in terror from the atmosphere of it alone. 

And the figure speaks. 

"Do not fear, Daniel, for from the first day that you set your heart to understand, 

and to humble yourself before your God, your words were heard." 

— Daniel 10:12, NKJV 

From the first day. 

Day one. The moment Daniel set his heart toward understanding, God heard. God responded. 

God sent the messenger. 

The fast did not move God. 

The orientation of Daniel's heart on day one moved Heaven. 

So what were the three weeks for? 

They were Daniel's whole self catching up to what his heart had already declared. They were his 

body aligning with what his spirit had already decided. Three weeks of saying with his entire 

being, I am not moving on from this. I am not filling this space with anything else. I am hungry 

for You and I am staying hungry until I hear. 

The fast was not the point. 

The hunger was. 

WHISPER 

Daniel didn't fast because the calendar said so. He fasted because something had broken open in 

him that nothing in Babylon could resolve. The fast was what happened to him when his hunger 

got pointed in the right direction. 
  

 

 

 

 

 



GO DEEPER 

The Hebrew word for fasting is tsuwm (צוּם). 

Its root carries the idea of covering the mouth. Closing off. The physical act of shutting down the 

normal channel of appetite. And the Greek word nēsteia (νηστεία) does almost the same thing 

from a different direction. It comes from ne (not) and esthio (to eat). To not-eat. To refuse the 

thing being offered. 

Neither word explains the direction. Neither word tells you what you are fasting toward. They 

only describe what you are closing off. 

Which means the direction was always assumed to be known. You close your mouth to the thing 

that cannot satisfy because your mouth is already open toward the thing that can. The 

withholding was never the theology. It was just the posture that naturally follows when you are 

so oriented toward something real that the substitute stops being interesting. 

There is another Hebrew word sitting underneath tsuwm that most people never connect to 

fasting. 

Anah (ָעָנה). 

It is the word God uses in Leviticus 16 when He instructs Israel about the Day of Atonement, the 

one fast He actually commanded in the entire Torah. "You shall afflict your souls." We read that 

and hear punishment. Self-flagellation. Suffering as proof of seriousness. 

But anah does not mean to punish. It means to be humbled. To be brought low. To make 

yourself smaller. 

The design of the commanded fast was never self-punishment. It was self-shrinking. Getting out 

of the way. Reducing the noise of your own appetites until something else could fill the space 

you just emptied. 

Which means God was never after your suffering. He was after your emptiness. Specifically the 

kind of emptiness that creates room for Him. 

And here is something worth pausing on. The Day of Atonement was the only fast God actually 

commanded. One day a year. Everything else in Scripture, Daniel's three weeks, Esther's three 

days, David's fast over his son, was not obligation. It was desire. Nobody told them to. No 

calendar required it. They were just that hungry, and the hunger expressed itself by closing off 

every other appetite until the one that mattered could be heard. 

Which brings us to Moses standing in front of a nation that has been hungry for 

forty years and trying to explain to them what the hunger was for. 

"And you shall remember that the Lord your God led you all the way these forty 

years in the wilderness, to humble you and test you, to know what was in your 

heart, whether you would keep His commandments or not. So He humbled you, 

allowed you to hunger, and fed you with manna which you did not know, nor did 

your fathers know, that He might make you know that man shall not live by bread 

alone; but man lives by every word that proceeds from the mouth of God." 

— Deuteronomy 8:2-3, NKJV 

 



He allowed you to hunger. 

Not as punishment. Not as neglect. On purpose. Intentionally. Because the hunger was the 

lesson. God was not trying to end the wilderness hunger with manna. He was using the hunger 

to teach them what the hunger was actually for. Every morning when the manna appeared, the 

lesson was the same. You need Me more than you need bread. Your appetite was always 

supposed to be aimed here. 

And then there is the bridegroom. 

Jesus in Matthew 9 calls Himself the bridegroom and the disciples His wedding guests. And in 

that image the exile's fast comes into its fullest focus. Because the bridegroom image does not 

stop at Matthew 9. It runs all the way to the last pages of Scripture. 

"Let us be glad and rejoice and give Him glory, for the marriage of the Lamb has 

come, and His wife has made herself ready." 

— Revelation 19:7, NKJV 

The marriage supper of the Lamb. The feast that the whole story has been moving toward. 

Which means the exile's fast is not longing in the abstract. It is bridal longing. The specific ache 

of someone who has been promised a feast and is refusing to spoil their appetite on food that 

was never going to satisfy it. 

The fast is the posture of the bride who knows the wedding is coming. 

 

 

 

IT ALL POINTS HERE 

The same Jesus standing in that conversation with the Pharisees has already been in the 

wilderness. 

Matthew chapter 4. Jesus has just been baptized. The heavens opened. The Spirit descended. 

The Father spoke. And the very next scene is Jesus alone in a desert for forty days with no food, 

no community, no miracles, no disciples, no ministry. 

