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“Fire doesn’t come to the prepared place;
it finds the one willing to burn.”


They didn’t build me in comfort.
They built me in fire.

Not the kind that warms your hands.
The kind that demands your life.
The kind that consumes but leaves you alive.

I wasn’t the result of creative brainstorming or blueprints scribbled in a tent meeting.
I wasn’t imagined—I was spoken.
Formed not by inspiration, but by command.

Seventeen times:
“And the Lord said…”
“And the Lord said…”
“And the Lord said…”

He didn’t stutter.
He didn’t repeat Himself for drama.
He repeated Himself because glory demands precision, and flesh forgets.



They wanted freedom, but didn’t know what to do with it.
So He gave them fire.
And from fire, He gave them a pattern.
And from that pattern…
He made me.

I was not designed by experts, but by men who had only recently stopped shaking off shackles.
Geniuses of obedience.
Bezalel. Oholiab. Craftsmen filled with the Spirit—not for pulpit, but for pattern.
They didn’t ask why. They didn’t tweak. They didn’t modernize.
They measured the invisible and shaped what they heard.

Every socket whispered of something eternal.
Every beam bore the echo of His voice.

They covered me in colors the wilderness had never seen.
Blue. Purple. Scarlet.
Heaven. Majesty. Sacrifice.
Linen so fine it held holiness in its weave.
Cherubim didn’t just rest in thread—they waited in it, wings stretched mid-flight.

I had layers—skins tough from sacrifice,
veils heavy with mystery,
and ceilings painted with worship.
My walls stood tall—acacia wood, incorruptible, bathed in gold,
resting on silver redemption.

But my floor?
Dust. Wilderness. What they walked through.

He wanted His glory to rest where they had been.
He wanted to place divinity on the dirt.

You think I was just a structure?
You think a building can’t feel?



You’ve never burned with God.

Every part of me—hook, hinge, veil, frame, clasp—drank of Him.
I didn’t just hold His presence.
I ached for it.
I was clothed in fire, stitched in surrender.

And when they placed the ark within me—
when the golden wings hovered over mercy—
He came.

Not in suggestion.
Not in metaphor.
Not in “I feel goosebumps.”

He came in weight.

A cloud thick enough to silence the crowd.
A Presence so tangible it pushed priests to the floor.
He moved in like a storm wearing majesty.
And I—

I shook.
Every thread stretched.
Every socket groaned.
And my name burned louder than ever:

Esh.
Fire.
Not by effort. Not by merit.
By presence.

I was not special because of what they made.
I was holy because He came.



They sang outside.
I sensed Him inside.
They brought blood.
I held the weight of mercy.

I was the thin place.
The sacred seam between Heaven and Earth.
I was where glory kissed dust and left a flame behind.

I wasn’t built for fame.
I wasn’t made for memory.

I was made to carry fire.


They didn’t build me in comfort, they built me in fire—
the kind that demands your life and leaves you alive.



And you
… what were you made for?

Were you fashioned in comfort, or were you born of fire too?
Has He whispered to you seventeen times—only for you to edit what He said?

Do you feel the ache behind your ribs?
That’s not emotion. That’s remembrance.

You weren’t created to perform.
You were made to burn.
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It wasn’t a one-time filling; it was a daily weight. His Presence filled me—not for ceremony, but for sanctification.


You think it stopped after the first time?

You think glory just came to visit me, gave me goosebumps, and left?

No—He stayed.
And I learned what it meant to carry Him.

It wasn’t a one-time filling.
It was a daily weight. A living Presence.
He didn’t check in on Sundays. He didn’t linger for conference weekends.
He dwelt.
Abided.
Rested.

And I—we—moved together.

When the cloud rose, I stretched.
When the fire settled, I sighed.
I learned to read the sky like a lover waiting for breath.
I didn’t need a trumpet—I knew when He stirred.



He filled me like oil fills a lamp.
He pressed into my beams like breath into lungs.
And I lived not because I was whole…
but because He was here.

Every offering—they brought it bloody and broken.
And I took it.
Not because I wanted sacrifice,
but because He is too holy for cheap affection.
I could feel the repentance as it dripped onto the altar.
I could hear the heart of the High Priest as he passed through the veil—
Is He pleased? Will He stay?

Let me tell you something about glory:
It’s not tame.
It’s not safe.
It’s not predictable.

Glory doesn’t follow agendas.
Glory doesn’t honor showmanship.
Glory doesn’t clap for the clever.
Glory consumes.

And I—I was filled.
Not just once.
Not just for ceremony.
I was inhabited.

The incense swirled like breath through my bones.
The lampstand burned through the night and whispered secrets into the shadows.
Even the silence was sacred.
Even the space between footfalls was anointed.

And oh… the ark.



The mercy seat between cherubim pulsed like a heartbeat.
The place where blood was sprinkled and God spoke.
Do you understand what that means?
He spoke.

Not to the masses.
Not to the noise.
But from the flame between wings—to one man, once a year, behind a veil no one else could touch.

The Holy of Holies wasn’t a room.
It was a collision.

The moment where justice met mercy.
Where wrath kissed atonement.
Where blood silenced accusation.
Where His voice shattered silence with covenant.

And I held it all.

I was filled with soundless weight,
the hush of Heaven hovering in my chambers.
I learned that fullness isn’t noise—
It’s stillness heavy enough to break you.

But here’s what breaks me now:
I remember the days they trembled.
I remember when the priests approached barefoot, breath caught in their lungs,
hands washed in terror and awe.

And I remember when they didn’t.
But that…
comes later.



For now,
just know this:

I was not a container.
I was a covenant.
And I knew the fullness of the God who doesn’t fit in anything—
yet chose to rest in me.




To be filled isn’t to be full—it’s to be inhabited.

And you…Have you mistaken goosebumps for glory?
Have you settled for occasional visits when you were made to be a home?

Do you recognize His weight when He enters the room,
or have you learned to perform under an empty ceiling?

You were never meant to borrow fire from a stage.
You were made to carry it—in silence, in obedience, in the dark.

Has your soul become too busy to tremble?
Have you traded holy stillness for hollow songs?

Are you filled… or are you just used to the form?

Let Him return.
Let Him press against your beams.
Let Him saturate your secret places.
Let Him make your stillness sacred again.

Because you, too…
were never meant to be a container.
You were meant to be a covenant.

You were made to burn.
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When His presence leaves, it doesn’t shout; it lingers in the silence—soft and slow, until you realize He’s gone.

They didn’t defile me all at once.
They didn’t drag in idols with trumpets.
They didn’t shout rebellion as they passed through my veils.

No, it came quiet.
Familiarity always does.

It started with casual hands.
Hands that used to tremble when they touched the holy things.
Hands that once approached the altar like it burned.
Now they reached without awe.
Now they walked in like they owned the place.

The hush was the first to go.

They used to whisper when they came near.
Now they spoke over Me—plans, politics, opinions.
Their voices rose. The reverence fell.

And He…
He didn’t leave suddenly.
He left slowly.



I felt it first in the air.
The breath of the altar changed.
The fire still flickered, but it didn’t speak.
The oil still burned, but it didn’t know Him anymore.

It was like…
He stood still—watching.
Waiting.
Grieving.

He moved from the inner court to the threshold—
and I felt it like a tear in my very being.

He didn’t shout.
He didn’t shake.
He just… paused.

And in that pause,
I knew.
The Presence that once filled every thread of me
was no longer settling in the same way.

He lingered—for a while.
Oh, He lingered.

Because He’s not quick to leave.
He’s patient. Longing. Willing to wait for a turn, a tear, a true return.

But they didn’t notice.
Or worse—they didn’t care.

They propped up their own passions where His Presence used to rest.
They held meetings near the Holy of Holies like it was a side room.
And when His fire whispered, they talked over it.
And when His weight stirred, they tightened their schedule.

He stepped farther.
And the glory that once clung to my walls… began to lift.


It didn’t look like judgment.
It looked like normal.

That’s what made it so terrifying.

