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He believes that:

The moments that shape our lives most deeply are often not the extraordinary ones, but the quiet lights of grace found in ordinary days.
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To my beloved wife, Sue Zhang
Thank you for your faithful love, unwavering support, and steadfast companionship throughout our journey together.

Through seasons of joy and sorrow, through ministry and study, through familiar places and unfamiliar lands, you have walked beside

me with grace and courage.

Many people see the pastor standing in front, but few see the faithful partner standing behind.

Your prayers, encouragement, sacrifices, and quiet acts of service have sustained both our family and our ministry in countless ways.
This book carries many stories from our journey, and your presence is woven through them all.

In moments of celebration, you rejoiced with me.



In moments of hardship, you remained beside me.

In seasons of loss, you shared my tears.

In seasons of hope, you strengthened my faith.

Thank you for being one of God’s greatest gifts in my life.

May the Lord continue to bless you, strengthen you, and fill your days with His peace and joy.

With love and gratitude,

Chongzhu (Paul) Zhang
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Why I Named This Series The Light They Could Not Erase

Many readers have asked me why I chose the title The Light They Could Not Erase.
The answer comes from a very personal experience.

Beginning in 2024, I started publishing articles regularly through my WeChat public account. At first, my writing was quite direct. Most

of the articles focused on Scripture, theology, pastoral ministry, faith, testimony, and spiritual reflection.
To my surprise, many of those articles disappeared shortly after publication.

Sometimes two out of three articles would be removed. Sometimes, after several days of writing and posting, only one or two articles

remained visible.

At first, I felt confused. Over time, I gradually came to understand that some of the content had touched words or expressions that the

platform regarded as sensitive.

Those removed articles included reflections on faith, discussions of life values, and writings on pastoral ministry and spiritual growth.



Every time I received a notice that an article had been removed, I felt a quiet sense of loss. Each article represented time, thought, prayer,

and lived experience.

Yet as time passed, I began to see that this was not entirely a bad thing. It became a kind of learning, a kind of training, and an

opportunity to rethink how I expressed what mattered most.

I began to learn how to express deeper truths with quieter language, how to speak of faith through everyday stories, how to carry

theological reflection through lived experience, and how to communicate life through ordinary days.

Gradually, I discovered that some truths did not always need to be stated directly. They could also be carried through gentler, more

literary forms of expression. Sometimes, such writing entered the heart more deeply.

My writing began to change.

It was no longer only theological reflection. It became more and more a record of ordinary life, family stories, personal reflection, cross-

cultural experience, and the lessons hidden in daily living.

Yet beneath those ordinary stories, I still tried to preserve the convictions and values that mattered most.

Over time, fewer articles were removed. Today, I continue to write several articles each week. Occasionally, one is still taken down, but

far less often than in the beginning.

Through this process, however, I came to realize something important:

Words can disappear.

Articles can be removed.

Platforms can change.

Even an entire account may one day no longer exist.

But the things that once brought light to a life do not disappear so easily.

An article may vanish, but the comfort it brought to a reader remains.

A sentence may be deleted, but the thought it awakened may continue.

A story may no longer be visible online, but the hope it kindled may remain.

The most powerful thing is not the words themselves.

It is the light behind the words.

That is why, when I began gathering these public-account articles into book form, the title The Light They Could Not Erase naturally

came to mind.



I believe some articles may disappear, some words may be forgotten, and some records may be buried by time. But the grace, hope, truth,

and love that truly illuminate a life cannot be erased.

This series is not merely preserving words.

It is preserving the light that once shone upon me and, I hope, upon others as well.

That is the story behind the title The Light They Could Not Erase.
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The Light They Could Not Erase

If someone were to ask me when this book began, I would probably say that it did not begin on a single day.
It grew slowly out of one ordinary day after another.

In 2024, I began writing more intentionally on my WeChat public account. At first, I had no grand plan and no thought of publishing a
book. I simply wanted to record the reflections, movements of the heart, struggles, lessons, and spiritual insights that came along the

way.

Sometimes it was a reflection on daily life.

Sometimes it was a devotional meditation.

Sometimes it was a response after visiting someone.

Sometimes it was a record after a storm had passed.

More often, it was simply a way to create a small space of quiet thought in the middle of a busy life.
One article became two. Then ten. Then fifty. Then a hundred.

Almost without realizing it, this public account had accompanied me for more than a year.

When I later looked back through these writings, I suddenly realized that although they were written in different seasons and under

different circumstances, they were all telling the same story:

In the most real days of life, there is always some light that cannot be erased.

Times will pass.

Platforms will change.

Articles may be forgotten.

Accounts may even disappear.

But the grace that once illumined a life, and the light that gave strength in dark moments, do not easily vanish.
They remain in memory.

They remain in life.

They remain in the steps by which a person continues forward.

So I decided to gather these scattered writings from the digital world, edit and revise them, and bring them together in book form.

This series was given the title:



The Light They Could Not Erase.

Because I deeply believe that what truly matters will not disappear with time, nor will it be erased by changing circumstances.

Why Begin With “Grace in Ordinary Days”

Many people assume that the most important parts of life are the dramatic moments.

But as I grow older, I increasingly realize that real life happens in the ordinary.

Not on the mountaintop, but on level ground.

Not in applause, but in quietness.

Not in legend, but in daily life.

We remember graduation ceremonies, but often forget the late nights of study.

We remember moments of success, but overlook the countless quiet acts of perseverance that led there.

We remember turning points, but forget how ordinary days shaped us.

In truth, character is formed in daily life.

Faith grows in waiting.

Love is learned through companionship.

Hope is strengthened in the night.

Grace is much the same.

It often does not come as a dramatic miracle, but as a warm meal, a comforting word, a friend, a message, a season of companionship, or

a door that opens again.

That is why I chose to begin the first volume of The Light They Could Not Erase with “Grace in Ordinary Days.”

Every great story begins in ordinary days.

And every real life is lived there.

Why This Book Is Bilingual

This book is bilingual not merely for the sake of translation.

It is bilingual because my life now lives in two languages.

I was born in China.

There I grew up, studied, served in ministry, and experienced both joy and sorrow.



Later, I came to the United States.

In an unfamiliar language and culture, I had to learn again, adapt again, and understand myself again.

Over the years, I have come to feel more deeply that language is not only a tool. It is also a bridge.

Chinese carries my past.

English connects my present.

Chinese records the roots of my life.

English bears witness to the road I am now walking.

For this reason, I hope these writings can cross the boundaries of language.

I hope the next generation of Chinese families can understand the stories of their parents and grandparents.

I hope people from different cultural backgrounds can understand one another more deeply.

I hope the faith, hope, and love found in these ordinary stories can be read and shared by more people.

If one day a young person reading the English version can better understand the road walked by an earlier generation of Chinese
believers, or if an English-speaking reader can glimpse the real life of a Chinese Christian through these pages, then part of this book’s

mission will already have been fulfilled.

To the Reader

Perhaps you are in a season of blessing.

Perhaps you are walking through a valley.

Perhaps you are living in your homeland.

Perhaps you are far from home.

Perhaps you are searching for answers.

Perhaps you are already weary.

Whoever you are, I hope this book can become a quiet companion on your journey.

It will not tell you that life will always be smooth.

It will not pretend that every problem has a simple answer.

But it is willing to walk with you and believe:

In the most ordinary days, grace still exists.



In the darkest nights, light still exists.

On the hardest roads, hope still exists.

My own life has been carried in this way.

I have known loss.

I have known waiting.

I have faced storms.

I have also seen rainbows.

I know life is not easy.

But I also know that in many moments when I thought I could not go on, an unseen hand was still holding me and helping me move

forward.

Looking back, I believe more and more that what truly changes a person is not one dramatic moment, but grace that keeps coming to us

again and again.

Such grace is like starlight in the night sky.

It may be faint, yet it has never gone out.

It may seem far away, yet it is still there.

This is the story The Light They Could Not Erase seeks to tell.

May this book accompany you for part of your journey.

May you see something of yourself in these pages.

And may you discover, in your own life, the light that has never been deleted, never been extinguished, and never stopped shining on the

road ahead.

Chongzhu (Paul) Zhang

Indianapolis, Indiana, USA

2026
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Seeing Beyond the Shine

True Discernment Is About Depth, Not Price
Sometimes a person’s vision is not revealed by the great truths he speaks, but by what he notices first.

I once heard a story about a young woman who placed her new iPhone on a piano. A classmate saw it and said, “Are you trying to show

off?”
The young woman replied, “I play an $80,000 piano every day, and all you noticed was a $600 phone.”
It sounds like a clever reply, but it carries a deeper lesson.

In the same scene, one person saw a phone; another saw a piano. One saw price; another saw value. One noticed what was bright and

near; another noticed what carried greater weight.
What we notice often reveals where we stand inwardly.
When our vision is shallow, we are easily captured by what is obvious, shiny, and easy to compare.

When our vision is deeper, we ask better questions: What stands behind this? What has this person walked through? Whose sacrifice

made this possible?
True discernment is not merely the ability to recognize expensive things. It is the ability to recognize what truly matters.
1. What You See Reveals Your Level of Vision

The classmate saw the phone and called it showing off. The young woman pointed to the piano, something far more valuable that he had

failed to notice.
But the story can go even deeper.
If her mother were standing there, she might say, “You see the piano, but you do not see the house that shelters it.”

If her father were standing there, he might say, “You see the house, but you do not see the years of labor, provision, and companionship

behind it.”

If God were speaking, He might say, “You see these possessions, but have you remembered the One who gives life, breath, and

everything else?”

When people see only objects, they easily fall into comparison.
When they see people, they begin to learn gratitude.

When they see God, they begin to learn reverence.

Scripture says, “People who have wealth but lack understanding are like the beasts that perish.” (Psalm 49:20, NIV)



A person may possess much and still remain unaware. A person may see many things and still fail to understand.

True vision does not stop at the surface of material things. It sees through the surface to value, relationship, grace, and source.

2. Seeing Only Things Creates Many Conflicts

Many misunderstandings in relationships begin with misplaced attention.

Someone buys something, and we call it showing off.

Someone achieves something, and we assume it is vanity.

Someone receives a blessing, and we feel life is unfair.

Then resentment grows, our words become sharp, and relationships begin to change.

But often we do not know the story behind what we see.

Perhaps it is a small reward after years of hard work.

Perhaps it is an expression of love from family.

Perhaps it is a quiet comfort after long endurance.

When a person sees only the object and not the person, his heart becomes cold.

When a person sees only the price and not the cost, he becomes dismissive.

When a person sees only possession and not grace, he becomes envious.

If our vision is not renewed, our hearts will not remain clear.

3. Discernment Sees Grace Behind the Surface

A person with true vision does not merely evaluate whether something is expensive. He recognizes what is precious in a life.

When he sees a child learning piano, he does not only see the instrument. He sees parents who accompany, a child who perseveres, and

hours of practice hidden from public view.

When he sees a family move into a new home, he does not only see the house. He sees years of saving, labor, waiting, and God’s

provision.

When he sees another person’s achievement, he does not only see applause. He sees failure, loneliness, sleepless nights, and

misunderstood seasons.

Such a person is slow to judge.

He knows that behind every visible result, there is an invisible process.

He is also slow to envy.



He knows that another person’s blessing does not reduce God’s grace toward him.

To see beyond the shine is to notice extraordinary grace in ordinary life.

4. The World Trains Us to Lose Focus

The world is skilled at producing comparison.

Who has the newest phone?

Whose house is larger?

Whose children are more impressive?

Whose career is more successful?

Whose life looks more respectable?

Our eyes are constantly trained to look outward: appearance, price, numbers, scale, influence, and public opinion.

After a while, we lose focus.

We forget that the most important things are often not the most visible things.

A peaceful home is more precious than an expensive object.

Someone willing to walk with you is more valuable than a beautiful house.

A heart that fears God carries more weight than all external possessions.

The world teaches us to look at what shines.

Faith teaches us to look at what lasts.

The world asks, “What do you have?”

Faith asks, “Who are you becoming?”

The world asks, “How do others see you?”

Faith asks, “How does God see you?”

When God renews our vision, the order of our lives begins to change.

5. If You See Rightly, Half of Life Is Already Reordered

Much of human pain does not come from lack, but from misplaced vision.

When we see wrongly, we make small things too large and large things too small.



We argue over a phone and forget the relationship.

We chase applause and neglect real growth.

We possess much and still remain restless.

But when a person sees rightly, the heart slowly becomes steady.

He recognizes that possessions are stewardship, not identity.

He recognizes that achievement is a process, not a savior.

He recognizes that behind every visible blessing stands the invisible Giver.

Such a person is truly blessed.

He still pursues, but he is no longer driven by comparison.

He may possess, but he is no longer defined by possession.

He does not ignore the world, but after seeing the world, he still sees God.

Conclusion: Eyes Lit by Grace

Seeing beyond the shine does not mean having an eye for luxury. It means having a heart that can discern true value.

May we see the phone and also see the piano.

May we see the piano and also see the parents.

May we see the parents and also see grace.

And when we see grace, may we see the God who gives it.

If a person sees only things, he lives in comparison.

If he sees people, he lives in gratitude.

If he sees God, he lives in reverence.

May we have this kind of vision: not deceived by surface brightness, not bound by temporary price, but able to recognize true pearls in

ordinary days.
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Breaking Through the Encirclement
The Way Out May Not Come From the Direction You Expected

There are moments in life when we feel trapped.

There seems to be no road ahead, no way back, and pressure on every side.

You are still breathing, but the space around you feels smaller. You are still moving forward, but every step seems to hit a wall.
In Chinese, there is an expression: surrounded by songs from all sides.

It comes from the story of Xiang Yu, the king of Chu, who found himself surrounded at Gaixia. At night, he heard the songs of Chu

coming from every direction and realized that the hearts of his people had scattered and that the tide had turned against him.
It is an image of deep isolation.

There are voices all around, but none seem to stand with you.

There are roads in every direction, but each one feels like a dead end.

Many people eventually come to such a place in life.

At home, relationships become tense.

At work, pressure becomes heavy.

In ministry, every direction feels difficult.

Financially, resources are stretched.

Physically, exhaustion sets in.

Inwardly, the heart becomes confused.

At such moments, people are tempted to conclude: It is over.

But faith often gives us another way to see.

1. Hard Pressed, but Not Crushed

The apostle Paul also knew what it meant to be pressed on every side.

He did not live in comfort. He was misunderstood, persecuted, attacked, and often in danger.
Yet he wrote, “We are hard pressed on every side, but not crushed.” (2 Corinthians 4:8, NIV)
That sentence is powerful.

Paul did not deny the pressure.



He admitted that he was hard pressed on every side.

He did not pretend that life was easy.

He also acknowledged distress and trouble.

But he refused to let circumstances give the final definition to his life.

Being pressed on every side does not mean being crushed.

Being perplexed does not mean being in despair.

Being struck down does not mean being destroyed.

This is the key difference between faith and despair.

Despair sees only the encirclement.

Faith looks for the way of God.

Despair says, “There is no road.”

Faith says, “I do not yet see the road, but God is not trapped.”

2. What Traps Us Is Often Not the Situation, but the Interpretation

The same situation can produce very different responses in different people.

One person faces difficulty and says, “This is the end.”

Another person faces difficulty and says, “This may be a turning point.”

One person sees pressure and feels crushed by it.

Another person sees pressure and recognizes that he is being shaped.

Often what traps us is not only the situation itself, but the way we interpret it.

If we interpret every difficulty as evidence that God has left us, our hearts will sink deeper and deeper.

But if we believe that God remains sovereign even in difficulty, despair will not easily swallow us.

Faith does not deny reality.

Faith acknowledges reality and still believes that reality is not the final answer.

3. The Way Out Often Opens From an Unseen Direction

Scripture contains many scenes where no way seemed possible.



Israel stood before the Red Sea. The sea was in front of them, and the Egyptian army was behind them. Humanly speaking, there was no

way.

But God parted the sea.

Israel came to the Jordan River when it was at flood stage. Humanly speaking, they should have waited for the water to recede.

But when the priests stepped into the river, the waters stopped.

In the wilderness there was no food, and God gave manna.

In the desert there was no water, and God brought water from the rock.

These stories do not tell us that we will never face difficulty. They tell us that God’s way of making a way often exceeds human

imagination.

Sometimes the road is not already visible, waiting for us to discover it.

Sometimes the road opens step by step as we obey and move forward.

4. Do Not Let the Encirclement Define You

When people feel surrounded, the greatest danger is not only the pressure outside them. It is the false identity that begins to form within

them.

“l am a failure.”

“I have no way out.”

“God has forgotten me.”

Once these words take root in the heart, a person may surrender inwardly before anything has truly ended.

But faith reminds us: you are not defined by your present difficulty.

You are defined by the grace of God.

You are someone He created, someone He loves, and someone He is still able to lead.

Today’s trouble is not the whole story of your life.

The present encirclement is not the end of God’s story.

5. Lifting Your Eyes Is the Beginning of Breakthrough

The psalmist says, “My help comes from the LORD, the Maker of heaven and earth.” (Psalm 121:2, NIV)

This is not sentimental poetry. It is a choice made in difficulty.



When people are pressed on every side, the natural reaction is to look down: at the problem, the loss, the pressure, and the opinions of

others.

But the movement of faith is to lift the eyes.

To lift your eyes is not to escape reality. It is to remember the source of your help.

To lift your eyes does not mean the problem disappears immediately. It means the heart is no longer completely swallowed by the

problem.

To lift your eyes is to say: my help does not come from my circumstances or from human approval. My help comes from the Lord, the

Maker of heaven and earth.

Often the first step in breaking through an encirclement is not a changed environment, but a changed vision.

You begin to see yourself, your situation, and your future again from God’s perspective.

Conclusion: God Is Not Trapped by Your Trouble

If you are facing a season of pressure on every side, do not rush to draw final conclusions about your life.

You may see encirclement, but God may see training.

You may see an ending, but God may see a turning.

You may see no road, but God can make a way in the wilderness and streams in the desert.

Being surrounded is not necessarily the end.

Being hard pressed does not mean being crushed.

As long as God is present, the story is not over.

So do not let fear interpret your life for you.

Do not let pressure decide your direction.

Do not let a temporary encirclement steal the hope within you.

Lift your eyes.

Keep moving.

You may not yet see the road.

But the God who makes a way is already at work.
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A Frightening Afternoon

Peace Is Never Something to Take for Granted

Yesterday afternoon, my wife suddenly looked at me and said, “I’m having trouble breathing.”
They were simple words, yet they instantly broke the peace of an ordinary day.

To be honest, this was not the first time it had happened. During the previous two weeks, she had experienced similar episodes several
times. But this time felt different. Her breathing seemed more labored, her face looked pale, and there was an urgency in her voice that

immediately made me anxious.

In that moment, fear entered my heart.