Just hunger. And the Father. And forty days discovering which one of those things He actually 

needed. 

The text does not record suffering. It does not record Jesus counting down the days or 

white-knuckling through hunger pangs. It simply says afterward He was hungry. Afterward. Like 

the hunger was almost an afterthought. Like something else was so consuming during those 

forty days that the physical appetite barely registered until it was over. 

That is not discipline. That is orientation. 

 

 



Daniel was so consumed by the burden God had placed on him that pleasant food stopped being 

relevant. Jesus was so consumed by the Father, by the voice that had just spoken over Him at 

the Jordan, by the presence He had been oriented toward His entire life, that forty days passed 

in a desert and the physical hunger barely left a mark until it was over. 

Neither of them was performing deprivation. Both of them were so full of something else that 

the lesser appetite had nowhere to land. 

And then the enemy shows up. 

And his first move is always the same. 

"If You are the Son of God, command that these stones become bread." 

— Matthew 4:3, NKJV 

Bread. Appetite. You are hungry. Here is something that will satisfy that. 

It is the oldest move in the story. The same move made in a garden with fruit that looked good 

and would make you wise. The enemy does not lead with idolatry or violence or obvious evil. He 

leads with appetite. With something that looks like it will fill the space. With the reasonable, 

understandable, completely human suggestion that the hunger you feel right now could be 

answered by the thing right in front of you. 

And Jesus fires back with the verse Moses gave Israel after forty years of wilderness hunger. 

"Man shall not live by bread alone, but by every word that proceeds from the 

mouth of God." 

— Matthew 4:4, NKJV 

He is not quoting theology. He is reporting experience. I have been living on that word for forty 

days. I know what I am hungry for. And it is not bread. 

The fast did not weaken Him. It made Him dangerous. The enemy's entire strategy collapsed 

because there was no traction. You cannot tempt a man whose hunger has already been 

answered. You cannot offer an alternative to someone who has spent forty days discovering they 

do not actually need it. 

That is what the exile's fast produces. Not weakness. Not performance. Not a religious résumé to 

present to God. 

A hunger so real and so directed that the enemy's bread stops being interesting. 

Daniel's hunger pointed toward God made him dangerous in Babylon. He navigated the most 

powerful empire in the world without losing himself because he knew what he was hungry for 

and refused to be fed by anything else. 

Jesus' hunger pointed toward the Father made Him dangerous in the wilderness. Forty days of 

anah, of self-shrinking, of reducing every other appetite until the Father filled the space, and the 

enemy arrived to find nothing to work with. 

 

 



That is the echo of fasting. 

Not the suffering. Not the scorecard. Not the performance that impresses the people watching 

while the bridegroom stands unrecognized three feet away. 

A hunger so oriented toward home that everything the foreign land offers loses its appeal. 

You are an exile. This world keeps offering you enough to take the edge off the ache. Enough 

comfort to make you forget what you were hungry for. Enough noise to drown out the echo of 

home. And fasting is how you push back. Not as a ritual. Not as a discipline you add to your 

schedule to prove you are serious. 

As a declaration. 

I know what I am hungry for. 

And this is not it. 

The exile who echoes fasting is not the one with the strictest diet or the longest streak or the 

most impressive sacrifice. It is the one who is still homesick. The one who has tasted something 

real and refuses to be satisfied by anything less. The one who keeps closing their mouth to the 

substitute because their mouth is already open toward the thing the substitute was always 

pretending to be. 

We fast toward Him. 

Toward the voice that spoke over Jesus at the Jordan. Toward the presence that sustained 

Daniel through three weeks of silence. Toward the bridegroom who is coming back and the feast 

that will end every fast the exile has ever kept. 

We are not home yet. 

And the hunger is the truest thing about us. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



YOUR TURN 

This page is just for you. Write what you find your self hungry for. 

The Pharisees had been fasting seriously for years and stood three feet from the bridegroom 

without recognizing Him. Is there a spiritual practice in your life, fasting or otherwise, that has 

become more about performance than hunger, and what would it look like to ask God to redirect 

the longing behind it rather than just the practice itself? 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

Daniel's fast was not a decision he made. It was what happened to him when a burden broke open 

in him that nothing in Babylon could resolve. Is there a burden you are carrying right now that 

you have been trying to resolve with Babylonian solutions, and what would it look like to let that 

burden become the thing that orients your hunger toward God instead? 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

 



Anah means to make yourself smaller, not to punish yourself. Where in your life do you most need 

to shrink your own appetite, not to prove something but to create space for something else to fill? 

What would you need to close your mouth to in order to open it toward something truer? 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



A PRAYER TO START FROM 

If the hunger has become the ache, start here. Make the words your own. 

Father, I confess that I have sometimes performed a hunger I did not actually have. I have fasted 

from things without fasting toward You, and I have wondered why heaven felt quiet. I am an exile 

and I know what that means now. This world is not my home and it cannot feed what is actually 

hungry in me. Teach me what Daniel knew. Teach me what Jesus lived. Shrink my appetite for the 

substitute until all I want is the real thing. I am homesick. And I do not want to stop being homesick 

until I am actually home. I am listening. 