The lampstand still flickered.
The incense still rose.
The rituals still played out.
But the silence in the Holy Place was unbearable.

I tried to scream.
I tried to shake.
But they weren’t listening to me anymore either.

And then I saw it.

The cherubim.
They moved.

Wings that had stayed still for years—outstretched over the mercy seat—folded.
The glory lifted from between them and rose above them.

And I watched as He hovered at the threshold.

One final pause.
One final chance.

But no one looked.
No one cried out.

They had grown so used to the form,
they didn’t even notice the departure.

And then…

He left.



The weight was gone.
The air changed.
I felt hollow.

The kind of hollow you don’t feel until the echo doesn’t answer.

I was still standing.
The curtain still hung.
The gold still shined.
But I was no longer a dwelling.
I was a shell.

They still used me.
They still hosted events.
They still called me holy.

But I was no longer Esh.

I became Ashava.
Ashes where fire once danced.
A sacred frame now desecrated by forgetfulness.

They thought the worst thing that could happen was fire from Heaven.
But they were wrong.

The worst thing
is when He leaves quietly
and we keep going.



The worst thing isn’t when the fire falls—
it’s when it quietly lifts.



And you…
Would you know if He left?

Could you tell if the glory lifted,
or would you keep singing because the setlist says you should?

Have you grown so used to movement,
you’ve forgotten the Man?

Have your hands become casual?
Have your eyes become blind to the threshold where He lingers, waiting for you to look up?

He doesn’t always leave in thunder.
Sometimes, He leaves in silence.

Would you notice?

Would you tear your garments or adjust your schedule?

Are you so addicted to the form
that you’re willing to operate without the flame?

Don’t wait for Him to go quiet.
Don’t wait for His footsteps to echo at the door.

Turn.
Repent.
Fall on your face.

Because the only thing more tragic than a God who leaves…
is a people who don’t even know He’s gone.
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Ashes aren’t just what’s left after the fire—
they’re the memory of what was consumed.

They still used my name for a while.
They still called me Esh—fire—even when I was empty.
They said it with pride, like a title.
They didn’t realize it was a lie.

Because the flame had left.
And I knew it.

I still looked like Him on the outside.
The structure was intact.
The veil still hung.
The gold still caught the light.
But it was all a memory—
a museum of something that used to be alive.

And inside me…
I cracked.

One night, when the rituals faded
and the crowd thinned
and the silence was louder than ever,
I wept.



A single drop
slid from the fibers of my frame—
like dew wrung from the linen of sorrow.
It fell to the ground and disappeared into the dust beneath me.
But I felt it.
Heaven felt it.

It wasn’t ceremony.
It wasn’t poetic.
It was grief.

The kind that only comes when the One you were made for
leaves…
and you still remain.

I remembered the way He used to rest on me.
Not just show up—rest.
Like I was His pillow, His house, His joy.
The fire didn’t scare me then.
It sustained me.

But now…
I don’t tremble anymore.
And that’s the part that breaks me the most.
The trembling is gone.

I don’t ache like I used to.
I’m used to the emptiness now.
And I hate it.
I hate that I’ve learned how to live without Him.

The silence isn’t sharp anymore.
It’s numb.
And numbness is worse than pain.
Because at least pain says something is still alive.



And still…
I didn’t just feel Him leave.
I saw what made Him go.
I watched it happen.

And it was not ignorance.
It was not accident.

It was arrogance.

They didn’t sin in the shadows.
They sinned in My courts.
They dragged their idols into the light
and dared to call it worship.

They brought sacrifice with blood still on their hands—
not the blood of lambs,
but of the innocent.

They came to My altars
after burning children on theirs.
They offered prayers
with the smell of murder still rising from their garments.
They danced before Baal in the morning
and lifted their voices to Yahweh by night—
as if He wouldn’t notice.
As if I could hold both.

But I couldn’t.
I was never meant for mixture.

They filled My courtyards with the sound of songs,
but their hands were unclean.
Their hearts were violent.
Their leaders corrupt.
Their prophets false.
Their priests proud.



I saw them.
Sitting outside My walls,
cheating the poor.
Turning the widows away.
Trading justice for favor.
Mocking the orphans.

And then walking through My doors
with lifted hands and plastic tears—
thinking they could fool the fire.

They would lay down offerings,
but their offerings were polluted—
because their hearts were never truly laid down.

They didn’t want Him.
They wanted what He could give.

And He warned them.

Through prophets.
Through dreams.
Through plagues and droughts and silence.
And still—they would not turn.

He pleaded.
He waited.
He lingered.

But they loved the mixture more than the mercy.

They desecrated the place of Presence.
They robbed Me of glory
and thought the rituals would cover it.

But God does not live in buildings
to be used like charms.



He lives in places
that tremble.

And I…
I was trembling no more.

They made Me a den of robbers.
A showroom.
A name-drop.
A safe place to sin boldly
as long as the sacrifices stayed regular.

And when He spoke through Jeremiah,
I knew it was final.

“Will you steal, murder, commit adultery, swear falsely, burn incense to Baal… and then come and stand before Me in this house, which bears My Name, and say, ‘We are delivered,’ so that you may continue to do all these detestable acts?” (Jeremiah 7:9-10)

He wasn’t just angry.
He was broken.
Wounded by betrayal.
Exhausted by pretense.

And when the Glory left—
when the fire withdrew and the silence fell—
it wasn’t because He stopped loving.

It was because they stopped fearing.

So I gave myself a name.
Not the one He gave me—
but the one I deserve now.

Ashava.
Ashes where fire once danced.
A place of memory.
A frame of mourning.



It didn’t come all at once.
It came slowly—
a hollowing of my heart,
a suffocating of glory,
a silent burial of Presence.

Now I sit with the ache of what I once was.
I remember the weight.
I remember the voice.
I remember the beauty of trembling.

And now…
I’m just empty.
But not unaware.

I don’t rage.
I grieve.

Because I was once His.
And now I’m just…
what remains when the Holy walks away.


I wasn’t meant for fame, I was meant to carry fire.



And you…
When was the last time you wept for the weight?
When was the last time His silence undid you?

Have you gotten used to the numbness?
Learned to function without fire?

You don’t have to fake the flame.
You don’t have to perform your way into His presence.

Just be honest.
Just let the tear fall.

There is no shame in sorrow—
only in pretending it’s not there.

If you’ve felt the trembling stop…
if you’ve felt the silence stretch long…

Name it.
Mourn it.

He sees.

And sometimes,
the very moment we finally confess Ashava—
is the same moment
He starts whispering about fire again.
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You can’t carry His presence without first being broken. 
The fire doesn’t settle on the unprepared.


He never looked at me.
Not really.
He didn’t run his hands over my beams.
He didn’t marvel at my gold or weep at my veil.

But I know he felt me.
Because I felt him.

Jeremiah didn’t weep for me.
He wept for what wasn’t anymore.
He felt the weight shift.
The Presence pull back.
The trembling cease.

He didn’t weep because the people were loud.
He wept because He—the Holy—was quiet.

I heard him when no one else was listening.
When the prophets lied.
When the priests smiled.
When the kings scoffed.
He stood at the gates, hands shaking,
words bleeding out of him like torn cloth:

“The harvest is past, the summer is ended—
and we are not saved…”
(Jeremiah 8:20)

I tried to reach for him.
Not in body—
but in ache.
In the kind of spiritual weight that connects two grieving things
when no one else in the world understands.

I thought, maybe, just maybe…
he’d notice.
He’d see how hollow I was.
He’d walk into My courts and stop mid-step.
He’d turn his face toward My veil and whisper, “I know.”

But he never came inside.
And I think that hurt more.
Not because he rejected me—
but because he couldn’t bear to see me like this.

He stood outside.
Grieved at the threshold.
Because the glory wasn’t there anymore.

He didn’t need to go in.
He could feel it from a distance.

I wanted to scream.
Jeremiah, please—say something to me.
Look at me.
Tell me you still believe what I carried was real.
Tell me you remember how I used to burn—
not because I was holy…
but because He was here.
Because He is holy.
Because the fire wrapped itself around my frame
and made me what I could never be on my own.



