
 
Your book will mostly consist of chapters with subtitles, paragraphs, and words. A 150-page book is 
approximately 37,500 words. Therefore, we challenge you to commit to writing 500 words per day, which 
equates to 3,500 words per week. The target goals are 50% of your manuscript should be completed week 
seven of the program, and your final manuscript should be completed and submitted week 12. Below is a 
sample of 500+ words…(686 words to be exact) it’s very doable and is as simple as a journal entry.  

 
  Discovering the Father’s Love (600 words)  
I remember always having a hard time coming to God in prayer. I never felt like God wanted me there (in His 
presence) that maybe I was disqualified or would bring to much baggage or maybe bring nothing at all. 

Although I was born and raised in a “Christian” family; much of the prayer I saw was done at church, in front of 
people, and most of the people doing it had some sort of title in their name. Even more defining for me is that I 
didn’t feel relevant or important, like who was I to come to such a great God? Why would such an Awesome 
God want to hear from someone like me? Those thoughts and feelings were a barrier between me and a 
prayer relationship with the Father. I didn’t understand much about the need to have a personal relationship 
with God or a prayer life that extended beyond the 6pm alter prayer time. 

Ten years ago, I hit a dark season of depression. I had moved to a new city, alone. With little access to family 
or friends, my car had been repossessed, I was recovering from an emotionally dependent relationship and I 
needed God. I needed to come to Him, to run into His presence and pour out my heart before Him; and to 
allow Him to minister to me. The challenge was; I had no idea where to begin, how to start or what words to 
say. I sat in the middle of my empty apartment with my face flooded with tears and begin to tell God how lost I 
felt and how alone I was. Immediately I could feel his gentle presence around me and His wooing for me pour 
out all before Him. His love was so profound for me in this moment, I needed Him, and He was there. 

That afternoon in my apartment I had an Ephesians 3 encounter with the Father, it was the beginning of me 
becoming rooted and grounded in His love. Prayer became a safe place for me during this season of my life, it 
wasn’t just something I “did” it was something I learned to live. In my apartment I didn’t need a title or any 
special words, I didn’t even need an audience. Just me and the Father. He opened the corridors of my heart 
and showed me where there was more room to receive His love. I felt the breadth, length, depth and height of 
His love that consumed my entire being. There are times where others are simply not available for us to be in 
their presence, and there are times others may not want us in their presence. One thing my soul knows for 
sure is that God longs for me to dwell in His presence and He is present with me listening, loving and when I’m 
quiet enough; speaking. 

The closeness I now enjoy with God in prayer has been developed out of experiencing His love for me. 
Understanding that He longs to spend time with me in prayer; that He waits on my arrival in His presence. It 
comes from knowing that He’s okay if I come crying, angry, confused, frustrated, whatever my condition He just 
beckons me to come to Him and always assures me that I won’t leave His presence the way I  entered. I 
always leave better, this doesn’t mean that I always get my way, or He works some instantaneous miracle. 
However, that moment in His presence where I am reminded of His great love for me; empowers me to literally 
live another day. 

 