Life often gives us the illusion that tomorrow is guaranteed.

We make plans, arrange schedules, pursue goals, and assume that the people we love will always be beside us.
But sometimes one small unexpected event is enough to remind us how fragile life really is.

I held my wife and tried to remain calm. We first went to our family doctor’s office, hoping she could be seen immediately. Because we
did not have an appointment, they were unable to examine her right away. After hearing her symptoms, however, the medical staff

advised us to go directly to the emergency room and arranged for an ambulance.
As I watched the ambulance arrive, I felt a deep sense of helplessness.

For years, I had seen ambulances rushing down roads with flashing lights and sirens. They always seemed to belong to someone else’s

story.

But when an ambulance comes for someone you love, it suddenly becomes your story.
Everything changes.

The ambulance left with my wife inside. I followed behind in my own car.
The drive was not long, but it felt endless.

My mind raced with questions.

Was it her heart?

Was it her lungs?

Was it something serious?

Could it be dangerous?

Would this affect her life from now on?

When faced with uncertainty, the human mind easily imagines the worst.



During that drive, I learned again that fear is often fueled not by what we know, but by what we do not know.

When I arrived at the hospital, the emergency department quickly began evaluating her condition.

An EKG.

Blood tests.

A chest X-ray.

Continuous monitoring of her heart rate, oxygen level, and other vital signs.

Then came the waiting.

Waiting is one of the hardest things a person can do.

Every time a doctor entered the room, I stood up.

Every time a nurse walked by, I wondered whether there was news.

Every minute seemed longer than sixty seconds.

I have spent much of my life encouraging others through illness, loss, uncertainty, and fear. Yet when the crisis touches your own family,

everything feels different.

Suddenly, many answers seem smaller.

Many theories become less useful.

And all that matters is the person you love.

By God’s grace, one concern after another began to be ruled out.

Her heart appeared normal.

Her lungs appeared normal.

Her oxygen level was normal.

Her thyroid function was normal.

The doctors did not find evidence of an obvious heart or lung emergency. The main concern that remained was the need for further

evaluation of her neck and throat area, including whether anything related to the thyroid or nearby structures might be involved.

As the results came back, I felt the burden on my shoulders slowly lift.

Relief is a strange emotion.

It does not always arrive dramatically.



There are no fireworks and no applause.

There is only a deep breath and a grateful heart.

When we left the hospital that evening, the sky had already grown dark. I sat in the car for a few moments before starting the engine.

I began to ask myself: What was this frightening afternoon teaching me?

1. Health Is a Gift, Not a Right

We take health for granted far too easily.

We wake up and breathe without thinking.

We get out of bed and walk without needing help.

We eat our meals as if these abilities naturally belong to us.

But one warning from the body can remind us immediately: breath is not guaranteed, peace is not guaranteed, and tomorrow is not

guaranteed.

Often we remember the value of health only when something goes wrong.

Often we understand the preciousness of ordinary days only under the lights of a hospital room.

2. In Marriage, Love Becomes Presence

This experience also made me think again about marriage.

After many years together, love looks different than it did in the beginning.

When we are young, we often think of love as romance, excitement, and beautiful memories.

As the years pass, love becomes concern, responsibility, and the commitment to face life together.

Love is sitting beside a hospital bed.

Love is waiting for test results.

Love is holding someone’s hand when neither of you knows what comes next.

True love is not measured only by passionate expression.

It is measured by faithful presence.

The time we truly have to accompany one another in this life is not as long as we imagine.

If tomorrow is not guaranteed, then today is even more worth cherishing.

3. Vulnerability Is Not Shameful



This experience also revealed my own limitations.

In ministry, I often comfort others, encourage others, and walk with people through difficult seasons.

But when fear entered my own home, I realized that I too can be afraid. I too can become anxious. I too can feel small in the middle of

the night.

This vulnerability is not shameful.

It simply reminds me that human beings are not all-powerful.

We cannot control everything, foresee every risk, or guarantee that tomorrow will unfold according to our plans.

That is why we need humility.

We need gratitude.

We need to cherish life.

We need to treat the people beside us with tenderness.

4. If Fear Awakens Us, It Becomes More Than Fear

Some experiences are not ones we would choose.

But once they come, we should not let them pass in vain.

If a frightening experience ends and nothing changes in us, then it remains only a fright.

But if it teaches us to treasure health, family, and today more deeply, then it becomes a moment of growth.

Life will not become free from storms simply because one set of test results comes back reassuring.

But one experience can give us new eyes.

That evening, after we returned home, I watched my wife sitting quietly on the sofa. I felt deeply grateful.

Not because every problem had been completely resolved.

But because we were still able to face the future together.

Perhaps this is one of life’s most honest meanings.

Not that there will never be storms.

But that when storms come, we still learn to cherish one another; in uncertainty, we still learn to trust; and in weakness, we still discover

the preciousness of life.

Conclusion: Today Is Worth Cherishing



I am grateful for that frightening afternoon.

It helped me see life again, marriage again, and myself again.

Some lessons cannot be taught by books.

Some growth cannot be explained by principles alone.

Only after we pass through certain experiences do we truly understand.

The most important lesson I learned that day was this:

Peace is never something to take for granted.

Family is always more important than tasks.

Today is always more worth cherishing than tomorrow.
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Me and My Neighbors
Warmth and Understanding in the Middle of a Church Move

That day was both busy and unforgettable for our church.

Because our church was relocating, we needed to move many items out of our former worship space temporarily. Chairs,
sound equipment, a piano, books, tables, and various ministry supplies had to be transported and stored. One truck was

not enough, so we made two trips with large moving trucks.
Naturally, this attracted attention in our quiet neighborhood.

Soon afterward, someone in the neighborhood group posted a concern. They wondered whether a church was being set
up in my home, since so many chairs, speakers, and even a piano had been moved into the garage. They worried that

many people might begin gathering there regularly, affecting the quietness, parking, and rhythm of the community.
Honestly, when | saw the message, | understood the concern.

From a neighbor’s perspective, they were not merely seeing furniture being moved. They were wondering whether their

neighborhood was about to change.

Often, people are not against others personally.
They are simply uneasy about the unknown.
The unknown creates anxiety.

Anxiety easily creates misunderstanding.

So | quickly responded and explained the situation. | shared that the furniture was only being stored temporarily in my
garage. We would not be holding worship services in our home. At the moment, our congregation was borrowing another

church facility while continuing to search for and purchase a future church building.

Later, | introduced myself briefly as a pastor. | expressed that | truly appreciated living in this community and hoped to build

good relationships with the neighbors around us.

What happened next deeply touched me.

Several neighbors began responding with kindness and support.

Some said that | did not owe anyone such a detailed explanation.

Others welcomed us to the neighborhood.

Some even offered blessings, asking God to bless us and the church.

As | read those messages, | felt something deeply.

Whether in China or in America, human hearts still recognize sincerity, respect, and kindness.

Languages may differ.



Cultures may differ.

Backgrounds may differ.

But basic goodness and understanding are not as far apart as we sometimes imagine.

There is an old Chinese saying: “Distant relatives are not as valuable as close neighbors.”

When | was young, | thought it was merely practical wisdom. But after living and ministering overseas, | have come to see

how profound it really is.

Relatives may love you deeply, but they are often far away.

Neighbors are the people you meet in ordinary life.

If your car breaks down late at night, a neighbor may be the first to help.

When snow covers the driveway in winter, a neighbor may quietly shovel alongside you.

When something unexpected happens at home, a neighbor may be the first to lend a tool or ask whether you need help.

True character is not measured only by grand ideas. It is measured by whether we can live peacefully, respectfully, and

graciously with the people near us.

This is also deeply biblical.

Jesus said, “Love your neighbor as yourself.” (Matthew 22:39, NIV)

That neighbor is often not an abstract person far away. It is the real person nearby.

Your family.

Your coworker.

The person next door.

Real faith is not demonstrated only in church on Sunday morning.

Real faith is also seen in how we park, how we speak, how we respect others, and how we respond when we are

misunderstood.

| have increasingly realized that the strongest witness of a Christian life is not found in slogans, but in daily conduct.

Not merely in what we say, but in what others see through us.

This small incident reminded me again that when people misunderstand us, we do not always need to become defensive.

Sincere communication can dissolve many unnecessary tensions.

Sometimes people are not hostile. They simply lack information.

And often, one gentle explanation and a respectful attitude can change the whole atmosphere.



| was also deeply grateful for our church members during the move. Despite the hard work, there was no chaos and no

complaining. Everyone quietly worked together, packed carefully, stored things neatly, and cleaned the former space well.
That spirit of cooperation, humility, and service is itself a testimony.

A church is not merely a building or a service.

A church is a people willing to love, serve, and carry burdens together.

And that love should not remain inside church walls. It should flow into neighborhoods, communities, and daily life.
Looking back, perhaps this small incident was not a bad thing after all.

It helped me know my neighbors more honestly, and it reminded me that what matters most between people is not identity,

but attitude; not position, but goodwill.
In a world that becomes divided so quickly, patience, gentleness, and sincerity are already precious.
May we become the kind of neighbors who bring peace to those around us.

And may our faith become more than a cross on the wall. May it become a living warmth that others can truly feel.
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The Inspiration of Love

How One Person’s Generosity Can Awaken Many Hearts

Sometimes, the presence of one person can quietly change the hearts of many.
Over the past few days, our small community has been deeply moved by one sister.
To be honest, we did not know her well before.

We had not shared meals together, nor spent much time face to face. Our main connection came through early morning online gatherings

where we studied, sang, encouraged one another, and shared small moments of life.
Separated by screens and distance, we greeted one another and encouraged one another.
That was all.

Yet sometimes, the deepest human connections are not built through frequent meetings, but through sincere hearts that resonate with one

another.

Recently, we have been preparing to purchase a property that could serve as a place for learning, gathering, communication, and

ministry.

For us, it is not merely a building. It represents a new beginning, a space filled with hope and future possibilities.
Projects like this are never easy.

They require resources, time, faith, and unity.

While everyone was still discussing plans, calculating costs, and wondering how things would move forward, she came.
The day looked completely ordinary.

She wore simple clothes and carried a plain fabric bag. There was nothing flashy about her appearance. If she had walked through a

crowded street, almost nobody would have paid special attention to her.
But often, people with the greatest inner strength are the ones who appear most ordinary.

She came quietly, spoke gently, and did not try to draw attention to herself. Yet during our conversation, she unexpectedly offered a very

generous gift.

At that moment, many of us were stunned.

Not merely because of the amount, but because of the sincerity behind it.
She was not seeking recognition.

She was not trying to impress anyone.

In fact, she was so humble that one could almost overlook her presence entirely.



And perhaps that is why her love felt even more genuine.

Over the past few days, many people in our group continued talking about this experience.

Some said they never would have guessed that she had such a generous heart.

Others admitted that they thought they were already willing to give, but after seeing her example, they realized their own hearts still had

room to grow.

Many were deeply inspired.

Often, people do not lack ability; they lack the courage to step forward.

They do not lack resources; they lack the willingness to share.

Without preaching grand speeches, she taught all of us an unforgettable lesson through her actions.

She showed us that love does not remain only as emotion. It becomes action.

Later, during our conversations, she shared stories about her own journey, about how she raised her children, and about how she learned

to live with gratitude, kindness, and generosity in ordinary daily life.

Her words were not polished or dramatic.

But every sentence felt deeply authentic.

What truly moves people is not eloquence, but sincerity.

Sometimes, a person’s life becomes like a lamp.

The lamp itself does not make noise, yet it quietly brings light to others.

We suddenly realized that the most powerful inspiration does not come from slogans or emotional speeches, but from seeing someone

genuinely live out love.

Because love spreads.

A generous person inspires others to become generous.

A caring person awakens compassion in the hearts of others.

In recent days, we have seen people become more willing to participate, share, and support one another.

Some said, “I want to contribute too.”

Others said, “Even if my ability is limited, I still want to help.”

Some quietly reflected, “Perhaps people really can draw closer to one another through love.”

The impact of her kindness went far beyond one act of giving.



It planted a seed in many hearts.

Perhaps one day, that seed will continue to grow and influence even more lives.

I often feel that in today’s world, what is truly rare is not intelligence, but warmth.

Intelligence may help people succeed.

Love helps people support one another.

Many people appear successful outwardly, yet inwardly become colder and more distant.

Many possess much, yet become less willing to share.

That is why genuine love feels so powerful when we encounter it.

Perhaps this is the true strength of love.

It does not always arrive loudly, yet it quietly transforms hearts.

It may not shake the world dramatically, yet it can give weary people the strength to rise again.

We are deeply thankful.

Thankful that God brought such a loving person into our midst.

Without many words, she reminded us of something important:

A person’s true value is not measured by how much they possess, but by how willing they are to give.

May this kind of love continue to inspire us.

And may each of us become a small light, a source of warmth, and a quiet strength in the lives of others.

Because in the end, what truly changes the world is not a loud voice or a grand achievement, but a heart willing to love.



6. BEaY /1= The Power of
Love

HIESREANE, NETEREFEAS L
BOUR, (bR 3), Bl 12 AR,

WOFEAR G, AR N . S —UOREITR T IR, MZEarAhgs, AR ATEL, SRR AINE . Ak
AR I — ik

AR AN, R B Lm0, iEvR e NER S — Al
o RELENE?

ZHT, WE TR CRORREDY L 0% H bz ORI 20
o sE RS RAIE{ASNIE R k7T L =3
NEAESRRIAZG N . FIERE, ARMAA SN, 7
XA, LR TR A

ROMIBSRRERY . AFURHEE, B —FREA AR,
FATXAHFAL, TRENI A RUBAE NS L

BRI NAED, MBS EMEZE,
HRADNER, ARG R, BRI R
HREIERRARIN, RIME: HoeAdE —MesE.

HIEHE, HFARTHEC,

HIEAZMN, WAERERTE,

ROMtlALE, HAZHCREmEd %, NHERMERIELZ RN
XLLLE, POBORMOA TN, AR)Z HARR AR,

IR F R, BeAT 1A i =%

WA, BATHAR TR
BINFRBAINS . FAVREATH

BNRAFIATRS . BATA S IR IR

Al
o



Remr, AAEARZ. MREEEIRE. KA SRR,
RO AR E . ARG —HH-
WEARBATRL . BRI, AR AT

FrEA, AEE NERRIRAE . FhEE LR ZTROR IS o

N ISPl AN (R iEp s S DL N

ST, SRR A Co
WETEHN, SR E AL,

KA EBAT R AN, A5 R

T&, MHpsaitE.

HffHiz e

NS ARERR?

AR AEST?

fefdt, A5 AZIARR R BORBR S ) o

AUE, WA,

BeAWHE, BETT.

It LAXAN AR R . A IR, T2 B ERR B .
RE NARES, HEE T F.

R NITATHR, AECREA R Z

AR, R FUBORBIN S, N ADERAE AR E IR %
A%, BARBEBRIFEZ

— A NEJRE IR, EIERESLE M E R, AR AOERE, A NS BRI B
HIERE, MRA TR

HIER %, 2 MRS RE

JE AL RN A BHMBAN B T

T AR N RI A I AR o

PR T T N B A8 A BB AT SR AR o



R % . AR T AR

NHIAREE MR TR H 2o

MEIER %, SRiE M CHIRIE.

KRN 4, P B AR &, RS P

A E A YFER, TR SR EE A R B

A FUEREAE T Sk, T2 B SR AHA A

PrLURRBGBRI - HIER %, FAR NS R,

HIER %, 2P Ao, RedHarai%

—ANHEIEZPTRENN, SEAES RN,

—ANHEIEZPE RN, SERGENFIN.

—AHIEFEH CWATE RN, WEESX B AL

ESpLihS I I Ne 7 N b NG =]

HEWMAEREE, Yok,

Pk, —AHEIEAZRN, BRSSP

flALE ., ZAZH ORI, e —mHdtrs goeidrgimnk.

B HSEAZS A CHDE.

RN HZRE, FIERDSEAETHE .

AL IR LEBA TSR, ASUR MR ZE0E, R MRS

R SRRV DN (R RS S E = il DA T (8

b ST T AN EUEREAENE Lo

AN Z AR, ARRdEhE k.

HEIEREB RS NI & . ok B R BRIERIIEE .

X, SRS AR RER , LSRR N R, 1R R

e, ALY A SERET )]

JEARARI, BALHESIHFA TR, AR AR LEERER AT I A



— M REFEERA, fE%
— M EEREIIN, BRI

A EEMEH RN, BEIRIRIZ N

MX—YIEREIE, #HaERY: AFEAZEREL.

HATURZRIRIR A o

RN B Z L T 8AT, FATA IR E R IR %

RILK, FATHIEMAEIR, 1R — .

ARPNEW T — PRI, EES— Ml AR Eay, A WS B3R — R AR IR A % o
RN T A Flds ER AR %

RS NRIIE AP IR ERER AT HE Y 2

XFERY %, ARZH

HURAT J1 5

BARER K, WERBRPR—2,T .

AR T FEARRA IR, HIRE R AR

Wi, NX—AEREER, AU E O 2.

MR A NGB IR, BERRINAE 31— /AR . — AR — R B

AR HIERAENDER, MRAZME . HIARIZEHE

M2 % o



The Power of Love
Love That Truly Changes People Does Not Keep the Glory for Itself

Over the past few days, many of us have been deeply moved by the actions of one sister.

She was not flashy or attention-seeking. When she first came among us, she dressed simply, carried an ordinary cloth bag, and spoke

softly. Outwardly, she looked like an ordinary person.

Yet through her quiet and sincere actions, she caused many of us to reconsider an important question:
What is real love?

Earlier, I wrote an article sharing how her love had inspired me.

Later, however, she said something that stayed deeply in my heart:

“Do not give the glory to people. Real love does not come from us.”

Her words carried more than humility.

They revealed a deep understanding of life itself.

Our world today loves to place the spotlight on human beings.

When someone does something good, we quickly praise the individual.

When someone shows kindness, we easily turn that person into an example to admire, sometimes even an object of admiration beyond

what is healthy.

But truly mature people understand something different: they are only carriers.

They are not the source of the light.

And perhaps that is why genuinely loving people are often deeply humble.

They know that if they themselves had never experienced love, they would not know how to love others well.
The longer I live, the more I realize something difficult but true:

Human love is limited.

When life goes smoothly, we are gentle.

When we become exhausted, we grow colder.

When people understand us, we are willing to give.

When people misunderstand us, we withdraw.



Many people do want to love.

But eventually they become tired.

Human love by itself is like a well without an endless spring.

No matter how deep the well may seem, eventually it runs dry.

That is why some people begin life full of warmth but grow colder over time.

Not because they experienced too little pain, but because they experienced too much.

People who were hurt begin protecting themselves.

People who were betrayed close their hearts.

People who gave without response lose tenderness.