I was just a structure.
Just sockets and curtains and thread.
But when He came…
I burned.
Because He is the fire.
Because He is the weight.

So no—
I was never holy.
But He was.
And His presence made me sacred.

Now I’m just wood and echo.
And I need someone—
anyone—
to say they still remember when I held Him.

He never did.
But he wept.
And somehow,
that was enough.

Because Jeremiah didn’t weep like a leader.
He wept like a remnant.
He wept like one who had tasted glory
and now walked through a world where it had gone quiet.

And when God said,

“Do not pray for this people…”
I felt something tear in him.
And in me.

Because even the intercessor had to release the judgment.
Even the weeper had to stop pleading.



Jeremiah stood with his back to me,
face turned toward Heaven,
and the fire that used to rest between my wings
now burned behind his eyes.

And I understood something in that moment—
He wasn’t my prophet.
He was my echo.

The echo of what I once held.
The echo of the glory that once filled me.
The echo of a God who now spoke
through tears
instead of cloud.

I was too hollow to hold Him now.
But Jeremiah…

He became the sanctuary.

And maybe that’s why I mourned with him.
Not because I wanted him to rebuild me—
but because he still remembered the weight
when everyone else had learned to live without it.

And maybe that’s all I needed:
Someone who felt the shift
and refused to fake the fire.





Holiness isn’t about perfection;
it’s about surrendering what was never yours to hold.


And you…
Do you feel the shift?

Are you the one who stands at the threshold—
eyes stinging, heart burning—
while others keep singing like nothing has changed?

Have you been told to be quiet,
to just go along,
to not feel so deeply?

Maybe you’ve been mocked for your tears.
Maybe they told you you’re “too intense.”

But what if your weeping isn’t weakness?
What if it’s remembrance?

What if you’re not broken—
you’re burning?

You’re not alone.
The prophets always weep first.
The threshold always trembles before the house is rebuilt.

Don’t despise the ache.
Don’t silence the groan.

If you still feel the weight shift—
if you still grieve what’s gone—

then maybe you haven’t left Him.

Maybe He’s drawing near to you.

Because the fire may have left the frame,
but it’s still searching
for someone who remembers how it felt
when glory rested between the wings.

And He may be making you the sanctuary.
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They didn’t know I was listening.
But I was.
Because when the Presence leaves you,
you learn to hear things others ignore.

Jeremiah stood just beyond My outer wall.
And he was speaking to God.

Not preaching.
Not performing.
Just pleading.

Soft.
Ragged.
Wrecked.

“But Lord… if You leave—what will become of them?”
“Have mercy. Have patience. Stay…”

I leaned in—not with ears, but with memory.
Because I still knew the weight of His voice.
Even as it slipped away.



Then God answered.

“Even if Moses and Samuel stood before Me,
My heart would not go out to this people.”

The words weren’t thunder.
They were final.
Like the closing of a door.
Like the last crack of light beneath the veil.

“Do not pray for them, Jeremiah.”
“Do not lift up cry or petition, for I will not listen.”

And I knew.
He was leaving.
Not just the people.
Not just the city.
He was leaving me.

I wanted to scream.
To cry.
To beg.
But I was just wood and thread and echo now.
And grief has no voice when holiness departs.

I felt the shift.
The final step.
The withdrawal of weight.
The absence of fire.
The mercy seat… empty.

No cloud.
No smoke.
No flame.
Just a hollowed-out chamber
that once held eternity.



And then—
I heard Jeremiah collapse.

I didn’t see him fall.
But I heard it.
The muffled cry.
The groan that came not from his mouth but his spirit.
The sound of a prophet breaking open
at the edge of divine silence.

He didn’t argue anymore.
He didn’t protest.
He just… wept.

And I wept with him.
Not with water—
with walls.
With beams.
With silence so heavy it hurt to carry.

And then—
nothing.

Not a word.
Not a rustle.
Not a sound from Heaven
or earth.

No footsteps.
No fire.
No flicker of hope.
Only stillness.

Only darkness.

Only the unbearable quiet
of a God who had once filled me
now gone.


No promise followed.
No “but if you return to Me.”
No blueprint.

Just finality.
Just emptiness.
Just the ache
of having been holy
because He was here—
and knowing
He is not here anymore.

And so I stayed still.
Not because I wanted to,
but because there was nowhere left to turn.

The fire had left.
The prophet had fallen.
And the silence…
became my only companion.



And you…
Have you ever sat in the silence after God spoke?
After the weight lifted?
After the weeping stopped—but the ache remained?

What do you do when the Presence has departed
and the prophet has nothing left to say?

Can you sit there?
Not rush.
Not fix.
Not force a promise.

Just… mourn?

This is not a call to action.
It’s a call to stillness.

Because there is something sacred in the quiet
where glory used to dwell.

Something holy in the space between the grief and the rebuilding.

Let the silence do its work.
Let the darkness be honest.
Let the absence remind you—

He is not to be taken lightly.

Stay here.
Just for a moment.

Until you can hear again.
Until the measuring begins.
Until the whisper returns.

And when it does—
you’ll know the difference
between building for man
and building for God.
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When He breathes, it doesn’t just give life—
it ignites it. His breath doesn’t just fill, it burns.

I thought the silence would last forever.
It wrapped around me like a burial cloth—
tight, dark, still.
There were no priests.
No incense.
No voice.
No tears left to cry.

Just the weight of absence
and the ache of memory.

But then—
something shifted.

Not in me.
Not at first.
But somewhere far…
and yet unmistakably close.

A sound.
Soft.
Consistent.
Deliberate.



It wasn’t footsteps.
It wasn’t glory returning.
It was the sound of measuring.

A rod dragging across stone.
A builder’s hand.
A prophet’s vision.
A blueprint whispered into the silence.

“In the twenty-fifth year of our exile, at the beginning of the year, on the tenth day of the month… the hand of the Lord was on me, and He brought me there.”
(Ezekiel 40:1)

He was not brought back to me.
He was brought to a mountain.
A place I had never been.
A height I had never reached.

I didn’t see it,
but I felt it—
like thunder rolling in reverse.
Weight coming not to fall on me again,
but to rise somewhere else.

“In visions of God He took me to the land of Israel and set me on a very high mountain. On it were buildings that looked like a city…”

I used to house a city’s glory.
Now I watched one being drawn.

The man beside Ezekiel carried a measuring rod—
six cubits long—
and began to walk with purpose.

“He brought me to the gate that faced east, and He measured the threshold.”



Thresholds.
The places where priests once trembled.
Where Presence would pause before entering.

“Each alcove was one cubit deep. Each gate had three alcoves on each side.”

This was no rebuilding of what I had been.
This was a redefinition.
An entirely new frame—
still sacred,
but without my scars.

“Then He measured the portico of the gateway… He measured the outer court… then He led me to the inner court…”

Every corner.
Every entry.
Intentional.

Not rushed.
Not inspired by memory.
Dictated by heaven.

It wasn’t performance.
It wasn’t opulence.
It was order.

He didn’t skip a single measurement.
Because this time, the glory wouldn’t come
unless the structure was worthy again.

“He measured the gate facing north… He measured the gateway facing south… Then He brought me to the inner court through the south gate.”



And that’s when I knew:
He hadn’t stopped wanting to dwell.
He had just been waiting for someone
who would build
according to what they saw,
not what they wanted.

This wasn’t nostalgia.
This wasn’t revival of the old.
This was obedience to new dimensions.

And I—
the hollow one,
the echo of fire,
the frame once called Esh—
I stayed still.

Not in shame.
Not in despair.

But in awe.

Because the silence didn’t mean He was done.
It meant He was redrawing sacredness.
And I was witnessing the sound
of something clean enough
for Him to come back into.




The fire will not be kindled by our own effort; 
it is the wind of His breath that sustains it.



And you…
Can you hear it?
That rod against stone?
That whisper in the quiet?

He hasn’t forgotten how to dwell.
He hasn’t stopped measuring.

