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​
Dedication 

 

For Isabella Grace (Bella) little worshipper, bright singer, beloved daughter. 
Your bloom continues in Him. 

 
For LaShanda (Mama Bella), my wife—who walks the wilderness by my 

side with courage and tenderness. 
 

And for Elizabeth (Lizzie) and Joshua (JoJo)— who remind us every day that 
our garden is still growing. 
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​
 

Epigraph 
 

"As sorrowful, yet always rejoicing; as poor, yet making many rich; as 
having nothing, yet possessing everything."​

 
— 2 Corinthians 6:10 
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Author’s Note 
 

 
What I had built over many years, quietly and confidently, collapsed 

faster than I could understand. In the rubble I discovered what I had 

been refusing to face. I am dust, and the breath in my lungs was never 

mine to secure. I did not learn it gently. Grief brought me to it. Grief 

held me there. 

In the aftermath of that collapse, one thing became clear: 

formation comes before explanation. This book is about formation, 

not dogmatics, because nothing blooms without roots. What began 

to grow in that soil was not a new idea but a return to the oldest 

ground of the Christian faith. 

The roots of this book run deep into historic Christian orthodoxy: 

the triune God; the full divinity and humanity of Jesus Christ; His 

saving death and bodily resurrection; salvation by grace through 

faith; and the coming renewal of all things. 

The ideas in these pages are not innovations. They belong to the 

long stream of Christian wisdom that has always insisted we are 

creatures before we are builders. Whatever authority these pages 
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carry does not come from me but from Scripture and the historic 

faith of the Church. I am simply learning again to receive. 

If you arrived through grief or through the slow reckoning with 

your own limits, you are inside it too. 

Either way, come. The ground will hold. 
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PROLOGUE: THE FALL OF THE 
TOWER 

 

 
I wrote this book because I was not sure how to keep breathing. 

While my family and I were living in Kigali, Rwanda, our 

daughter Isabella Grace died unexpectedly. She was six years old. 

In the wake of her passing, everything in me broke open. The 

fracture became total. The Tower I had been building, slowly, 

invisibly, fell. And in the rubble, I discovered I had been trusting in 

my own capacity to hold things together more than in the God who 

holds all things. 

Only later did I begin to understand how much of my life had 

been spent sustaining something I believed was keeping me alive. The 

building. The holding together. The relentless making sure. I did not 

know it was consuming me until it stopped. 

In those early days, I desperately wanted to honor Isabella’s legacy. 

But I realized quickly that I was in danger of building another Tower, 

not out of pride, but out of grief. The impulse to make her the center 

of the story, to turn her into an idol I could cling to when God felt 
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absent. This was the reaching again. The old instinct to grasp for 

control instead of receiving grace. 

·   ·   · 

But God, in mercy, would not let me build it. He kept calling me 

back: the way to honor Isabella is to honor the God she loved. 

What emerged from that tension, between overwhelming grief 

and overwhelming grace, was not a program or a theory. It was the 

oldest recognition: the Tower we keep building will fall. The Garden 

God planted before we ever learned to climb is still there. I longed 

for something that spoke with the cadence of Scripture—something 

that could help me see this moment through the lens of the oldest 

story. 

·   ·   · 

So I wrote to find my breath. 

I do not write from the far side of grief, nor have I silenced the 

noise of this age. I write as a father who has buried his daughter and 

discovered that the God I thought I knew is both deeper and nearer 

than I ever imagined. 

Isabella Grace lived this truth with a simplicity I am still learning. 

She reminds me that we are dust and breath held by the God who 

loves us, and that is enough. 
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What follows is the slow work of learning to live inside that truth. 
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·   ·   · 

PART I: THE GARDEN (DESIGN) 
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Dust and Breath 
 

 
We are tired—not just from long days, but from the deeper ache of 

trying to hold up a world we were never asked to carry. 

There is a weariness beneath our weariness, a quiet fatigue of the 

soul that settles in when we forget we are simply dust. 

It rarely announces itself with the crash of a falling Tower. More 

often it seeps in quietly, through a thousand tiny moments when we 

try to be more than creature—when we stretch ourselves thin, 

convinced we must be everywhere, know all things, keep the world 

from falling apart. 

How did we get here? 

Our devices whisper that we should be omnipresent. Our feeds 

suggest we ought to be omniscient. Our culture rewards us for 

behaving as though we are omnipotent. But these are not human 

attributes. They belong only to God, and carrying what only God can 

carry bends us in ways we were never formed to withstand. 

Before the Tower, there was the Garden—gift before grasping. 

Before we tried to be gods, we were something far humbler and far 
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more beautiful: dust and breath. What follows is not a new argument 

but an unfolding—the slow work of learning to live inside this truth. 

“Then the Lord God formed the man of dust from the ground and 
breathed into his nostrils the breath of life…” 

(Genesis 2:7) 

This is where our story begins—not with our projects or platforms, 

but with dust gathered into form and breath given as gift. The human 

creature—earth animated by breath—stands at the center of 

Scripture. 

We are dust. This is not an insult; it is an anchor. Dust does not 

animate itself. Dust simply receives the shape the Giver forms. 

And we are breath—not our own breath, but breath given from 

outside us, moment by moment. To breathe is to receive. To live is to 

depend. 

And this reception is not passive; it is the pattern of our life. 

The first human vocation was simply this: to be creature—to exist 

as one held. Our flourishing comes not from reaching for autonomy 

but from receiving what has always been offered. 

·   ·   · 

But something in our age pulls us away from this posture. 

The Intelligent Age is the era in which artificial intelligence, 

algorithms, and digital systems have begun to simulate attributes 
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once reserved for God alone: omnipresence through constant 

connectivity, omniscience through instant access to information, and 

omnipotence through the illusion that we can optimize, predict, and 

control the future. It is Babel rebuilt in silicon and code—a Tower 

that promises transcendence without dependence, knowledge 

without wisdom, and power without humility. The Intelligent Age is 

not inherently evil, but it amplifies the ancient human temptation to 

grasp for autonomy rather than receiving grace. It is the age we 

inhabit, and it is forming us—whether we notice it or not. 

To remember we are dust and breath is to resist what this age is 

forming us into. It is to confess that we are creatures, not gods. It is 

to receive our limits not as failure but as gift. It is to acknowledge 

that we live by grace, moment by moment, breath by breath. 

But here is the tension: even as we know this truth, we struggle to 

trust it. We reach for control when we should receive. We grasp when 

we should tend. Here is where we stumble most: in the space between 

wanting to trust and actually releasing control, between declaring 

dependence and living inside it. 

This is the work of formation—returning again and again to what 

is true, even when the age around us denies it. 

·   ·   · 

We are dust and breath. 

Beloved. Held. Enough. 
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Image and Steward 
 

 
To be human is to bear the image of God. 

“So God created man in his own image, in the image of God he created 
him; male and female he created them.” 

(Genesis 1:27) 

This is not metaphor. It is ontology. It is the declaration of what a 

human being is: not a cosmic accident, not a self-made construct, but 

an image-bearer—made to reflect the glory, wisdom, and care of the 

One who spoke all things into being. 

To bear the image of God means we are made for relationship, 

creativity, stewardship, and worship. We are not autonomous. We are 

reflections—mirrors pointed toward the glory of Another. 

·   ·   · 

But the image has been marred. 

The Fall did not erase the image, but it fractured it. We still bear 

God’s likeness, but now distorted, twisted by sin and rebellion. The 

image remains, but the reflection is broken. We still long for beauty, 
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truth, and goodness—but we grasp for them in ways that betray the 

very One we were made to reflect. 

The Intelligent Age does not invent this fracture. It reveals it. Our 

tools magnify both the glory of the image and the distortion of the 

Fall. We build systems that reflect creativity and care—and we build 

systems that exploit, manipulate, and dehumanize. The same image 

that makes us capable of extraordinary compassion also makes us 

capable of extraordinary cruelty. 

To be formed as an image-bearer is to acknowledge both realities: 

we are glorious and broken, capable of reflecting God and capable of 

defacing His image in ourselves and others. 

·   ·   · 

And we are not just image-bearers. We are stewards. 

“The Lord God took the man and put him in the garden of Eden to 
work it and keep it.” 

(Genesis 2:15) 

This is our vocation: to tend what has been entrusted. To work and 

keep. To cultivate and protect. To receive the world as gift and care 

for it as an act of worship. 

Stewardship is not ownership. It is responsibility without 

possession. It is the recognition that all we have—our time, our gifts, 

our relationships, our resources—belongs to Another, and we are 

called to tend them faithfully. 
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But in the Intelligent Age, stewardship is replaced by 

optimization. We are no longer tending; we are engineering. We are 

no longer receiving; we are extracting. The question shifts from “How 

do we care for what has been given?” to “How do we maximize what 

we can take?” 

This is the Tower instinct: to treat the world not as gift but as 

resource, not as something to tend but as something to exploit. 

To return to stewardship is to return to the Garden—to the 

posture of receiving, tending, and offering back to God what He has 

entrusted to us. 

We are image-bearers and stewards. These are not roles we 

perform. They are the essence of what it means to be human. 

And they require humility. 

We do not create the image. We reflect it. 

We do not own what we tend. We steward it. 

This is the shape of creaturely life. This is the pattern of the 

Garden. 
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The World as Gift 
 

 
The world is not ours to seize. It is ours to receive. 

This is the first truth the Garden teaches: everything is gift. The 

ground beneath our feet. The air we breathe. The bodies we inhabit. 

The people we love. None of it earned. None of it deserved. All of it 

given. 

But the Intelligent Age teaches us to forget this. 

It trains us to see the world not as gift but as commodity. Not as 

something to receive with gratitude but as something to extract with 

efficiency. It asks: What can this do for me? How can I optimize it? 

How can I use it to get what I want? 

This shift is subtle. It does not announce itself as rebellion. It 

simply reframes the world. And in that reframing, gratitude becomes 

obsolete. 

·   ·   · 

21 



T H E   B L O O M   E T H I C 

When we forget the world is gift, we lose the posture of thanksgiving. 

