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To my precious Dad and Mom—

I owe more than words could ever tell.

Your lives were a living sermon, quietly pointing me to Jesus.

Day after day, you walked out the gospel with grace and love, leaving me a spiritual inheritance richer than gold.

This book is not only my offering, but a reflection of the life you both lived so 

faithfully. With gratitude that fills my heart and tears that still fall, I dedicate these pages to your memory…



a memory I will cherish forever.
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It was around 2007. One of the hardest years I’ve ever walked through. A near-death accident. Bones broken. Ministry wounds that cut deeper than flesh. My spirit felt shattered. I whispered to myself, I’m done.

I couldn’t run anymore. Truthfully… I couldn’t even walk right. All I could manage was dragging myself down into a little basement prayer room. No pulpit. No people. Just me in the shadows, Bible on my lap, crying until I had no tears left.

Some days in prayer stretched into twelve hours down there. Silence pressing in. No spotlight. No applause. No one even aware. I was stripped down to nothing. Empty. Unsure if God could ever use me again. This was no fault of our own, but rather a jezebel spirit had battered me and my wife until we nearly broke in two.

Then…after nearly two long years…the night came. The one I will never forget.

I was sitting in my old chair. Bible open. Heart numb. And suddenly… something shifted. The very air moved. Weighty. Alive. Electric. My breath caught in my chest. I knew…I was no longer alone. Jesus Himself had stepped into that basement.

The glory of God filled the room so strong that I slid right out of my chair. Couldn’t stand. Couldn’t form words. Only trembling. Only weeping as His love rolled over me in wave after wave. Every scar, every hidden bruise, every cruel memory of rejection… all melting away in one holy moment.

How do you describe that? Words feel too small. But this I know…Jesus was there. Not in a sermon illustration. Not in a faint hope. He was there. Closer than my own breath. Healing places in me that had no name.

That night… it marked me forever.

And now, decades later, I’ve learned something. Stillness is never wasted time. Silence is not emptiness. It’s the doorway. It’s the place where He comes. That’s where He found me…in weakness, in quiet, in surrender.

This book was born out of that place. Resting in His Presence is not theory. It’s my roadmap. My witness. My proof. That when you’re at the very bottom, when all you can do is whisper His name in the dark… He will come. And when He comes…everything changes.

With love,
Steve Porter


   


​INTRODUCTION


A Sacred Invitation to Stillness and Intimacy
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They didn’t call him “saint.” They called him Brother Lawrence.

No pulpit. No robe of honor. Just an apron tied loosely and an awkward gait from an old war injury.

He was born Nicolas Herman in Lorraine, France. Poor family. Little schooling. As a young man he went off to war, was wounded, and limped for the rest of his life. He often laughed at himself, saying he was clumsy and slow. And yet…God had His eye on him.

One winter day, years before the monastery, he stood and looked at a barren tree. No leaves, no life. Just bare branches against a gray sky. Suddenly it hit him: spring would come, the tree would bloom again. That revelation pierced him. It was more than seasons. It was God’s faithfulness. Life would come out of barrenness. That one flash of hope changed his course forever.

He eventually entered a Carmelite monastery in Paris and took a new name: Lawrence of the Resurrection. He wasn’t made a priest, not a teacher. He became a lay brother, a servant among servants. And they gave him his work assignment: the kitchen.

Now, I want you to picture this with me. The bell clangs. Brothers file in and ask for food. Pots bang. Steam fills the air. The fire spits and hisses. He’s sweating. His limp makes him clumsy. He drops a pot—crash! A voice snaps, “Brother Lawrence, hurry up!” The whole kitchen is in chaos.

But here is the miracle. He lifts his heart in the middle of the noise: “My God, I am all Yours. Help me to love You here.” No choir singing. No hush of the chapel. Just onions, bread, and boiling kettles. And yet, he said, he was as close to God there as when he knelt at the altar.

Something happened in that scullery. The kitchen itself became a sanctuary. Visitors slipped in not for food, but for the light on his face. Later, when his body grew too weak to cook, they moved him to repairing sandals. Still, he prayed, still he practiced. Needle and thread became holy things in his hands.

He called it practicing the presence of God. Not a formula. Not a performance. Just a heart turned toward Jesus, again and again, until turning became habit, and habit became joy. After his death in 1691, his simple conversations and letters were gathered into the little book we now know as The Practice of the Presence of God. It has never stopped speaking.

And this, dear one, is why I begin with his. story. Brother Lawrence’s life is a living picture of what we so desperately need. He didn’t wait for silence to find God. He found God inside the noise. His limp. His awkwardness. His ordinary work. All of it became worship.