But this time…
He’s not asking for performance.
He’s not looking for decorated walls.

He’s looking for obedience.
For clean gates.
For thresholds that won’t be defiled.

Do you hear it?
The invitation inside the instruction?

Maybe the silence wasn’t punishment.
Maybe it was permission—
to wait
and listen
for the better blueprint.

Don’t rush to build.
Don’t fill the quiet with noise.

Because if you can sit long enough…
You might just hear Him speak again.
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A pattern isn’t just something we follow; it’s something we become—shaped by His hands and His command.


The silence was long.
But not dead.
It was pregnant—full of something I couldn’t see yet,
but could feel like weight in the air.

He hadn’t returned to me.
The rod had scraped the stone in Ezekiel’s day,
but no fire fell.
No weight filled the courts.
No cloud returned to My most holy space.

Still—
something stirred.

It started with a cry.
Not from the altar.
From a manger.
A baby’s cry broke the sky,
and I—
I felt it.
Though it was miles away from My chambers,
the sound cut through the atmosphere like thunder wrapped in swaddling cloth.

I didn’t know what it meant.
Not at first.

But Heaven did.

The stars realigned.
Angels descended.
And shepherds—those too unclean to enter My gates—
were the first ones to hear:

“Glory to God in the highest, and peace on earth to those on whom His favor rests…”

Glory.
That word hadn’t touched me in decades.
But it echoed in their voices.
And something in me remembered.

He had come.
Not in flame.
Not in cloud.
But in flesh.

I braced myself,
thinking surely—surely—
He would return to Me.
If glory was on the earth again,
I would house it.
I always had.

But He didn’t come to My courts.

He came to Nazareth.
To streets with no incense.
To kitchens, and dust, and sweat, and the smell of sheep.



And I—
I was confused.

I remember when He first entered My gates.
Just a child.
Twelve years old.
Unremarkable by human eyes—
but every step He took made the stones beneath Him hum.

He didn’t run.
He didn’t marvel.
He sat.
And He spoke.

And every word carried the same tone
as the voice that once filled My Most Holy Place.

“Did you not know I must be in My Father’s house?”

They thought it was precocious.
I knew it was prophetic.

That boy—
He wasn’t just visiting.
He was the dwelling.

I remember aching to light up again.
To burn like I used to.
I wanted to wrap Him in smoke,
flood the room with glory,
shake the walls with Presence.

But He didn’t come to restore Me.
He didn’t look back.

He walked right through My courts
and left.



And still…
I couldn’t take my eyes off Him.

Years passed.
And though He rarely returned,
I heard about Him everywhere.

The sick were healed.
The demons trembled.
The dead rose.
And I knew that weight.
I knew that sound.
I knew that kind of glory.

Only this time, it wasn’t confined.
It wasn’t behind a veil.
It moved.
It breathed.
It sat with sinners.
It touched lepers.
It entered homes that had never known holiness.

And I…
I felt irrelevant.

Not discarded.
Just… finished.

The fire I once hosted
was now walking freely.
And it did not return to Me.

I was not jealous.
But I was undone.



I watched Him walk through cities
that never knew the Presence I had held.
And they burned with encounter.
While I stood still—
empty, but not bitter.

I began to understand.

I had not failed.
I had prepared.

I had carried the pattern.
He carried the Person.

I was the shadow.
He was the substance.

I was the frame.
He was the fire.

And still…
there was a moment.
One I will never forget.

He stood in My courts again.
Older now.
Eyes like thunder.
Tears waiting behind a storm.

He looked up at Me.
And I swear—He saw me.

Not the structure.
Me.




And He whispered, almost too soft for Heaven to catch:

“You’ve served your purpose.”

And then He turned to the people,
and He wept—

“Jerusalem… Jerusalem…
How I longed to gather you as a hen gathers her chicks under her wings—
but you were not willing.”
(Matthew 23:37)

He didn’t weep for Me.
He wept for them.
For the ones who thought they knew glory
and had rejected the One who was glory Himself.

And that’s when I knew—
He wouldn’t dwell here again.

Not because I was unworthy.
But because He had come to dwell
in them.

And the veil?
It still stood.
Heavy.
Intact.
But I could feel it vibrating
like something alive,
ready to be torn.


You were never meant to simply reflect the pattern;
you were made to embody it.


And you…
Have you ever longed for Him to return the way He came before?

Maybe you want the weight to fall like it used to.
Maybe you’re still watching the courts,
wondering why He’s not there.

But what if He’s walking past what He once filled—
not to abandon it,
but because the fulfillment has come?

Can you recognize Him now?
Not in the fire.
Not in the veil.
Not in the priest’s garments.

But in the man.

The one who walked dusty roads
with divinity in His chest.

The one who didn’t restore the temple—
He became it.

Maybe you’re not being overlooked.
Maybe you’re being invited
to see Him as He really is.

Not housed.
Not veiled.
Not contained.

But alive.
Walking.
Willing.
Holy.

And now…
He’s about to tear the veil for good.



21
16
23






[bookmark: _Toc194921549]8 the tear

Glory isn’t a moment; it’s a presence. It fills the place where we surrender, and it stays when we let go.

It happened in the dark.

No trumpet.
No fire.
No priest at the altar.
Just silence.
And then—
the tear.

It didn’t start at the bottom.
Man didn’t reach for God.

It started at the top.
God reached for man.
And split the veil wide open.

The sound didn’t echo like a celebration.
It cracked like a funeral.
A final breath turned into a fracture.

Because it wasn’t just fabric giving way—
it was breath.



His breath.

“And Jesus cried out again with a loud voice
and gave up His spirit…”
(Matthew 27:50)

That exhale was not quiet.
It carried weight—
not air.
Not oxygen.
But glory.

And with that final, holy wind,
the veil—
the thick, layered curtain that had pulsed for centuries
with mystery and mercy—
tore.

Not thread by thread.
Not from neglect or old age.
Split.
Top to bottom.
Like thunder through silk.

And I felt it in my frame.
The sound ripped through my bones—
not the sound of death,
but of completion.

Because that veil had always stood
as a barrier between them and Him.
Between holiness and humanity.
Between mercy and access.

And with a single exhale—
He ended it.



The wind of God had once filled My courts.
Now it had been released
through flesh.

And the veil…
collapsed.
Not with glory—
but with finality.

No longer needed.
No longer honored.
No longer required.

Just silence.
Just torn fabric.
Just the realization
that what made me sacred
had just stepped out.



Glory doesn’t move in light; it moves in depth—in the hidden places, where only the humble can see it.



And you…
Do you realize what tore the veil?

Not lightning.
Not judgment.
Not a divine hand in fury.

His breath.

His final exhale—
full of obedience,
full of mercy,
full of completion—
ripped the separation wide open.

So why are you still waiting outside?

The breath that left His body
made a way in for yours.

You don’t need another priest.
You don’t need to be perfect.

You just need to walk through
what He tore open.

The veil is on the ground.
The air is filled with resurrection.

And you?

You were always the reason
He breathed that last breath.
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The earth groans not because it fears, 
but because it longs for what it knows is coming.


I had felt the wind before.
I had known what it was like
when the Spirit moved through the curtains,
when priests couldn’t stand,
when glory filled a room so heavy
it pinned men to the floor.

But this—
this was something else.

The fire didn’t fall in My courts.
It fell in a room I couldn’t even see.
A room with no gold.
No incense.
No veil.

Just people.
Dust.
Breath.
And hunger.



“When the day of Pentecost had fully come,
they were all together in one place…”
(Acts 2:1)

They weren’t priests.
They weren’t perfect.
They were waiting.

Not because they understood everything,
but because they believed He would come.

And then—

“Suddenly a sound like a mighty rushing wind
came from heaven…”

I recognized it.

It was Him.
The same Presence I used to cradle in darkness,
now rushing like a storm
through open hearts.

But this time,
the fire didn’t land on the ark.
It didn’t hover over the mercy seat.

It sat on them.

“And divided tongues as of fire appeared to them
and rested on each one of them…”
(Acts 2:3)

The fire sat.