We start treating people as tools, relationships as transactions, 

creation as resource. We stop tending and start consuming. 

The Tower is built on this lie: that the world exists for us and we 

have the right to take whatever we can reach, that our desires are the 

center of reality. 

The Garden teaches the opposite. 

The world does not exist for us. We exist within it, as creatures 

dependent on the One who made it. We are placed here—not as 

owners, but as guests. Not as masters, but as stewards. 

To receive the world as gift is to acknowledge that we did not 

make it, we cannot control it, and we are not entitled to it. It is to 

live with open hands, ready to receive what is given and release what 

is taken. 

The Intelligent Age trains us to grasp, to accumulate, to secure. 

The Garden invites us to receive, to tend, to trust. One posture leads 

to anxiety; the other leads to peace. One leads to exhaustion; the 

other leads to rest. 

The world is gift. This is not sentimentality. It is reality. And 

when we live as though it is true, everything changes. 

It begins with a single posture: gratitude. Not gratitude as a 

fleeting emotion, but gratitude as a way of being. Gratitude that 

recognizes we are dust and breath, held by the mercy of the One who 

gives all things. 
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The world is gift. 
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The Listening Heart 
 

 
Before we speak, we learn to listen. Before we act, we learn to attend. 

Before we build, we learn to receive. 

This is the pattern of the Garden: stillness before action, listening 

before speaking, attending before striving. 

But the Intelligent Age has made listening almost impossible. 

We live in a world of constant noise. Notifications. Messages. 

Feeds. Alerts. The hum of systems that never sleep, demanding our 

attention, pulling us in a thousand directions at once. 

And beneath the noise is a deeper fracture: we have forgotten how 

to be still. 

We equate stillness with laziness. Silence with emptiness. 

Listening with passivity. So we fill every moment, reach for every 

device, answer every demand—and in the process, we lose the 

capacity to hear. 

The Listening Heart is the posture of receptivity. It is the 

willingness to be present, to attend, to receive what is being offered 
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rather than demand what we want. It is the opposite of the grasping 

reflex. 

“Speak, Lord, for your servant hears.” 

(1 Samuel 3:9) 

This is the posture of Samuel—a child in the darkness, learning to 

recognize the voice of God. He does not speak first. He listens. He 

attends. He waits. 

And in the waiting, he hears. 

But the Intelligent Age has trained us out of this posture. We 

scroll instead of sit. We consume instead of contemplate. We react 

instead of respond. And in the constant motion, we lose the capacity 

to hear the still, small voice that calls us back to ourselves, back to 

God, back to the truth we were made for. 

To cultivate the Listening Heart is to resist the formation of the 

age. It is to choose silence when noise is constant. It is to practice 

stillness when motion feels like virtue. It is to create space for God to 

speak. 

This is not easy. The silence will be uncomfortable. The stillness 

will feel unproductive. The waiting will feel like failure. 

But in the silence, we discover something the noise cannot give: 

we discover we are not alone. We discover that God is present, that 

His voice is near, that He speaks to those who are willing to stop and 

listen. 
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The Listening Heart is the beginning of formation. It is the 

posture that makes all the Graces possible. It is the first step back 

into the Garden. 
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The Five Graces 
 

 
Formation happens through practice. Not through knowledge alone, 

but through the slow, repeated rhythms that shape us into the people 

God is calling us to become. 

The Five Graces are not a program. They are not steps to 

perfection. They are practices—ancient, biblical, rooted in the life of 

Jesus—that form us back into creatures who receive, rest, and abide. 

They are: Silence—the practice of listening. Stillness—the practice 

of being present. Simplicity—the practice of releasing what we do 

not need. Slowness—the practice of refusing the rush. Surrender—the 

practice of releasing control. 

These Graces are not optional luxuries. They are essential to 

creaturely life. They are the rhythms that make it possible to live as 

dust and breath, to tend the Garden rather than build the Tower. 

But they are not easy. 

The Intelligent Age resists every one of them. It rewards noise, 

motion, complexity, speed, and control. It trains us to see the Graces 

as inefficiency, as weakness, as failure to keep up. 
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And yet, without them, we will never be formed into the image of 

Christ. Without them, we will never learn to abide. Without them, 

we will never taste the freedom that comes from living as creatures 

held by grace. 

The Five Graces are not about doing more. They are about 

becoming more ourselves—the selves God formed, the selves held by 

breath, the selves that know they are dust and are content to be held. 

What follows in this book is an unfolding of these Graces—not as 

techniques to master, but as invitations to receive. They are manna in 

the wilderness, rhythms that sustain us when the Tower falls and we 

do not yet know how to stand. 

They are slow. They are quiet. They are counter to everything the 

age demands. 

And they are the way back to the Garden. 
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·   ·   · 

PART II: THE TOWER (DISTORTION) 
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Self-Made Gods 
 

 
We build Towers not from strength, but from fear. 

The fear that we are not enough. The fear that we will be 

forgotten. The fear that if we do not secure ourselves, no one will. 

The Tower is humanity’s answer to vulnerability. It is the attempt 

to create permanence, identity, and safety apart from dependence on 

God. It is the reaching upward—toward visibility, toward control, 

toward transcendence—in defiance of the truth that we are dust. 

And it is as old as Eden. 

The serpent’s temptation was not to reject God outright. It was to 

become like God. To know what He knows. To be what He is. To step 

outside the limits of creaturehood and claim autonomy. 

“You will be like God, knowing good and evil.” 

(Genesis 3:5) 

This is the lie that births every Tower: the promise that we can escape 

dependence, that we can secure our own lives, that we can be our 

own gods. 
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The Intelligent Age has not created this temptation. It has simply 

made it easier to believe. 

Our tools offer omnipresence. Omniscience. Omnipotence. They 

whisper that we can know all things, be everywhere, control 

outcomes. They make autonomy feel achievable. 

And in the process, they make us forget what we are. 

We are not gods. We are creatures. We are dust sustained by 

breath, held by the mercy of the One who made us. 

But the Tower does not want us to remember this. The Tower 

wants us to forget. It wants us to believe that we can rise high 

enough, fast enough, strong enough to escape the reality of being 

dust. 

And for a time, it seems to work. 

The Tower stands. We feel secure. We feel powerful. We feel in 

control. 

But the Tower is never stable. It is built on a foundation of 

denial—denial of our limits, denial of our need, denial of the God 

who holds all things. 

And denial cannot bear the weight of reality. 

Eventually, the Tower falls. It always does. 

Sometimes it falls slowly—through the quiet erosion of 

relationships, the slow collapse of meaning, the creeping exhaustion 
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that comes from trying to hold up a world we were never meant to 

carry. 

Sometimes it falls suddenly, in a moment of crisis, a loss, a failure 

that exposes the lie we have been living. 

But it always falls. 

Because the Tower was never meant to stand. 

The question is not whether the Tower will fall. The question is: 

what happens when it does? 

What happens when the illusion of control shatters? When the 

systems fail? When the reaching stops working? 

The collapse forces us to acknowledge what we have always been: 

dust and breath, held by the mercy of the One who does not fall. 

This is the choice the Tower forces us to make. 

And it is the choice that leads us into the wilderness. 
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The Spirit of Babel 
 

 
The Tower of Babel is not just ancient history. It is a pattern. A 

posture. A recurring temptation that appears in every age, in every 

culture, in every human heart. 

“Come, let us build ourselves a city and a tower with its top in the 
heavens, and let us make a name for ourselves, lest we be dispersed 

over the face of the whole earth.” 

(Genesis 11:4) 

This is the spirit of Babel: the attempt to secure identity, unity, and 

permanence through construction rather than trust. The desire to 

make a name for ourselves rather than receive the name God gives. 

The fear of being scattered, of losing control, of facing the 

vulnerability that comes with dependence. 

Babel is not about bricks. It is about what we build to avoid 

facing who we are. 

The Intelligent Age is Babel rebuilt. Not in stone, but in systems. 

Not in mortar, but in code. The tools are different. The impulse is the 

same. 
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We build platforms to secure our identity. We build algorithms to 

control outcomes. We build systems to protect us from uncertainty, 

from loss, from the reality that we are dust. 

And we call it progress. 

But the spirit of Babel always ends the same way: in confusion, in 

scattering, in the collapse of what we thought would save us. 

God does not allow the Tower to stand. Not because He is 

threatened by our ambition, but because He loves us too much to let 

us live in a lie. 

The Tower promises transcendence. But it delivers bondage. 

The Tower promises unity. But it demands conformity. 

The Tower promises permanence. But it builds on sand. 

And when it falls, we are left with the choice between despair and 

dependence. The grief of losing what we thought would save us—or 

the grace of discovering that salvation was never ours to build. 

The spirit of Babel is the spirit of self-salvation. It is the belief 

that we can secure ourselves, that we can rise high enough to escape 

the reality of being creatures. 

But we cannot. 

We are dust. And the Tower cannot change that. 

What the Tower can do—what it always does—is delay the 

reckoning. It postpones the moment when we must face what we are. 
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It gives us the illusion of control, the illusion of safety, the illusion of 

autonomy. 

But illusions do not hold. 

And when they shatter, we are left with a choice. The grief of 

losing what we thought would save us—or the grace of discovering 

that salvation was never ours to build. 

The spirit of Babel is strong. It is ancient. It is deeply embedded 

in our hearts. 

But it is not the final word. 

The final word is the Gospel. The word that God has come down, 

that He has entered the rubble of our Towers, that He has taken on 

dust and breath and walked among us. 

The Tower cannot save us. 

But the One who descended can. 
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The Collapse That Mercy Makes 
 

 
The fall of the Tower is not punishment. It is mercy. 

This is the truth that grief reveals: what collapses was never meant 

to hold us. What fails was never our salvation. 

When the Tower falls, it feels like the end. It feels like loss. It feels 

like failure. 

But it is the beginning. 

It is the moment when illusion gives way to reality, when the lie 

that we can save ourselves is finally exposed, when we are stripped 

down to what we have always been: dust and breath, held by the 

mercy of the One who does not fall. 