Slowly, love becomes calculation.

How much should I give?

What will I receive in return?

Is this worth it?

Relationships become transactional.

People stay close while there is benefit, and quietly leave when there is none.

That is why what this world lacks most is often not intelligence, but warmth.

Many people possess talent yet lose compassion.

Many possess resources yet forget how to love.

And yet, despite all the coldness in the world, human beings still deeply long for genuine love.

Love is one of the deepest needs of the human soul.

When people suffer most, what restores them is often not advice or success, but the experience of being understood, accepted, and

accompanied.

True love is not merely emotion.

It is the willingness to carry cost.

The willingness not to leave when others are weak.

The willingness not to despise people when they fail.



The willingness to extend a hand when others fall.

This kind of love does not naturally come from human instinct.

Human instinct says: protect yourself first.

But true love always carries the fragrance of self-giving.

That is why the greatest love in history has always involved sacrifice.

Not standing far away giving lectures, but entering into another person’s suffering.

Not merely speaking, but carrying burdens personally.

Over time, I have realized that real love is never something people successfully perform.

True love grows out of first being loved.

A person who has experienced forgiveness becomes more forgiving.

A person who has experienced acceptance becomes more accepting.

A person who understands his own weakness becomes gentler toward others.

Because he understands that he is not morally superior to everyone else.

He was simply once touched by light in his own darkness.

That is why genuinely loving people are rarely arrogant.

They know love is not their personal achievement. It is something entrusted to them and passed through them.

The moon does not boast about its brightness.

The moon knows that the light does not originate from itself.

What moved us most about this sister was not merely her generosity. It was her attitude.

She did not want admiration.

She did not want people to praise her.

Instead, she reminded us not to stop at human beings.

Human love is limited, and human passion eventually fades.

But the love that truly changes people comes from a deeper and eternal source.

This love softens pride.



It restores tenderness.

It gives hope to disappointed hearts.

It is not merely a religious slogan.

It is a real power capable of transforming lives.

For a long time, people have believed that the world moves forward through strength and ability.

But eventually we realize that those who truly move the world are often quiet people who sacrifice for others.

A forgiving person restores relationships.

A responsible person brings peace.

A sacrificial person warms many hearts.

And behind all true love lies one reality:

Human beings are not the source of love.

We are responders to it.

Because someone first loved us, we slowly learn how to love others.

That is what moved us most in these days.

Not the greatness of one person, but the reminder that genuine selfless love still exists in this world.

A love that does not seek applause.

A love that expects no reward.

A love willing to give quietly even when nobody notices.

Such love is quiet.

Yet incredibly powerful.

Like warmth in winter.

Like light in darkness.

It may not instantly change the entire world.

But slowly, it changes human hearts.

Perhaps the deepest meaning of life is not proving how successful we are, but allowing others to feel warmth, understanding, and hope

because we existed.



Because in the end, what truly remains in human hearts is never wealth, status, or fame.

It is love.
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Reflections in lliness
When the Body Slows Down, the Heart Finally Catches Up

Some reminders do not come from alarms or conscience, but from a sore throat, a blocked nose, and a cough that refuses to cooperate.
It began on an ordinary Sunday.

After the service, I returned home with a slight soreness in my throat. My first thought was not “I am getting sick,” but a very

professional conclusion:

I probably spoke too forcefully and did not manage my breath well.

After all, when you speak publicly and rely too much on your throat, it is easy to overdraw your voice.
I even comforted myself: this is occupational wear and tear. Nothing serious.

By Monday, a mild cough appeared.

No panic.

More water, some vitamin C, the usual routine.

I was still confident that my body would resolve it within a day or two.

But life often surprises those who are too confident.

On Tuesday morning, during my quiet devotion time, before I had read more than a few lines, my nose began its own “spiritual

exercise.”

Blocked, released, blocked again, with a generous flow included.

That was the moment I admitted the truth:

I was not managing my body. My body was reminding me.

1. Illness Is a Punctuation Mark of Human Limits

We forget our limits most easily when everything is working well.
When the voice is strong, we assume it will always be there.

When breathing is easy, we forget that every breath is grace.

When the nose is clear, we never thank it for quietly doing its job.

Until one day, the body inserts a comma into the middle of our sentence.

Then we realize: this life cannot be spoken in one breath.



Illness is not always a full stop.

More often, it is a pause button: gentle, firm, and unavoidable.

It does not shout.

It does not accuse.

It simply reminds us:

You are not infinite.

2. Reflection in Illness Is Realignment

I have a habit that may not be very scientific, but it is honest for me.

Whenever I feel unwell, I ask myself:

Where might I be out of balance?

Not to blame myself, but to realign.

When I have a headache, I ask: Have my thoughts been too restless, and not clear or kind enough?

When my teeth ache, I reflect: Have I spoken carelessly, or avoided words that needed to be said?

When my neck stiffens, I wonder: Have I been too stubborn, holding one posture for too long and refusing to turn?

Of course, I do not believe every symptom has a direct spiritual meaning.

But I do believe this:

The body is often more honest than the mouth.

It raises its hand before the heart has found the words to name its exhaustion, and before the soul has sorted out its confusion.

3. Illness Makes Speed Look Ridiculous

When we are sick, many “urgent” things suddenly lose their urgency.

Replies can wait.

Tasks can slow down.

The world does not collapse.

We begin to realize that what truly matters is not how much we accomplish, but whether we notice how much we are spending.

Illness enforces a slower rhythm.



Slow enough to sit down, drink water slowly, breathe deliberately, and admit:

I also need care.

4. Reflection Is Not Condemnation, but Realignment

I do not treat reflection during illness as punishment.

It is more like an inner conversation.

Not “What did I do wrong?”

But “Where have I drifted?”

Away from rest.

Away from moderation.

Away from listening.

When the body presses pause, it may be offering us a chance to realign.

5. A Small Conclusion From a Minor Illness

This discomfort was not dramatic.

But it was honest.

It reminded me of several things:

Human beings are limited, and we do not need to pretend otherwise.

The body is a messenger, not an enemy.

Slowing down is not failure.

Reflection helps us continue more gently.

If one day you find yourself ill, do not rush back to “normal” too quickly.

Pause and listen:

Your body may be saying something your heart has been waiting to hear.
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When the New Year Comes
Every New Year, Childhood Returns

Every year as the Lunar New Year approaches, memories sound before the fireworks do.

Some people say the New Year is a door of time. For me, it is more like a key. Once it turns, scenes from childhood fall open all at once.
When I was young, other children looked forward to the New Year because of new clothes, red envelopes, and celebration.

New clothes made them stand taller.

Red envelopes made their steps feel lighter.

But for me, the New Year carried another feeling.

It was not that I disliked celebration. I simply knew that the end of the year was also a threshold.

For some people, New Year meant reunion.

For others, it meant reckoning.

In many homes, the days before the New Year were filled with cleaning, shopping, and preparing festive food. In our home, those days

often carried another sound: creditors knocking at the door.
The footsteps outside the door were clearer than firecrackers.
My parents’ sighs were more real than holiday songs.

For others, the New Year felt like addition.

For us, it felt like accounting.

1. The New Year and the Knock at the Door

I was too young then to understand economic structure or cash flow pressure. I only knew that when someone knocked, the atmosphere

changed.

During my childhood, under desperate circumstances and influenced by advice from others, my parents twice considered giving me

away. Of course, it never actually happened.

Looking back now, I see it as an extreme thought born out of poverty, helplessness, and the edge of despair.

I do not resent my parents.

As an adult, I understand that unless people have reached the end of themselves, they would never place their own child on such a scale.
For some people, New Year means buying a new phone.

For others, it means trying not to let their children know the family has no money.



Those two moments never became reality, but they left a deep mark in my heart.

They did not teach me to hate anyone. They taught me to see.

To see the anxiety behind smiles.

To see the pressure behind reunion meals.

To see the weight many people silently carry.

2. A Honey Jar With Cracks

To be honest, compared with my parents and my older brother, my childhood was still relatively protected.

I was able to study. I was clothed. I was never truly taken away.

In many ways, I grew up inside a honey jar.

But if a honey jar has cracks, even sweetness carries a trace of sourness.

Those childhood memories did not make me bitter. Instead, they made me more able to understand others as an adult.

When I see people anxious at year-end, I know it is not necessarily because they lack faith.

When I hear people worry about money, I know it is not necessarily because they love money too much.

Some people are not failing to love God. They are afraid of failing their families.

Some people are not lazy. They are carrying old debts.

The New Year is a mirror.

It reflects joy, but it also reflects burdens.

3. The New Year Is More Than Reunion

As I grow older, I slowly understand that the New Year is not mainly about new clothes or thick red envelopes.

It asks deeper questions:

At the end of another year, are we still loving one another?

After a year of busyness, are we still willing to understand one another?

In ministry, I often ask myself:

Is there anyone in our church who dreads the holidays?

Is there anyone who feels unable to go home because of financial pressure?



Is there anyone who feels even more alone in the middle of celebration?

For some people, New Year is a festival.

For others, it is a test.

That is why I increasingly see the New Year as a pastoral moment.

Not a time for grand lectures, but for deeper understanding.

Not a time to ask first how much someone has done, but to ask gently: “Are you all right?”

4. From Debt to Blessing

If my childhood had not included those experiences, perhaps I would have taken the New Year too lightly.

Now I know that being able to eat a New Year’s Eve dinner in peace is grace.

Having peace in the heart at year’s end is an even greater grace.

The New Year has taught me this:

Do not underestimate the weight others carry.

When we say “Happy New Year,” may we say it with a tender heart.

May we see those still repaying yesterday’s debts.

May we embrace those who are still trying hard to live.

True blessing is not a slogan. It is the willingness to become someone else’s comfort.

Conclusion: Compassion Outlives the Calendar

The New Year is not only fireworks, reunion dinners, and celebration.

It is also a time when memory knocks again.

It is a time to learn compassion, gratitude, and blessing again.

May we have not only noise in the new year, but tenderness.

May we not only receive blessing, but become a blessing.

Because in the end, the deepest celebration is not wealth, nor fireworks, nor even reunion.

It is knowing that we are not alone.

And it is knowing that compassion outlives the calendar.
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Meeting Friends Over Tea
Slowing Down So the Heart Can Catch Up With the Soul

Today, a full box of tea arrived at my home.

Not a casual gift of one or two packets, but a carefully packed box, with red and green packages lined up in order. The kind that makes a

tea lover quietly calculate in his heart: this will last me a while.
This is the second time I have received tea by the box.

The first time was when a family member from my hometown came to visit me in America. Knowing that I enjoy tea, they made room in
their suitcase and packed an entire bundle of tea leaves for me. In that moment, I deeply understood what “spiritual priorities in a

suitcase” look like.

Tea 1s not light.

But affection weighs more.

Tea is rarely something one shows off alone. More often, it becomes a bridge between people.

Wine tends to raise voices. Coffee serves efficiency. Tea alone seems to carry a natural invitation: sit down, let us take our time.

Rinsing the cups, warming the pot, adding the leaves, pouring the water. None of these steps should be rushed. If you hurry, the tea

disappoints. If you slow down, it rewards you with sweetness.

That is why, in Chinese culture, “meeting over tea” has never meant merely drinking. It means making room for one another.
As I'looked at the tins, boxes, and tea ware on the table that day, I suddenly realized that all this tea was waiting for one thing.
It was waiting for people to come.

In recent years, among Chinese Christians, tea and spiritual devotion have come together in a remarkably natural way.

This is not a thousand-year formal tradition like “Zen and tea as one.” It is more like a contemporary, lived expression of faith: using the

rhythm of tea to help people draw near to God.

It is not that we pour faith into tea. It is that tea helps us slow down, so the heart can catch up with the soul.
Tea is especially suited for devotion for several reasons.

First, tea teaches waiting.

We wait for the water temperature, wait for the leaves to unfold, and wait for the flavor to appear. This is very close to the discipline of

waiting on God, becoming quiet before the Lord, and meditating on Scripture.

Second, tea engages the senses.



The eyes see the color of the tea. The nose receives the fragrance. The tongue tastes bitterness and sweetness. The hands feel the warmth

of the cup. And at last, the heart is no longer scattered.

Many people’s faith remains trapped in the mind. Tea gently brings the whole person back into participation.

Third, tea understands sweetness after bitterness.

Good tea often begins with bitterness and then returns with sweetness, a sweetness that lingers. This naturally reminds us that suffering is

not always the end of the story. After the cross comes resurrection.

Fourth, tea is essentially shared.

The host takes one more step so the guest can worry one step less. This quietly echoes the spirit of serving one another.

And then there is the fragrance that spreads outward, reminding us that we are called to be the aroma of Christ.

In Chinese-speaking churches today, tea is no longer merely cultural decoration. It can become a real vessel for spiritual attention.

Some use a gospel tea ceremony, connecting steps such as cleansing, openness, and surrender with repentance, vulnerability, and trust.

Some gather around a tea table for fellowship. A few people sit together, not rushing to speak. They brew tea, read Scripture, and only

then begin to share. Often, there are fewer words, but more truth.

Others begin the morning with a pot of tea and a passage of Scripture. In solitude, tea helps the heart return to stillness.

Tea leaves unfold in water, as lives unfold in grace.

Water that is too hot damages the leaves, just as rushed spiritual practice can wound the soul.

The leaves remain behind, yet they have completed the cup. The body may age, but the spirit can still be renewed.

That evening, I brewed the newly received tea.

I did not rush to judge its price or study its origin and year. I simply handed cups to my family and said, “Come, have some tea.”

We sat down.

The conversation was not grand, but it was real.

And I suddenly understood: to meet over tea is not ultimately to understand tea. It is to learn how to meet people. It is to slowly learn

how to be present with one another, and with God.
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The Corners of My Study

Peace Matters More Than What Fills the Room

Spring is almost over.

In Indianapolis, spring sometimes feels like a “false spring.” It arrives late and leaves quickly. The wind slowly changes from cool to

warm. The leaves outside the window grow thicker, and the sunlight stays longer in the room.

Sometimes we do not first notice the change of seasons through the weather. We notice it through small details.
For example, the corners of a study.

A few days ago, I suddenly realized that my study had begun to carry a hint of early summer.

It used to be filled mostly with books, a computer, sermons, papers, the Bible, and notes that never seem to end. But recently, without my

noticing exactly when, the corners slowly gained flowers, greenery, and life itself.
A small bouquet of pink roses sits quietly in a vase.

They are not grand like roses in a flower shop. They do not announce themselves or demand attention. They simply bloom quietly near

the window. Some have fully opened. Some are still in bud, like people at different stages of life.
Some have already passed through wind and rain. Some are still waiting to bloom.

Beside the flowers is a row of Chinese calligraphy brushes.

Suddenly, I felt that the brushes and the flowers together looked a little like life.

One side is words. The other is life.

One side is reason. The other is tenderness.

When I was younger, I always thought a study should feel like a battlefield: the more books, the better; the thicker the notes, the better;

the busier the work, the more valuable I must be.

But now, I am slowly discovering that a space that truly quiets a person needs not only knowledge, but also breath.
So plants began to appear in the corners.

A small green vine stretches quietly from a cup.

It does not have stunning flowers, but it keeps growing.

Sometimes, after morning devotion, I see its new leaves and suddenly think that human life is like this too.

The most important growth is often not dramatic. It is simply living slowly.

Praying slowly.



Learning slowly.

Maturing slowly.

Being changed by God slowly.

Lamentations says, “They are new every morning; great is your faithfulness.” (Lamentations 3:23, NIV)

Often, renewal does not arrive with noise. It comes through one morning after another, one new leaf, one bit of light, one quiet turning of

the heart.

On the other side of the study, a wooden guitar leans quietly against the wall.

To be honest, I do not play the guitar professionally.

Like my English, it is something I am learning while using. Sometimes I play the wrong chord. Sometimes I forget the words.

Sometimes the rhythm is uneven.

But the older I get, the less afraid I am of looking awkward.

Because I have learned that growth is always an imperfect process.

If a person waits until everything is fully ready before beginning, he may never begin at all.

So now I like the imperfect but real condition of my study.

There are flowers, plants, a guitar, sermons, papers, and the Bible.

There is also a tired heart that is still willing to keep learning.

Spring is almost over.

Early summer has quietly arrived.

It is not as burning as midsummer, nor as romantic as spring. Early summer is more like a certain stage of life: less passion, more

stillness; less noise, more truth.

Sometimes when I sit in my study, I suddenly feel that a person’s spiritual life is also like a room.

When we are young, we want to fill the room with as much as possible.

Later, we understand that what matters most is not how much the room contains, but whether there is peace within it.
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We Moved Out
Saying Goodbye to Our Former Gathering Place

Today, we finally emptied the sanctuary and fellowship hall of our former gathering place.

The tables are gone.

The chairs are gone.

The piano is gone.

The bookshelves are gone.

The walls are still standing. The windows are still there. Sunlight still enters the room from the same familiar place.
But the people are leaving.

The empty sanctuary suddenly feels incredibly quiet.

Not the kind of quiet where there is no sound, but the kind where every corner still seems to echo with memories from the past eighteen

years.

We gathered here for eighteen years.

Eighteen years is long enough for a child to grow into adulthood, and long enough for strangers to become family.
Many people first came here shortly after arriving in America.

They could not speak much English. They did not know how to drive. Life felt unfamiliar and uncertain.

But through shared meals, greetings, prayers, and companionship, this place slowly became a source of warmth in a foreign land.
Some people fell in love here.

Some were married here.

Some brought newborn children here for blessing and dedication.

Others came here carrying tears, loneliness, and heavy burdens.

This place witnessed laughter, and it witnessed silence.

It witnessed reunions, and it witnessed farewells.

Some people eventually moved to other states. Some returned to China after finishing school. Some disappeared into the busyness of life.

Some have already left this world.

Yet somehow, their stories still seem to remain in these rooms.



After everything had been moved out, I stood for a moment in the empty sanctuary and felt something complicated rise within me.

What makes a place precious is never merely the building itself.

It is the memories people leave behind.

The footsteps of children running.

The warmth rising from meals shared together.

The snow shaken off at the entrance in winter.

The conversations after Sunday worship, when no one wanted to leave.

The sound of voices singing together.

That is the true soul of a place.

In the photos, the sanctuary is empty. The fellowship hall is empty too.

But I know it is not truly empty.

It is filled with eighteen years of stories.

As we move through life, we slowly discover that life itself is a constant process of moving.

We move from one city to another, from one season into another, from youth toward old age, from meeting toward parting.

We often assume certain things will never change.

But time quietly moves everything forward.

For years, we thought we might continue gathering here indefinitely.

Yet today, we had to leave.

With sadness, but also with gratitude.

The hardest part of leaving a place is never the furniture.

It is the memories that cannot be packed into boxes.

Some memories have no physical weight, yet they feel incredibly heavy.