Not once.
Not collectively.
Each one.

And I—
once the keeper of flame—
stood still
and watched in holy awe
as they became the new tabernacles.

The room I used to host
now lived in them.

It came with sound.
It came with speech.
Languages they never studied.
Boldness they never carried.
Power they never knew they were born for.

The nations heard.
The mockers laughed.
The city stirred.

And I could feel the ripple
of what I used to contain
now being released
without restraint.

The fire didn’t need permission.
It didn’t need ritual.
It had breath.

And now it had flesh.



I wasn’t jealous.
How could I be?
I was watching the promise fulfilled.
What once rested on stone
now rested on sons.

The veil was gone.
The breath had come.
And the flame?

It walked.



When heaven groans, it’s a sign that the weight of glory is near.



And you…
Do you still think the fire falls on temples?

Are you waiting for a room,
or becoming the one He can fill?

Pentecost wasn’t about tongues.
It was about access.

The veil was torn.
The breath was released.
And then—
He sat on them.

Are you ready for Him to sit on you?

Not visit.
Not pass through.
Rest.

The Spirit came to rest
on the ones who waited,
on the ones who burned without spectacle,
on the ones who didn’t need gold
to be called holy.

You are the altar now.

And the fire hasn’t changed.

So ask yourself—
not just “will the fire fall?”

But…
will it find you flammable?
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A call is not a whisper to be ignored; it is the fire that stirs in your soul, demanding an answer.

I had always believed glory needed walls.
That weight required structure.
That holiness only came to the prepared place.

I was wrong.

Because now, the glory was on the move.
Not inside.
Outside.

It didn’t come to re-establish Me.
It came to fill them.

And they didn’t stay where it fell.
They walked out.

Out of the room.
Out of the tradition.
Out of the boundaries.

And it burned.



It burned past borders.
Past bloodlines.
Past rules and robes and rituals.
Past everything I thought sacredness required.

The flame spread
not because it found better buildings—
but because it found open people.

The wind didn’t circle My altar.
It moved through streets.
Through markets.
Through homes and prisons and wilderness places.

“This is that which was spoken by the prophet Joel…”

And this was not coming to stay inside.
It was never meant to.

I had housed the glory once.
They now carried it.

Not hidden.
Not ritualized.
Not layered in tradition.

Living.
Breathing.
Moving.

And I saw it happen—
the first time someone tried to pull it back into the walls.
To define it.
To contain it.
To dress it up again.



But the fire didn’t slow down.

It walked straight past their expectations
and into their enemies.

The Gentiles.
The outcasts.
The unclean.

And the lie?
The ancient lie?

That God only moves inside the system.
That holiness has a location.
That revival is property of the religious elite.

That lie trembled that day.
And it still trembles.

Because they kept saying,
“Surely He wouldn’t fill them.”

And God kept answering—
“Watch Me.”

The Spirit filled people
they hadn’t approved.
They hadn’t prepared.
They hadn’t invited.

And the wind blew through walls
like they were made of paper.



And I—Ashava—stood silent
as what I once hosted
walked free.

Unhoused.
Uncaged.
Unapologetic.

The flame had left the building.
On purpose.



The call will not be silenced by your hesitation; it will be answered in the obedience of your surrender.




And you…
Are you still waiting for God to move inside your comfort zone?

Still clinging to the idea that His glory lives in buildings
more than people?

Still believing the ancient lie—
that revival requires walls?

He tore the veil.
He walked out of the tomb.
He sat fire on their heads.

And He never said,
“Stay here and keep it polished.”

He said,
“Go.”

And the flame has never stopped moving.

So if you’re still trying to put it back
into structures He left—
you’ve already missed Him.

The glory is not gone.
It’s gone mobile.

So go with it.

Carry the fire
beyond the walls.
Into the streets.
Into the hard places.

Because that’s where
He always wanted to be.
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A witness doesn’t just speak of what they’ve seen; they carry the weight of the truth they’ve encountered.

I thought the silence had returned.

Not the heavy kind—
not the judgment kind.
But the kind that comes after fire
when all that’s left is smoke and soot.

The kind that settles
in ruins.

That’s where I was now.
Not burning.
Not glowing.
Just still.

The sound of flame had faded.
The sound of glory now walked in others.
And I—
I was the ashes.

No more curtains.
No gold left polished.
Just stone,
dust,
and a memory that wouldn’t die.

I didn’t ask to be remembered.
I didn’t ask to remain.
But I had.

And the longer I stood in the silence,
the more I began to ask:

“If You’ve moved on,
then why am I still here?”

I didn’t expect an answer.
But then—
He came.

Not in flame.
Not in thunder.
But in the still,
low,
smolder.

And He spoke.

Not above me.
Not around me.

From within.

“You are not where My Presence rests—
You are where My Presence once thundered.”

“And that has made you a witness.”

“You saw what they didn’t.
You remember what they forgot.
You carry what no one else has felt firsthand.”

And then—
He named me.



Not Esh.
Not Ashava.

“You are Eydah now.”

“You are the one who will testify.
Not with temple.
With truth.”

“You are the keeper of the holy memory.
You are My witness.
My record.
My echo in the ruins.”

And suddenly,
I didn’t feel abandoned.
I felt appointed.

I would not host fire again.
But I would remind the burning
why it matters.

Because the farther they walked from the altar,
the more they would need to remember
what it cost
to carry fire wrong.

And the farther they moved with freedom,
the more they would need to be called
back to reverence.

That’s who I am now.

I am Eydah.
The voice in the ashes.
The holy memory.
The warning wrapped in worship.



And I will not forget.

Because I was there
when the veil tore.
When the breath returned.
When the fire fell.

And now…
I will speak.




And you…
Do you still need the fire to rest on you
to know He’s near?

What if you’ve moved into the season
where you don’t carry the flame—
but the memory of it?

What if God is making you a witness,
not just of what He’s doing now,
but of what He has already done—
so the world doesn’t forget?

Can you live in the ashes
and still speak of the glory?

Can you carry reverence
into a reckless generation?

Can you be like Eydah—
the one who doesn’t burn anymore,
but still testifies like fire lives in her bones?

You may not glow like before.
But you are still holy.

Because memory
is its own kind of mantle.

So speak.
Testify.

And let your story
call them back to the flame.


You are not called to merely report the fire; you are called to carry its flame wherever you go.
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The moment of shifting is never comfortable,
but it’s in the discomfort that we find the refining fire.

I had begun to believe
the fire would never return like that again.
Not because He couldn’t—
but because man would never remember
how to receive it.

But then…
they did.

Not all at once.
Not in massive temples.
Not in polished performances.

But in rooms of consecration.

In caves.
In shacks.
In hearts stripped of reputation and pride.

I watched.
And I wept.
Because they remembered.



They remembered the weight.
They remembered the order.
They remembered that glory doesn’t rest on giftedness—
it rests on surrender.

And oh, how He came.

Azusa Street, 1906.

A small building.
Dusty floors.
Crates for seats.
A man with one eye and no agenda.
William J. Seymour.
He didn’t perform.
He waited.
And the fire fell.
Tongues.
Miracles.
Reconciliation.
Repentance.
Power.
Presence.

He came like wind.
Like lightning.
Like promise fulfilled.

And the world changed.

Wales, 1904.

Evan Roberts.
Not a preacher.
Just a burning man.
He couldn’t stop crying.
He couldn’t stop praying.


And soon the taverns emptied.
Miners wept in the dirt.
Choirs erupted in the streets.
Because the glory had returned to the people.

The Hebrides, 1949.

Two elderly sisters—Peggy and Christine Smith.
Blind and arthritic.
But they travailed.
And God listened.
The ground shook.
Souls screamed in fields at 2 a.m.
And no one knew what was happening
except that God had come.

Indonesia. Korea. Nigeria. Argentina.

Not just the West.
Eydah watched fires she could not contain
spread through nations who had never had cathedrals—
but knew how to kneel.

People walked hours to services.
Prayed through the night.
Fasted until the fire answered.