The collapse is not God’s rejection. It is His intervention. It is the 

breaking of what should never have been built, the dismantling of 

what could never hold, the scattering of what was always destined to 

fail. 

And in the rubble, we discover something we could not see while 

the Tower stood: we discover we are not alone. We discover that God 

is present. We discover that the ground beneath the Tower was 
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always the Garden, and the Garden was always there, waiting for us 

to return. 

The Tower is always built in the Garden. It always is. The Garden 

knows the Tower will eventually fall. Because it always does. 

We try to become God and we try to save ourselves. But we never 

stop being creatures. We never land there. We remain dust and 

breath. 

The collapse is mercy because it forces us to face what we have 

been avoiding: we cannot save ourselves. We cannot secure our own 

lives. We cannot build high enough, fast enough, strong enough to 

escape the reality of being creatures. 

And when we finally face this—when we stop reaching and start 

receiving—we discover that what we feared most is actually the 

beginning of freedom. 

To be dust is not a curse. It is the condition of being loved. 

To be breath is not weakness. It is the pattern of life. 

To depend on God is not failure. It is wisdom. 

The collapse strips away what we thought we needed and reveals 

what we have always had: the presence of the One who holds all 

things, who sustains all things, who does not require us to be more 

than we are. 
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This is the wilderness moment. The space between the Tower and 

the Garden. The liminal place where we are no longer building and 

not yet resting, no longer grasping and not yet receiving. 

It is uncomfortable. It is uncertain. It is slow. 

But it is not empty. 

In the wilderness, we discover that God provides. Not according 

to our timeline. Not according to our plans. But according to His 

mercy. 

He gives manna. Daily bread. Just enough for today. 

And in receiving it, we learn to trust again. We learn to depend 

again. We learn to live as creatures held by grace. 

The collapse that mercy makes is not the end of the story. It is the 

turning point. It is the moment when the Tower’s lie is exposed and 

the Garden’s truth is revealed. 

And it is the moment when we are finally ready to return. 
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·   ·   · 

PART III: THE WILDERNESS 
(UNMAKING) 
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The Wilderness of Mercy 
 

 
The wilderness is not a place. It is a season. 

It is the space between the Tower’s fall and the Garden’s 

restoration. The time of waiting, of stripping, of learning to live on 

less than we thought we needed. 

When the Tower collapses, it does not reveal a flourishing garden. 

It reveals a wilderness within the garden. The soil is still there, but it 

has been neglected. We spent so long building the Tower that we 

forgot how to tend the ground. All the energy, all the attention, all 

the resources went upward, into the structure. And the garden 

beneath it grew wild. 

This is what makes the wilderness so severe. It is not a 

punishment from elsewhere. It is the honest condition of a garden 

untended. The ground we abandoned while we were building is the 

ground we must now learn to cultivate again. 

The wilderness is where God takes His people to teach them 

dependence. It is where He breaks the Tower instinct and forms the 

Garden posture. It is where we learn that we cannot survive on our 
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own strength, that we need daily bread, that our lives are sustained 

moment by moment by the One who provides. 

The wilderness is not punishment. It is formation. 

But it does not feel like formation. It feels like loss. 

And yet—this place, this unfinished season, is not outside God’s 

care. The ground beneath the wandering feet is holy ground. This is 

holy where you are now. The wilderness is not the absence of God’s 

presence; it is the stripping away of everything that kept us from 

recognizing it. 

In the wilderness, everything we relied on is removed. The 

securities. The systems. The illusions of control. We are left with 

nothing but dust and breath—and the question of whether that is 

enough. 

The answer, slowly revealed, is yes. 

But we resist it. We reach for the old patterns. We try to build 

small Towers in the desert. We try to secure ourselves, to control 

outcomes, to make the wilderness end on our terms. 

And God, in mercy, does not let us. 

He gives manna. Just enough for today. Not enough to hoard. Not 

enough to plan. Not enough to secure tomorrow. 

Just enough for now. 

And then, in the wilderness, something unexpected appears. 
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A bush burning with fire. A desert shrub—the kind of thing fire 

destroys in seconds. Ordinary. Fragile. Dust. 

But this fire does not destroy. It rests. It sustains. It holds the dust 

alive. 

Moses saw it after he fled. After the system broke. After 

everything he had been—prince, deliverer, fugitive—collapsed. He 

had spent years in the wilderness, tending sheep he did not own, far 

from the empire that had formed him. And there, in the emptiness, 

God spoke. 

“Do not come near; take your sandals off your feet, for the place on 
which you are standing is holy ground.” (Exodus 3:5) 

Holy ground. Not because the location was sacred. But because the 

presence that sustains without consuming had revealed itself there. 

The God who is an all-consuming fire met a fragile creature in the 

wilderness—and did not consume him. This is grace. This is mercy. 

The fire of Egypt consumed the creature to sustain the system. The 

fire of the bush sustained the creature without consuming it. 

And when Moses asked the name of the One who spoke, the 

answer was not a title or an explanation. It was existence itself: I AM 

WHO I AM. 

This is the pattern: revelation comes after the collapse, not before. 

It comes in the wilderness, not in the palace. It comes to the one who 

has stopped building and started looking. 
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The wilderness does not end with the bush. It continues. The 

formation is long, and it is severe. But the bush reveals something 

that changes everything that follows: God is present in the 

wilderness. And His presence does not consume the creature He is 

forming. 

This is the discipline of the wilderness: to receive what is given, to 

trust that tomorrow’s provision will come tomorrow, to live in the 

present moment rather than grasping for the future. 

It is profoundly counter-intuitive. Every instinct in us wants to 

stockpile, to plan, to secure. But the wilderness does not allow it. 

It forces us to trust. Not once, but daily. Not in theory, but in 

practice. 

And in the slow, repeated rhythm of receiving and trusting, 

something shifts. The Tower instinct begins to loosen. The Garden 

posture begins to take root. 

We begin to see that dependence is not weakness. That limits are 

not failure. That receiving daily bread is not resignation but wisdom. 

The wilderness is slow. It is uncomfortable. It is not the place we 

would choose. 

But it is the place where we are formed. 

It is where we learn that we are dust and breath, held by the 

mercy of the One who does not let us fall. 

It is where we learn that God is enough. 
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And it is the pathway back to the Garden. 
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The Five Graces: Manna for the 
Wilderness 

 

 
In the wilderness, the Five Graces are not optional. They are survival. 

They are the daily bread that sustains us when everything else is 

stripped away. They are the rhythms that form us when we are too 

broken to form ourselves. They are the manna God provides when we 

have nothing left to offer. 

Silence is the practice of listening when we do not know what to 

pray. It is the willingness to sit in the discomfort of not having 

words, not having answers, not having control—and to trust that 

God is present in the silence. 

Stillness is the practice of being present when everything in us 

wants to run. It is the refusal to fill every moment with motion, with 

distraction, with noise. It is the willingness to simply be—dust and 

breath, held by the One who does not need us to perform. 

Simplicity is the practice of releasing what we do not need. It is 

the slow work of letting go—of possessions, of plans, of the illusion 
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that we can secure ourselves. It is the acknowledgment that all we 

truly need is God, and all else is gift. 

Slowness is the practice of refusing the rush. It is the 

counter-cultural rhythm of moving at the speed of grace rather than 

the speed of fear. It is the willingness to trust that God’s timing is 

better than ours, even when it feels unbearably slow. 

Surrender is the practice of releasing control. It is the daily, 

moment-by-moment choice to stop grasping, to stop reaching, to 

stop trying to save ourselves—and to trust that God will hold what 

we cannot. 

These Graces are not techniques. They are not steps to master. 

They are invitations to receive what God is offering in the wilderness: 

His presence. His provision. His formation. 

They are slow. They are quiet. They do not produce immediate 

results. 

But they sustain. 

And in the wilderness, sustaining is enough. 

The wilderness is not where we stay. But it is where we are 

formed. 

And the Five Graces are the manna that carries us through. 
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The Discipline of Manna 
 

 
Manna was not just provision. It was pedagogy. 

God gave the Israelites bread from heaven not just to feed them, 

but to form them. To teach them dependence. To break the instinct 

to hoard. To train them in trust. 

“And the Lord said to Moses, ‘Behold, I am about to rain bread from 
heaven for you, and the people shall go out and gather a day’s portion 
every day, that I may test them, whether they will walk in my law or 

not.’” 

(Exodus 16:4) 

The test was not whether they could follow rules. The test was 

whether they could trust. 

Could they receive just enough for today and believe that 

tomorrow’s provision would come tomorrow? 

Could they resist the urge to stockpile, to secure, to control? 

Could they live as creatures dependent on the daily grace of the 

One who provides? 
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Most of them failed. They tried to hoard. They tried to secure 

tomorrow’s bread today. And it rotted in their hands. 

Because manna cannot be controlled. It can only be received. 

This is the discipline of the wilderness: to live on daily bread. To 

trust that what we need will be given when we need it. To release the 

illusion that we can secure ourselves. 

The Intelligent Age trains us to do the opposite. It trains us to 

hoard information, to accumulate options, to secure every possible 

outcome. It makes us believe that if we can just gather enough, plan 

enough, control enough, we will be safe. 

But safety does not come from accumulation. It comes from 

dependence. 

The discipline of manna is the discipline of letting go. Of trusting 

that God will provide. Of receiving what is given and releasing what 

is not. 

It is profoundly uncomfortable. Every instinct in us resists it. 

But it is the pathway to freedom. 

Because when we stop trying to secure ourselves, we discover that 

we are already held. When we stop grasping for tomorrow, we 

discover that today is enough. When we stop hoarding, we discover 

that God’s provision is abundant—not in the way we expected, but in 

the way we need. 
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The discipline of manna is not about scarcity. It is about 

sufficiency. 

It is the practice of trusting that what God gives is enough. That 

we do not need to hoard. That we do not need to control. That we 

can live, breath by breath, day by day, on the grace that is given. 

This is the rhythm that forms us in the wilderness. 

This is the rhythm that prepares us to return to the Garden. 
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The Wilderness Way 
 

 
The wilderness does not end when we want it to. 