 

Now write your own: 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter Eight 

The Echo of Generosity 

"Well done, good and faithful servant; you were faithful over a few things, I will make you ruler 

over many things. Enter into the joy of your lord." 

— Matthew 25:21, NKJV 

 

 

He does not bury it carelessly. 

He picks the spot. He digs the hole. He places the talent in the ground with the kind of care you 

give something valuable, something you are responsible for, something you intend to return 

exactly as it was given to you. No loss. No risk. No way for the master to be disappointed. 

He covers it over and walks away satisfied. 

This is the parable Jesus tells in Matthew 25. Three servants. A master leaving on a long journey. 

Five talents to one, two to another, one to the last. And when the master returns the first two 

have doubled what they were given. The third hands back exactly what he received. Clean hands. 

Exact return. Not a coin missing. 

The most intentional act in the parable. And the most tragic. 

Because here is what the servant never understood. The master did not give him something to 

protect. He gave him something to release. And the man took everything designed for 

multiplication and buried it in the one place where nothing could happen to it. 

And nothing did. 

He will stand in front of the master someday with clean hands and an exact return and a story 

about how careful he was. 

And the master will not be impressed. 

 

WHISPER 

The servant thought faithfulness meant preservation. The master meant something entirely 

different. You cannot be faithful to something designed for movement by keeping it perfectly 

still. 
  

 

 

 

 



Three hundred years before that parable, God is watching two groups of people do 

two very different things with what they have been given. 

The first group is coming home from exile. 

Babylon is behind them. The city is being rebuilt. The temple is restored. And slowly, quietly, 

something is drifting. The restoration did not look the way they expected. The glory felt distant. 

Things were still hard, still uncertain, still not the version of home they had been dreaming 

about in Babylon. 

And when you are disappointed by someone, your hands close. 

And God notices. 

"Will a man rob God? Yet you have robbed Me. But you say, 'In what way have we 

robbed You?' In tithes and offerings." 

— Malachi 3:8, NKJV 

WHISPER 

The word robbed here is qaba (קָבַע) in Hebrew. It means to defraud, to cover, to hold back what 

belongs to someone else. God is not saying they took something from Him. He is saying they 

withheld something that was never theirs to keep. The hand that closes on what belongs to God 

is not protecting anything. It is just revealing something. 
  

Robbed Me. 

Not because He needs what they are withholding. Because the closed hand is telling Him 

something about their heart. Disappointment has quietly become distrust, and distrust has 

quietly become distance, and the offering plate is just where the distance became visible. 

 

 

The second group is not withholding anything. 

Three hundred years earlier, before the exile, before the ruins. Same people. Different moment. 

Israel is prosperous, thriving, the economy booming and the sanctuaries full. The music is loud 

and it is good music. Not tired hymns sung by exhausted people going through the motions. This 

is celebration. This is abundance. The feast days are elaborate. The offerings are fat and 

expensive and impressive. 

From the outside this looks like everything God could want. 

And then: 

"I hate, I despise your feast days, and I do not savor your sacred assemblies. 

Though you offer Me burnt offerings and your grain offerings, I will not accept 

them." 

— Amos 5:21-22, NKJV 

 

 



I hate this. I despise it. I will not accept it. 

Two groups. 

One withholding out of disappointment. One giving out of abundance. 

And God is standing in front of both of them equally offended. 

WHISPER 

The Malachi people closed their hands because they stopped trusting Him. The Amos people 

opened their hands but kept their hearts. God looked at both of them and saw the same thing. 

Not what was in their offering. What was behind it. 
  

 

So what does God actually want? 

Because He clearly wants open hands. Malachi makes that plain. But open hands are not 

enough. Amos makes that equally plain. 

What is He after? 

Here is what the parable, the exile, and the entire story of Scripture keep pointing toward. 

Generosity was never about the giving. 

It was always about the releasing. 

 

 

GO DEEPER 

There is a man in Genesis whose entire life is a portrait of what releasing looks like when it 

becomes a posture rather than a moment. 

Abraham is loaded. Flocks, herds, tents, silver, gold, servants. The kind of wealth that turns 

heads in any culture in any century. And so is his nephew Lot, because they have been traveling 

together and God has been faithful to Abraham across every mile. 

But the land cannot hold them both anymore. 

The herdsmen start fighting. And this is not a workplace dispute over fence lines. These are 

armed men competing for water in territory with no law and no legal system to appeal to. And 

then a detail that changes the weight of everything. 

"And the Canaanites and the Perizzites dwelt then in the land." 

— Genesis 3:17, NKJV 

They are being watched. Hostile people who would love nothing more than to see these two 

wealthy foreigners tear each other apart. 

 

 



This is a powder keg. 

And Abraham walks straight into the middle of it and says something that would have stopped 

every watching Canaanite in their tracks. 