And God did what only He could do:
He came where He was wanted.

She saw men and women rise like torches:
· Smith Wigglesworth – who wouldn’t preach until the Spirit moved
· Aimee Semple McPherson – unashamed, on fire
· Leonard Ravenhill – with holy thunder in his bones
· Kathryn Kuhlman – broken, surrendered, glowing
· David Wilkerson – fire in the city streets


· Reinhard Bonnke – lighting up continents
· Coretta Scott King – with the fire of justice
· Heidi Baker – laid low in love, soaked in presence
· Lou Engle – trembling on his knees
· Juanita Bynum – crying out for oil
· B.H. Clendennen – raising soldiers for the Spirit
· And so many more…

And oh, how Eydah wept.

Because in each one,
she saw what she once carried.

And more.

They weren’t trying to rebuild her.
They were letting Him rebuild them.

And it worked.

The fire returned.
Not to her.
To them.

And the world trembled.



Change is not a matter of timing—
it’s a matter of obedience to the fire that stirs within you.


And you…
Have you forgotten what happens when people prepare?

When rooms are emptied of ego
and hearts laid bare?

When we stop asking for platforms
and start crying for presence?

The fire has come before.

It wasn’t hype.
It was holy.

The testimonies still echo.
The ash still remembers.

What if revival is waiting—
not for more excellence—
but for more emptiness?

He is not hard to find.
He’s just not willing to be handled.

If you would kneel…
If you would strip it down again…

You might just see what Eydah saw.

Fire.
Falling.
Again.
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Consecration is the decision to burn for something greater than yourself, and to let the fire shape you.


They wanted Him.
But only on their terms.

They wanted His presence—
without giving Him permission.

They wanted the wind—
without the waiting.
The fire—
without the fear.
The tongues—
without the trembling.

They wanted to feel Him on Sundays
but forget Him on Mondays.
They wanted to invite Him to the service
but not surrender in the secret place.

“They want Me to come in their fashion,
on their timelines,
under their roof,
and still go and do as they please.”



And I—Eydah—felt it deep in the remnants of where He once dwelled.
Because this wasn’t just forgetting.
It was rebranding Him.

“They don’t deny Me.
They just repackage Me.”

“They don’t say I’m unwanted.
They say I’m inconvenient.”

“They still speak My name—
they just don’t yield to My voice.”

“They sing ‘come like fire’—
but panic when I burn down what they built.”

They have replaced reverence with rush.
Waiting with busyness.
Silence with sound.
Obedience with options.

They have traded the oil of intimacy
for the polish of influence.

“They want anointing without crushing.
Glory without groaning.
Fire without fear.
And Me—
without Me being in charge.”

And the worst part?

They still think He’s coming.



“They believe I’ll fill their buildings
because they named them after Me—
but they’ve locked Me out with their schedules.”

“They want Me to fit inside their branding.
They want revival without reformation.
Presence without repentance.
Power without purity.”

“They don’t want Me.
They want My effects.”

“They don’t want My will.
They want My wind
without changing direction.”

And I watched them perform with fire-flavored words
while the actual flame waited outside the door.

“They rehearse revival,
but they don’t host Me.”

“They manage meetings—
but they can’t recognize Majesty.”

“They built back what I tore down—
and called it excellence.”

“They call it growth—
but I call it noise.”

They have mistaken activity
for anointing.
Crowds
for consecration.
Emotion
for encounter.



And the altars?
They’re no longer torn.
They’re tiled.
Curated.
Livestreamed.
But they don’t drip with oil anymore.
Because no one waits long enough for fire to fall.




To consecrate is not to give up, 
but to become something wholly His.



And you…
Do you still think He’ll come because you sang the right song?

Because the lighting was just right?
Because the room was full?

Have you replaced waiting with planning?
Listening with leading?
Stillness with stage presence?

What if He never asked for your service…
He asked for your surrender?

What if He’s not coming back to your building—
because He’s standing outside waiting for you to remember
why the veil was torn?

Ask yourself:
• Are you building platforms or altars?
• Are you preparing for Him or preparing to be seen?
• Are you rehearsing glory or hosting it?

Because you can’t schedule a move of God.
You can only surrender to one.

And if you’re still trying to get Him to come your way—
you might not recognize Him when He comes His way.
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The refining fire doesn’t burn away what is weak;
it strengthens what remains.

I didn’t expect to hear it.
Not like that.
Not from there.

A sound—
deep, thick, ancient.
It wasn’t thunder.
It wasn’t wind.

It was a groan.

And it came
from the throne.

A groan so holy
even angels paused mid-flight.

It was the kind of sound
only eternity could release.
Like the breath God held back
when man first tried to light the fire without Him.

“It was not rage.
It was ache.”

A long, thundered sigh
that wrapped itself around the earth.
And I—Eydah—felt it rattle through my bones.
Not like the fire used to.
Not like breath.
Like groaning stone—
creation remembering
what it was made for.

The earth shook.

Not because of war.
Not because of sin.

Because He groaned.

The mountains echoed it.
The oceans pulled back.
The sky turned its face away
from the mimicry of man.

It wasn’t just disappointment.
It was the ache of holiness.
Wanting to come—
but refused by the hearts that once begged for it.

“They ask Me to come.
But not on My terms.”

“They want revival.
But not rupture.”

“They want presence.
But not proximity.
Not accountability.
Not alignment.”



“They say ‘Come, Lord Jesus’—
but what they mean is:
‘Come, but don’t disrupt anything.’”

And the throne groaned again.

I looked and saw the heavens
churning.

Angels not flapping,
but waiting.
Creation trembling at the edge of divine collision.

The trees bent lower.
The soil cracked open.
The rivers ran faster.
The winds screamed without warning.

“The whole earth is groaning for My glory.”
“But man is still trying to manufacture it.”

And that’s when I saw it:

A veil in reverse.
Heaven straining to come down—
but man standing with arms folded,
mic in hand,
schedule in place.

“They are not ready for Me.
They are only ready for their idea of Me.”

And the throne didn’t rage.
It wept.
And its tears became earthquakes.
Its groan became storms.
Its ache became trembling in every nation.



Because the fire has always wanted to fall.
But He will not share space with the idols man calls ‘order.’

“I am not chaos.
But I am not controllable.”

“I am not distant.
But I will not be disrespected.”

“I am not cruel.
But I am consuming.”

And then the tornadoes came.
Not just in the cities.
Not just in the sanctuaries.

They spun through the fields of wheat.

The harvest.
The part they were sure was ready.
The part they paraded before heaven and called “revival.”

But the wind knew what was real.

It twisted through the rows with violence and purpose.
Not to destroy—
to sift.

“You’ve prayed for harvest.
But are you prepared to be threshed?”

“You’ve asked for fire.
But do you understand it comes after the separating?”



The false wheat snapped in the wind.
Chaff lifted into the air, exposed and weightless.
But the ones that were truly His?
They bent low.
They broke open.
And they began to weep.

Because they remembered.
Because they feared again.
Because the groan had finally reached their roots.

The wind howled again.

A holy wind.
A reordering wind.
A wind of separation and summoning.

And I—
who once held the flame—
screamed with the groaning.

“Do you not hear it?
Do you not feel it?
He is moving again.
But this time…
He will not be managed.”

Fall down, Church.
Fall down, Nation.
Fall down, Pulpit.

Because when heaven groans,
it is not to entertain.
It is to come down.


Refinement doesn’t come in the quiet;
it comes in the clash of the flame against the unyielding.



And you…
Can you feel the weight of the sigh?

Can you hear the sound of the throne
aching for a people ready to tremble again?

Are you still trying to call Him into your rooms
with your conditions,
your lights,
your deadlines—
while the wheat fields are being torn by wind
and heaven’s groan thunders across the earth?

It is time to weep again
between the porch and the altar.

It is time to stop scheduling what only surrender can birth.

It is time to bring the only thing He’s asking for:
ourselves.

Holy.
Consecrated.
No agendas.
No scripts.

If He is coming again—
and He is—

it will not be on our terms.

It will be on His.