It ends when the work is done. When the Tower instinct is 

broken. When the Garden posture is formed. When we have learned 

to live as dust and breath, held by the mercy of the One who 

provides. 

And even then, the wilderness does not disappear. It becomes 

part of us. A memory. A testimony. A reminder that we are creatures 

who depend, who receive, who trust. 

The wilderness way is not a straight path. It is not a program with 

clear steps and predictable outcomes. 

It is a slow unmaking. A gradual stripping. A daily practice of 

letting go. 

Some days we walk it well. We receive. We trust. We rest in the 

sufficiency of God’s provision. 

Other days we reach again for the Tower. We try to control. We 

try to hoard. We try to secure ourselves. 
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And God, in mercy, does not abandon us. He simply withholds 

what we are grasping for and offers again what we need: daily bread. 

Moment-by-moment grace. The presence that sustains. 

The wilderness way is the way of return. Not a single moment of 

turning, but a thousand small turnings. A thousand small choices to 

receive rather than grasp, to trust rather than control, to depend 

rather than secure. 

It is slow. It is uncomfortable. It is not the way we would choose. 

But it is the way that leads to life. 

Because the wilderness is not the destination. The wilderness is 

the passage. It is the space between the Tower we have left and the 

Garden we are being prepared to re-enter. 

And in that space, we are formed. 

Not into people who never fail. Not into people who have 

mastered the Graces. Not into people who no longer struggle with 

the Tower instinct. 

But into people who know what we are. Who have faced the 

reality of being dust. Who have learned to receive breath as gift. 

Into people who are becoming—slowly, painfully, 

mercifully—what we were always meant to be: creatures held by 

grace, tending what has been entrusted, trusting the One who 

provides. 

The wilderness way is hard. 
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But it is the only way back to the Garden. 
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·   ·   · 

PART IV: THE ABIDING LIFE 
(PERSONAL RESTORATION) 

 

There is a moment in the wilderness when we stop trying to fix ourselves. 
A moment when we realize that all our striving, all our reaching, all our 

attempts to become better, stronger, more faithful—have failed. 
A moment when we are finally ready to hear what Jesus has been saying all 

along: 
“Abide in me, and I in you. As the branch cannot bear fruit by itself, unless it 

abides in the vine, neither can you, unless you abide in me.” 
(John 15:4) 

Abiding is not a technique. It is not a spiritual discipline we master. It is not 
something we do. 

It is what we allow to be done to us. 
Abiding is the posture of receiving. Of staying connected. Of allowing the life of 
Christ to flow through us, sustaining us, forming us, producing fruit we did not 

manufacture. 
But before we can abide, we stop striving. 
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We release the illusion that we can make ourselves holy. That we can produce 
spiritual fruit through effort. That we can become what God is calling us to be 

through our own strength. 
We cannot. 

We are dust. We are breath. We are branches. 
And branches do not produce life. They receive it. 

This is the Gospel truth that the wilderness reveals: we are not the source. We 
are not the vine. We are not the life-giver. 

We are the ones who receive. 
And when we finally accept this—when we stop trying to be the vine and allow 

ourselves to simply be the branch—everything changes. 
We stop striving and start resting. We stop performing and start receiving. We 

stop reaching for control and start trusting the One who holds us. 
This is the abiding life. Not a life of passivity, but a life of profound dependence. 

Not a life of inactivity, but a life rooted in the source of all activity. 
Before we return to the Vine, we must acknowledge what we are: branches. 

Dust. Breath. Creatures who cannot sustain ourselves, who cannot produce life 
on our own, who need to be held. 

And when we finally accept this, we discover that the Vine has been holding us 
all along. 
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Abiding Is Not Passive 
 

 
There is a misconception that abiding means doing nothing. That it is 

passivity. That it is resignation. 

This is not true. 

Abiding is deeply active. It demands discipline. It demands 

attention. It demands the daily, moment-by-moment choice to 

remain connected to the source of life. 

Jesus does not say, “Sit still and let me do everything.” He says, 

“Abide in me.” 

Abide. Remain. Stay connected. Do not let go. 

This is active trust. It is the refusal to wander. The refusal to 

disconnect. The refusal to believe that we can survive on our own. 

Abiding is sustained by the Five Graces. 

Such resistance is sustained by Silence—the willingness to quiet 

ourselves enough to hear the voice of the Vine. 

Such resistance is sustained by Stillness—the practice of being 

present rather than constantly moving. 
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Such resistance is sustained by Simplicity—the letting go of what 

distracts us from the connection. 

Such resistance is sustained by Slowness—the refusal to rush, the 

willingness to move at the pace of grace. 

Such resistance is sustained by Surrender—the daily release of 

control, the daily acknowledgment that we are not the source. 

These are not passive postures. They are profoundly active. They 

are the spiritual disciplines that keep us connected to the Vine, that 

allow the life of Christ to flow through us, that make fruit-bearing 

possible. 

But they do not produce the fruit. The Vine produces the fruit. 

We simply receive it. 

This is the paradox of the abiding life: it requires our effort, but it 

is not our effort that produces the result. 

We practice the Graces. We remain connected. We abide. 

And the Vine does what only the Vine can do: He gives life. He 

produces fruit. He forms us into the image of the One who holds us. 

Abiding is not passive. But it is not striving. 

It is the active trust that we are held, that we are sustained, that 

we do not need to produce life on our own because the Vine is 

already giving it. 
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This is the rest that the Gospel offers. Not the rest of inactivity, 

but the rest of dependence. Not the rest of doing nothing, but the 

rest of trusting that what we cannot do, Christ has already done. 

Abide in me. 

This is the invitation. This is the call. This is the shape of the 

Christian life. 

Not striving. Not performing. Not reaching. 

But remaining. Connected. Held. 
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The Abiding Life 
 

 
The abiding life is a life of receiving. 

It is the life that has stopped trying to produce fruit through 

effort and has learned to simply remain connected to the source. 

It is the life that has learned to rest in the sufficiency of Christ, to 

trust that His life is enough, to depend on His sustaining grace 

moment by moment. 

This is not a life free from struggle. It is not a life without pain. It 

is not a life that bypasses the wilderness. 

But it is a life held. 

In the abiding life, the struggles do not define us. The pain does 

not destroy us. The wilderness does not leave us alone. 

Because we are connected to the Vine. And the Vine sustains. 

The abiding life is marked by five realities: rest in God’s 

sufficiency—we no longer believe that we must be enough, and we 

trust that God is enough, that His grace is sufficient, that His 

strength is made perfect in our weakness; freedom from 

performance—we no longer measure our worth by what we produce, 
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and we know that our identity is not in our achievements but in our 

connection to the Vine; fruit that emerges without force—we do not 

manufacture spiritual fruit, but simply abide, and the fruit comes as 

the natural overflow of a life connected to Christ; trust in God’s 

timing—we release the need to control outcomes and trust that what 

He is forming in us will emerge when it is ready, not when we 

demand it; and deep, abiding peace—not the absence of struggle, but 

the presence of Christ, not the elimination of pain, but the assurance 

that we are held, that we are not alone, that nothing can separate us 

from the love of God in Christ Jesus. 

This is the abiding life. Not a life we achieve, but a life we receive. 

Not a destination we reach, but a posture we practice. 

It is the life Jesus offers. The life He models. The life He makes 

possible through His death and resurrection. 

And it is the life we are invited into, moment by moment, breath 

by breath. 

Abide in me. 

This is the call. This is the invitation. This is the shape of personal 

restoration. 

Not through striving, but through receiving. Not through 

reaching, but through remaining. Not through building, but through 

abiding. 
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The Fruit of 
Abiding—Stewardship Restored 

 

 
When we abide in Christ, fruit comes. Not because we produce it, 

but because the Vine produces it through us. 

And the first fruit—the foundation of all others—is restored 

stewardship. 

We were made to tend. To care. To work and keep what God has 

entrusted to us. 

But the Tower corrupted this calling. It turned stewardship into 

exploitation. It turned tending into extraction. It turned the world 

from gift to commodity. 

The abiding life restores what the Tower destroyed. 

When we abide in Christ, we begin to see the world as He sees it. 

Not as something to use, but as something to care for. Not as a 

resource to extract, but as a gift to tend. 

We begin to see people not as tools for our purposes, but as 

image-bearers worthy of dignity and care. 
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We begin to see creation not as something to dominate, but as 

something to steward. 

We begin to see our gifts, our time, our resources not as 

possessions to hoard, but as trust to be faithfully invested in the work 

God has given us. 

This is stewardship restored. Not through effort, but through 

abiding. Not through striving, but through connection to the Vine. 

The abiding life does not make us passive. It makes us faithful. 

It does not eliminate work. It reorients work toward its proper 

end: not self-glory, but God’s glory. Not self-salvation, but faithful 

service. Not building Towers, but tending Gardens. 

And in this reorientation, we discover something profound: work 

is not a burden. It is a gift. It is the way we participate in God’s care 

for the world. It is the way we reflect His image. It is the way we tend 

what He has entrusted. 

But we can only steward well when we are abiding. Because 

stewardship requires wisdom, patience, and trust—and these come 

only from connection to the Vine. 

When we abide, we work without anxiety. We care without 

control. We tend without grasping. We trust that God will bring the 

growth. We trust that the fruit will come. We trust that what we have 

been given to tend is enough. 

This is stewardship restored. This is the fruit of the abiding life. 
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And it is the beginning of something even greater: the restoration 

of community, the renewal of the Garden among us. 
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When Personal Restoration 
Becomes Communal Renewal 

 

 
We do not abide alone. 

The Vine does not sustain isolated branches. He sustains a body, a 

community, a people who together bear fruit for the world. 

Personal restoration is essential. We must learn to abide. We must 

practice the Graces. We must receive the life of Christ. 

But personal restoration is not the end. It is the beginning of 

communal renewal. 

When we abide in Christ, we become part of something larger 

than ourselves. We become part of the body, the church, the people 

of God who together reflect His image and tend His world. 

