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my Comforter, Counselor, and Teacher.
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Introduction

Even if the San Andreas Fault completely cracks open, the Solid Rock is not going anywhere. That’s the line that burst from my spirit one morning when I felt like my whole world was collapsing. It wasn’t poetic. It wasn’t rehearsed. It was raw survival—faith pulling words out of the rubble of despair. Because here’s the truth: everything else in your life can shift. Titles fade. Friends betray. Ministries fracture. Bodies break down. Even the ground beneath your feet can betray you. But Christ, ...the Solid Rock, remains unmoved, unshaken, unbreakable. And yet, here’s the paradox every remnant knows: Standing on the Rock doesn’t always feel like safety. Sometimes it feels like solitude. Sometimes it feels like exile. Sometimes it feels like the mantle on your shoulders is heavier than your whole frame can carry. This book is about that weight. The unseen, uncelebrated, unrelenting weight of being mantled by God. It is about the nights you cry alone, not because you don’t love God, but because His call has carved you away from everyone else. It is about the hours you spend in prayer that nobody knows about, carrying names and nations on your tongue until you collapse in exhaustion. It is about the days you endure betrayal, rejection, or misunderstanding, but you still rise, still preach, still intercede, because quitting is not an option. The mantle is lonely. The mantle is heavy.

The mantle is misunderstood. But the mantle is HOLY! When God places it on your shoulders, He is entrusting you with a portion of His own heart, His own burden, His own fire. And that, my friend, will never be light. This introduction is not meant to comfort you with easy answers. It is meant to tell you the truth: this path will cost you everything. But it will also root you deeper than you ever imagined, into a Rock that will not move even when the whole world crumbles. So take a deep breath, radical remnant. You are not crazy. You are not abandoned. You are not weak. You are mantled.

You have fought in your own strength for too long. What if I told you that the very shaking, the solitude, the silence, is not your undoing, but your qualifying? The mantle does not rest on the casual. It falls on the called. You are not strange but you ARE set apart. You are not weak, you are being fortified. You are not a freak, you are a formidable opponent of the one who wants you to miss your calling. You are not overlooked, you are being hidden until God reveals you at the appointed time. You are not abandoned, you are being anchored. You are not breaking down, you are being built up. Yes, you feel the battle. Yes, you feel the weight. Yes, you hear the call. But beloved, you are not carrying it alone. The Solid Rock beneath you is not moving. The enemy wants you to think you’re strange, when in truth, you’re chosen. He wants you to believe you’re losing, when in fact, you’re winning by simply enduring. He wants you to bow to the pressure and lies, when God has already declared victory belongs to Jesus.

The wicked tremble when you realize your position. Because when you accept who you are... and more importantly, whose you are, the undeniable light of Christ in you shakes the very foundations of darkness. And so the roll is being called. The weight of the mantle presses. The Solid Rock steadies. This is not the end. This is the making of the radical remnant.

Preface

Why this book? Why now? Because I have walked through the lonely valleys where the call of God felt like a sentence rather than a song. I have stood at pulpits where chairs sat empty, wondering if my labor was in vain. I have endured nights on the prayer wall, keeping watch while the world slept, asking, “Lord, does anyone even see? Does anyone care?” I have survived many physical afflictions that tried to silence me. Chronic pain disorders, debilitating migraines, fainting episodes, diabetes, hypertension, re-occurring kidney stones, anaphylactic shock from allergies, asthma attacks that left me intubated for weeks, hospital stays that drained my body and spirit, and even the humiliation of being sent to a so-called “rehab” facility that felt more like hospice. I had to fight my way out literally. I had to endure physical therapy to help me walk again. And these were only a portion of the physical attacks! I also was attacked mentally, emotionally, physiologically, and spiritually.

And yet, here I stand. Here I write. Here I testify. Because I now know the mantle is not light. It carries weight. But that weight builds strength. That pressure produces oil. That solitude produces intimacy with God. To GOD Be the Glory! If you are reading this, it is no accident. This book was written for you, fellow radical remnant. For the one who feels hidden, unseen, and unheard yet burning with holy fire.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
ling Feels Like Solitude

When The Lal

M

LESLIE A. GREEN





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





