
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


A Gospel of Uncertainty
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The Sin of Asking
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They told me not to question. Not gently,

but with the quiet authority

of something assumed to be settled.

Questioning, they said, was dangerous.

Disrespectful, a sign of weak faith.

But no one ever explained why curiosity would be a flaw

in a soul designed to think.

If God gave me a mind, why am I punished for using it?

If free will exists, why is it bordered so tightly

it begins to resemble obedience disguised as choice?

I was taught that God is too good to be questioned.

But goodness that cannot withstand inquiry is not goodness, it is fragility. And fragility does not belong to a God who claims infinity. Why must reverence require silence?

Why does devotion demand the shrinking of my intellect?

If God is truth, then why is truth afraid

of being examined?

I am told questioning leads to doubt,

as if doubt were the enemy. But doubt is not rebellion, it is proximity.

You do not question what you do not care about.

You do not interrogate what you’ve abandoned. I question because I am still here.

Because belief did not arrive shallow.

Because faith, if it is real,

should survive contact with honesty.

What kind of God creates a mind capable of wonder,

capable of reason, capable of moral unease-

and then forbids it from asking why?

What kind of love insists on unquestioned authority?

What kind of freedom is granted only to be restricted

the moment it becomes inconvenient?

I am not asking to dethrone God.

I am asking why He is so carefully protected

from the very people who seek Him.

If God is everywhere, why must my freedom end

at inquiry? If God is just,

why is curiosity treated as crime?

This book does not exist to dismantle faith. It exists because faith was never meant to be fragile.

And if God is real, He will survive my questions.
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Book I

The Book of Inheritance


[image: ]




––––––––

[image: ]


Where faith is inherited

We were handed belief

before we were taught

how to hold it.

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.

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.

I swear to tell the truth

even if it contradicts everything I was taught to call holy.

I don’t long for romance.

I long for permanence.

For something that does not leave

when it learns too much.

If love is real,

it exists somewhere I was never taught

how to reach.

When suffering is labeled “God’s will,”

accountability disappears.

When authority is divine,

harm becomes sacred.

I am not afraid of a God

who can withstand inquiry.

I am afraid of a belief system

that punishes it.

They say mysterious ways

as if mystery absolves harm.

As if confusion is a virtue.

As if unanswered suffering

is softened by poetic phrasing.

But mystery is only sacred

when it is not used as a shield.

Mystery does not heal the wound.

It only prevents investigation.

If everything cruel is “mysterious,”

then nothing is accountable.

If every loss is ordained,

then no one is allowed to protest.
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