This is the movement from personal restoration to communal 

renewal. From the abiding life to the Garden among us. 

We are not called to tend the Garden alone. We are called to tend 

it together—as brothers and sisters, as a community held by the same 

Vine, sustained by the same grace. 
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And when we do, something beautiful happens. The fruit that 

emerges from our individual abiding becomes the nourishment for 

the community. And the community, in turn, sustains us when we are 

weak, reminds us of truth when we forget, and calls us back when we 

wander. 

This is the vision of the Garden among us. Not a Tower we build 

together, but a Garden we tend together. Not a system we construct, 

but a people we become. 

And it begins with abiding. With each of us learning to remain 

connected to the Vine. With each of us practicing the Graces. With 

each of us trusting that Christ is enough. 

When we abide, we are restored. And when we are restored, we 

become agents of renewal—not through our own strength, but 

through the life of Christ flowing through us. 

This is the hope. This is the promise. This is the vision of the 

Garden among us. 
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·   ·   · 

PART V: THE GARDEN AMONG US 
(COMMUNAL AND CULTURAL 

HEALING) 
 

The self is not self-made. It is formed. 
We are shaped by the rhythms we keep, the voices we listen to, the systems we 

inhabit. We are formed by what we attend to, what we practice, what we allow 
to shape our desires. 

 
The Intelligent Age understands this. It is designed to form us. 

Every algorithm is a pedagogy. Every platform is a formation system. Every tool 
trains an instinct, rewards a desire, shapes a habit. 

 
And the self that is formed by these systems is not the self God intends. 

The Intelligent Age forms us to be distracted—unable to sustain attention, 
unable to be present, constantly pulled in a thousand directions.  
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Anxious—always aware of what we do not have, what we have not achieved, 
what we are missing. Performing—measuring our worth by visibility, by 

metrics, by the validation of others. Isolated—surrounded by connectivity but 
devoid of true communion, surrounded by voices but lacking presence. 

Grasping—trained to reach for more, to accumulate, to secure, to control. 
 

This is the de-formation of breath. It chokes out our attention, our rest, our 
presence, and calls the exhaustion “engagement.” 

 
This is not formation toward Christlikeness. This is formation toward the Tower. 
The question is not whether we are being formed. We are. The question is: who is 

forming us? 
 

The systems of the Intelligent Age shape us into their image when we allow them 
to. The slow, deliberate rhythms of the Garden form us into the image of Christ 

when we practice them. 
 

The formation of the self in the Intelligent Age requires resistance. It requires 
discernment. It requires the willingness to say no to what the age demands and 

yes to what God offers. 
 

Formation toward the Garden is sustained by the Five Graces. Not as optional 
practices, but as essential acts of resistance. 

 
Silence resists the constant noise. Stillness resists the demand for motion. 

Simplicity resists the accumulation of more. Slowness resists the rush. Surrender 
resists the grasping for control. 

 
These Graces do not remove us from the Intelligent Age. But they prevent the 

Intelligent Age from forming us into its image. 
 

They create space for a different formation. A slower formation. A formation 
shaped not by algorithms, but by the Spirit. Not by systems, but by Scripture. 

Not by the Tower, but by the Garden. 
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The formation of the self in the Intelligent Age is not automatic. It is a choice. A 
daily, moment-by-moment choice to practice the rhythms that form us into the 

people God is calling us to become. 
 

We are being formed. The question is: into whose image? 
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When the Garden Becomes a 
Tower: A Word on Church Hurt 

 

 
The Garden is not immune to the Tower’s corruption. 

Even in the church—the community called to tend the 

Garden—the Tower can rise. And when it does, the damage is 

profound. 

When the Garden becomes a Tower, the community that was 

meant to form us into the image of Christ instead forms us into the 

image of the system. Performance replaces grace. Control replaces 

trust. Visibility replaces faithfulness. And people are used, exploited, 

discarded in service of the institution. 

This is church hurt. And it is real. 

It is the betrayal of trust. The abuse of power. The silencing of the 

vulnerable. The elevation of the visible at the expense of the hidden. 

It is the Garden twisted into the Tower. And it leaves deep 

wounds. 

Those wounded by the church carry legitimate pain. Anger that is 

justified. Hesitation to trust again that is understandable. 
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The church was meant to be the Garden among us. When it 

becomes a Tower, it betrays its calling. It betrays those it was meant 

to protect. 

But the failure of the church does not negate the truth of the 

Gospel. The corruption of the institution does not eliminate the 

presence of Christ. The Tower that rises in the Garden does not mean 

the Garden was never real. 

It means that we, too, are dust. That we, too, are tempted. That 

we, too, build Towers when we forget who we are. 

The call is not to abandon the church. The call is to return it to 

the Garden. To resist the Tower wherever it rises. To practice the 

Graces even—especially—in community. To hold one another 

accountable. To protect the vulnerable. To tend what has been 

entrusted. 

This is the work of renewal. And it begins with acknowledging 

the hurt, naming the Tower, and choosing—slowly, carefully—to risk 

again. 

Not because the church is perfect. But because the Garden is real. 

And the Vine sustains even the broken branches. 

The Tower should never rise in the Garden. 

But the Garden is still there. And the Gardener is still tending. 
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The Gardened Community 
 

 
The church is meant to be the Garden among us. 

It is the community of those who have stopped building Towers 

and have learned to tend. The people who abide in the Vine and bear 

fruit for one another. The body that reflects the image of Christ and 

cares for the world He loves. 

But this does not happen automatically. It happens through 

practice. Through the daily, communal rhythms that form us into the 

people God is calling us to be. 

The Gardened Community is marked by five rhythms: listening 

before speaking—the community that listens first, to God, to one 

another, to the vulnerable, is the community that tends well; 

presence over performance—the community that values presence 

over visibility, faithfulness over metrics, is the community that resists 

the Tower; slowness in decision-making—the community that refuses 

to rush, that takes time to discern, that waits for the Spirit is leading; 

confession and accountability—the community that confesses its 

failures, that holds one another accountable, that does not hide sin in 
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the name of reputation; and care for the vulnerable—the community 

that protects the weak, that elevates the hidden, that makes space for 

those the world discards. 

These rhythms do not guarantee a perfect community. But they 

create the conditions for a faithful one. 

They resist the Tower. They tend the Garden. They form us into 

the image of Christ. 

The Gardened Community is not a place where we have arrived. 

It is a people who are becoming—slowly, imperfectly, 

faithfully—what God has always called us to be: His body, His 

presence, His Garden in the world. 

And it begins with each of us choosing to abide. To practice the 

Graces. To resist the Tower. To tend what has been entrusted. 
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Baptism and Eucharist: Garden 
Practices 

 

 
Baptism and Eucharist are not rituals. They are formation practices. 

They are the ways the church enacts the truth of the Gospel. The 

ways we remember who we are. The ways we practice dependence. 

Baptism is the declaration that we have died to the Tower and 

been raised to the Garden. It is the washing away of the old self—the 

self that grasped, that built, that reached—and the receiving of the 

new self—the self held by grace, sustained by the Vine, formed by the 

Spirit. 

Baptism is not something we do for God. It is something God 

does for us. It is His declaration over us: “You are mine. You are dust 

and breath, beloved and held. You do not need to save yourself. I have 

saved you.” 

Eucharist is the practice of receiving. We come to the table not as 

those who have earned the right, but as those who are hungry. We 

receive bread and wine—symbols of Christ’s body and blood—and 
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we remember: we are sustained not by our own strength, but by His 

life. 

Eucharist is the counter-practice to the Tower’s grasping. We do 

not take. We receive. We do not hoard. We trust that there is enough. 

We do not earn. We accept the gift. 

These practices form us. They remind us, week after week, that we 

are creatures held by grace. That we do not sustain ourselves. That we 

are part of a body, a community, a people who together receive the 

life of Christ. 

Baptism and Eucharist are Garden practices. They resist the 

Tower. They form us into the image of the One who descended, who 

took on flesh, who gave His life so that we might live. 

And they are essential. Not optional. Not peripheral. But central 

to the life of the Gardened Community. 

Those who have been baptized can remember: they have died to 

the Tower. They have been raised to the Garden. They are held. 

Those who come to the Eucharist can remember: they are 

receiving what they cannot earn. They are being sustained by a life 

beyond their own. They are enough because Christ is enough. 

These are the practices that form us. These are the rhythms that 

sustain us. These are the ways we remember who we are. 
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The Gardener’s Gaze 
 

 
There is a gaze that destroys. And there is a gaze that restores. 

The gaze that destroys is the gaze of the Tower. It sees people as 

tools, as resources, as means to an end. It measures worth by 

productivity, by visibility, by usefulness. It discards what it cannot 

use. 

This is the gaze of the Intelligent Age. Algorithmic. Extractive. 

Consuming. 

But there is another gaze. 

The Gardener’s gaze. 

The Gardener sees each plant not for what it produces, but for 

what it is. He sees the potential hidden in the seed. He sees the 

growth that has not yet emerged. He sees the beauty in the slow 

unfolding. 

The Gardener does not demand immediate fruit. He tends. He 

waits. He trusts. 

This is the gaze of God. The gaze that sees us not for what we 

achieve, but for who we are: dust and breath, image-bearers, beloved. 

74 



T H E   B L O O M   E T H I C 

And this is the gaze we are called to practice. 

In the Gardened Community, we are called to see one another 

with the Gardener’s gaze. Not as tools. Not as resources. Not as 

performers. 

But as people. As image-bearers. As those held by the same grace 

that holds us. 

The Gardener’s gaze is patient. It does not rush. It does not 

demand. It does not discard. 

It tends. It waits. It trusts. 

This is the posture that forms the Gardened Community. This is 

the practice that resists the Tower. 

To see with the Gardener’s gaze is to resist the formation of the 

Intelligent Age. It is to refuse the metrics, the rankings, the 

algorithms that reduce people to data points. 

It is to see the slow, the hidden, the struggling—and to call them 

beloved. 

It is to trust that growth happens in God’s timing, not ours. That 

fruit emerges when it is ready, not when we demand it. That what 

God is forming in each of us is worth tending, even when it is slow. 

