
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


I Confess To You Confliction


I am not asking for permission.

I am speaking because silence has already taken enough.

If there is a God who listens, let these words arrive as they are;

unpolished, unresolved, and heavy with questions.

If there is not, let them still stand as evidence

that belief does not disappear quietly.

I offer no praise here.

Only presence.

Let that be enough to begin

I Must Confess

I confess to you confliction

because certainty has never survived me.

I confess because belief did not leave quietly,

it stayed, bruised and asking.

I was taught that faith was obedience,

that questions were fractures,

that doubt was a door best left closed.

But I have lived long enough

to know that silence can wound

and answers withheld can rot the bones of devotion.

I do not confess disbelief.

I confess endurance.

I confess that I have loved God

in the way one loves someone who will not speak,

staying, hoping, measuring absence

like it might someday add up to mercy.

I confess to anger dressed as prayer,

to kneeling that felt like bargaining,

to hands folded so tightly

they forgot what release felt like.

I confess because I am still here.

Because I did not leave faith,

faith left me unanswered,

and I followed it anyway.

This book is not repentance.

It is not resolution.

It is not proof.

It is what remained

when I refused to stop speaking

to a silence I was told was holy.

If there is a God listening,

let this be counted as devotion.

If there is not,

let it still be said

that I told the truth.
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Part I
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Speaking At All

Wounded Gospel

Blessed are those who survived,

for they will be expected

to explain why.

Blessed are the broken,

as long as they heal quietly

and don’t make anyone uncomfortable.

Blessed are the faithful,

except when their faith starts asking

better questions

than the church can answer.

I have read the scriptures.

I know the verses.

I know how suffering is framed

as a lesson,

a test,

a calling.

But tell me this:

What kind of God

requires devastation

to prove devotion?

What kind of holiness

demands blood first

and explanation later?

If this is salvation,

it feels like abandonment

with better branding.

I believe in something.

I have to.

But it isn’t the God

who watched and waited.

It isn’t the one

who stayed silent

while we begged.

I believe in the sacredness

of endurance.

In the divinity of refusal.

In the holiness of saying,

This was not okay,

and still choosing to live.

If there is a gospel here,

it is written in scars.

And I am done pretending

they were gifts.

I Do Not Choose Faith

Faith is not a discipline.

It is not a ritual.

It is not a habit I maintain

like clean hands

or good posture.

Faith is something I endured.

Like hunger.

Like loss.

Like staying alive

when belief stopped working

but death felt irresponsible.

I did not choose faith.

It followed me.

Bruised me.

Asked me to justify suffering

in its name.

They tell me faith requires surrender.

But I surrendered everything

and still bled.

So no,

I don’t practice faith.

I survive it.

Carry its weight

like a scar I never asked for.

If there is a God,

He knows this already.

If there isn’t,

then faith is just another story

we tell the wounded

to keep them quiet.

Either way,

I’m done pretending belief

was gentle.

It was a war I lived through.

And I’m allowed

to speak about it

like one.

My Testimony

I was taught God early,

before I knew how to doubt,

before I knew how to leave.

He was introduced like a fact.

Like gravity.

Like consequence.

I was told:

He sees everything.

He knows everything.

He loves you.

I organized my life around that.

Measured my worth against His attention.

Interpreted silence as instruction.

Pain as correction.

When suffering came,

I assumed I had failed.

When help didn’t,

I assumed I deserved it.

This is how faith becomes trauma,

not all at once,

but slowly,

through repetition.

Through obedience without relief.

I learned to blame myself

for unanswered prayers.

To call endurance holiness.

To thank God

for what did not destroy me

after it had already ruined something essential.

If God was there,

He watched.

If He wasn’t,

then I was talking to absence

and calling it love.

Either way,

something broke inside me

that belief never repaired.

This is my testimony:

Faith did not save me.

It taught me how to survive being abandoned

without ever calling it that.

These Holy Scars

They don’t tell you

that faith lingers

even after you leave it.

That it doesn’t dissolve,

it embeds.

It shows up in your guilt.

In the way you flinch

when something goes well.

In the reflex to ask

what you did wrong

before asking what you deserve.

Faith trained me

to accept less.

To wait.

To endure.

To spiritualize neglect.

It taught me

how to doubt myself

more efficiently

than any enemy ever could.

I don’t miss belief.

I miss the promise

that someone was watching

closely enough to care.

Now when I look at the sky,

I don’t see heaven.

I see distance.

Unanswered space.

A reminder that meaning

is not guaranteed.

Faith didn’t disappear.

It failed quietly,

and left me

to explain the damage

without language for it.

Unaccounted Violence

No one tells you that faith doesn’t end

when belief does.

It stays in the nervous system.

In the reflex to apologize for wanting more.

In the instinct to assume punishment

before possibility.

Faith is not just what you believe.

It is what you were trained to tolerate.

I left the doctrine.

I did not leave the damage.

I still flinch at ease.

Still question joy.

Still wait for consequence

when something feels earned.

Faith taught me to romanticize suffering.

To spiritualize endurance.

To accept starvation as devotion.

Even now,

I measure my worth

by how little I ask for.

This is what faith does

when it collapses under scrutiny,
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