While cleaning, everyone became unusually quiet.

People paused and looked around the rooms one last time.

Some stood silently near the windows.



Some took photos.

Some softly said, “We may never come back here again.”

In that moment, I understood that when you stay somewhere long enough, it truly becomes part of your life.

Even the air begins to feel familiar.

But life continues moving forward.

Every ending quietly prepares the way for a new beginning.

So although we carry sadness, we are not trapped by it.

What matters most is never where we gather, but whether we continue loving one another.

Buildings change. Addresses change. Circumstances change.

But love, companionship, faith, and hope continue moving forward.

These eighteen years do not end simply because we moved out.

They continue living inside many people.

Perhaps years from now, someone will pass by that place and quietly think:

“I spent an important part of my life there.”

And perhaps that is enough.

May this place continue to be used well.

May new stories begin there too.

Every place has its own purpose.

And we were simply a group of travelers who stayed there for eighteen years.

We moved out.

But the days we shared, with laughter, tears, labor, and companionship, will not be moved away.

They will remain in our lives.
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A Retreat for Pastoral Couples
Stepping Back in Order to Receive Strength Again

The annual two-day, one-night retreat for pastoral couples is not an ordinary gathering for those of us serving in the field of ministry.
It is an intentional time to step back.

Stepping back does not mean stopping ministry. It means entering deeper preparation.

It is not leaving the place of calling, but returning to the source.

That morning, we began the day with a simple and warm breakfast.

My wife cooked a bowl of birthday noodles for me, a tradition from my hometown for the lunar birthday. It was plain, but it carried the

warmth of love.

On that ordinary morning, we packed our bags and prepared to leave.

We drove south to a quiet place in Indiana.

There was no noise of the city there, only rolling hills, open grass, and air that seemed to quiet the soul as soon as one breathed it in.
It was a green place, and also a place where the heart could settle.

The daytime sharing and the evening teaching did not feel like messages we simply heard and left behind.

In that quiet setting, the words slowly entered the heart.

My wife wore translation headphones, listening quietly and taking notes attentively.

I too was touched, reminded, and even illumined by the messages.

Many inner conditions that are easily ignored in the busyness of ordinary ministry slowly surfaced in that environment.
I realized that we have become used to giving out, but we rarely stop to ask:

how much remains within me?

At night, when we returned to the room, everything outside was quiet. At last, my own heart also became quiet.

As I sat down to write these words, one thought became clear:

pastors need retreat.

Cars need fuel. Machines need maintenance. Human lives need renewal even more.

If we keep running without being replenished, even faithful ministry can become dry.

Such a time allows us to receive strength from above again, refocus, and be adjusted.



This is not a luxury. It is a necessity.

Pastors are not people who never need to be shepherded.

Those who serve are not people who never grow tired.

The more a person stands before others, the more regularly he needs to withdraw before God.

The more a person gives, the more deeply he needs to receive.

The next day would continue, perhaps with more to receive and more to process.

When we returned home, we would bring back not only memories, but renewed strength within.

May we return to the field not merely with fatigue, but with fresh oil and fresh fire, continuing on the road entrusted to us.
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Where Is Life’s Greatest Insurance?

When Storms Come, What Does the Heart Lean On?

One day, I suddenly heard that a sister in Christ back in China had experienced a house fire.

When I heard the news, my heart felt very heavy.

I did not even know what words could comfort her.

Some disasters cannot be healed by simply saying, “Do not be sad.”

Some tears cannot be stopped by a few words of comfort.

For an ordinary family, a fire is often not merely a loss of property. It is a deep shock, helplessness, and collapse within the heart.
Such things remind me again that life is filled with accident and uncertainty.

We never know what will happen tomorrow, or what we may face in the next moment.

James says, “Why, you do not even know what will happen tomorrow.” (James 4:14, NIV)

People often assume life is under their control.

We plan next year, the future, retirement, and our children.

But many times, one phone call, one illness, one fire, or one accident is enough to throw a family into confusion.
Thinking of this, I also remembered a flood in our own home around Christmas last year.

A water pipe suddenly burst, and the house was flooded.

The carpet was soaked, some furniture was damaged, and the whole home became chaotic.

At that time, I felt frustrated and helpless.

Later, the insurance company became involved and helped with repairs and compensation. We also used the opportunity to replace the

carpet with flooring.

Although we still had to pay some extra money ourselves, the matter was eventually handled.
Looking back, that too was an accident.

The difference was that part of our loss could be covered by insurance.

But in reality, many ordinary people, when disaster comes, have to carry everything themselves.

What also makes me reflect is that in recent years, we have often heard negative stories about insurance, finance, and systems of

protection.



Some people bought insurance, yet did not receive real protection.

Some thought they were secure, only to discover later that things were not as safe as they imagined.

This made me think: what is the true insurance of life?

Money?

A house?

Savings?

An insurance company?

All these things matter, but none of them is absolutely reliable.

There is no external protection in this world that can guarantee we will never become sick, our families will never face trouble, or our

lives will never meet storms.

The real question is not whether disaster will ever come.

The real question is whether, when disaster does come, we still have peace within.

Often, the greatest collapse is not the external loss, but the loss of hope within.

So I increasingly believe that life’s greatest insurance is not wealth, but having something to lean on in the storm.

That support can ultimately come only from above.

Faith does not guarantee that we will not suffer.

But faith keeps us from despair in suffering.

True peace does not mean nothing ever happens.

It means that even when something happens, the heart still knows: hope remains.

Life is truly fragile.

Everything we have today can change in a moment.

So what we need to prepare is not only external insurance, but an inner life.

May we all ask seriously:

When the storms of life truly come, what will my heart depend on in order to stand?



14, SFRXRAIEHF An
Ordinary Day

BAILER, e
ARRE LK, BIFEARERT .

PR AR R, XGRSO, SHAUMES R AN APGEHIAF . B 28R, A iR g 5
o

FISLE 71T, A RFEFAEN WA, W —f): “ERMER. 7
A RO AN IS 3K
ANERT MHEXLELE, FhF BRI H D L.

/NI, BARERNGEAH, THRAER . ZEISKREASAZEE, WiF g2 MX0E, siE e —wiE, HOERIF
Do PEARANE, X—KANCHER, X RIEFGZE TR,

AR, K—%, B—IHAEREEE.

JEARABMEK, AHRRIEEZ T .

AEAEE, AR, HENREERART.. 825, MEEEERE: —FdhT.

A HAFUZIRAL, WEERRE.

TR X ELETE T .

PrUARERZE 00, DA HSUE R — R, AL RFEE . HSARAER, MRAORGE T —FfEE.
AR XK~ 1. 7

BEEGRE: "X F, RERE2LM? 7

IR EE A REL. B, WIEAERS, thARDERE. BRI e R, AEN, A, A /K
K, A—mlBS, A RghFrE RESAERnE, A E LR 1.

i, FRAH, FRADITTEE,

AENES, TEAMEES FONES . NMERKITERCILY, BRELHEE: RIMEERBE &, HF2HEHA.
HEMAZLRILL T, TR S KEREE.

A, B RMRER: A AICHER.

AR, AARFRAE.



CREFILMXANH Y, BIBEEOAHM R4 IODERME R, RES.
NIEE , RZIMEIFAREERFRER, MHE5IXE/VNITOLARESAT /1.
BACH, SENOER R

BRID, b NEH S,

WEE, NIAE Dl

it LURSRFAR, RN HUR SO SO AR H, TR NEREE I H— R

IR RIAEE . Fr A2

ATRMEEERS . FrLAAT AARAR— 5o

XHE, AASREK, AR KRA.

AL H T — K —Kidhf.

ZIRAI B3Iz, SRR IS R AR — L, SRR RIS — . AR S, AR 4
FUREYEDURS

AR AR, AERAE TIRZ .

ITRIAEE , IX2EEH] .

HEBEAN, XZER.

SR LN K A



An Ordinary Day

To Be Remembered Is Grace

That morning, the kitchen was already warm.

Oil was sizzling softly in the pan. Eggs were slowly taking shape, and noodles were boiling nearby. They were the familiar birthday

noodles from my hometown. Nothing grand, nothing dramatic, just an ordinary breakfast.

I stood at the kitchen doorway and watched my wife busy at work. She turned, looked at me, and said, “Happy birthday.”
For a moment, I did not know how to respond.

It was not that I had forgotten. It was that, over the years, I had slowly stopped paying much attention to my birthday.

When I was young, I loved birthdays, especially the lunar one. My family did not celebrate with anything extravagant. Maybe there was
one extra egg, or a bowl of noodles. But my heart was happy, because I knew someone remembered. I knew, in some small way, that day

belonged to me.
Back then, growing one year older felt like something worth celebrating.
Later, the meaning of birthdays changed.

It is not that I became ungrateful. It is simply that time now feels faster. Every added year reminds me more clearly that another year has

passed.
A birthday is no longer only a celebration. It is also a reminder.
It says: this year is gone.

So I told my wife that perhaps we could keep birthdays simpler in the future. We do not need to celebrate both the solar and lunar dates.

It was not because I no longer cared, but because I had begun to see the day differently.
Before, the thought was, “I am one year older.”
Now, it is more like, “How have I lived this year?”

If the year was rushed, confused, and exhausted, even a cake may not feel meaningful. But if the year was lived with some steadiness,

some love, some labor, some growth, some repentance, and some quiet help from God, then that is already enough.
I have also learned not to hold age too tightly.

This does not mean denying age. It means refusing to let age become a burden. The more we count our years with anxiety, the more

pressure we carry. But when we hold age lightly, life becomes freer.
The most important question is not, “How old am 1?”

It is, “How am I living today?”



Still, one thing matters deeply: someone remembers you.

That breakfast was more than breakfast.

It meant my wife remembered the day. It meant she cared enough to do something small. The gesture was simple, but it was real.

Life is often sustained not by great events, but by small acts of care.

To be remembered warms the heart.

To be cared for gives strength.

To be loved steadies the soul.

So in the end, the question is not merely whether to celebrate a birthday. The deeper question is whether we are learning to live with

clarity.

Remember that time is passing, so cherish it.

Do not cling too tightly to age, so live more freely.

Then life becomes simpler.

Live each day well.

Eat your meals with attention. Speak to people with sincerity. Do your work with steadiness. There is no need to overthink, and no need

to pretend.

Just live.

That breakfast was simple, but it stayed with me.

Time is moving. That is true.

But someone is still beside me. That is also true.

And that is enough.
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When Good Friday Falls on My Birthday
When the Cross Meets a Cake

That day was unusual.
It was Good Friday. It was also my birthday.
Two dates that normally have nothing to do with one another quietly overlapped on the calendar.

On one side stood the cross. On the other, a birthday cake. On one side were sacrifice and blood. On the other were blessing and

celebration.

When I woke up that morning, I had not yet fully grasped the meaning of the day, but birthday greetings had already begun to arrive. My

niece sent me a red envelope. Brothers and sisters from church sent their blessings. My wife had already prepared a cake for me.
All of it was real. All of it was warm.

And yet, beneath that warmth, a quiet tension rose within me.

Was this really a day for celebration?

If it had only been my birthday, I would naturally have received the greetings, cut the cake, and taken pictures. But this was also Good

Friday. It is a day that remembers not success, but sacrifice; not glory, but brokenness.

As I looked at the cake, something shifted in my heart. I realized that even celebration requires discernment.
Not every joy needs immediate expression.

Not every day is meant for loud laughter.

Some days are meant to be quiet.

So that day, I chose not to celebrate myself.

It was not a rejection of love. It was a redirection of love.

I did one simple thing: I sent some money to my mother.

There was no ceremony, no grand speech. But in that moment, I knew very clearly that if this was my birthday, it was also a day to

remember her suffering.

My life did not arrive out of nowhere. It came through another person’s pain, endurance, loneliness, and giving.
My mother was not on a cross, but she did pass through the pain of childbirth.

She was not nailed to wood, but she gave herself, little by little, so that I could live.

We often celebrate that we came into the world. We rarely pause to remember who bore the cost of our coming.



Good Friday shows me the One who gave His life for us.

My mother reminds me of the one who bore pain so that I could begin life.

Of course, the two are not the same. Yet in love, there is a deep connection between them: both are forms of giving; both are lives offered

for another.

Jesus said, “This is my body given for you; do this in remembrance of me.” (Luke 22:19, NIV)

My mother may never have spoken those words, but in her own way, her life has said: this is for you.

The cross is the sign of redemption.

A mother is the beginning of life.

And on that day, I stood at the intersection of these two loves.

I did not reject the blessings, and I did not deny the joy of my birthday. But I chose not to put myself at the center.

There is a kind of maturity that can receive love without becoming self-centered, that can be blessed and still know where gratitude

should flow.

When a birthday meets Good Friday, a person begins to ask again: Who am 1?

I am not the center who deserves celebration as a matter of course.

I am someone brought into the world by love, and someone held by grace.

My birthday reminds me that I was born.

Good Friday reminds me that I was redeemed.

Together, they help me understand myself more fully.

That day, I did not celebrate my birthday loudly. But I was not without joy. In fact, my joy became deeper.

It did not come merely from being blessed. It came from understanding the source of love.

Some days are not mainly for celebration.

They are for remembrance.

That day was one of them.
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Peace Is a Blessing

The Best Blessing Is Not Always Having More, but Traveling in Peace

People often say that surviving a disaster is a blessing, that danger turning into safety is grace, and that being delivered from crisis is a

testimony.
That is true.
After a storm has passed, people often count grace more carefully and give thanks more sincerely.

But what I experienced that day gave me a deeper realization: the greatest blessing is not only being preserved in danger, but being able

to live each ordinary day in peace.

That afternoon, while I was driving, my phone suddenly began sounding repeated alerts about a tornado warning nearby. The sound was

sharp and urgent. My heart tightened immediately.

It was not only my phone. Sirens along the streets were also sounding one after another. Even the air seemed heavy with the tension

before a storm.

I looked up at the sky. The dark clouds were low, almost pressing toward the ground. The wind shook the branches, and the sky quickly

dimmed.

In that moment, I realized instinctively how fragile ordinary life really is.

By grace, I arrived safely just before the heavy rain began. As soon as I entered the house, the rain outside poured down.
Sitting inside and listening to the wind and rain against the windows, one sentence rose in my heart:

Peace is a blessing.

On the way back, I saw an accident by the road. A car had gone off into the grass. From a distance, I saw police cars and an ambulance

nearby, and my heart tightened again.

Later, I learned that everyone was safe. No one had been seriously hurt. They had only been frightened. I breathed a quiet sigh of relief

and felt again how precious peace truly is.

So often, we imagine blessing in large terms.

We think blessing means a successful career, increased income, and everything going smoothly.
These may indeed be blessings, but blessing is not limited to them.

A family eating a meal together in peace is a blessing.

Leaving home safely and returning home safely is a blessing.

A body without pain and a heart without fear are blessings.



An ordinary day with quietness is also a blessing.

We often thank God after the storm has passed, but we rarely thank Him when no storm comes at all.

Yet the absence of storm is itself grace.

The absence of accident is itself protection.

The absence of tragedy is itself blessing.

Not every testimony requires a dramatic escape from death. Many dangers that never happened may also be evidence of an unseen hand

guarding us.

When we are young, we often think life must be dramatic to be meaningful.

But in middle age, we slowly learn that uneventful days may be the most precious of all.

Peace is not automatic.

Peace is a gift.

Peace is grace.

Peace is blessing.

Jesus said, “Peace I leave with you; my peace I give you.” (John 14:27, NIV)

True blessing is not only favorable circumstances around us. It is also steadiness within us.

When the storm alerts sounded that day, I suddenly understood that waking up each morning, seeing sunlight, hearing birds, traveling

safely, and returning home safely are not small things. They are happiness built out of grace.

So we should give thanks not only when danger is avoided, but also for the ordinary days when nothing frightening happens.

To be safe is not a small matter.

To live a day in peace is a great blessing.

May we learn to give thanks not only in crisis, but also in ordinary life; not only for deliverance from storms, but also for days when no

storm comes.

In the end, we come to understand:

The best blessing is not always having much.

It is walking the road in peace.
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| Am Not Perfect, But | Have Shown Up
Growth Begins When You Are Willing to Look Awkward

Recently, you may have seen some of my posts or videos. Sometimes I speak a few sentences in English that are not very fluent.

Sometimes I write a short article that still feels immature.

To be honest, even I sometimes feel that they are not very presentable.

I can even imagine someone thinking:

“With this level, he still dares to post?”

“Isn’t this a little too low?”

Yes, I hear those voices.

I simply choose not to stop.

Because I know one thing clearly:

I am not displaying a finished product. I am showing a process.

I have never treated these posts as proof that I have mastered something. On the contrary, they are traces of my learning.
There is a kind of learning that happens through teaching.

When you try to explain something to others, you begin to understand more deeply what you yourself are learning.
So I am not really teaching you. I am pushing myself to grow.

Every time I speak English, even awkwardly, and every time I write, even if it feels like a child’s essay, I am resisting something deeper:

the fear of failure, and the fear of embarrassment.

This age is very good at creating perfect images.

Polished faces, perfect lighting, edited lives. Every sentence refined. Every scene designed.
But I increasingly do not want to live in that world.

I want to do something simple, but not easy:

I want to be the same person throughout.

The person you see in a video and the person you meet on the street should be the same person.
No filter. No script. Maybe even a little ordinary.

You may notice that my videos are not professional enough, my English is not standard enough, my expression sometimes gets stuck,

and my writing will not win any literary awards.



You would be right.

But I want to ask one question:

If a person must be “good enough” before beginning, when will he ever begin?

So I have chosen a less glamorous road:

to learn little by little in front of others, and to improve step by step.

You could even say it is a little embarrassing.

But if that embarrassment can be exchanged for real growth, I think it is worth it.

I also do not want to build the image of a perfect pastor.

The person on the pulpit and the person in daily life should not belong to two different worlds.

If there is a gap between them, that is not a distance I want to maintain. It is a distance [ am trying to close.

So if you see my content and think it is not good enough, too ordinary, or even a little awkward, then what you are actually seeing is

what real growth looks like.

This article itself may not be perfect.

But at least it is sincere.

If it can serve any purpose, I hope it is not to make you think I am impressive, but to help you understand one thing:

You do not need to wait until you are perfect before you begin.

Growth does not begin in applause.

It begins the moment you are willing to look awkward.
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Recovering the Childhood | Missed
A Middle-Aged Man Begins Again

When a person reaches middle age, he begins to realize something very real: the problem is not always that there is not enough time.

Sometimes the problem is that we have forgotten how to live.
When we were children, we always wanted to grow up.
After growing up, we began to miss childhood.

That longing is not only a longing for being young. It is a longing for a certain condition of life: simplicity, curiosity, courage to try,

freedom to move, and a fresh sense of wonder toward the world.

