
Do You Know Him? 

Do you know him? 

I don’t mean his name in your songs 

or etched in stained glass 

and whispers on Sundays — 

I mean know him. 

The one who breathed stars into being 

and still made time to touch a leper’s skin. 

The one who walked on waves 

as though they were solid ground, 

yet let nails pierce him 

as though he were nothing. 

I stood in the throne room, 

eyes blinded by glory so fierce 

that even I trembled — 

and yet 

he emptied himself. 

Came down crying through a virgin’s womb, 

wrapped in rags, not radiance, 

born to bleed. 

You quote him, 

but do you feel the weight of the silence 

before his first cry? 

The hush in heaven 

when he stepped down? 

I did. 

I carried the message. 

I said, Fear not — 

but I feared for you. 

Because love that wild 

will either break chains 

or break hearts. 

He is no gentle myth. 

He flips tables, not just blesses meals. 

He calls you out of graves. 

He’ll wreck your plans 

just to write better ones. 

So I ask you again: 

Do you know him? 

Not the icon, 

not the doctrine, 

but him — 

the God who weeps, 

the King who kneels, 

the fire that does not consume 

but ignites. 

If you knew him, 

you would never be the same. 

Do you know him? 