"Please let there be no strife between you and me... Is not the whole land before 

you? Please separate from me. If you take the left, then I will go to the right; or if 

you go to the right, then I will go to the left.” 

— Genesis 13:8-9, NKJV 

You choose. I will take whatever is left. 

In that culture the elder chose first. Always. The patriarch had not just the right but the 

responsibility to secure the best land for his household. Handing that choice to someone 

younger was practically unheard of. 

And Abraham is not bending that rule. He is throwing it out completely. 

Lot looks up. Sees the best land. Well watered, fertile, lush. 

And takes it. 

He chose Sodom. Did not hesitate. Did not deflect. Just looked at the best of everything and 

walked toward the horizon with it. 

And Abraham watched him go without blinking. 

Why? 

Because he was just passing through. And you cannot cling to something you were never really 

holding in the first place. 

But Abraham is not finished releasing. 

The very next chapter, Genesis 14, four kings against five. War breaking out across the land. And 

Lot, who chose the well-watered plain near Sodom, gets caught in the middle of it and taken 

captive. 

Abraham could have let him go. Lot made his choice. Lot picked the better land and left 

Abraham with the leftovers and now Lot is someone else's problem in someone else's war. 

But Abraham gathers his men and goes after him. Fights. Wins. Brings Lot back along with all 

the goods and the people the kings had taken. 

And then the king of Sodom makes him an offer. 

"Give me the persons, and take the goods for yourself.” 

— Genesis 14:21, NKJV 

Keep the wealth. You earned it. You fought for it. You won it in a legitimate battle and everyone 

watching knows it is yours. 

 



And Abraham says no. 

"I have raised my hand to the Lord, God Most High, the Possessor of heaven and 

earth, that I will take nothing, from a thread to a sandal strap, and that I will not 

take anything that is yours, lest you should say, 'I have made Abram rich.'” 

— Genesis 14:22-23, NKJV 

I will not take anything that could make you think you were the source of my abundance. 

Two acts of releasing in two consecutive chapters. Not a moment of generosity. A posture. A way 

of moving through the world that has nothing to do with what is being offered and everything to 

do with who Abraham knows himself to be. 

He is a sojourner. Just passing through. And sojourners do not accumulate. They 

scatter as they go. 

"There is one who scatters, yet increases more; and there is one who withholds 

more than is right, but it leads to poverty.” 

— Proverbs 11:24, NKJV 

The Hebrew word for scatters is zarah (זרָָה). To winnow. To throw broadly. To open the hand 

and let what is in it fly in every direction without controlling where each piece lands. Not 

depositing. Not designating. Not routing carefully through the approved channel and calling it 

faithful stewardship. 

Scattering. 

Like a farmer walking through a field with an open hand letting seed fly in every direction, not 

tracking where every single one lands, not managing the outcome, not controlling which soil 

receives the designated percentage. Just open hand. Scattered seed. Trust that the ground will 

do what ground does. 

Zarah is what Abraham did when he handed Lot the first choice. When he refused the king of 

Sodom's offer. When he kept releasing what the world around him would have fought to keep, 

not because he was disciplined enough to let go, but because he was so oriented toward the One 

who had called him that clutching anything felt like a contradiction of who he was. 

And Paul gives us the word that names what that posture looks like from the inside. 

"So let each one give as he purposes in his heart, not grudgingly or of necessity; 

for God loves a cheerful giver.” 

— 2 Corinthians 9:7, NKJV 

Cheerful. The Greek is hilaros (ἱλαρός). The root of our word hilarious. God does not love the 

careful giver or the calculated giver or the giver who has quietly done the math before opening 

their hand. He loves the giver whose generosity looks absurd from the outside. The one the 

watching world cannot explain. The one who, by every economy that makes sense in a foreign 

land, should not be doing what they are doing. 

 



Hilaros. Not cheerful in the sense of pleasant or agreeable. Hilarious in the sense of reckless. 

Extravagant. The kind of thing that makes the watching world stop and try to account for what 

they just saw. 

Abraham was hilaros on a hillside when he let Lot take the best of everything. He was hilaros 

outside Sodom when he handed back wealth he had legitimately won. He was hilaros in a way 

that the Canaanites and the Perizzites and the king of Sodom and eventually a king named 

Abimelech could not file away or forget. 

"God is with you in everything that you do. 

— Genesis 21:22, NKJV 

That is what zarah and hilaros produce in the watching world over a lifetime. Not impressed 

people. Not a good reputation. Not even gratitude. 

People being pointed to God because they could not explain you any other way. 

 

 

 

IT ALL POINTS HERE 

Six days before Passover. Jesus is at a dinner in Bethany. 

And a woman walks in with an alabaster jar. 

Pure nard. A pound of it. Three hundred denarii. A year's wages, maybe more, broken open 

without ceremony and poured over Jesus until the fragrance fills every corner of the house. 