1. The Regret of Things Never Tried

When I was young, there were many things I wanted to do but never had the chance to do.

I wanted to learn skateboarding, but there was no opportunity.

I wanted to practice boxing, but it felt too far away.

I wanted to experience the world of technology, but it remained only imagination.

I also wanted to become someone brave, free, and full of life.

But reality often limited us. Circumstances limited us. Expectations about what we “should” do also limited us.
So those small dreams were placed into a drawer called “someday.”

But later, you discover that “someday” rarely arrives on its own.

If you never open that drawer, it simply remains there, quietly gathering dust.

2. The Reminder of Middle Age: The Body Begins to Speak

In middle age, the body begins to speak.

Blood pressure rises. Blood sugar rises. Cholesterol rises. Energy, however, begins to decline.

The issue is not only age. It is a way of life.

It is not simply that we have grown older. It is that we have sat too long, moved too little, and become too accustomed to not moving.
The restlessness of youth was not a burden. It was grace.

The stillness of middle age, when it becomes immobility, slowly becomes a cost.

Sometimes a person does not grow old all at once. He loses vitality little by little through many small sentences: “Forget it.” “Another

day.” “Maybe later.”



3. Beginning Again: Recovering What Childhood Left Unlived

Then one day, you decide to begin again.

You go boxing.

You exercise.

You try something new.

You even buy a skateboard, if only to try.

You put on a VR headset and enter a world you have never experienced before.

This is not merely play.

It is living again the part of childhood that was never fully lived.

When you begin to move, your body slowly wakes up. Your heart softens. Life begins to regain a little light.

Middle age does not require us to become young again. But we can become alive again.

We do not need to return to the past. We can bring into the present what the past never had the chance to live.

4. Becoming Like a Child

Jesus said:

“Truly I tell you, unless you change and become like little children, you will never enter the kingdom of heaven.” (Matthew 18:3, NIV)

Often, we understand this as simplicity.

But I believe it also includes a posture of life: not overly complicated, not calculating, not crushed by the future, and still eager to explore

the world.

Children ask, run, try, fall, and often get back up quickly.

Our problem is often the opposite: too much thinking, too much anxiety, too little action.

What middle-aged people may need to recover is not only childhood play, but childhood courage.

The courage to begin, to try, and to admit that we still do not know how.

5. Living in the Present

Living in the present is not a slogan. It is a concrete choice.

Move today.

Try today.



Do one thing today that you wanted to do as a child but never did.

When you begin to act, life begins to flow.

Often, people have not lost hope. They have simply gone too long without letting the body and heart wake up together.

6. To My Middle-Aged Self

You do not need to become young again.

You simply need to live again.

Not by returning to the past, but by living now what the past left unlived.

A middle-aged person’s desire can be very simple: slowly try the things childhood wanted but never had.

But in truth, this is not merely play.

It is letting life become warm again.

If I were to give myself one practical reminder, I would say:

Do not wait until you have time to begin.

Often, when you begin, time itself begins to open.

Start today.

Even if it is only the first step.



19. N 7 —m{Ell For One

Assignment

BIHME, (AFEETHA—HE, MEAETAMRES
RELRAT.
FBEERFT—=aL], BHESNICELERR, H—08H, —INERERR.
R G FAERERE, EET, XF&ERETEE. 57K, XiE E58, B8, BN BEL,
HE—R—RdE, /5%X—F, EET-RZ
BE5—=/LIE.
AHATE, XEIT—=,
X—mEl, EFEEAITVAR, :ME—ELL,
SRIAFKGR, BIFREE—RIEX; BXTKR, Ae—78LadIE.

RABRITEATY, B—0ORNER, #RAEMEERFEEFE, B—F—0ihRdx. 5FETRZE
KX, BEEEMMES ZEEERZESE.

AR, BHRETE, LEELE—FE:

HTIE,

BEAELN, XEHAEENR?

BEEREXTELT, AREXAFEH?

AARRRR R, FEIRT; AABRRRNE, BERR, AT —REL, EFLRHBIARK.
BErESIE?

g, 3—%)l, 53—TEEXEEZFLF:

A, XAZEIR—EEENNG?

20,

AEAMABIIZN, BB DE LIXFIERY,

ABRT—1Xkm, MERALE—EE—TRE: BERNF), BEILXRE, BitECHEwHR
FEHRE,

B8, BUIME, MM T.
XEBARRERKR,

XD ER, BAERBEXE,

Bz, REBREEFHEC.

\



BIEE, BRZRIBE, BRAN—TERNA, BIRRZH, BERZMS, BELE—TA—HFNA
£,

I RAZBIRE R, AR,

RAREFR, NERKNEBL, ©&EE, MRET.
LERAR, WINSDHR T .

BERE, WICHERT,
BERLRE, EEER T EERMT,

FRAARPRE, BOXE, TRIRZINENUEENEIF, SE2ABEE; MPEBELKBEBNTE, Kk
mELEIgEREE,

WRANER—EX, EFAHMRRELL/\R, PEELKRTFR=R,

REABHFH, BREREZET.

X IR, (RRBARE—4E:

ERF K.

ERFRIEFLERERNETE, —R—R[Ek.

PR, BB—RfEl, ~BREMEL,

EE—R/IVNIHE, HERAEXEEESR,

B—TARARNER, 8- TIREEBINNT, B—R'EARNTENERRET MIHFIL, #MAEMHESTIFEK:

o}

=

{RETEERIE.
IFERSE, IFERER, BIFESHTMH#.
BIRREE,

BIE, TH—HFER, AARERTHA

RBRT RS, RA2R TN, BAZRT A ARFEILIL,
MmN 7 —TERRE:

NTAZREHCOLEBRTFEE.

BIEE, MEFHR, —BERETEHR
ESAEMRENRZER, ERERFNRRAMR—E, ERREZDIIERRRER—G):
RERNEXFMER T15?

B—R, BEEET T IB—E,
FRREANBRARSERES T, MBERARANERIEF.
B-FNBELRBERELGRT, RRFT-REIL,
BEXASZ, BEIXE, HXELZTES.
HIFAEMEXHE,
FRE—ITHIEE=IN, A —ERETHAE,



RZBME, RE—TEENRE, —=LT, —0HK, — A, ERRTR—HNECREZNE,
ARMBEERF—HE, RE, RE, EERERENE, HERENMRE—O:

BRE—T.

IR R ETR—FE1R.

RERAETRIREC.



For One Assignment

Sometimes You Are Not Finishing a Task, but Becoming Yourself

It was already very late.

Only one desk lamp remained on in the room, and the light from the computer screen felt a little harsh. I flipped through books and

stared at the screen.

I read English sentences again and again. I understood them, and yet not completely. I wrote a paragraph, then deleted it. I searched for

materials, organized my thoughts, revised, and rewrote.

Time passed little by little. When I looked up, it was already past midnight.

Just a little longer, I told myself.

Before I realized it, it was one o’clock.

That assignment was only a few pages, but it felt like a mountain.

For someone else, it may have been just another paper. For me, it was a mountain-crossing journey.

My English is not strong. Behind every English sentence, I first have to clarify the thought in Chinese, then slowly carry it across into

another language. Writing is not only expression. It feels like transporting thought back and forth between two worlds.
Sometimes I stop, and a voice rises in my heart:

Forget it.

What does a doctorate really matter?

At this age, why make life so hard?

When others rest, I study. When others relax, I stay up late. For one assignment, I go to bed after midnight for several nights in a row.
Is it really worth it?

But after a while, another voice slowly rises:

But isn’t this what you have always wanted?

Yes.

No one forced me onto this road. I chose it.

Not for a title, but because there has always been a desire in my heart: to learn more deeply, to be more firmly equipped, and to give my

life and ministry deeper roots.

Then I think again: in two more years, this journey will be complete.



This road does have an end.

This perseverance is not meaningless.

Sometimes I think of my childhood self.

Back then, I had many dreams. I wanted to become a useful person, read many books, go to many places, and live a different kind of life.

Those dreams were simple, but pure.

But later, as we grow, we drift.

Some dreams are diluted by reality.

Some desires are buried under busyness.

Some directions even move toward the opposite of what we once hoped for.

Only when a person reaches middle age and looks back does he realize that many things once considered important no longer feel so

important, while some neglected dreams have quietly been fermenting in the heart.

If life were a whole day, childhood would be around seven or eight in the morning. Middle age is already two or three in the afternoon.

The sun is no longer rising, but it has not yet set.

At this point, you suddenly understand one thing:

There is still time.

There is still time to pick up those morning dreams, little by little.

So that assignment was no longer merely an assignment.

It became a small piece of a larger picture.

Every late-night effort, every page revised again and again, every struggle to continue when I felt I could not write anymore quietly told

me:

You are still moving forward.

Maybe slowly. Maybe tiredly. Maybe not very gracefully.

But you have not stopped.

Sometimes we complete something not for other people.

Not for grades, not for evaluation, not for the success others see.

We do it for a deeper reason:



so we do not betray the voice within us.

That voice has been there since childhood and has never fully disappeared.

It reminds you when you are tired, pulls you back when you want to give up, and quietly asks when you are about to compromise:

Do you really want it to end here?

That night, I finished that paragraph after all.

Not because I suddenly became more capable, but because I did not want to give up too easily.

My first year of doctoral study was nearly finished. Only one assignment remained.

It did not look like much, but reaching that point had not been easy.

Perhaps life is like this.

Not every step is glorious. Not every season is full of passion.

Often, it is simply an ordinary night, a lamp, a computer, and one person quietly finishing something that matters deeply to him.

If you are also holding on to something right now, and it feels tiring, painful, or even tempting to quit, I want to say gently:

Hold on a little longer.

Perhaps you are not merely finishing a task.

You are becoming yourself.



20. £iEMNRE . F3AMS Life
Goes On, and Learning
Continues

—RXMTF, tEEEIEERIES
ERIFGERATUERFRE A, HIZI, X RN A AR T .

PSLIE, XIUA H IR
PR B30 JhE. R BoodEs. 505 B B JTEER, REFHZLUE .
HRCEA, B EEEIFps, EEASHTITRN, B0R, B0k, B,

ANGRERE, NrOapE, IRIEtITHAR.

WRLHE TR, BESLER, XKk FRACHBAE T K.
M B B, RIBAEATE.

EAREHE, BFARINIER, Hri E SRR BT 4R .
XK, HELWE RS MR RS .

R R REE S A mFEEALED

PSP A SR R T R BARIA A AU, ER BEARK CEIHRER A, RS R, Mgt g2~
JiAE o

A BIAREF MO, AEAER T — T

FA WA — AL BT B TS5 T .
FORARIE N 40, WA R, EBCRBE X R 7855
AN AEL: TR ERR 2 E .
AR, i — e

CUEIREAEA ], BRI, IS, BB IERTE



SCHE TRXAER, FOBCRKBA I ASAR, AR — R, TEAIRE Nk
A, AR, i —FH:

IR RERS KA, —HFELUEREARE?

AHIRZ

BAE— K H G T5

PITFT, BERIFAEIR.

AR FERFF IR, MRt tH2 T

MEXHE, AR, WL SO REA R KASE L

(UL S 57

RERGE R, B2

p
i

BEEIT,

&

s, AL SR — B E AP .
BORETEDE ARSI . SCIRERIA . WP s s S el, WA VFZ W RET S HER R T .
Bx2b, BE8IHET

M TR AL B —Ft.

13

XEEH 1, RECRBUEIL, NERZEZENFNE, FHALE P .

L

FLESCE AR, AR AR AL R AR A Y I o

ANFHERINRIBER . JBAAF WA R R

AAARBERG ERZRE, HAMES T2 0ENHR,

i

MESCEE, R sEi— 4.

RS RABAE, HINRITE.

WHAENEES, CFRIE,

VRABR Ry, B RIATIE -

R SOMEYRE . AREE 2GR S IR A5

CRR I K HB R

é\aiﬁgﬁ_ir %3&524@: Eﬂiaiglﬁo

A, 5 TILTT, et



7

AW, —AESCT L, BRI
A, WEERER, AR
WIERTEIXERIE R, Apieis s
AMUEIHCG K, B CARERTHEZ] .
M 2, AR Z A —F F RS =
I E IR A R4 KK
AEVRIES KX B

. RARSES ], GRS AREEEAE, dRSEIREE.
SRIGAE K, UIREREL, SRR EI:
AR LA, AR A By, ARLE R RGN B T,
Xt AIERIREE TR

SR PR H B, — R R RS

Life Goes On, and Learning Continues

eaiE B

Even Two Thousand Words a Day Can Carry You Far

A AT B



Spring did not seem to stay for very long. Before I realized it, the spring semester ended on May 8.

To be honest, these past months were not easy.

Courses, papers, sermons, gatherings, preparations for the church move, visits, exercise, writing, and driving back and forth all

overlapped.

The days were already full. Yet when I returned to my study at night, I still had to open the computer, read materials, review literature,

and revise papers.

Sometimes I wrote late into the night. My mind was tired, and my eyes began to ache.

At times, one question suddenly rose in my heart:

Why am I still working so hard?

But when I became quiet and looked back, I realized that I had not stopped.

God had been gently pushing me forward, little by little.

What is even more interesting is that the spring semester had just ended, and the summer course was already waiting at the door.

In the past few days, I received an email from the professor of the next course.

The course is about spiritual formation and the practice of flourishing.

The professor kindly reminded us that although the course had not officially begun, we should already start preparing the readings,

reviewing the syllabus, and getting ready for the next learning journey.

When I saw the email, I could not help smiling.

I had only just taken a breath, and a new season of study was already waiting.

Yet somehow, I have begun to enjoy this kind of fullness.

Because I am slowly discovering that busyness is not always a burden.

Sometimes it is grace.

It proves that you are still learning, still growing, still being shaped, and have not stopped moving forward.

Especially at this stage of life, I increasingly understand that the most frightening thing is not moving slowly. It is stopping completely.

Sometimes I sit quietly in my study and think about one thing:

What would happen if [ wrote a little every day for a year?

It does not have to be much.

Even two thousand words a day.



Two thousand words do not seem impressive.

But if continued for a year, they become more than seven hundred thousand words.

When I think about this, my doctoral dissertation no longer feels like an unreachable mountain.

It feels more like a road.

If you walk a little every day, you will slowly draw nearer.

At this point, the first chapter of my dissertation has been roughly completed.

There is still a long road ahead: literature review, theological integration, structural revision, and many places that may need to be

rewritten.

But at least it has begun.

And beginning itself is a kind of light.

These days, I increasingly realize that many important things in life are not completed by a moment of passion.

What truly changes a person is often ordinary perseverance.

Some people admire the results of others, but never see their loneliness late at night.

Some only see the honor on the platform, but do not know the years of hidden accumulation underneath.

Writing a dissertation is one of the most honest things.

The computer knows whether you wrote today.

The words know whether you thought carefully.

Time knows whether you persevered.

A doctoral dissertation is not like preaching. It cannot rely entirely on passion or the energy of the moment.

It is more like long cultivation.

Plant a little today. Write a little tomorrow. Revise a little the day after.

Sometimes you write thousands of words and delete them all.

Sometimes you revise one sentence more than ten times and are still not satisfied.

Sometimes you are clearly exhausted, yet still want to read one more article.

But it is precisely through this process that a person is slowly formed.

Not only is the dissertation being written; the person is being reshaped.



What is most wonderful is that I have found God often does not illuminate the whole road at once.

He usually gives the lamp for today.

Enough for this part of the journey.

So you keep learning, keep praying, keep writing, and keep persevering.

Then one day, when you look back, you suddenly discover that the loneliness of late nights, the perseverance in exhaustion, and those

seemingly small “two thousand words” have slowly become light in your life.

That light did not fall suddenly from the sky.

It was lit little by little through ordinary days of perseverance.
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Preaching in English to My Wife for the First Time

A Pulpit Dream Begins at Home

Some “first times” are not dramatic, yet they are memorable for a lifetime.

Recently, I did something that may seem ordinary to others, but was very meaningful to me: for the first time, I preached an entire

sermon in English in front of my wife.

After I finished, I felt deeply moved in a way I could not quite describe. It was as if time had folded, carrying me back to a much earlier

season of life.
When I began preaching as an intern at nineteen, the person who heard me preach most often was actually my wife.

At that time, we were still dating. Whenever I went out for ministry practice, I often brought her with me. She would sit quietly below

and listen. Sometimes, after we returned, I would preach the message again to her and ask for feedback.

Those were simple days. There was no recording equipment and no formal preaching lab. I often practiced in front of a mirror, watching

my pronunciation, facial expressions, and gestures, adjusting pauses and tone.

The mirror was one teacher. My wife was another.

She often encouraged me, and she also reminded me.

Looking back, much of my growth in preaching was quietly accompanied by her presence.

Years have passed. Moving from preaching in Chinese to preaching in English feels like arriving at another beginning.

For a doctoral course, I wrote an English sermon titled “Look! The Lamb of God,” and then stood before my wife to preach it for the

first time.

This was not preaching to a professor in class, nor practicing in front of classmates. It was preaching before the person who knows me

best and sees me most truly.
To be honest, I was nervous.

When you preach in your mother tongue, you know what you are saying. But when you preach in a second language, you are not merely

delivering information. You are handing over a version of yourself that is still unfinished.
After I finished, I asked her:

“Could you understand it?”

She said:

“About seventy to eighty percent.”

I was not sure I believed her.



So I asked her to summarize the content.

To my surprise, she was able to restate the main idea, structure, and key points of the sermon.

In that moment, I was truly surprised.

It was not politeness. It was not comfort. It was not giving me face.

She had really understood.

That encouraged me deeply.

I suddenly remembered one of my long-held preaching principles: good preaching is not measured by how profound it sounds, but by

whether people can understand it.

If an elderly person in a rural village with little formal education can understand it, then the sermon has been made clear.

If ordinary people can understand, then the Gospel has landed.

This time, someone still learning English could understand seventy to eighty percent and summarize the message. That gave me a new

confidence:

perhaps my English preaching is no longer merely completing an assignment. Perhaps it is beginning to communicate a message.

It was a small step.

Very small, but very real.

I also realized that many breakthroughs do not begin before thousands of people. They begin before one person.

Not on a public platform, but at home.

Not in applause, but in the quiet feedback of a spouse.

Sometimes God’s encouragement does not come like thunder. It comes through the closest person beside you saying:

“I understood.”

That sentence is more precious than much applause.

It also awakened an old hope in my heart:

that one day [ may stand on a pulpit and share the Gospel in English with people from different countries and cultures;

that I may speak of the same Christ in another language;

that more people may hear the message that transforms life.

This will require continued effort.



Language must be practiced. Thought must be expanded. Preaching must be refined.

But more than anything, it requires grace from above.

Every step of growth depends both on labor and on blessing.