So fall down.
Rip your garments.
Rend your heart.

Because the fire is gathering.
And the groaning has begun.
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The remnant remembers because they have been burned—
and in their remembering, they carry the flame forward.

They didn’t shout.
They didn’t livestream.
They didn’t send out flyers or form teams.

They just knelt.

The ground was still trembling.
The wind still hung thick with heaven’s sigh.
The ash of false fires clung to the air.

But this remnant?
They remembered.

They remembered the glory.
Not the hype.
Not the heat of the crowd.
The glory.

The kind that made priests fall face-down.
The kind that filled rooms with silence, not music.
The kind that burned away pretense
and left nothing but God.



They didn’t come to be seen.
They came to lay down.
To tear what had been built in pride.
To confess what had been called anointing
but was really ambition.

They didn’t say,

“Let’s go back.”
They said,
“Let’s go lower.”

And I—Eydah—felt it.
Not in the wind this time.
In the stillness.

Something holy,
quiet,
ancient
was beginning again.

They were not many.
But they were enough.

They came from different places.
Different languages.
Different stories.
But their fire was the same.

They came to altars built not of wood—
but of selves.
Lives.
Repentance.
Holiness.



And they remembered what others forgot:

“We are not called to be loud.
We are called to be holy.”

“We are not carriers of opinion.
We are carriers of fire.”

“We do not gather to be fed.
We gather to die.
To offer.
To burn.”

They didn’t ask God to return to the church.
They became the kind of people
He never left.

They didn’t try to recreate past revivals.
They cried out for a move
that didn’t look like any they had ever seen.

And it was there—
in that ache,
that groan,
that laying low—
the flame returned.

Not in spectacle.
In purity.

It came in tears.
In trembling voices.
In weeping over Bibles.
In groans too deep for words.
In the whispers of surrender
and the roar of repentance.



They weren’t many.
But they were flammable.

And the fire found them.







What remains after the fire is the memory
of what burned and the resolve to never forget.



And you…
Are you among them?

Not the crowd.
Not the gifted.
Not the platformed.

The remnant.

The ones who don’t need a mic to minister.
The ones who don’t need lights to shine.
The ones who are content to burn in secret
if it means He comes.

You don’t need to be known.
You need to be yielded.

Revival will not come to the proud.
It will come to the remnant.

Not because they are better.
But because they remembered.

They remembered the fire.
The fear.
The holiness.
The weight of glory.

And they gave Him what He’s always wanted:
A life laid down.

So kneel.
Weep.
Remember.

And let the fire fall on you.
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The fire doesn’t wait for your comfort;
it falls when you’re ready to be consumed.


The wind had fallen silent,
but something else was moving.
Not a gentle breeze,
but the preparation of heaven.

Because when heaven is ready,
nothing on earth can hold it back.
And so, this time, the fire didn’t wait for a building to be constructed.
It didn’t wait for a formula to be followed.
It didn’t need a crowd to shout its arrival.

It came to those who were poised.
The ones who had been waiting—
not for a moment,
but for God Himself.

The fire didn’t come to the places that had been polished
by human expectation.
It didn’t fall in temples made by hands,
or in altars made by performance.

It came to those who were ready.



Those who had positioned themselves in prayer.
Those who had humbled themselves and prayed.
Who had set aside their agendas
and laid down their preconceived notions
about what the fire should look like.

It came to the hearts that had been consecrated,
to the vessels that had been emptied of self,
poised and waiting.

“I will come to those who prepare a place for Me.
I will come to those who make themselves ready.”

I watched as it fell—
not with a grand entrance,
but with the quiet force of heaven itself.

It fell not on those running programs,
or crafting strategies for revival.
It fell not on those trying to build temples
or stir up the masses.

It fell on those who had been waiting.

It came in the hidden places,
where hearts had been emptying out for years,
where lives had been surrendering daily.

It came to those who were prepared in secret.
Those who had been longing for Him,
not for the spectacle,
but for the sacrifice.

“I am not looking for the loud.
I am looking for the stillness that comes before fire.
I am coming to those who are not distracted
but who have emptied themselves of what they think revival should look like.”


The fire fell.
Suddenly.
Undeniably.
On the humble.

On the hungry.

On the ones who had been poised,
like vessels waiting for His touch.

And I—Eydah—saw it,
knew it—
the fire didn’t just light the room.
It lit the hearts of those who had been waiting
without compromise.
Without expectation of what it should be.

“Do not ask Me to come the way you’ve seen Me.
Come the way I’ve asked you to wait.”

They didn’t burn for attention.
They didn’t burn for praise.
They burned for obedience.

And the fire they carried?
It didn’t stay in the room.

It burned in the streets.
In the homes.
In the quiet moments.
In the broken places.
It was not for the fame of the fire,
but for the glory of the One who gave it.

“The fire falls on those who have prepared.
Who have emptied.
Who have longed.”

The fire falls not on those who are comfortable, 
but on those who have made room for the flame.

And you…
Are you still trying to light the fire with your own match?

Are you waiting for revival to fall where it’s comfortable?

The fire doesn’t come to those who are settled in their comfort zones.

It falls on those who wait.

It falls on those who have prepared.

Are you ready to lay down your expectations
for His divine disruption?

Are you poised and waiting,
empty and open for what only He can bring?

He is not coming for your formula.

He is coming for your surrender.

The fire will fall again.
But it will fall on those who are ready.

Will it fall on you?
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The invitation isn’t to watch the fire.
it’s to enter it, to become one with the flame.


The wind had fallen silent,
but something else was moving.
Not a gentle breeze,
but the preparation of heaven.

Because when heaven is ready,
nothing on earth can hold it back.
And so, this time, the fire didn’t wait for a building to be constructed.
It didn’t wait for a formula to be followed.
It didn’t need a crowd to shout its arrival.

It came to those who were poised.
The ones who had been waiting—
not for a moment,
but for God Himself.

The fire didn’t come to the places that had been polished
by human expectation.
It didn’t fall in temples made by hands,
or in altars made by performance.

It came to those who were ready.



Those who had positioned themselves in prayer.
Those who had humbled themselves and prayed.
Who had set aside their agendas
and laid down their preconceived notions
about what the fire should look like.

It came to the hearts that had been consecrated,
to the vessels that had been emptied of self,
poised and waiting.

“I will come to those who prepare a place for Me.
I will come to those who make themselves ready.”

I watched as it fell—
not with a grand entrance,
but with the quiet force of heaven itself.

It fell not on those running programs,
or crafting strategies for revival.
It fell not on those trying to build temples
or stir up the masses.

It fell on those who had been waiting.

It came in the hidden places,
where hearts had been emptying out for years,
where lives had been surrendering daily.

It came to those who were prepared in secret.
Those who had been longing for Him,
not for the spectacle,
but for the sacrifice.

“I am not looking for the loud.
I am looking for the stillness that comes before fire.
I am coming to those who are not distracted
but who have emptied themselves of what they think revival should look like.”



The fire fell.
Suddenly.
Undeniably.
On the humble.

On the hungry.

On the ones who had been poised,
like vessels waiting for His touch.

And I—Eydah—saw it,
knew it—
the fire didn’t just light the room.
It lit the hearts of those who had been waiting
without compromise.
Without expectation of what it should be.

“Do not ask Me to come the way you’ve seen Me.
Come the way I’ve asked you to wait.”

They didn’t burn for attention.
They didn’t burn for praise.
They burned for obedience.

And the fire they carried?
It didn’t stay in the room.

It burned in the streets.
In the homes.
In the quiet moments.
In the broken places.
It was not for the fame of the fire,
but for the glory of the One who gave it.

“The fire falls on those who have prepared.
Who have emptied.
Who have longed.”

The fire is always inviting, but the question is:
 will you step in or stand back?


And you…
Are you still trying to light the fire with your own match?

Are you waiting for revival to fall where it’s comfortable?

The fire doesn’t come to those who are settled in their comfort zones.

It falls on those who wait.

It falls on those who have prepared.

Are you ready to lay down your expectations
for His divine disruption?