All of it. Not a portion. Not a careful measured amount. The whole jar. Broken and poured out 

and nothing left to put back. 

Hilaros. 

And Judas, who kept the money bag, does not see worship. 

He sees waste. 

"Why was this fragrant oil not sold for three hundred denarii and given to the 

poor?” 

— John 12:5, NKJV 

Three hundred denarii. He already knew the number before he said it. He had done the math 

before the jar hit the floor. John tells us he said it not because he cared about the poor but 

because he was a thief who kept the money bag and helped himself to what was in it. 

He is the third servant in a better robe. 

 

 



The same talent. The same hole. The same careful accounting that looks like faithfulness from 

the outside and is revealed as fear and distrust the moment the master returns. 

And Jesus looks at Mary and says something that stops the room. 

"Let her alone... She has kept this for the day of My burial.” 

— John 12:7, NKJV 

She did not know the full weight of what she was doing. She just loved Him enough that holding 

anything back felt impossible. She was hilaros. Recklessly. Absurdly. In a room full of people 

who would have told her there was a smarter way to use what she had. 

Six days later Jesus becomes what Mary's jar was pointing toward. 

The cross is God doing what Mary did. Pouring out everything. Not a portion. Not a careful 

measured amount. Everything. Into ground that gave Him nothing back. Into hands that were 

already betraying Him before the night was over. Into a world that was still calculating the cost 

while the oil was still being poured. 

And who was there at the end receiving it? 

Not the theologians. Not the disciples who had walked with Him for three years. 

A criminal. 

Dying next to Him. No tithe record. No baptism. No theology. Nothing to offer. Nothing to bring. 

Nothing left except one sentence. 

"Lord, remember me when You come into Your kingdom.” 

— Luke 23:42, NKJV 

By the world's economy that is the worst investment in history. Three hundred denarii better 

spent on the poor. At least that is what the man with the money bag would say. 

By the master's economy that is just Friday. 

Not loss. Not risk. Joy. 

Hilaros. Recklessly. Absurdly. Hilariously generous. Sowing into ground that looked like it 

would never produce anything. And calling it joy. 

Not loss. Not risk. Not sacrifice. 

Joy. 

And then Sunday happened. 

And the stream that started on a hill outside Jerusalem has never found its banks. 

 



You are standing in it right now. Not because you earned your way in. Not because you figured 

out the right giving strategy or finally got your finances in order or showed up with the right 

amount of faith. Because Christ poured out everything out. 

You are the fruit of a hilaros God. 

And the exile who knows that, who has tasted that reckless generosity and felt it change the 

shape of everything, cannot help but scatter. 

Not out of obligation. Not out of fear. Not because someone is keeping score or the storehouse 

requires it or the offering plate is making its way toward you. 

But because you are just passing through. And sojourners travel light. And the things you are 

holding were His before they were ever yours and they will outlast you by centuries if you release 

them into the right hands. 

Zarah. Open hand. Scattered seed. Wide horizon. 

And somewhere in the world a watching king will look at your life and say the only thing that 

makes sense of it. 

God is with you in everything you do. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



YOUR TURN 

Hold nothing back from the page. Open hands usually begin with honest words. 

The third servant buried the talent out of fear and called it faithfulness. Is there something God has 

placed in your hands, a resource, a gift, a relationship, an opportunity, that you have been 

protecting rather than releasing, and what is the fear underneath that protection? 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

The Malachi people withheld out of disappointment and the Amos people performed out of 

obligation. Which one is closer to where you are right now in your relationship with generosity, 

and what would it look like to bring that honestly to God rather than continuing to manage it? 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

 

 

 



Abraham released twice in two consecutive chapters, not as a moment but as a posture. Is there a 

pattern of open-handedness God is asking of you that goes beyond a single act of giving, and what 

would it look like to make zarah, scattering freely, a way of moving through the world rather than 

an occasional decision? 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

Judas did the math while Mary broke the jar. Which one describes how you tend to approach 

generosity, and what would it look like to be so oriented toward Jesus that holding anything back 

felt like the stranger option? 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 



A PRAYER TO START FROM 

If letting go feels to costly, begin with the One who first let go for you 

Father, I admit that my hands are not always open. Sometimes they are closed out of 

disappointment. Sometimes out of obligation. Sometimes I have buried what You gave me in the 

safest hole I could find and called it faithfulness. Forgive me for confusing preservation with 

generosity. You poured everything out on a hill outside Jerusalem into ground that gave You 

nothing back and You called it joy. Teach me that economy. Teach me to scatter like someone who 

is just passing through, because I am. Everything I have was Yours before it was ever mine. I want 

to be hilaros. Open my hands. I am listening. 

 

Now write your own: 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter Eight 

The Echo of Stillness 

"Be still, and know that I am God." 

— Psalm 46:10, NKJV 

 

 

The letter is in his hands. 