This is the Gardener’s gaze. And it is the way we love one another 

in the Garden. 
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Technology: Gift and Danger 
 

 
Technology is not neutral. 

It is a tool. But tools are never neutral. They shape the people who 

use them. They reward certain desires and punish others. They form 

habits, attention, instincts. 

Technology is gift. It extends our capacity to care, to create, to 

communicate. It makes possible what was once impossible. It serves 

the flourishing of the Garden. 

But technology is also danger. It tempts us to reach for autonomy, 

to grasp for control, to build Towers that promise transcendence 

without dependence. 

The question is not whether we use technology. The question is 

how we use it. And to what end. 

Does this tool serve the Garden or the Tower? 

Does it form us into the image of Christ—or into the image of the 

system? 

Does it deepen our humanity—or replace it? 
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These are the questions formation demands. Not once, but 

continually. Because technology is always evolving, always shaping, 

always forming. 

The Intelligent Age has made these questions urgent. The tools we 

use now are more powerful, more pervasive, more formative than 

ever before. They shape our attention, our desires, our sense of self. 

And they do so invisibly. We do not notice what they are forming 

us into until the formation is already done. 

This is why discernment is essential. This is why the Five Graces 

matter. This is why the rhythms that resist the Tower and form us 

into the Garden become necessary. 

Technology is not the enemy. But it is not the savior. 

It is a tool. And like all tools, it must be held under the authority 

of the One who made us. It must serve the Garden. It must be 

stewarded with humility, with care, with the recognition that we are 

dust and breath, not gods. 

I know the pull toward optimization—the voice that says tending 

is too slow, that mercy is inefficient, that limits are obstacles rather 

than gifts. 

When we forget this, technology becomes Tower-shaped. It 

becomes the thing we trust, the thing we serve, the thing we believe 

will save us. 

But technology cannot save us. Only God can. 

77 



T H E   B L O O M   E T H I C 

And when we remember this, technology becomes what it was 

always meant to be: a gift, stewarded faithfully, held lightly, used in 

service of the Garden. 
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What Specific Tools Form Us 
 

 
Not all tools form us in the same way. Some serve the Garden. Some 

serve the Tower. And some do both, depending on how we use them. 

Social media: platforms designed to reward visibility, 

performance, and comparison. They train us to measure our worth by 

metrics. They form us into performers rather than people. They make 

presence difficult and distraction constant. A Garden-shaped posture 

resists these pressures through limited usage, silence, and the choice 

of presence over performance. 

Smartphones: devices that promise connection but deliver 

distraction. They train us to reach for stimulation rather than sit in 

stillness. They form us into people who cannot be alone, cannot be 

quiet, cannot be present. A Garden-shaped posture resists through 

boundaries, slowness, and the choice of presence over productivity. 

Email and messaging: tools that make constant availability feel 

necessary. They train us to respond immediately, to always be on, to 

never rest. They form us into people who cannot disconnect, cannot 

rest, cannot trust that the world will continue without us. A 
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Garden-shaped posture resists through protected hours, rest, and the 

choice of trust over control. 

News and information feeds: systems that prioritize urgency over 

importance, outrage over truth, speed over depth. They train us to be 

anxious, reactive, overwhelmed. They form us into people who are 

always informed but never wise. A Garden-shaped posture resists 

through careful curation, discernment, and the choice of depth over 

breadth. 

Artificial intelligence: tools that promise efficiency, optimization, 

and control. They train us to bypass the slow work of human 

thought, human care, human presence. They form us into people who 

trust the system more than the Spirit. A Garden-shaped posture 

resists through discernment, maintained agency, and the choice of 

wisdom over speed. 

These tools are not inherently evil. But they are formative. And if 

we do not practice the Graces—if we do not resist their 

formation—they will shape us into the image of the Tower. 

The question is not whether we use these tools. The question is: 

are we using them, or are they using us? 

Are we stewarding them faithfully—or are we being formed by 

them? 

The answer requires honesty. It requires discernment. It requires 

the willingness to let go of what we do not need. 
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And it requires the Five Graces. Because without them, we will 

not resist. We will simply be formed. 
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The Tower and the Systems of 
This Age 

 

 
The Tower is not just personal. It is systemic. 

It is embedded in the structures of our world—the economic 

systems, the political systems, the technological systems that promise 

security, control, and transcendence. 

These systems are not neutral. They are shaped by the Tower 

instinct. They reward grasping, accumulation, and control. They 

punish slowness, dependence, and rest. 

And they form us. Whether we notice or not. 

The Intelligent Age has made these systems more powerful, more 

pervasive, more difficult to resist. The algorithms that shape what we 

see. The platforms that shape what we desire. The economic 

structures that reward efficiency and punish care. These are not 

abstract forces. They are formative realities. 

How do we resist? Not by rejecting technology outright. Not by 

withdrawing from society. But by practicing the counter-formation 

of the Garden. By choosing slowness when the system demands 
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speed. By choosing rest when the system demands productivity. By 

choosing dependence when the system rewards autonomy. By 

forming communities that protect the vulnerable and value presence 

over performance. 

The systems of this age are powerful. But they are not ultimate. 

They are Towers. And Towers fall. 

The Garden endures. 
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AI and the Tower Instinct: Why 
Tools Become Gods When We 

Forget We Are Dust 
 

 
Artificial intelligence is the latest expression of the Tower instinct. 

It is the attempt to create omniscience, omnipresence, 

omnipotence through technological means. It is the belief that we 

can transcend the limits of creaturehood through systems. 

And it is seductive. Because AI works. It solves problems. It 

increases efficiency. It makes possible what was once impossible. 

But it also forms us. 

AI trains us to trust the system more than the Spirit. To value 

speed over wisdom. To bypass the slow work of human thought, 

human discernment, human presence. It trains us to believe that we 

can optimize our way to flourishing, that we can engineer our way to 

transcendence. 

The danger is not that AI is powerful. The danger is that we forget 

we are dust. 
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When we forget we are dust, AI becomes not a tool but a god. 

Not something we steward but something we trust. Not something 

held under God’s authority but something that claims authority over 

us. 

But the answer is not to reject AI. The answer is to remember 

what we are. 

We are dust. We are breath. We are creatures who depend on the 

mercy of the One who gives life. 

And when we remember this, AI becomes what it was meant to 

be: a tool. Limited. Fallible. Stewarded with humility and held under 

the authority of the God who does not need it. 

Because our lives depend on the One who breathed into dust and 

made us living beings. 

And He is enough. 
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·   ·   · 

PART VI: THE DECLARATION 
 

Dust and breath. Beloved. Held. Enough. 
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I. What a Human Being Is 
 

 
Before we speak of what we have built, we must speak of what we are. 

Every age tells a story about humanity. That story becomes policy, 

economy, and everyday instinct. It decides what counts as progress. It 

decides who is expendable. 

Our age praises boundless capability and self-directed becoming. 

Fragility is treated as embarrassment. Dependence is treated as 

weakness. 

The Christian tradition speaks differently. 

“Then the Lord God formed the man of dust from the ground and 
breathed into his nostrils the breath of life, and the man became a 

living being.” 

(Genesis 2:7) 

This is what a human being is. 

Humanity is dust formed and breath received. 

Dust names finitude. Limitation. Mortality. Locality. The body. 

Dust does not sustain itself. It returns. 
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Breath names gift. Life given. Life sustained. Not seized. Not 

manufactured. Received again and again. 

Together they say what modern life resists: 

We are not self-made. We do not keep ourselves alive. We are not 

sovereign. 

There is an exhaustion that runs deeper than tiredness—the 

weariness of striving to be more than creature. You do not have to 

climb any higher tonight. The breath in your lungs was given before 

you earned anything, and it will sustain you after your reaching stops. 

This does not diminish humanity. It restores sanity. Creaturehood 

is not a defect to engineer away. It is the condition in which love, 

responsibility, and faithfulness can exist. 

When a culture refuses dust, it will eventually refuse bodies. 

When a culture forgets breath, it will eventually refuse grace. 

The Intelligent Age did not invent these refusals. It makes them 

easier to sustain. Its tools tempt us to imagine ourselves as pure mind 

and pure will. Unbound. Unbothered. Beyond the slow realities of 

soil and season and death. 

But a humanity that forgets dust cannot bear reality. A humanity 

that forgets breath cannot bear surrender. 

Limits are not the enemy of life. They are its shape. The boundary 

of the body, the need for rest, the inevitability of death—these are 

not errors in the design. 
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Without limits, nothing can be tended. Without limits, nothing 

can be loved. 

This has moral weight. 

Some things can be built and still should not be built. Some 

things can be optimized and still should not be optimized. Some 

forms of transcendence are only denial dressed as progress. 

Forget this, and you will build in defiance of reality. Reality does 

not stay defied. 

We are creatures. We live by mercy. 

Everything that follows depends on whether we can face that 

without flinching. 
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II. The Tower and the Garden 
 

 
The Tower and the Garden are not places. They are postures. 

They describe two ways humanity responds to the reality of being 

dust sustained by breath. 

The Tower is what we build when we forget who we are. 

It is the human response to vulnerability through control. The 

attempt to secure identity, safety, and permanence apart from 

dependence on God. It is not ancient history confined to Babel. It is 

a recurring pattern wherever people seek life by reaching upward 

instead of receiving it as gift. 

The Tower is not about materials. It is about what we want. 

Self-glory. Worth proven through visibility and achievement. 

Self-rule. Authority relocated from God to the system or the self. 

Self-salvation. Life secured through construction instead of trust. 

Self-sufficiency. Unity without humility, power without 

communion. 

The impulse is old. It is not born of ignorance. It is born of fear. 
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Across history, Towers take many forms. Empires. Ideologies. 

Systems that promise safety if we will only sacrifice enough. They do 

not look like rebellion while they rise. They look like solutions. 

Only later do we see what they were built to deny. 

The Tower is never free. Someone always pays. 

The slow for the fast. The weak for the efficient. The unseen for 

the measurable. The future for the immediate. 