When I think back to practicing sermons in front of a mirror at nineteen, and then to preaching in English to my wife today, I understand

something more clearly: God leads people one step at a time.

Practice before a mirror and preaching at home may both be preparing a road farther ahead.

What I am most grateful for is this: after so many years, the person who has heard me preach the most is still her.

From Chinese to English, from youth to middle age, she is still listening.

That itself is grace.

Perhaps the dream of the pulpit truly begins at home.

And I am willing to keep walking.

By effort, and by the blessing that comes from above.
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My Sermon Collection
Finding the Spring of Living Water in the Wilderness

Late at night, I often sit alone in front of my computer, organizing the sermons I have written over the years.

Folder after folder appears on the screen. Some titles feel old and distant. Some dates are nearly forgotten even by me. When I open an
old sermon and see the words, structure, markings, and revisions from those days, I feel as if I have been carried back into years long

past.

Sometimes behind a sermon was a busy and demanding season of ministry.

Sometimes behind a sermon was a season of lowliness, waiting, and struggle.

Some sermons were written late at night, under the light of a desk lamp, with prayer and tears.

To others, these may simply be sermons. To me, they are footprints along the road of my life.

1. The Years of Handwritten Notes

In the beginning, I did not know how to organize materials on a computer.

Those years were not like today. We could not easily store documents in the cloud, on phones, tablets, or hard drives.
Almost all of my sermons were handwritten.

Notebook after notebook was filled with reflections, Scripture notes, devotional thoughts, and sermon outlines. Sometimes [ wrote while
turning the pages of the Bible and searching through materials. Sometimes I wrote while meditating quietly, revising the same lines again

and again on paper.
The pages became worn. The corners curled. Ink seeped through to the back of the paper.
But to me, those notebooks were like rings of a tree, recording how a young preacher slowly learned to serve.

In 2001, I graduated from East China Theological Seminary in Shanghai. On August 8 of the same year, I entered full-time pastoral

ministry.
When I first entered ministry, I quickly discovered that preaching was not easy.

In seminary, we had studied biblical interpretation, prepared messages, and practiced preaching. But after entering the life of the church,

I learned that reality was very different from the classroom.

Sunday sermons, weekday Bible studies, youth meetings, seasonal messages, pastoral visits, and fellowship sharing came one after

another, week after week.
The greatest pressure was not speaking.

The greatest pressure was preparation.



I suddenly realized that what I carried inside felt too small, while the needs around me were too many.

During those years, I often felt as if a stone were pressing on my chest. The pressure became especially strong before weekends.

I even had the same dream again and again.

In the dream, I was already standing at the pulpit, facing a full congregation. When it was time for me to preach, I suddenly realized that

I had forgotten my sermon notes.

Then I began searching in panic. I looked on the table, in my bag, inside my Bible, everywhere. But I could not find them.

The more I searched, the more anxious I became.

That dream followed me for many years.

2. The Answer My Mother Gave Me

One day, [ went to my mother’s home for dinner.

During the meal, I finally told her how overwhelmed I felt.

“This road is too hard,” I said. “Preparing sermons alone already makes me feel as if I can hardly breathe.”

Then I told her about the repeated dream.

After listening, my mother did not rush to comfort me. She simply spoke quietly.

She said:

“You are like Hagar in the wilderness. She had only one skin of water, and that water would soon run out. So she became afraid, anxious,

and full of tears, because she did not know what would happen next.

But later, God opened her eyes, and she saw a well of water.

Once she found the source, she no longer depended only on that one limited skin of water.”

Then my mother looked at me and said:

“You are the same today. Do not only look at how much water remains in your hands. Learn to look upward, and ask God to give you

clear eyes to discover the spring of living water.”

I still remember that scene.

The meal was ordinary. But those words changed many of the years that followed.

I suddenly understood that true preaching does not come from a person’s stored supply. It comes from continually returning to the

source.



If a preacher depends only on himself, he will eventually run dry. But if he keeps returning to the spring of living water, he will receive

strength again and again.

Genesis says, “Then God opened her eyes and she saw a well of water.” (Genesis 21:19, NIV)

After that, the nightmare that had repeated for years slowly disappeared.

Not because I suddenly became a gifted preacher, but because I began to understand:

I am not the spring.

I am only someone drawing water.

3. The Years That Were Not Preserved

Later, the times slowly changed.

I began using a computer and learning to organize materials digitally. Then came the iPad, cloud storage, and hard drives.

Still, for a long time, I was not used to becoming fully digital.

I continued writing many important things by hand, because I always felt that when I wrote by hand, my thoughts slowed down and my

heart became quieter.

Later, because of changes in circumstances and turns in life, many earlier materials were not preserved completely.

Some notebooks were lost. Some old sermon notes were left behind. Some materials, because of the passing of time, can no longer be

found.

Whenever I think about this, I feel a little regret.

Those writings were not merely materials. They were pieces of life.

They recorded youthful zeal and struggles under pressure. They recorded the awkwardness of my early ministry and the footsteps of

gradual growth.

After coming to America, [ began organizing my sermons again.

One day, as I opened folders on my computer and searched through cloud storage and hard drives, I discovered that over the years I had

accumulated more than three hundred sermons.

Even I was surprised.

Time really does leave traces.

4. Organizing Sermons Is Also Organizing Life

For the first volume of this sermon collection, I selected fifty sermons.



Some are about the cross. Some are about grace. Some are about suffering and hope. Others are about the church, worship, family, and

mission.

As I reread these sermons, I discovered that many of them were not only spoken to others.

Often, they were first spoken to me.

Some sermons were written under pressure. Some were written while waiting. Others were written in seasons of personal lowliness and

pain.

Sometimes I prepared with tears. Sometimes, as I preached, the message corrected me first.

More and more, I have come to believe that preaching is not merely speaking. It is the honest overflow of a life.

A person who has never received comfort will struggle to speak true comfort. A person who has never wept will struggle to understand

those who are wounded.

So I slowly discovered that the most important thing is not whether a sermon sounds impressive.

The most important thing is whether there is truth within it.

5. A Humble Regret I Still Carry

As I organized these sermons, I also carried a sense of humble regret.

Many years ago, when preparing sermons, we often learned from older pastors, theologians, and spiritual writers. Some of my content

was deeply influenced by them. Some structures, illustrations, and ideas were built on what others had already given.

In those earlier years, we did not pay as much attention to proper citation as we do today. Many materials were used without complete

documentation.

For that reason, even though these sermons are being gathered into a volume, I still prefer to see them as a personal record and

preservation.

They are not meant to prove anything. They are not meant to display anything.

They simply record the learning, struggle, growth, and grace of an ordinary preacher through many years of ministry.

6. Sermons Pass Away, but Truth Remains

Over the years, I have increasingly felt this:

Human voices pass away.

Human names are slowly forgotten.

What truly remains is not a particular preacher, but the truth that comforts, illumines, and renews.

Sometimes after a sermon is preached, people may soon forget who the speaker was.



But if one sentence gives strength to someone in a low place, if one line brings a little light into the night, if one message helps a weary

soul receive hope again, that is already enough.

So today, as I organize these sermons again, the deepest feeling in my heart is not pride.

It is gratitude.

Gratitude for God’s preservation along the way.

Gratitude for the people who walked with me.

Gratitude that the low seasons did not crush me.

And gratitude for the spring of living water that has never run dry.

7. Final Reflections

Perhaps in the future, I will continue organizing a second and third volume.

Some sermons are already old. Some words even feel immature.

But I do not want to delete them.

Because within those pages is the most honest image of a young preacher learning to serve.

Looking back now, I understand more clearly that what sustains a preacher is not eloquence, knowledge, or even experience alone.

It is the willingness, in many lonely, weary, and pressured nights, to return again to the source.

I finally understand what my mother meant all those years ago:

A skin of water will eventually run out.

But the spring will not.

In the years ahead, may I continue with a quiet, reverent, and humble heart: learning, sharing, and seeking the living water that never

stops flowing.

And may these sermons not remain merely on paper or in folders, but become companionship and comfort for others on their journey.

May all glory belong to the Lord who gives the spring of living water.
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My Ideal Seventy-Two
Not Stepping Away, but Bearing Deeper Fruit

During this pastors’ couples retreat, one image stayed with me and would not leave.

The keynote speaker, Dr. Jim Lo, was seventy-two years old. When he stood on the platform to preach, his voice was strong and clear,

his thinking sharp, and his spirit full of life.

This was not a performance sustained by technique. It was the overflow of a life that had been deeply formed. His words carried weight

and warmth, passion and depth.

To reach that age and still live with such vitality and strength is something I deeply admire.

What moved me even more was something my wife said.

Looking at Dr. Lo on the platform, she said softly to me:

“When I see him standing there, it is as if I can see what you might look like at seventy-two.”

That sentence startled me, and it stayed with me for a long time.

To be honest, people in middle age rarely think seriously about what they will be like at seventy-two.

We are busy with today’s ministry, today’s responsibilities, and today’s needs. We often do not have time to think about the distant

future.
But in that moment, her words fell into my heart like a seed:
What kind of person do I hope to be when I am seventy-two?

My ideal state is not about how many titles I have, how many sermons I have preached, or how many ministries I have completed. It is

that, at that age, life would still be alive within me.

Young in spirit.

Light in the eyes.

Fire in the heart.

Standing there, not merely teaching knowledge, but sharing the story of a lifetime of walking with the Lord.

I think the truly ideal state of life is not defined by a position. It is the ability, wherever one stands, to live with a heavenly order within.
First, the relationship with the Lord remains close.

If a person can still stand on a platform at seventy-two with strength, it is not only because the body has been well cared for. It is because

the well within is still flowing.

When a person’s relationship with the Lord remains fresh, the soul does not dry up.



I hope that when I reach that day, I will not be living only on past experiences, but will still have fresh receiving, fresh prayers, and fresh

stirrings from God.

Like an old tree still green.

Like a deep well still giving water.

Like the evening sky becoming more beautiful.

Second, life becomes gentle and strong through the years.

Dr. Lo’s preaching carried the passion of a Pentecostal background and the warmth of the Wesleyan tradition, blended in a very natural

way.

Behind that style was not technique, but life.

For a person to pass through storms and still remain passionate is grace.

For a person to experience complexity and still remain simple is formation.

I think ideal old age is not merely being seasoned, but mature; not losing all sharpness, but having the edges rounded by grace.

Third, one can still influence others in old age.

Not merely by continuing to do things, but by becoming a picture of hope for others.

At this retreat, Dr. Lo became, in a sense, a portrait of the future for me.

He showed me that old age can be graceful, ministry can remain green, and passion does not have to retire with age.

It made me wonder: if the Lord allows, will I still be able to stand on a platform at seventy-two and speak with joy about His works?

Will I still be able to turn a stumbling, uneven life into words that encourage those who come after me?

I hope so.

Not only at seventy-two, but even at eighty-two, if the Lord permits.

Preaching is not merely a job. It is a posture of life.

Ministry is not merely a position. It is the continuation of a calling.

Retirement may mean stepping down from one role, but it does not mean stepping down from mission.

When I thought of this, I suddenly felt that a person should begin now to live toward the old age he hopes for.

If T hope to have fire at seventy-two, | must not grow cold today.

If I hope to have wisdom then, I must study seriously today.



If I hope to encourage others then, I must first become someone who comforts others today.

The future does not appear suddenly. It is lived into, little by little, today.

Some people say that when people grow old, they shrink.

But I choose to believe that, in grace, people can expand as they age.

Their vision can become broader, their hearts softer, and their faith steadier.

Like a tree: in youth it grows upward; in old age it sends roots deeper.

Perhaps this is the state I long for.

Not fame.

Not being remembered by many.

But at seventy-two, still loving the Lord, still serving, still preaching, still dreaming, and still allowing others to see hope through my

life.

If that day truly comes, may I be like Dr. Lo that evening: standing there, voice clear, spirit burning, smiling calmly, and telling the story

of grace that has carried me through a lifetime.

That, perhaps, is the old age I long for.

And it is also the direction I must begin living toward today.

May we not wait until we are old to search for the ideal life.

May we begin living its firstfruits today.
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Checking My Social Security Credits, Finding a Lesson for Life

Some Misunderstandings Are Not Crises, but Reminders to Reconcile the
Account

Something small happened today that made me laugh, and then made me think more deeply.

I suddenly realized that I have been in America for eight years, have served here for nearly five years, and have filed taxes for six years. |
thought that, according to the rules of the Social Security Administration, if a person earns enough credits, he can receive Social Security
benefits after retirement. Since one can earn up to four credits a year, I calculated in my mind and assumed I should have at least some

“results” by now.

Then I checked.

Zero credits.

Not thirty-something. Not ten-something. Not even one.

My feeling in that moment was hard to describe. It was like a student checking grades with confidence, only to see the page say: no

record found.

I almost wanted to ask the computer:

“Brother, is there some misunderstanding between us?”

Later, I made an appointment with the Social Security office to verify the issue, but the earliest available time was in June.
Sometimes the way things work in America feels like spiritual formation. It trains patience very thoroughly.
This little incident made me think: much of our anxiety in life begins with misunderstanding.

Sometimes others misunderstand us.

Sometimes we misunderstand others.

More often, we misunderstand reality.

We think we have accumulated a lot, only to discover that the account may have a problem.

We think everything is secure, only to find that it must be checked again.

We think everything is under control, but there is still much that needs to be clarified.

But misunderstanding is not always a bad thing.

Sometimes a misunderstanding is like an alarm clock.

It does not come to destroy you. It comes to tell you to check the account.

Checking my Social Security credits also made me think about checking the account of life.



As we live busily, we are also accumulating something:

How much love have I accumulated?

How much patience?

How much faith?

How much investment in eternity?

Or have I somehow remained empty without realizing it?

Paul says that some people build with wood, hay, or straw, while others build with gold, silver, and costly stones. When fire tests the

work, it will be revealed.

Is this not also a kind of spiritual audit?

To say it humorously: the Social Security office checks retirement credits; heaven may be checking the weight of life.

The latter matters more.

Today’s “zero-credit scare” reminded me of something important:

Do not only worry about whether I have enough retirement credits in America. Ask also how much will remain in eternity.

When misunderstandings happen in life, do not rush to anger.

First check:

Is the system delayed?

Did I understand something incorrectly?

Is the Father using this misunderstanding to remind me of something?

Many misunderstandings are not crises. They are turning points.

Sometimes life has not returned to zero. It is simply asking you to reconcile the account.

So in June, I will go check my Social Security credits.

But today, I also want to remind myself:

check the account of life.

See what remains after testing.

Because what truly matters is not only whether a retirement account has credits, but whether this life has stored up anything that can

remain in eternity.



In the end, Social Security can be checked slowly.
The account of life should be checked early.
Do not wait until the end to discover:

the very thing that should have been stored up was never deposited.
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| Am a “Greasy Uncle”
Middle Age Is Not the Enemy; Losing Humor Is

In life, the most frightening thing is not getting older.

It is when others change your title before you are ready.

In the past, when people called me “young man,” I felt endlessly youthful.
Later, when people called me “brother,” I began to feel slightly alert.
Then, when people started calling me “uncle,” my heart trembled a little:
It is over. Life has entered the next stage.

And today, my life officially entered the age of the “greasy uncle.”

Here is what happened.

I was lying quietly on the bed, enjoying a rare middle-aged nap.

My wife suddenly stood beside me, looked at my pillow, and sighed meaningfully:
“Wow, you really are a greasy uncle.”

I froze.

Was this a compliment, or was it some kind of personal attack?

Then she continued:

“Look at the pillow after you sleep on it. The oil is unbelievable. If we collected the oil from your pillow, we might not need to buy

cooking oil.”

I fell silent.

For a man, few things are more frightening than sudden silence in the room.

Before I could defend myself, she pointed to the leather sofa.

“And this sofa too. Every time you sit there, I have to wipe it afterward. How can one man be so oily?”
I finally understood.

What she meant was not “powerful.” She meant oily.

The greatest secret of a middle-aged man cannot remain hidden forever.

When you are young, oil on the face is called youth.



Now, oil on the face is called age.

In the past, when I looked in the mirror, I thought, “Wow, handsome.”

Now I look in the mirror and think, “Wow, shiny.”

Especially in summer.

Other people’s faces look fresh.

A middle-aged man’s face reflects light.

Sometimes when I drive at night, I wonder if I even need the high beams, because my forehead already comes with its own highlight.

But for a man, mindset matters most.

So I pushed back:

“Didn’t you used to say I was a charming young man? How did I suddenly become a greasy uncle?”

My wife knows how to comfort a person.

She said very seriously:

“A man should have weight.”

“It does not mean old. It does not mean sloppy. It is the charm of a mature man.”

When I heard this, I suddenly felt it made sense.

Yes.

Young men are clean and delicate.

Middle-aged men are weighty.

In youth, we rely on appearance.

In middle age, we rely on presence.

Young people are like milk tea.

Middle-aged people are like a slow-cooked soup.

The surface may begin to shine, but something deeper has begun to develop flavor.

The more I thought about it, the more I felt that middle age contains real philosophy.

If a man is too refined, he can become like a glass cup.



If he is a little rough, he becomes more like an old iron pan.

An iron pan may not shine, but the more it is used, the richer it becomes.

A real middle-aged man carries traces of time:

a little tiredness, a little weight, a little oil, and a little humor after seeing enough of life.
Life has slowly cooked him from “fresh meat” into something with deeper flavor.

In the past, I cared when people called me “brother.”

I wondered if they thought I was old.

Now I have been upgraded directly to “uncle.”

In a few years, children on the street may start saying, “Good morning, sir.”

When that day comes, perhaps I will not be too sad.

Because life is simply like this.

When we are children, we try hard to grow up.

After we grow up, we try hard to stay young.

But when we truly mature, we discover that age is not the enemy.

What is truly frightening is becoming older while the heart becomes bitter, having less hair and fewer smiles.
So instead of fearing age, I may as well accept this new season with grace and humor.

An oily pillow means I am still alive.

A shiny sofa means I still come home every day.

A bigger belly means that over the years, I have suffered some things, and I have also eaten well.

At this stage of life, I do not need to be a charming young man.

But at least I can become a middle-aged man with humor, love, and responsibility.
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Don’t Give Up Too Soon

Many Turning Points Come One Minute After You Want to Quit

As we grow up, many of us hear sayings like this:

“If the road is hard, take off your shoes early. If life is bitter, rest early.”

Such words sound practical. But behind them is a certain mindset: when things become difficult, withdraw as soon as possible.
This logic is not entirely wrong.

In some situations, cutting losses in time is indeed wisdom.

The problem is that when this mindset becomes a default response, it stops being wisdom and becomes a habit of retreat.
1. Many Failures Happen Not Because of Lack of Ability, but Because of Giving Up Too Soon

In real life, we often overestimate talent and underestimate persistence.

Many people do not lose at the starting line. They lose one step before the breakthrough.