Every word of it designed to do one thing. Not to negotiate. Not to make an offer. To convince a 

king that the God he is trusting cannot save him. That every nation before him trusted their gods 

and look what happened. That Hezekiah is not special, Jerusalem is not protected, and the army 

camped outside the walls is the most powerful force the known world has ever seen. 

The Rabshakeh shouted it in Hebrew at the city walls loud enough for everyone to hear. Now it 

is written down. Official. Signed. The king of Assyria putting his name to what his commander 

already screamed. 

Your God cannot deliver you. 

And Hezekiah reads every word. 

And then he does something the most powerful military strategist in the ancient world never 

anticipated. 

He walks into the temple. Spreads the letter out before God. Lays it there on the floor like an 

offering he does not know what else to do with. 

And stops. 

No war council. No army mobilized. No negotiation, no strategy, no scramble for a political 

solution that might buy another week. Just a king in an empty temple with an enemy's letter on 

the floor and nothing left to offer except the striving he has finally let go of. 

 

WHISPER 

Hezekiah did not take the letter to God because he had a plan. He took it because he had run out 

of them. Sometimes the most faithful thing you can do is walk into the presence of God with the 

thing that is undoing you and simply lay it down. 
  

The answer came by morning. 

185,000 soldiers. Gone. The most powerful army in the known world, decimated overnight 

without Hezekiah raising a single sword. Sennacherib went home in disgrace and his own sons 

killed him. 

 



God did not just end the siege. 

He did exactly what He said He would do when Hezekiah's hands finally went still enough to let 

Him. 

 

 

The psalm that was born in that moment does not open gently. 

"God is our refuge and strength, a very present help in trouble. Therefore we will 

not fear, even though the earth be removed, and though the mountains be carried 

into the midst of the sea." 

— Psalm 46:1-2, NKJV 

Mountains falling into the sea. Waters roaring. The earth being removed from its place. In the 

ancient world these were not poetic images for a difficult season. They were the symbols of 

unmaking. Creation returning to chaos. Everything ordered and stable and known coming apart 

at once. 

The psalmist is not describing a bad week. 

He is describing the performance review that changed everything. The conversation that ended a 

marriage. The diagnosis that arrived on an ordinary Tuesday and divided life into before and 

after. The thing you have been carrying in every room except the one where you might have to 

stop moving long enough to feel the full weight of it. The moment when the ground underneath 

what you built your life on shifts and you realize you were never as secure as you thought. 

That is what mountains falling into the sea sounds like from the inside. 

WHISPER 

This psalm was not written from the other side of the siege. It was written in the middle of it. 

Which means "we will not fear" was not a report of how they felt. It was a declaration made 

against how they felt. That is what makes it courage rather than comfort. 
  

And right in the middle of that unmaking, the command comes. 

"Be still, and know that I am God." 

— Psalm 46:10, NKJV 

Not after the unmaking stops. Not once the mountains settle and the waters calm and the 

empire at the gate goes home. 

In the middle of it. 

 

 

 

 



Far from Jerusalem, in the middle of a different kind of pressure, another man 

keeps making the same strange choice. 

The crowds following Jesus are not small anymore. Word has spread faster than anyone 

anticipated. The sick are coming from everywhere. The desperate, the curious, the skeptical, all 

of them pressing in, all of them wanting something. By every human measure this is the moment 

to lean in. To let the momentum carry. Nobody walks away from a movement like this. 

And yet. 

"So He Himself often withdrew into the wilderness and prayed." 

— Luke 5:16, NKJV 

Often. Not once. Not when things slowed down. In the middle of the surge He keeps 

disappearing. 

And the rhythm holds across the whole of His ministry. Before He chose the twelve He spent an 

entire night on a mountain alone with God. Before the feeding of the five thousand He withdrew 

to a desolate place. Before the transfiguration He went up the mountain to pray. Before the 

cross, Gethsemane. 

Every major turning point. Every significant threshold. 

Preceded by stillness. 

Not because the mission could wait. Because the mission depended on it. He said it plainly in 

John 5:30. 

"I can of Myself do nothing... I seek not My own will but the will of the Father who 

sent Me." 

— John 5:30, NKJV 

The crowd was not the source. The momentum was not the anchor. The stillness was not a pause 

between the important moments. 

The stillness was where the important moments came from. 

WHISPER 

Jesus did not withdraw because He was depleted. He withdrew because He understood 

something many exiles forget. You cannot sustain what you have not sourced. And the source 

was never the crowd. 
  

 

 

 

Maybe that sounds like a rhythm available to someone whose life has more margin 

than yours does. 

A woman in Bethany might have something to say about that. 

 



Martha's home is genuinely open. Hospitality is part of her life, it is how she loves. And when 

Jesus arrives with His disciples she does what she has always done. She gets to work. Bread to 

bake. Water to draw. A houseful of guests who need feeding and she is the one who will do it 

because that is what a faithful woman in that culture did. Not by choice. By formation. By years 

of being told that this is what love looks like when it shows up in a kitchen. 

And her sister Mary sits down. 