Because in a world of hurry, noise, and constant movement, something deep within us aches for stillness. We long for more than survival…we long for communion. Not just activity for God, but intimacy with God.

This volume, Resting in His Presence, is an invitation to return…not to a program or a performance, but to the quiet place where hearts and heaven meet.

It’s about learning to breathe again in the presence of the One who calls us beloved. It’s about finding more than a moment…it’s about building a life anchored in the stillness of His love.

Each devotion in this journey unfolds a sacred rhythm:


    	The invitation to stop striving and be still.



    	The call to tarry, to wait when the world says hurry.



    	The picture of Samuel lying down near the ark.



    	And finally, the holy shift from visiting His presence… to abiding in it.


  

This isn’t merely a series of reflections. It’s a gentle invitation to return to the altar…not just with hands lifted high, but with your soul laid bare. To rest, not out of weakness, but because you were created to dwell in the shadow of His wings.

Come quietly. Come honestly. Come hungry.

There is a resting place prepared for you.


   


​PART 1:
THE INVITATION TO STILLNESS

Be Still, and Know That I Am God
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They say the Wesley home was never still. How could it be, with seventeen children under one roof? The air was filled with life. Babies crying through the night. Boys chasing each other, knocking into chairs, tumbling across the floor. Girls sitting at the table scratching letters onto slates while a kettle hissed on the fire. The house creaked with footsteps, voices, laughter, and sometimes arguments. Noise permeated those walls.

But in the middle of all that sound, Susanna Wesley carved out a sanctuary. She had no private study. No room of her own. Privacy was a luxury she could not afford. What she did have was an apron.

When her soul longed to breathe in God’s presence, she would sit down in her worn kitchen chair, lift the edge of that apron, and pull it gently over her head. It was not dramatic. It was not planned for show. It was survival. Her way of saying to the whole house, “This moment is holy. Disturb me not, for I am with the Lord.”

And the children knew. All of them. From the oldest to the youngest. They understood the rule of the house: when Mother’s apron is lifted, she is hidden with God. It was a sign more powerful than a locked door. A sacred curtain in the middle of a noisy kitchen.

I can imagine the scene. A child runs in crying, but stops at the sight of that apron. Another begins to quarrel, but quiets when he remembers…Mother is praying. The pan boils over, the baby fusses, the chores call, yet under that thin cloth she enters another world. A hush descends. Heaven bends low.

It wasn’t silence around her…it was stillness within her.

And that stillness changed everything. She prayed for wisdom. For strength. For the salvation of her children. For the gospel to spread. She whispered love to the Father in moments no one else thought sacred. And from that hidden place, history was altered.

Two of her sons, John and Charles would rise to shake nations. John preached in fields and streets, calling thousands to repentance, igniting revival fires across England and beyond. Charles wrote hymns…songs still echoing in churches today, centuries later. And behind them, behind their fire and their song, was a mother who had learned the holy hush in the middle of chaos.

Her altar was not made of marble, but of cloth. Her secret place was not built with wood or stone, but with surrender.

That is the beauty of Susanna’s story. Stillness for her was never the absence of motion—it was the Presence of God filling the ordinary moment. It was Psalm 46:10 written in flesh and blood: “Be still, and know that I am God.”

Beloved, if she could find God under an apron, surrounded by noise, you and I can find Him too.

“Be still, and know that I am God.”
Psalm 46:10 (NKJV)

“Surrender your anxiety! Be silent and stop your striving and you will see that I am God.”
Psalm 46:10 (TPT)

There is a stillness that holds more power than the roar of the ocean.
A hush stronger than thunder shaking the earth.

It’s not empty space. It’s not cold silence. It’s Presence. It’s the hush that falls when the King of Glory steps into the room.

And here’s the wonder. That same stillness is being offered to us. Not with a shout. Not with a demand. But with a whisper. Gentle. Persistent. Impossible to ignore if your heart is tender.

“Be still, beloved… and know.”

THE WORLD THAT WILL NOT STOP MOVING

Look around. We live in a world drunk on motion. Always rushing. Always reaching. Fast answers. Quick fixes. Endless notifications.

And the church, if we’re honest, isn’t much different. We’ve baptized our busyness. Worn it like a badge of honor. One more meeting. Another event. Another project “for the Lord.”

But pause a moment…did you notice Jesus? How He often withdrew. He slipped away from the noise. Even the good noise of crowds hungry for miracles. He stepped aside to be with His Father.

We have equated noise with anointing. Busyness with faithfulness. But the Kingdom of God doesn’t run on rushing. The Spirit doesn’t measure worth by activity.

If we’re not careful, we’ll spend ourselves running hard in ministry… and yet run straight past the One we claim to serve.
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