Read ten more minutes, and you may understand the difficult point.

Practice one more time, and you may break through a bottleneck.

Hold on one more day, and you may cross into a new stage.

Sadly, many people stop at the place called “almost.”

It is not always that the task cannot continue. Sometimes the person leaves too early.

The value of persistence is not simply the length of time. It is whether you reach the critical point.

2. Breakthroughs in Learning Often Come When You Most Want to Quit

In learning, many of us have had this experience.

When you feel that you cannot absorb anything anymore, you may actually be standing right before a breakthrough.

Your mind is reorganizing information. Your understanding is moving from confusion toward clarity. Your ability is shifting from

inability toward competence.

But this process often feels painful.

Many people quit here, and therefore lose a growth point that could have belonged to them.
Growth is rarely perfectly linear.

Often, it happens in leaps.



And before the leap, there is usually struggle.

3. Giving Up Too Easily in Relationships Carries a Heavier Cost

This is true not only in learning.

In marriage, family, and close relationships, giving up too easily can carry an even heavier cost.

Some people end a relationship because personalities differ.

They escape because communication is difficult.

They make a permanent decision because of one conflict.

But after time passes, and after more comparison, they realize:

what they once had was actually better.

Then regret, sighing, and sorrow come, but the past cannot be recovered.

Often, the problem was not that the relationship itself was impossible. It was that the relationship had not gone through enough growth

and adjustment.

A mature relationship is not one without conflict. It is one in which people still choose to stay and face the conflict together.

4. Both Persistence and Letting Go Require Wisdom

Of course, we must also admit that not everything is worth holding on to.

Some paths truly need to change.

Some directions truly need to be adjusted.

The key question is this: are you making a decision after discernment, or are you retreating because of difficulty?

The two may look similar, but they are very different.

The first is active and clear-minded.

The second is passive and emotional.

True wisdom is neither blind persistence nor habitual surrender. It means not retreating when you should persist, and not being stubborn

when you should turn.

5. Many Losses Happen at the Point of “Almost”

When we look back on life, we discover a painful but true pattern:

many losses happen not because we had no opportunity at all, but because we exited too early.



You did not lose to someone else.

You lost to the moment when you needed to hold on a little longer.

Sometimes what determines the height of a life is not how much you have done, but whether you remain when things are most difficult.

6. One More Minute May Become the Turning Point

“Don’t give up too soon” is not merely an inspirational slogan. It is an attitude of responsibility toward life.

You never know whether the next minute will be fruitless or a breakthrough.

But one thing is certain:

if you give up now, the possible breakthrough will never happen.

So when you want to quit, try staying one more minute.

Many turning points in life happen just after that minute.
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A Battle With No Way Back
The Road Is Not Waited For; It Is Walked Into Being

There are moments that do not belong to smooth seasons or sufficient options.

When conditions are not yet mature, resources are limited, and outside evaluations are not encouraging, you still have to make a

decision.
This is the moment of a battle with no way back.
We are living through such a season.

A place that carried years of gatherings and memories is gradually passing into history. A new direction stands before us, but it comes

with real pressure: limited funds, limited conditions, and a path that is not yet fully clear.

Even in some external evaluations, we have been described as a low-activity group.

Such voices may not be malicious, but they are enough to make people hesitate.

Yet the real question is not how others define us. The real question is how we understand the road we are walking.
1. Should We Begin When Not Everything Is Ready?

Human beings naturally tend to wait.

Wait until conditions are better. Wait until resources increase. Wait until the environment becomes more stable.
But in reality, meaningful beginnings often do not happen when everything is ready.

If something must wait until all conditions are perfect, it may never begin.

Growth happens in incompleteness.

Breakthrough is born within limitation.

When we face a new direction, what we see is not only a financial gap or practical pressure. We face a deeper question:
Are we willing to move forward even in uncertainty?

2. A Battle With No Way Back Is Not Impulse, but a Decision Made With Clarity

This phrase is often understood as emotional striving.

But a true battle with no way back is never blind.

It means seeing the difficulties clearly, acknowledging limited resources, understanding outside evaluations, and still choosing to move

forward.

This is not ignoring risk. It is accepting responsibility for risk.



This is not overconfidence. It is conviction.

We are not unaware of the pressure ahead. We know it, and still choose to bear it.

Some roads are not taken because they are easy, but because they are worth taking.

3. Life After Loss: A Counterintuitive but Real Path

There is a pattern that often seems counterintuitive, yet is confirmed again and again:

Only after letting go can something new be received.

Only after breaking can rebuilding begin.

Only after reaching the edge can a turning point appear.

If everything remains within the safe zone, renewal rarely happens.

Likewise, if a community remains only within what is controllable, it may never truly expand.

Building or moving is not merely a change of space. It is a change in posture.

It means moving from dependence to responsibility, from temporary arrangements to stability, from passivity to initiative.

Such a transition always carries a cost.

But these costs are part of the road of growth.

4. The Turning Point Is Not the Environment, but the Step

Many times, we assume the problem is outside us:

the environment is not good enough, the conditions are not mature, the resources are insufficient.

But the deeper question is often this:

Am I willing to take the first step?

Some changes do not happen after preparation is complete. They begin after action starts.

Results do not always come before action. Often, action comes first, and results gradually appear.

Standing on the shore and analyzing the water changes nothing.

Stepping into the water changes everything.

That step may seem small, but it determines the direction.

5. Moving Forward Always Costs Something



Progress is never free.

Every meaningful advance involves some kind of release.

Perhaps we must release dependence on safety, attachment to stability, the need for control, or even the boundaries we have set for

ourselves.

Cost is not frightening.

No cost is more frightening.

Because progress without cost often brings no real change.

When we are willing to pay a price for a direction, that direction truly becomes ours.

6. Redefining Value When Others Are Not Optimistic

External evaluations may be based on data, experience, or surface observation.

But the true value of a community is never determined by short-term appearance.

Many turning points in history happened during seasons when people were not optimistic.

So the question is not whether we look strong right now.

The question is whether we are walking a road that is right and worth continuing.

If the direction is right, present limitations are only part of the process.

7. A Battle With No Way Back Is a Posture Toward the Future

At its heart, this is not a strategy. It is a posture.

A posture of no longer retreating.

A posture of no longer merely watching.

A posture of entrusting the future to action.

When a group reaches this point, it no longer waits for conditions to set the pace. It begins to respond to conditions through action.

This is not recklessness. It is decisiveness after maturity.

The road is often not fully visible in advance.

Often, the road is formed by walking.

When we stand still, everything appears impossible.

When we truly begin to move, possibilities slowly unfold.



A battle with no way back is not the absence of choice. It is the choice not to retreat.

When we take that step, the environment may not change immediately, but the direction has already changed. The result may not yet be

visible, but the road has already begun to open.

The future does not belong to those who only watch.

It belongs to those who are willing to move forward.
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Between Reason and Faith
Walking a Life Without Regret

On the road of life, we often stand at an invisible crossroads.

On one side is reason. On the other side is faith.

Reason tells us to calculate costs, evaluate risks, and face reality clearly.

It is like a careful accountant, warning us not to act rashly or make decisions beyond our capacity.
Faith whispers from the other side: move forward, try, and believe that the future still holds possibility.
It is like a courageous explorer, urging us out of comfort and into the unknown.

The question is: which voice should we listen to?

1. A Life Guided Only by Reason Often Remains Still

If a person depends entirely on reason, life may look safe, but it may lack breakthrough.

Reason will show you:

the chance of success is not high.

that path carries complicated risks.

this opportunity is not stable enough.

So you choose not to move.

In the short term, this may appear wise.

But over time, it can become quiet stagnation.

Many people never experience major failure, but they also never experience real growth.

Growth often happens in places reason cannot fully control.

2. A Life Guided Only by Faith Easily Runs Into Walls

But if a person depends entirely on feeling and impulse while ignoring careful judgment, he moves toward another extreme.
He may say:

“I believe this will succeed!”

but has made no preparation.

“I feel this is right!”



but has not tested it.

The result is often repeated attempts and repeated setbacks; much action, but little direction.

Such a person may look courageous, but lacks a stable foundation.

After failure, he must bear not only practical loss, but also the questions and criticism of others.

3. Mature People Let Reason Serve Faith

True maturity does not choose either reason or faith. It places them in proper order.

Reason is not meant to limit faith, but to clarify its direction.

Faith is not meant to deny reason, but to move beyond its boundaries.

Simply put:

Reason helps us see.

Faith helps us walk.

A person can analyze risks rationally and still choose to take the step.

Not because the risks are invisible, but because the risks have been seen and accepted.

This is mature courage.

4. Life’s Most Important Decisions Are Rarely Completely Rational

Many important decisions in life, such as choosing a direction, beginning a relationship, taking responsibility, or changing the course of

life, are rarely made by pure logic alone.

If we wait for one hundred percent certainty, we may never begin.

What truly moves a person forward is often faith grounded in reason.

It is not blindness. It is the willingness to move forward with limited understanding.

5. Moving Forward in Uncertainty Is an Ability

The world itself is full of uncertainty.

No decision is completely safe, and no path is entirely without risk.

So the real question is no longer, “Is there risk?”

The question is, “Do I have the inner strength to bear this risk?”

Reason helps us reduce unnecessary loss.



Faith keeps us from being trapped by fear.

Together, they help us avoid both recklessness and retreat.

6. Living a Life With Tension

A meaningful life is not an extreme life. It is a life with tension.

Remain clear-minded in reason.

Keep moving forward in faith.

When facing a decision, ask yourself three questions:

What does reason tell me?

Have I done my best to see reality clearly?

Even so, am I still willing to move forward?

If the answer is yes, then walk courageously.

Life does not begin only when everything is certain.

It is walked out, step by step, in uncertainty.
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Poised to Rise

Hiddenness Is Not Stagnation, but Deeper Preparation

The forty days of Lent are a quiet and profound journey.

Not outward excitement, but inward gathering. Not running outward, but returning inward.
During these forty days, a group from our church fasted, prayed, and meditated together.

Our bodies became lighter, but our souls grew heavier with substance.

I also experienced a very concrete change: my weight dropped from 177 pounds to 163 pounds.
This was not merely a change in numbers. It was an adjustment of rhythm, a reordering of life.
1. Reduction Makes Room

Every morning, I stopped eating breakfast. Our home stopped preparing breakfast, and even steamed buns were no longer made.
The kitchen grew quiet. The stomach grew quiet. Slowly, the person also became quiet.

You begin to realize that when eating is temporarily removed, so much time, attention, and desire can be reordered.
They can be turned toward prayer, reflection, and conversation with God.

Sometimes the problem in life is not lack, but excess.

Reduction is not loss. It is making room for what truly matters to enter.

2. Hiddenness Builds Depth

During these forty days, it seemed as if nothing happened.

No lively activity. No obvious result.

But like bamboo, what appears not to grow above ground may be desperately rooting below.
This is the rthythm of spiritual life:

deeper hiddenness brings a firmer foundation.

less outward display forms stronger inner life.

It is like dough during fermentation. It is not performing; it is changing.

You cannot see its effort, but in the end you will see it rise.

3. Now It Is Time to Rise

As soon as Lent ended, the rhythm at home changed immediately.



My wife began preparing breakfast again, and this time she made a large batch of steamed buns.

That moment was striking.

What had disappeared for forty days suddenly appeared in abundance.

One steamed bun after another had risen, full and round.

I suddenly understood: this was not only breakfast.

It was a spiritual metaphor.

What had been building for a long time was now ready to rise.

4. Bending Down Is for Leaping Higher

Many people misunderstand the meaning of stopping. They assume it is regression.

But it is not.

A person bends down in order to jump higher.

A person kneels in order to stand stronger.

A person becomes quiet in order to act with greater power.

Spiritual life is not constant forward rushing. It has a rhythm of gathering, building, and releasing.

Lent is the season of gathering and building.

After Easter comes release.

5. The Moment of Readiness

This is such a moment.

It is not simply starting over. It is setting out again with forty days of accumulation within.

Your prayers, your tears, your reflections have not been wasted.

Like a pot of dough, the most important change has already happened in the unseen time.

Only one thing remains:

turn on the heat, let the steam rise, and life will be revealed.

Better hiddenness leads to greater revelation.

Deeper learning leads to stronger service.



Today is not an ending. It is an ignition.

Not recovery, but release.

May we all, in this moment, be poised to rise, and truly rise.
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A Way in the Wilderness, Rivers in the Desert

As Long as Faith Remains, the Journey Becomes Scenery

The normal pattern of life is not smoothness, but moving forward through narrow places.
We often imagine that an ideal life is a straight, wide, and level road.

But real life often feels more like walking through the wilderness: pressure, limitation, sudden obstacles, and seasons when the direction

1s unclear.

Sometimes the road becomes narrower as you walk. Sometimes the direction grows blurry. Sometimes you reach a place where it feels as

if there is no way forward.
It is precisely in such moments that we begin to understand the weight of this promise:

“See, I am doing a new thing! Now it springs up; do you not perceive it? I am making a way in the wilderness and streams in the

wasteland.” (Isaiah 43:19, NIV)
This is not a description of comfort. It is a promise in desperation.
1. We See an Ending; God Sees a Turn

People often fall into despair not because there is truly no road, but because they can only see the end before them and cannot yet see the

hidden turn.

Ancient wisdom says that when the cart reaches the mountain, there will be a road; when the boat reaches the bridge, it will straighten

itself out.

These words are not necessarily blind optimism. They remind us that many places that seem impossible to pass are simply places we

have not yet walked through.

Standing in the present, you may think this is the end.

But when you keep walking, you discover it was only a turn.

Often, human eyes see only a wall, while God has already prepared a door.

2. Hard Pressed, but Not Crushed

Paul describes the tension of life this way:

“We are hard pressed on every side, but not crushed; perplexed, but not in despair.” (2 Corinthians 4:8, NIV)

This does not mean the environment changes immediately. It means the way we interpret the environment is renewed.

The same situation can be understood in two ways: “I am trapped,” or “I am surrounded for now, but there is still a way out.”

The difference is not always in the circumstance, but in the faith within.



Faith does not deny difficulty. It believes, even within difficulty, that this is not the end.

3. True Strength Is Calmness Under Pressure

A mature life is not a life without pressure, but one that remains steady under pressure.

Calm under strain.

Unhurried in busyness.

Able to smile in failure.

Able to stand under opposition.

This is not natural optimism. It is an inner order that has been formed over time.

Such strength comes from trusting the One who reigns, and from grasping the deeper meaning of life.

When a person knows he is not alone, that hardship is not random, and that life is not out of control, he can remain steady in the middle

of confusion.

4. Many Ways Out Come Through People

“A way in the wilderness” is not always a mysterious and sudden miracle.

Often, the way appears through a person who arrives at the right time, a key sentence, or an unexpected opportunity.

Looking back, we often discover that at important turning points we did not walk out alone. Someone helped us, awakened us with a

word, or opened a door for us.

Then we understand that when there seems to be no way, God may bring the way to us through people.

And we ourselves are also called to become a way for someone else.

5. The Real Turning Point Often Begins Within

Many people think life will improve only after circumstances change.

But often, when the heart changes, circumstances begin to be understood differently.

Hope remains in despair.

Care remains in coldness.

A way remains in difficulty.

Life remains even in the shadow of death.

This is not a guarantee of outward ease. It is a declaration of inward life.



The real way out often appears first in the heart, and then gradually becomes visible in reality.

6. As Long as Faith Remains, the Journey Becomes Scenery

Life truly has difficulties everywhere.

But life also has surprises everywhere.

The key question is not whether you encounter hardship, but whether you still carry faith within hardship.

Faith keeps you from stopping in the dark.

Faith keeps you moving forward.

Faith helps you see the road you could not see before.

So when you feel there is no way forward, do not rush to a conclusion.

Perhaps you are standing at the beginning of “a way in the wilderness.”

Perhaps you are standing on the eve of “streams in the wasteland.”

As long as faith remains, every step you have walked will one day become scenery.
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Should Family Shame Stay Hidden?
The Unhealthy Logic Behind Silence

In many cultures, the saying “family shame should not be exposed in public” is almost treated as a virtue. It sounds respectable. It sounds

restrained. It sounds like a way to preserve harmony and protect relationships.
But any idea that goes unexamined for too long can quietly turn from wisdom into oppression.

Behind this saying, there are often unspoken assumptions: problems may exist, but they must not be named; pain may be endured, but it

must not be expressed; wrongdoing may continue, but it must not be exposed.
What appears to preserve order may, in the end, protect the problem itself.
We need to distinguish between covering and concealing.

Covering comes from love. It creates space for repentance, healing, and change. Concealing often comes from fear, avoidance, and the

desire to save face.

When “family shame should not be exposed” becomes the default rule, it is often no longer about love. It is about fear: fear of losing

face, fear of being judged, fear that the existing structure may be challenged.
In the end, the problem is protected, while people are sacrificed.
The cost of silence is the slow decay of relationships.

A family or community that continually suppresses the truth does not become more stable. It becomes more distorted. In such an

environment, people gradually learn to pretend, to suppress, and to distrust.

On the surface, there may still be harmony, but underneath there is distance. Real emotions are pushed down until they turn into anger,

coldness, or despair. When truth cannot be spoken, relationships can no longer remain genuine.
The real issue is often not exposure, but the inability to deal with what has happened.

Many people are afraid that others may find out about the problem. But the deeper fear is this: we do not know how to face it, process it,

or repair it. So the easiest choice is silence. Do not speak of it. Do not touch it. Do not face it.
But problems do not disappear because of silence. They only become more complicated.

A mature family or community is not one without problems. It is one that has the courage and capacity to face problems, deal with them,

and seek restoration in truth.

Of course, this is not a call to expose everything without boundaries. Nor is it an invitation to emotional accusation. Not everything

needs to be made public, but every real problem needs a proper place to be faced.

A healthy response includes honest conversation within appropriate boundaries, expression within trustworthy relationships, and

resolution within a proper structure.



Maturity is not saying nothing. Maturity is knowing where to speak, whom to speak to, and how to speak.

The danger of “family shame should not be exposed” is that it often values appearance more than truth. But a relationship without truth,

no matter how respectable it looks, is only a performance.

A truly healthy relationship can face problems without collapsing. It can admit wrongs without losing dignity. It can express pain without

shame.

Strong relationships are not built on the absence of problems. They are built on the willingness to face problems together.

Silence is not always a virtue. If an idea makes people more anxious, relationships more false, and problems harder to resolve, then it is

no longer wisdom. It is a pattern that needs to be renewed.

The saying may contain a reminder in certain situations: speak with boundaries and handle problems with wisdom. But when it becomes

a universal rule, it often becomes a shield for problems, a seal over truth, and a poison within relationships.