Right there in the next room. Close enough to hear. While the work is undone and the guests are 

unfed and the list is not getting any shorter. 

Martha finally breaks. 

"Lord, do You not care that my sister has left me to serve alone?" 

— Luke 10:40, NKJV 

Can you hear the exhaustion underneath that sentence. Not just today's exhaustion. The 

accumulated weight of being the one who shows up, who handles it, who keeps everything 

running because if you stop it all stops with you. 

And Jesus turns to her. And says her name. 

Twice. 

"Martha, Martha…" 

— Luke 10:41, NKJV 

In Scripture a name spoken twice is one of the most tender things God does. Abraham, 

Abraham, right as the knife was raised. Moses, Moses, out of the burning bush. Samuel, Samuel, 

in the middle of the night. Saul, Saul, on the road to Damascus. Every time the same posture. 

Not correction from a distance. Closeness. God leaning in, slowing down, saying I see you 

specifically and I am not in a hurry to move past this moment with you. 

So when Jesus says Martha, Martha, He is not scolding her from across the room. He is stepping 

into her exhaustion. Into the years of carrying what nobody else would carry. Into the fear 

underneath the busyness that if she stops, everything falls apart and nobody else will catch it. 

"You are worried and troubled about many things. But one thing is needed, and 

Mary has chosen that good part, which will not be taken away from her." 

— Luke 10:41-42, NKJV 

One thing. 

Not a rebuke of the meal or the hosting or the love behind it. Just a gentle insistence that one 

thing matters more than all of it, and it is still available. It has not been taken. It is sitting right 

there in the next room and Martha can still choose it. 

 

 



Mary had chosen to sit. To stop. To let the bread wait and the water wait and the work wait. And 

in that stillness she received something that Martha's faithful exhausting effort, as real and as 

loving as it was, could not produce on its own. 

His presence. 

WHISPER 

Mary did not choose stillness because she had less to do. She chose it because she understood 

what the doing was ultimately for. Stillness is not the absence of work. It is the source of it. 
  

And that is still the only thing the stillness was ever designed to lead you to. 

 

 

GO DEEPER 

The Hebrew word behind "be still" in Psalm 46:10 is raphah (רָפָה). 

It does not mean sit quietly. It does not mean find a peaceful moment or a calmer version of 

your current circumstances. Raphah means to let go. To loosen the grip. To drop your hands. To 

let the striving fall limp. The same root is used elsewhere in the Old Testament for something 

going slack, for hands that lose their strength, for the moment when a person stops holding on 

because they finally realize they were never strong enough to hold it in the first place. 

God is not asking for your silence. He is asking for your surrender. Not to the empire. To Him. 

And there is a difference that changes everything. 

And the word translated "know" is yada (ידַָע). 

We read "know" and hear intellectual agreement. A cognitive recognition of a theological fact. 

God is God, yes, I am aware, thank you for the reminder. But yada is not awareness from a 

distance. It is the Hebrew word for the deepest form of intimacy. The knowing that comes from 

sustained presence. From being with someone long enough that you recognize them without 

being told who they are. From experience rather than information. 

Raphah and yada together are not a command to think more clearly about God. 

They are an invitation to encounter Him. 

Let your striving fall limp. And come to know, by experience, by presence, by the intimacy of 

simply stopping long enough to feel Him near, that He is God. Not the empire. Not the noise. 

Not the letter on the floor or the voice shouting at the walls or the mountain that is currently 

being carried into the sea. 

Him. 

And then there is a word hiding in the architecture of the Psalms that most people 

read right past. 

Selah. 

 



Selah (סֶלָה) appears 71 times across the Psalms and three times in Habakkuk. Scholars have 

debated its meaning for centuries. The most likely explanation is that it was a musical notation, 

a direction to the musicians and the singers to pause. To stop the sound. To let what was just 

said hang in the air before anything else was spoken. 

Not a transition word. Not a structural marker. A rest. 

Built into the worship songs of Israel as a recurring command. Every time it appears the text is 

saying, stop here. Do not rush to the next line. Do not fill the silence with the next verse. Let this 

land. Let this echo. 

The people of God were not just taught to worship. They were taught to stop in the middle of 

their worship and be still. To let the words they had just sung do something in them before they 

sang the next ones. To give the truth room to move from the outside into the deep places that 

only silence can reach. 

Selah. 

It is not a word you say. It is a posture you take. 

And it is not an absence of worship. It is the most active moment in it. The moment when you 

stop producing sound and start receiving presence. When the striving goes limp and the 

knowing begins. 

Raphah. Yada. Selah. 

Three words pointing at the same thing. The exile who is still enough to hear discovers 

something that all the noise in the foreign land has been working hard to prevent them from 

discovering. 

He was never far. 

 

 

IT ALL POINTS HERE 

There is a garden in the story we have visited before, from a different angle. 

Gethsemane. The night before the cross. Jesus withdrawing a stone's throw from the disciples, 

alone in the dark, doing the thing He has always done before the significant moments. 