The Intelligent Age did not invent the Tower. It has made it easier 

to scale. 

Tools magnify what rules the heart. If a people love faithfulness, 

tools can serve life. If a people love mastery, tools will serve the 

Tower. 

Technology is not the Tower. Technology becomes Tower-shaped 

when it is used to secure meaning, survival, or transcendence apart 

from God. When systems move from assisting human life to directing 

it, the question shifts from utility to allegiance. 

The Garden is what God planted before we began to build. 

It is the world as gift, and the human vocation inside it. 

Formation begins here. With attention. With care. With limits 

received as part of life. 

Humanity did not create the Garden. Humanity was placed 

within it. To be placed is to receive location and vocation before 

preference. 
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The Garden assumes creaturehood. It does not apologize for it. 

Glory received, not performed. Identity as reflection of the One 

who made us. 

Identity formed through relationship, time, and care, not 

self-invention. 

Life walked in faithfulness, not conquered through ascent. 

Flourishing trusted to emerge through tending, not forced 

through engineering. 

Wisdom sought within moral and relational limits, not grasped 

without restraint. 

Time is not compressed. It unfolds. Growth is not forced. It 

comes when it comes. 

The Garden forms people outward rather than upward. Life is 

tended. Identity is received. 

It cannot be scaled without being damaged beyond recognition. 

The Garden is slower than the Tower. Quieter. Resistant to 

spectacle. Boundaries make love possible. A world without limits 

cannot be loved, because it cannot be held. 

Dependence is not failure. It is how creatures survive. 

The Garden assumes community. It was never meant to be tended 

alone. Isolation accelerates Tower logic. Community sustains Garden 

life. 
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The Garden does not reject tools. It rejects the Tower’s terms for 

using them. 

The question is not what can be done. The question is what should 

be tended. 

Empires fall. Systems fail. 

What is tended endures. 
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III. Formation in the Intelligent 
Age 

 

 
We are always being formed. 

No one lives outside formation. Every environment trains desire. 

Every system carries moral weight, whether it admits it or not. You 

can ignore formation for a while. You cannot escape it. 

The question is not whether formation is happening. The question 

is what it is making of us. 

The Intelligent Age offers tools of extraordinary capability. 

Knowledge multiplies. Power spreads. Influence moves faster than 

reflection. Systems learn, predict, optimize. You can feel the pace in 

your own body. 

These changes are not merely external. They shape the person. 

They train attention. They narrow patience. They make speed feel like 

virtue. They press the imagination toward control. 

This age offers mastery and calls it freedom. 
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Attention is pulled toward the immediate. Desire is trained 

toward more. Worth is tied to visibility, output, proof. Limits begin 

to look like problems to solve instead of realities to honor. 

The danger is not intelligence itself. The danger is thinking 

intelligence is enough. When efficiency becomes the standard, 

wisdom becomes optional. When capability becomes the measure, 

faithfulness becomes quaint. 

What is at stake is humanity itself. What kind of people we are 

becoming. What kind of future our children will inherit. What kind 

of worship is being practiced without being named. 

Integration is not neutral. 

Some technologies assist without directing. Others train desire, 

shape identity, and establish patterns of dependency that bypass 

reflection. Not through force, but through formation. 

The question is not whether we use tools. The question is whether 

the tools are being used in service of the Garden or the Tower. 

When systems promise to relieve us of limits—of memory, of 

attention, of decision, of presence—the appeal is rarely framed as 

loss. It is framed as liberation. 

But human formation requires friction. Attention forms 

character. Memory forms identity. Decision forms agency. Presence 

forms relationship. 
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When these are outsourced without discernment, something 

essential is not lost suddenly. It is not chosen away. It atrophies. 

This is not mainly about villains. It is about forgetting what a 

human being is. When a people lose their anthropology, they will 

take any ethic that promises relief from vulnerability. 

The Bloom Ethic does not reject intelligent systems. It 

subordinates them to human dignity, moral agency, and faithful 

formation. 

It asks: 

Does this system demand allegiance or invite stewardship? 

Does this technology preserve moral agency or bypass it? 

Does this promise survival at the cost of dependence on God? 

Does this formation deepen our humanity—or replace it? 

These are not questions that algorithms can answer. They require 

wisdom. They require community. They require remembering what 

we are. 
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IV. The Gospel 
 

 
The Tower and the Garden do not resolve themselves. 

Humanity cycles between ascent and collapse. We build upward 

to escape vulnerability. We fall back into limits we refused to honor. 

The Gospel is not humanity’s answer. It is God’s. 

Babel tells a story of ascent. The Gospel announces descent. 

“And the Word became flesh and dwelt among us, full of grace and 
truth.” 

(John 1:14) 

Everything turns here. 

God assumes dust. God receives breath. God enters limitation 

without escape. 

This is not a philosophical claim. It is historical. The Creator 

enters creation. The Eternal enters time. The Infinite assumes 

finitude. 

Not to demonstrate how it should be done. To bear what we 

could not bear. To restore what we could not repair. 
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The Cross brings every Tower to its end. 

It exposes the lie of self-salvation. It reveals that life is not secured 

by ascent. It shows that the way through death is not around it. 

Resurrection does not erase creaturehood. It restores it. 

Dust restored. Breath returned. 

The risen Christ still bears a body. Still eats. Still shows wounds. 

The Gospel does not eliminate the Garden. It makes it possible again. 

We do not climb our way to God. God has come to us. 

This changes everything about formation. 

Faithfulness is not the path to life. It is the shape life takes when 

received as gift. 

Formation is not self-improvement. It is becoming human again 

under the lordship of the One who made us. 

The Tower promised transcendence through power. The Gospel 

offers resurrection through surrender. 

The choice is no longer theoretical. It has been made visible in 

flesh. 
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V. The Call 
 

 
In the end, only two ways of standing remain. 

One reaches upward. Identity through achievement. Safety 

through control. Permanence through construction. Dependence 

treated as threat. 

The other receives life as gift. Limits honored. Trust practiced. 

What is entrusted tended. Life lived under a light we do not 

command. 

These are not abstractions. They shape economies and classrooms, 

marriages and ministries, technologies and prayers. 

To humanity: you are not self-made. You do not sustain your own 

breath. The tools you build cannot save you from what you 

are—creatures in need of mercy. 

To the creature: dependence is not resignation. It is wisdom. 

Limits are not oppression. They are the boundaries within which love 

becomes possible. 

To the believer: judgment begins in the household of God. The 

question is not whether the world uses these tools. The question is 

99 



T H E   B L O O M   E T H I C 

whether the people of God will remember what a human being is 

while the world forgets. 

To the follower: discipleship is not self-improvement. It is the end 

of self-salvation. To follow Christ is to embrace descent, to tend what 

is given, to trust what cannot be controlled. 

The Tower offers control. It cannot offer life. 

The Garden requires humility. It makes life possible. 

This work does not tell you how to choose. It tells you what 

choosing means. 

We do not build Towers. We tend Gardens. 

Not because Gardens scale. Not because they guarantee outcomes. 

Not because they protect us from suffering. 

But because they honor what we are. Because they require what 

we were made for. Because they point toward a life we did not invent 

and cannot master. 

The choice has always been before us. 

It is before us now. 

·   ·   · 

Dust and breath. Beloved. Held. Enough. 
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EPILOGUE: THE WORLD THAT 
IS COMING 

 

 
The world as it is will not last. 

The Towers will fall. The systems will fail. The technologies that 

promise transcendence will be revealed for what they are: temporary, 

limited, unable to save. 

But the Garden will endure. 

Not because it is strong. Not because it scales. Not because it 

guarantees outcomes. 

But because it is rooted in the One who does not fall. 

And what has been buried will be raised. The seed that fell into 

the ground, the breath that was surrendered, the life that was laid 

down—these are not lost. They are held by the same power that 

called dust into life and breathed into it the gift of being. What is 

buried will be raised, by a power we do not control. 

The world that is coming is not a world we build. It is a world 

God is bringing. A world where the Gardener Himself dwells with 
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His people. A world where there is no more Tower, no more 

grasping, no more death. 

“Behold, the dwelling place of God is with man. He will dwell with 
them, and they will be his people, and God himself will be with them 
as their God. He will wipe away every tear from their eyes, and death 
shall be no more, neither shall there be mourning, nor crying, nor pain 

anymore, for the former things have passed away.” 

(Revelation 21:3-4) 

This is the hope. This is the promise. This is the world that is coming. 

And it is already breaking into the present. Every time we choose 

the Garden over the Tower. Every time we practice the Graces. Every 

time we tend what has been entrusted rather than grasp for what we 

cannot hold. 

We are not building the new world. God is. But we are witnessing 

to it. We are practicing it. We are living as though it is already 

true—because it is. 

The world that is coming is the Garden restored. And it begins 

now, in the small, faithful choices we make to resist the Tower and 

tend what has been given. 

I confess: I do not have this mastered, and mastery was never the 

goal. 

We do not know when the world that is coming will fully arrive. 

But we know it is certain. We know it is promised. We know it is 

worth waiting for. 

And while we wait, we tend. We practice. We abide. 
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We live as dust and breath, held by the mercy of the One who is 

making all things new. 

The world that is coming is the world where we will finally 

bloom—fully, freely, forever. 

Until then, we tend the Garden. 

We practice the Graces. 

We abide in the Vine. 

And we trust. 

This is what bloom means. 

Bloom is not transcendence. It is not the Tower we build to reach 

God. It is not escape from dust, nor the denial of limits, nor the 

manufactured fruit of human striving. 

Bloom is creaturehood restored. It is what happens when dust 

finally receives the breath it cannot produce. It is the fragile, 

temporary, beautiful life that emerges when a creature stops building 

and starts tending, stops grasping and starts receiving, stops reaching 

upward and learns again to grow from the ground. 

A bloom does not force itself into being. It is tended into being. 

It requires soil and breath and patience and time. It requires the 

willingness to remain small, to stay rooted, to depend on what comes 

from outside. 