The way forward is neither careless exposure nor continued hiding. The way forward is to let the problem be seen, addressed, and

renewed in truth and love.
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My Valentine’s Day

More Than Roses, It Is a Covenant

Today is February 14.

Tradition tells us that in A.D. 268, the Roman emperor Claudius II believed unmarried men made better soldiers, so he forbade young
men from marrying. A Christian pastor named Valentine, convinced by Scripture that marriage was a sacred gift from God, secretly

officiated weddings for young couples.
He believed marriage was not a social arrangement that imperial power could cancel at will. It was a grace established by God.

His actions angered the emperor. He was imprisoned and eventually executed on February 14 of the following year. The church later

commemorated him on this day. Over time, that remembrance became Saint Valentine’s Day.
In Chinese, it is commonly translated as “Lovers’ Day.”
To be honest, I have always had some reservations about that translation.

In Chinese culture, the word “lover” can easily suggest something temporary, emotional, or even outside the covenant of marriage.

Marriage, however, is covenant. It is a lifelong commitment, a promise made in the light.
Marriage should not be reduced to one day of romance.

And yet, I also admit that in a weak and broken world, our marriages need reminders. They need to be renewed, repaired, and called back

to love.

If a holiday can remind me to think again about the command, “Husbands, love your wives, as Christ loved the church,” then that

holiday has meaning.

This morning, I tried to be young again.

I sent my wife a message: “Happy Valentine’s Day, my forever little lover!”
She replied calmly: “Mm.”

So I decided to do something dramatic.

I told her, “I’m going to send you a red envelope of 20,000 RMB.”

She immediately replied, “You don’t have that much money.”

Her words were sharp and true. She knows exactly how much is in my account. In our marriage, there are no financial secrets, only

financial realities.
I said, “I’ll send what I can.”

In the end, I sent 1,314 RMB.



In Chinese culture, 1314 is a homophone for “a lifetime.”

When she received it, she was happy and said, “That is exactly the number I was thinking of.”

You see, marriage is often not about grand gestures. It is about being understood.

When we are young, we pursue amount. As we mature, we cherish meaning.

Many people say Valentine’s Day is a victory for merchants.

Flowers, chocolates, restaurant reservations, wine, and carefully arranged social media posts all seem to suggest that love must be

consumed.

But I have increasingly discovered that the quality of a marriage is not determined by holiday spending. It is built through daily

investment.

The greatest threats to marriage are often not dramatic storms, but small cracks. Not betrayal, but indifference. Not arguments, but

silence.

Valentine gave his life because he believed marriage was sacred.

Today, most of us are not asked to die for marriage. We are asked to deny ourselves.

To give up a little temper. A little self-centeredness. A little mental accounting of “how much I have done for you.”
Christ’s love is not ledger-based love.

His love is active, sacrificial, and enduring.

When I sent 1,314, I also asked myself: Am I truly willing to live out “a lifetime”?

A red envelope can arrive instantly. A covenant must be honored daily.

As a pastor, [ have seen many mountains and valleys in marriage.

Romance makes vows easily. Daily life tests them through rice, bills, work, and fatigue.
Marriage is not the continuation of passion. It is the discipline of grace.

If you are single today, do not be anxious. Love is not manufactured by a date on the calendar.
If you are married today, do not compare. Marriage is not a display for social media.

If your marriage is struggling, do not despair. A crack is not necessarily the end. It can become the beginning of repair.

Valentine’s Day reminds me: love is not merely a feeling; it is a decision. Love is not impulse; it is commitment. Love is not a brief

romance; it is long-term faithfulness.

Today, I sent my wife 1,314.



But more importantly, I renewed this prayer in my heart: may I love her all my life, as Christ loves the church.

If next year I can send 1,314 again, that will be grace.

If next year my account balance is lower, I will still send 131.4.

Numbers may change.

Covenant does not.

That is my Valentine’s Day.
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Emotional Intelligence With a Soul

Shrewd as Serpents, Innocent as Doves

In today’s world of speed, influence, and constant expression, being emotionally intelligent has almost become a social passport.

People admire those who can navigate conversations gracefully, ease tension, and make others feel seen and valued. By contrast, a

person with low emotional intelligence may possess much knowledge, yet still damage relationships without realizing it.

Emotional intelligence generally refers to the ability to recognize, understand, and manage emotions, both one’s own and those of others.

It also includes the wisdom to handle relationships with tact, empathy, and proper measure.
It is not merely eloquence. It is emotional discernment.

It is not merely expression. It is consideration.

It is not only intelligence. It is warmth.

But we must ask an important question: Is emotional intelligence simply being smooth? Is it people-pleasing? Is it saying whatever

others want to hear?
If it is only technique without moral grounding, it becomes performance rather than authenticity.
1. Knowledge and Wisdom: Mind and Heart

In pastoral care and conversation, I often encounter a common reality: some people have much knowledge, but chaotic emotions; they

understand many truths, yet their relationships remain broken.

This shows that knowledge and wisdom are not the same.

Knowledge concerns information. It answers, “What is this?”

Wisdom concerns life and relationship. It asks, “How should I live?”

Knowledge is like a map. It tells you where the mountains and seas are.

Wisdom is like a guide. It tells you when to climb and when to take another road.
Knowledge can score well on exams. Wisdom is tested in relationships.

Scripture says, “The fear of the LORD is the beginning of wisdom, and knowledge of the Holy One is understanding.” (Proverbs 9:10,
NIV)

The point is not terror, but reverence.
Reverence is respect for truth, submission before God, and the admission of our own limits.
When a person recognizes that he is not the center of the universe, wisdom begins to grow.

Emotional intelligence without reverence can easily become self-serving or even manipulative.



With reverence, emotional intelligence becomes not merely a social skill, but an ability to serve others.

2. Shrewd and Innocent: Round Outside, Square Inside

Jesus said, “I am sending you out like sheep among wolves. Therefore be as shrewd as snakes and as innocent as doves.” (Matthew

10:16, NIV)

If we read only the first half, we may feel tense. If we read only the second half, it may sound naive.

Snakes and doves seem like two very different images.

I often explain this verse through the image of ancient Chinese copper coins: round on the outside, square in the center.

The round exterior represents relational tact. The square center represents inner principle.

The roundness is like the shrewdness of the snake.

As we move among people, we need to understand timing, setting, tone, and measure: when to speak, when to stop, when to comfort,

and when to remain silent.

This is emotional intelligence.

The square center is like the innocence of the dove.

Inside, there must be a line that cannot be crossed, a foundation in truth, and a conscience that remains awake.

This is character.

If we have only the square without the round, we become rigid.

If we have only the round without the square, we lose direction.

True emotional intelligence does not abandon principle. It expresses principle in a fitting way.

It does not lose conviction. It holds conviction in love.

3. Emotional Intelligence in Pastoral Care

In church ministry, I have increasingly realized that emotional intelligence is not optional. It is essential.

People who come to share their pain do not always need a theological lecture first.

People who have fallen do not always need immediate correction.

People who are weak do not always need instant analysis.

Often, people need presence before answers, and understanding before instruction.

A pastor with emotional intelligence lowers his own volume when another person’s emotions are high.



He puts away sharp logic when someone is most vulnerable.

He does not rush to conclusions when someone is confused.

Emotional intelligence does not cancel truth. It prepares the way for truth.

Truth without warmth can feel like ice.

Truth with compassion can become sunlight.

Truth without love can wound.

Love without truth can lose direction.

A mature life holds truth and love together.

4. How to Keep Emotional Intelligence “Online”

First, learn to listen.

After listening to another person’s words, listen also to your own heart.

Many conflicts do not happen because people disagree, but because people do not feel heard.

Second, delay your reaction.

When emotions rise, take a breath.

Replace immediate retaliation with a later response.

This is a mark of maturity.

Third, realign the inner life.

Emotional intelligence is not acting. It is the overflow of life.

If the heart is restless, even the best technique will eventually show cracks.

Fourth, root everything in reverence.

When God is at the center, the self does not need to sit on the throne.

Emotional intelligence then receives direction.

Conclusion: More Than Emotional Intelligence

To have emotional intelligence is not about winning applause. It is about stewarding relationships faithfully.

It is not about pleasing everyone. It is about living with gentleness and firmness in a complex world.



May we become people who are round outside and square inside:

gracious in the world, grounded in truth;

gentle among people, steady within.

When wisdom begins with reverence, emotional intelligence becomes more than a strategy. It becomes a sign of a mature life.
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A Thought Sparked by a Fart
Real Relationships Let Us Stop Holding Everything In

As I enter middle age, I increasingly discover that profound life philosophy is not always born on a pulpit or in a study. Sometimes it is

born while a hair dryer is humming.
That afternoon, I was drying my wife’s hair.

This has been our habit since we got married. She has long hair, and I dry it for her. After more than twenty years, it has become a small

ritual in our marriage.

As I was drying her hair, suddenly, there was a sound.

It came from deep within me, naturally and unmistakably.
My wife turned and glared at me:

“You are getting old. You cannot even control a fart anymore. When we were dating, would you ever have dared to do this in front of

me?”

Her question stopped me.

When people are dating, they even suppress a cough.

After marriage, even a fart becomes public.

Is this aging, or is this relational maturity?

I answered seriously:

“It is not aging. It is relaxation. Home is the place where a person can relax, even enough to fart in peace.”
She laughed.

Then inspiration struck, and I composed a little poem on the spot:

A fart is the breath of human life; why should it not be released?

The one who releases feels relieved; the one who smells it hangs the head.
She laughed hard, and I laughed so much I almost dropped the hair dryer.
But beyond the joke, I began to think.

A fart is not such a small thing.

Medically speaking, it is a normal bodily function.

Philosophically speaking, it proves that life is still working.



If a person is alive and the digestive system is active, gas will form. If gas cannot be released, that is when trouble comes.

Modern medicine even speaks of the gut-brain axis, the connection between the brain and the digestive system.

The condition of the gut can affect mood, sleep, and focus. When stress rises, the stomach often protests first.

No wonder people say that blocked thoughts cause anxiety, and blocked intestines cause bloating. Neither kind of blockage is good.

I half-jokingly told my wife:

“Maybe what just happened was not merely gas release. It was a symphony of the gut-brain axis.”

She rolled her eyes.

Later, she actually looked it up and came back saying seriously:

“I did not know there was so much knowledge behind this.”

Then she added:

“No wonder your digestion is better than mine, and your brain is better too.”

I quickly replied humbly:

“That may be too much praise. My brain may not be better. I just occasionally release gas with more thought.”

When I think about it, marriage is a little like this.

When people are dating, everyone packages themselves like a model home.

After marriage, real ventilation begins.

If someone can yawn in front of you, appear without makeup, cry, and reveal something unpolished, perhaps it means that person sees

you as family.

Love is not only roses and poetry.

Love is also when someone sees your real life and does not leave.

That is not easy.

True intimacy is not mutual perfection. It is mutual reality.

Pastoral care in the church is similar.

Many people come to church wanting to appear as if they have no problems.

But spiritual growth often begins when what has been held inside is released: grievances, anxiety, guilt, and pressure are brought

honestly before God.



Are not many of David’s psalms the honest breathing out of the soul?

When things are suppressed too long, people become sick.

When they are spoken before God, the soul becomes lighter.

Sometimes one ordinary fart reminds me that life is not sustained by constant tension, but by healthy flow.

This is true of the body, relationships, and the soul.

In middle age, I find that many deep truths hide in ordinary things.

A meal, a sigh, even a fart can become a classroom for theology.

To be alive is to let breath move.

To be married is to allow reality.

To be wise is to see large truths in small things.

To have faith is to let what is blocked within be opened before God.

After all our striving, what are we really seeking? A better appetite, a clearer mind, looser relationships, and a freer heart.

That, too, is blessing.

That afternoon’s fart proved at least two things:

First, my digestive system is still working.

Second, my marriage is still real.

For that, I am grateful.
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The Tender Places of the Human Heart
Seen in the Light, Restored in Truth

The hardest thing to face in life is often not the storm outside us, but the tender place within us.

Such a tender place is not always an obvious weakness. Often, it is deeply hidden.

It may be a word that easily triggers us, an emotion we cannot release, a memory we do not want to revisit, or a fear no one else knows.
Others may see our strength.

Only we know where a light touch still hurts.

Maturity is not pretending we have no tender places. It is the willingness to see them, acknowledge them, and allow them to be restored

in the light.

1. Weakness Is Not Shame, but a Signal

If a person has no vulnerable place at all, it may not mean strength. It may mean numbness.

The existence of weakness is not shameful. It is a signal, reminding us that we are still limited and still need growth.
Some people spend their whole lives hiding their tender places.

They use busyness to cover emptiness, toughness to conceal vulnerability, and silence to hide anxiety.

Over time, the tender place does not disappear. It quietly takes root beneath the surface and begins to shape emotions and judgment.
True life begins when a person dares to face himself without decoration, avoidance, or self-deception.

When someone can calmly say, “Yes, this part of me is not yet mature,” that person has already begun to grow.

2. Beyond Reputation and Gain

Many vulnerable places are closely tied to reputation and gain.

We are sensitive because we care about evaluation.

We are shaken because we care about loss.

If a person’s worth is built on the approval of others, then one sentence from another person can become a wound.
If a person’s security is built on external possessions, then even a small change in circumstances can shake the heart.
True freedom does not come from a perfectly stable environment. It comes from a clear inner direction.

When a person learns not to define glory by applause, failure by loss, identity by position, or worth by possession, his tender places

begin to lose their power to control him.



There is no longer anything outside him that can easily lead him around.

3. Standing in the Light

When a person lives in hiding, weakness grows larger.

When a person lives in the light, weakness can be healed.

Living openly does not mean being flawless. It means being honest, clear, and unhidden.

A person with a clear heart does not need external packaging to maintain identity.

He does not exaggerate, and he does not conceal.

He knows who he is, and he also knows who he has not yet become.

Such a life carries quiet strength: not loud, but firm; not aggressive, but weighty.

4. Strength Within Gentleness

True strength does not mean having no vulnerable places.

True strength means not being defined by them.

A person can be gentle without abandoning principle.

He can be humble without losing boundaries.

He can be quiet without losing his position.

This strength is not emotional hardness, but principled firmness.

It does not come from impulse, but from deeply rooted conviction.

Because he knows his foundation is not external, he can stand under pressure.

5. Turning Weakness Into an Entrance for Growth

If a tender place is discovered but never addressed, it remains a fracture in the soul.

But if a person chooses, when triggered, not to escape or justify, but to repair, then the tender place becomes more than weakness. It

becomes an entrance for growth.

Every trigger becomes a reminder:

This place still needs renewal.

This place can become more mature.

The wise person does not avoid every touch. He learns from every touch.



6. Walking Humbly in Incompleteness

The more a person grows, the less urgent he becomes to prove himself.

He knows that true worth does not need noise, and true strength does not need performance.

So he does not rush to answer every misunderstanding or win every approval.

He cares more about whether he is true, whether he is upright, and whether he is still being pruned and renewed by God.

This humility is not weakness. It is a deeper stability.

The tender place of the human heart is not the end. It is a door.

On one side of the door are vulnerability and anxiety.

On the other side are maturity and freedom.

The question is not whether we have tender places, but whether we are willing to walk through the door.

When a person is no longer driven by reputation or gain, no longer controlled by evaluation, and can stand honestly in the light and in

truth, even if tender places remain, they no longer rule him.

What was once a wound can become a place of restoration.

And often, strength enters quietly through that very place.
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Let Your Word Carry Weight
A Life That Keeps Faith, Even at a Cost

In an age of casual words, faithfulness feels especially weighty.

Today, speaking has become easier, but promises have become lighter.

“Another day” often means a gentle no.

“I will definitely come” may be only a polite expression.

Words have become light, and promises have gradually lost weight.

That is exactly why keeping one’s word has become so precious.

When many people become accustomed to vague speech, a person who remains faithful becomes a rare and steady presence.
1. Integrity Is Not a Skill, but a Choice of Character

Many people treat promise-keeping as a skill.

But in reality, faithfulness is a choice of character.

It is not difficult to keep a promise when there is no cost.

The real test comes when keeping a promise requires sacrifice.

The psalmist describes one “who keeps an oath even when it hurts, and does not change their mind.” (Psalm 15:4, NIV)
This reveals the heart of faithfulness:

keeping one’s word is not only consistency in convenience, but consistency at a cost.

A person’s true character is not revealed when nothing is at stake. It is proved when something must be paid.

2. From Weighty Words to Modern Flexibility

Ancient wisdom said that once a gentleman gives his word, even four horses cannot pull it back.

Another saying compared a spoken word to a nail driven in.

These sayings emphasized not only the power of language, but the weight of character.

In traditional society, a person’s word was his credit. His promise was his reputation.

But today, promises can be withdrawn easily, relationships can be interrupted at any time, and responsibility can be shifted repeatedly.
Trust between people has become increasingly fragile.

When trust is weakened, the cost of society rises.



Everything must be verified again and again.

3. Choosing Loss Is Not Foolishness

Some may say:

“If keeping a promise causes me loss, isn’t that foolish?”

But one key point must be clarified:

faithfulness is not cost-free. It is the willingness to bear the cost.

This is not foolishness. It is a deeper kind of wisdom.

You may lose in one situation, but over time you build trust.

You may lose one benefit, but gain lasting credibility.

Credit is a long-term asset.

Unfaithfulness may appear to gain advantage on the surface, but it continually consumes the capital of character.

4. Promise Less, Fulfill More

The importance of keeping promises does not mean we should say yes to everything.

Mature speech does not make many promises. It makes fewer promises and fulfills them seriously.

Jesus said:

“All you need to say is simply ‘Yes’ or ‘No.”” (Matthew 5:37, NIV)

The point is clarity and truthfulness.

Do not flatter.

Do not smooth things over falsely.

Do not say what you cannot do merely to make the moment look pleasant.

Many broken promises do not begin with malice. They begin with the embarrassment of saying no, the desire to maintain relationships,

or the wish to appear enthusiastic.

So we agree quickly, and later cannot deliver.

It is better to be honest at the beginning than to break trust afterward.

5. A Trustworthy Person Becomes an Anchor

In an uncertain world, people do not most deeply long for perfection. They long for reliability.



A trustworthy person can be believed when he speaks. What he promises can be depended on. His presence brings peace.

Such a person becomes a pillar in relationships.

He may not be the most impressive, but he is solid.

Someone who does not keep promises, even if highly capable, will struggle to build truly deep relationships.

In the end, people remember whether your words carried weight.

6. Let Your Words Have Weight

Keeping your word is not merely a moral rule. It is a posture of life.

[t means:

I respect my own words.

I take responsibility for my promises.

I build trust through consistency.

In an age of easy promises and easy betrayals, may we become people like this:

Few words, but true.

Careful promises, faithfully fulfilled.

Because in the end, people will not remember how many words you spoke.

They will remember how many of them were true.
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