Getting still. 

Not because the morning was not coming. It was. The soldiers were already on their way. Judas 

already knew where to find Him. The machinery of the crucifixion was already in motion and 

nothing about this night was going to stop it. 

And Jesus knelt in the dirt and got quiet with the Father anyway. 

Not as a delay. As a source. 

 



This was not Jesus trying to find the courage to face what was coming. This was the Son doing 

what the Son had always done. Returning to the Father. Letting the striving fall limp. Choosing 

the one thing in a moment when everything else was screaming for His attention. 

"Father, if it is Your will, take this cup away from Me; nevertheless not My will, but Yours, be 

done."​
 — Luke 22:42, NKJV 

And the Father met Him there. Not with an exit. With an angel. With presence. With the 

strength to stand up from that garden and walk toward the thing that was coming without losing 

who He was on the way there. 

He did not walk into the cross frantic. He did not walk in unraveled or grasping or 

white-knuckling His way through it. He walked in anchored. Because He had just spent time in 

the only place that could anchor Him. 

And here is what that means for the exile. 

Every echo has always been leading somewhere. Not to a technique or a discipline or a carefully 

maintained spiritual routine. To Him. Closer to Him. More oriented toward Him. More able to 

hear Him in the middle of the land that has always been too loud. 

Presence leads to prayer. Prayer opens the Word. The Word builds faith. Faith moves the feet 

into obedience. Obedience starves the false appetites into fasting. Fasting empties the hand into 

generosity. Generosity quiets the soul into stillness. 

And stillness brings you into awareness. Awareness of the Presence you were always meant to be 

living from. 

Which is exactly where this all began. 

Jacob, face down in the dirt of Bethel, waking up from a dream he did not ask for and saying the 

truest thing he had ever said. 

Surely the Lord is in this place, and I did not know it. 

He was always here. In the ordinary ground. In the unremarkable middle of the running and the 

hiding and the not-yet-having-arrived. He was in the place before Jacob knew to look. And He is 

in yours. 

This is what the echoes are for. Not a checklist of spiritual disciplines to master before you feel 

qualified to move forward. Not a ladder you climb until you finally arrive somewhere worthy. 

The echoes are how the exile moves. How they breathe. How they stay oriented in a land 

designed to disorient. How they remain themselves in a place that keeps offering them a 

different version of themselves at every turn. 

You are in a foreign land. That was never going to change this side of home. The noise is real. 

The pull is real. The weight of living somewhere that was never built to hold you is real. 

But so is the voice. 

 



The exile does not have to wonder if they’re lost. The exile can wander knowing they’re found. 

Found, called, and guided by the voice they are echoing. 

The voice that called Abraham across the Euphrates. That met Jacob on a rock in the middle of 

the night. That opened the scriptures on the Emmaus road. That prayed Abba in a garden before 

the cross. That hung a scarlet cord in a condemned city window and wove it into the family line 

of God. That poured everything out into ground that looked like it would never produce anything 

and called it joy. 

The same voice. 

Still calling. 

They just have to be still enough to hear it. 

And then echo it back. 

One step at a time. 

Through a land that was never home. 

Toward the One who always was. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



YOUR TURN 

Before you write, be still for a moment. Let the silence speak first. 

Hezekiah spread the letter before God and stopped. He brought the exact thing that was undoing 

him into the presence of God and laid it down without a plan. Is there something you have been 

carrying into every room except that one, and what would it look like to spread it out before God 

and simply stop? 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

Jesus withdrew often, not when the crowds thinned but in the middle of the surge. Is there a season 

in your life right now where the momentum or the urgency or the sheer volume of need has been 

convincing you that stillness is a luxury you cannot afford, and what would it cost you to choose it 

anyway? 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

 



Jesus said her name twice. Martha, Martha. Not as correction but as closeness. Is there an 

exhaustion underneath your busyness that you have not let anyone, including God, actually see, 

and what would it feel like to hear Him say your name in the middle of it? 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

Selah was not the absence of worship. It was the most active moment in it. The stop that made 

room for the truth to land. Where in your life do you most need a selah right now, not a longer 

quiet time or a better prayer routine, but a genuine pause that lets what you already know about 

God move from your head into the places only silence can reach? 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



A PRAYER TO START FROM 

Don't hurry through this. God is not rushing to leave the room. 

Father, I have been loud for a long time. Not always with words. Sometimes just with motion. With 

the doing and the fixing and the managing and the keeping everything together because I was 

afraid of what I would find if I stopped. I am stopping now. Here is the letter. Here is the thing I 

have been carrying into every room except this one. I am laying it down. I do not have a plan. I just 

have You. And I am learning that You were never as far as the noise made You seem. Be near. Let 

me know it. Not as a fact I recite but as a presence I feel. Speak into the stillness. I am listening. 

 

Now write your own: 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

  

 

   

 

 

 

 

You are not lost... 

You’re just not home yet. 
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