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PREFACE

For the One Who Kept Me

This isn’t just a book.

It’s a scroll.

A sacred offering.

A whispered thank You.

A full-body surrender written in the ink of worship, obedience, and memory.

I didn’t write this for applause.

I wrote this because I’m still alive.

Because He kept me when I didn’t want to be kept.

Because the Father never stopped calling me son.

Because the Savior didn’t walk off when I failed again.

Because the Spirit stayed when I ran, wept, lied, rebelled, and bled.

This is a journal turned altar.

It is my burnt offering.

My psalm of remembrance.

My love letter to the Godhead who rescued me from myself.

⸻

I didn’t learn Him through sermons.

I met Him in silence.

In storms.

In closets where the world couldn’t see and I couldn’t fake.

I met Yahweh not as a theory,

But as a Father.

I met Jesus not as an idea,

But as the One who traded places with me when I didn’t even want to live.

And I met Ruach—not as a distant presence,

But as the Best Friend who sat beside me in rooms I tried to die in.

This scroll is the sound of that journey.

It’s what happens when survival meets surrender.

When an orphan learns he’s an heir.

When a runaway becomes a rebuilder.

When the prodigal stops running and starts remembering.

⸻

So if you’re holding this—

Know you’re reading worship, not writing.

This isn’t about theology or perfection.

This is about presence.

About the kind of love that corrects and covers.

About the kind of Spirit who convicts and still stays.

About a God who isn’t afraid of our mess,

But walks right into it and starts building a home.

⸻

This scroll is for Him.

The One who kept me.

The One who still does.

The One who’s worthy of every page, every breath, every tear, every yes.

To Yahweh, the Author of my identity.

To Jesus, the Keeper of my soul.

To Ruach, my constant companion.

This scroll is Yours.

––––––––
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CHAPTER 1

I Remember You, Abba

(To the Father)

Before I had a name, You called me.

Before I knew how to breathe, You were already exhaling purpose into my lungs.

I didn’t find You in a sanctuary. I found You in survival.

In courtrooms. In cinderblock cells. In silence too heavy for a child to carry.

I remember You—not from sermons, but from suspense.

I remember You—not in stained glass, but in shattered trust.

I remember the way You hovered.

Not like a threat—but like a Father too holy to rush my healing.

You didn’t knock like men do.

You waited at altars I didn’t know I had.

You stood at the edge of every overdose, every relapse, every empty prayer I was too ashamed to say.
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