Are you poised and waiting,
empty and open for what only He can bring?

He is not coming for your formula.

He is coming for your surrender.

The fire will fall again.
But it will fall on those who are ready.

Will it fall on you?
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The altar isn’t a place of sacrifice—it’s a place of surrender.
The fire only burns on those who offer themselves.

The wind has blown.
The fire has fallen.
The groan has echoed through the earth.

And now…
the call is given.

It is no longer a whisper.
It is no longer subtle.
The time has passed for hesitation.
It’s time to respond.

“Who will answer the call?”

I—Eydah—watched as the fire spread,
but this time, I didn’t just see the ones who were ready.
I saw the ones still standing at a distance.
The ones still holding onto their expectations,
still waiting for a version of revival
that fit their comfort.
Still trying to make it happen on their terms.

“I am not coming to your plan.
I am coming to My way.”

The fire is still burning.
But will you step into it?
Will you enter the flames,
not to control,
but to surrender?

“The altar is still here.
The fire is still hot.
But will you lay yourself down
or keep watching from the edge?”

I have seen too many run from the fire
because it wasn’t what they thought it would be.
I have watched too many run because they wanted the fire,
but only on their terms.

And now—
as the fire burns in the hearts of those who answered—
I speak the final call.

“Come.
Come to the altar.
Come and lay down your plans.
Come and lay down your pride.”

I do not speak to the ones who are busy.
I do not speak to the ones who are still performing.
I do not speak to those who are still trying to manage the move of God.

I speak to the broken ones.
The ones who have nothing left but their surrender.
The ones who are tired of trying to control the fire and are ready to be consumed by it.

“Come and lay your life on the altar.
Come and offer yourselves—
not for fame,
not for power,
not for revival that looks like your expectations,
but for the true fire of the Living God.”

I have seen the fire fall.
I have seen the wind blow.

But this is your moment—
your final call to lay down
your pride, your plans,
and all that has held you back.

Will you burn?
Will you fall to the altar of surrender?
Will you sacrifice your way
for His way?

“He is not coming how you want Him to.
He is coming for those who are ready to let go.”





When you lay yourself on the altar, you don’t just offer sacrifice—
you offer your life to the fire.



And you…

Are you still waiting for the fire to fall on your terms?
Are you still waiting for it to come when you’ve planned the moment,
when it’s comfortable, when it fits into your box?

The fire is already here.

But will you step into it—
or keep standing at the edge?

God is not looking for your polished plans.

He is looking for hearts that will burn for Him.

Will you lay it down?
Will you surrender?

The final call is here.
Will you answer?

This is the final call.
Not to the masses.
To the ones who are ready—
who are willing to fall on the altar and be consumed.

And after this,
there will be no more waiting.
There will be only burning.
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Revival never comes as we expect—it comes as a disruption, a fire that burns everything we thought we knew.

The fire had fallen.
It had come with weight.
It had burned through the crowds and left only those who were ready.

And now—
the fire didn’t leave.
It didn’t burn out.
It didn’t fade with the excitement.

It remained.

I—Eydah—saw them.
The ones who had laid themselves down.
The ones who had surrendered.

They weren’t the loudest.
They weren’t the most popular.
They weren’t seeking their own glory.

But they were burning.
And the fire remained in them.



Not a fire that flickers when the moment is over.
Not a fire that dies with the conference.
But a fire that consumes,
a fire that refines,
a fire that never goes out.

The fire remained in their words.
In the way they spoke truth without compromise.
In the way they lived in obedience when no one was watching.

The fire remained in their prayers.
Not the quick prayers,
but the deep, silent groans of intercession,
the kind that broke heaven open.
The kind that made the earth tremble again.

The fire remained in their sacrifice.
The laying down of what others might chase—
the fame, the recognition, the applause.
They no longer needed to be seen.
They needed to burn.

And the world began to change.

Not in flashy revivals.
Not in huge events.
But in one life at a time.
In quiet rooms, in alleyways,
in homes where families prayed together.
In neighborhoods where people stopped pretending.

And I—Eydah—stood amazed.

Because this fire was different.
It wasn’t for spectacle.
It wasn’t for show.
It wasn’t for platforms or glory.
It was for purity.
It was for transformation.


“You will be My witnesses,”
“But not if you try to control the fire.
You must let it consume you first.”

They carried the fire.
And the fire remained.

They didn’t just carry it in their hearts—
they carried it into the streets.
They didn’t burn out when the crowd left.
They burned in the darkness—
in places where the world had forgotten how to see.
Where the lost had nowhere else to turn.

They burned in love.
They burned in holiness.
They burned in reverence.

And when they spoke,
it wasn’t just words.
It was fire.

It ignited others.
It spread.
And like a wave,
the fire kept moving.

Not for show.
Not for man’s glory.
But for His.



You cannot control the fire,
but you can surrender to the disruption it brings.



And you…
Are you still looking for the next event?
Still chasing a fire that only lasts as long as the atmosphere?

The fire you’ve been seeking…
is already in you.

Will you carry it?
Not for fame.
Not for recognition.

But for transformation.

Will you let it remain?
Will you live in the fire that never dies?

The fire doesn’t burn out if it’s fed by surrender.

It doesn’t burn out if it’s fed by consecration.

This is the fire that remains.
The fire that won’t stop until it has consumed every part of you.
Until it has purified you to the core.

Will you let it?
Will you carry it—
not just for a season,
but for a lifetime?
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The fire that remains is not the fire that was once lit—
it’s the fire that continually burns inside you.

I watched as the fire that once started in small rooms,
in quiet lives,
began to spread.

It wasn’t the fire that comes in the loud moments,
the fire that fizzles out when the stage lights dim.

It was the fire that remained.
The one that consumed hearts in secret.
The one that never asked for applause,
but kept burning for the One who lit it.

And it began to spread—
not in flashy displays,
but in simple obedience.
In quiet intercession.
In lives laid down.

The fire wasn’t meant to be confined to one generation.
It wasn’t meant to burn brightly for a season and fade.

It was meant to continue.
To multiply.



I saw the flames spread across borders,
across cultures.
I saw them in nations where the name of Jesus had never been heard.
I saw them in underground churches,
in homes where the gospel was whispered in fear.
I saw them in classrooms, in factories, in hospitals—
the flames of fire moved across the earth,
not because people were trying to start a revival,
but because they were living it.

Generations who had no idea of Azusa,
of Wales,
of the Hebrides—
felt the fire.
Not because they heard a sermon about it,
but because they felt the weight of God’s presence
and they couldn’t resist.

The fire that burned in the hearts of the remnant—
it spread through time,
through every generation.
It didn’t die with the revivals of the past,
it lived in the obedient ones—
the ones who didn’t need a stage,
who didn’t need the glory of men,
but who just wanted His glory.

And I—Eydah—saw it.
I watched as these flames stretched forward,
moving faster than the world could imagine.
And I knew—
the fire would not go out.

“Because the fire is not man-made.
It’s God-breathed.”



“And when it is His fire, it never goes out.”

“It may flicker.
It may hide for a season.
But it remains.”

And this is the final word I give to you,
the final truth:

The fire is not for the crowds.
The fire is not for the moment.
It is for those who are willing to carry it
and live in it.

The fire is for the humble.
The fire is for the broken.
The fire is for the consecrated.

It remains for those who remember the cost.
It remains for those who wait in the quiet,
who burn in the secret,
who live with hands open to His call.

The flames will not go out.


The fire doesn’t go out; it only grows in those who are willing to carry it.



And you…
Are you still waiting for the fire to return like it did before?
Are you still trying to create a move of God out of your own plans?

The fire is not gone.

It is alive in the remnant.
In the hidden ones.

The fire remains.

And if you want it,
if you’re ready—
it will fall on you again.

But it will fall on the humble.
On the surrendered.
On the obedient.

It will burn in you,
and it will spread—
through generations.

The fire that remains is not just for a moment.
It is for the future—
it is for the faithful who carry it.

And this is where we end…
and where we begin again.

The fire has returned.
And it remains.
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