Isabella bloomed. Not because she was strong, but because she 

was held. Not because she reached, but because she received. She 
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knew she was dust and breath, beloved and held, and she rested in 

that truth. 

This is the Bloom Ethic: the conviction that life flourishes not 

through power but through dependence, not through construction 

but through tending, not through the Tower but through the Garden. 

Bloom is what the Gardener has been growing all along—in the 

soil we neglected, in the wilderness we feared, in the dust we tried to 

escape. 

·   ·   · 

Dust and breath. Beloved. Held. Enough. 
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THE BLOOM PRAYER 
 

 

A prayer for those learning to tend the Garden rather than build the 
Tower. 

Gardener of all things, 

You formed us from dust and breathed life into us. 

You planted a Garden and placed us within it to tend. 

We confess: we have reached when we should have received. 

We have grasped when we should have rested. 

We have built Towers when you called us to Gardens. 

Forgive us. 

Teach us to be creatures again— 

dust held by mercy, breath sustained by grace. 

Form us through the Five Graces: 

silence that listens, stillness that rests, 

simplicity that releases, slowness that trusts, 

surrender that depends. 
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Help us to abide in the Vine, 

to receive life we cannot produce, 

to bear fruit we do not manufacture. 

Make us faithful stewards— 

tending what you have entrusted, 

caring for the vulnerable, 

resisting the Tower wherever it rises. 

And when the Tower falls—as it always does— 

meet us in the rubble with the truth we forgot: 

we are dust and breath, beloved and held, 

and that is enough. 

Until the world that is coming arrives in full, 

keep us rooted in the Garden. 

In the name of the One who became dust to save us, 

Jesus Christ, the true Vine. 

Amen. 
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BENEDICTION 
 

 
We are dust and breath. 

Beloved. Held. Enough. 

We are not called to build Towers. 

We are called to tend Gardens. 

Not because we are strong, 

but because we are held. 

Not because we have arrived, 

but because the Gardener is patient. 

Not because we are perfect, 

but because grace is sufficient. 

May peace sustain the formation God is working. 

May the Graces shape faithful lives. 

May abiding replace striving. 

May what has been entrusted be tended with care. 

And may this truth hold: 
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The One who formed us from dust, 

The One who breathed life into us, 

The One who holds us moment by moment— 

He is enough. 

Now and always. 

Amen. 
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APPENDIX 
Ten Questions for the Intelligent Age 

 

A diagnostic tool for pastors, educators, church leaders, and anyone 
discerning how to live faithfully amid intelligent systems. 

When you encounter a new tool, system, platform, or 

practice—whether in your church, your school, your home, or your 

own hand—bring it before these questions. They will not tell you 

what to do. They will tell you what is at stake. 

Does this tool, practice, or system help us tend what has been 

entrusted—or does it help us build something that secures our 

identity, control, or transcendence apart from God? 

Every system runs on something. The question is whether it runs on 

the people who serve it. Does this demand your attention, rest, 

identity, or presence as the cost of participation? Or does it serve 

your flourishing without requiring you as its fuel? 

Stewardship holds tools lightly under God’s authority. Allegiance lets 

the tool hold you. When a platform becomes something you cannot 

step away from without anxiety, the relationship has shifted from 

stewardship to servitude. 
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Human formation requires friction. Attention forms character. 

Memory forms identity. Decision forms agency. Presence forms 

relationship. When a system outsources these without discernment, 

something essential does not disappear suddenly. It atrophies. 

Every tool forms us. The question is whether we are being formed 

toward the image of Christ or toward the image of the system. If a 

practice makes you more distracted, more anxious, more 

performative, more isolated, or more grasping—it is forming you 

toward the Tower, regardless of what it promises. 

The Tower always promises security. The question is what it costs. 

When a system says “you will be safe if you give me your attention, 

your data, your trust,” it is speaking the language of Egypt. 

The Intelligent Age does not just consume our time. It chokes out our 

breath—the quiet, the stillness, the space where we remember what 

we are. Every system, every habit, every tool either preserves our 

capacity to breathe or diminishes it. Name which one you are 

standing near. 

This question is especially important for leaders, parents, and 

educators. The tools you choose do not only form you. They form the 

people in your care. Ask not only what a system does, but what it is 

quietly making of the people who use it—especially the young, the 

vulnerable, and the unaware. 
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If you cannot set a tool down without anxiety, the tool is no longer 

serving you. You are serving it. The Graces begin with the willingness 

to let go. 

We are dust and breath. Any tool that helps us remember this—that 

deepens our dependence, our gratitude, our care for others, our 

awareness of limits—is a tool held in the Garden. Any tool that helps 

us forget it—that inflates our sense of control, isolates us from 

embodied community, or promises transcendence without 

surrender—is a tool shaped by the Tower. We do not reject tools. We 

reject the Tower’s terms for using them. 

Dust and breath. Beloved. Held. Enough. 
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DISCUSSION GUIDE 
Eight Weeks in the Bloom Ethic 

 

The Bloom Ethic is not only meant to be read but practiced. The 

following eight-week guide is designed for churches, classrooms, and 

small groups seeking to live this vision together. 

A guide for small groups, church staffs, seminary classes, and anyone 
walking the wilderness together. 

Each week centers on one movement of the book, one metaphor, and 

one concrete practice. Read the assigned section before gathering. 

Begin each session in two minutes of silence. Close each session with 

the Bloom Prayer. 

Week 1: Dust and Breath 
Remembering What a Human Being Is 

Read: Author’s Note, Prologue, and Part I (Dust and Breath; Image 
and Steward) 

Scriptures: Genesis 2:7; 2 Corinthians 6:10 

Questions 
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Where do you feel the “weariness beneath your weariness”—the 

exhaustion that comes not from long days but from trying to be more 

than creature? 

Where do your devices, systems, or habits train you to act like a 

god—omnipresent, omniscient, omnipotent? 

What would it mean to receive your limits as gift rather than failure 

this week? 

Practice: Silence 
Five to ten minutes of daily silence. No phone. No music. No agenda. 

Simply breathe. If words come, let them be this: Dust and breath. 

Beloved. Held. Enough. 

 

Week 2: Garden and Tower 
Naming What We Build and Why 

Read: Part I (The World as Gift; The Listening Heart; The Five 
Graces) 

Scriptures: Genesis 1:27–28; Genesis 11:1–9 

Questions 

Where are you tempted to build Towers—in work, ministry, family, 

or your own inner life? What are you trying to secure? 

How does optimization show up in your week? Where have you 

replaced tending with engineering? 
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What would it look like to receive one area of your life as gift rather 

than project? 

Practice: Simplicity 

Choose one area—apps, calendar, possessions, commitments—and 

de-optimize it. Do not ask “how can I maximize this?” Ask “what has 

been entrusted here, and how do I tend it?” 

 

Week 3: The Tower and Its Cost 
Recognizing the Systems That Consume Us 

Read: Part II (Self-Made Gods; The Spirit of Babel; The Collapse 
That Mercy Makes) 

Scriptures: Genesis 3:1–7; Exodus 1:13–14 

Questions 

Where in your life do you feel consumed—burned through by a 

system, a role, a pace, or an expectation that requires you as its fuel? 

Have you experienced a collapse—a moment when everything 

stopped and you discovered you were still breathing? What did that 

reveal? 

Where do you see the Intelligent Age functioning as Egypt 

reborn—systems that survive by consuming the people who serve 

them? 

Practice: Stillness 
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One hour this week with no screens. Walk, sit, or simply be present 

in a physical space. Notice what the absence of the Tower’s demand 

feels like in your body. 

 

Week 4: The Wilderness and the Bush 
Encountering God in the Neglected Ground 

Read: Part III (The Wilderness of Mercy) 

Scriptures: Exodus 3:1–15; Exodus 16:1–18 

Questions 

When have you encountered a presence that sustained you without 

consuming you—a moment, a person, a practice, a word from God 

that held you alive? 

The bush was dust. Ordinary. Fragile. The kind of thing fire destroys. 

Where do you see your own fragility as the place God meets you, 

rather than something to overcome? 

What would it mean to trust that what God gives today is enough for 

today? 

Practice: Slowness 
Move at a deliberately slower pace this week in one area—meals, 

conversations, decisions, commutes. Refuse the rush. Trust that God’s 

timing is not threatened by your slowness. 

Learning to Live on Daily Bread 
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Read: Part III (Manna for the Wilderness; The Discipline of Manna; 
The Wilderness Way) 

Scriptures: Deuteronomy 8:2–3 

Questions 

What wilderness season have you walked through—or are you in 

now? What has been stripped away? 

Where do you try to hoard manna—security, information, control, 

plans—because the system taught you scarcity? 

Practice: Surrender 
Identify one area where you are grasping for control—a relationship, 

a decision, an outcome, a timeline. Name it aloud to the group. Then 

pray: “I release this. Enough for today.” 

 

Week 5: Manna and Formation 
Receiving Life You Cannot Produce 

Read: Part IV (The Abiding Life; Abiding Is Not Passive; The Fruit 
of Abiding) 

Scriptures: John 15:1–11; Matthew 11:28–30 

Questions 

Where have you equated spiritual growth with self-improvement? 

Where do you still try to produce fruit by effort alone? 
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The branch does not produce the life that flows through it. What 

would it look like to stop pretending you are the source? 

What fruit has emerged in your life not from striving but from 

simply staying connected? 

Practice: A Simple Rule of Life 
Together, draft a personal or communal Rule of Life that weaves the 

Five Graces into daily and weekly rhythm. Keep it to one page. Keep 

it honest. Silence. Stillness. Simplicity. Slowness. Surrender. 

 

Week 6: Abiding in the Vine 
Church, Community, and the Intelligent Age 

Read: Part V (Formation of the Self; Church Hurt; The Gardened 
Community; Technology: Gift and Danger; AI and the Tower 
Instinct) 

Scriptures: Acts 2:42–47; Romans 12:1–2 

Questions 

Where have you seen the church become a Tower—consuming its 

people to sustain its systems? How did that shape your trust? 

What would a Gardened Community look like in your congregation, 

school, or small group? Which of the five communal rhythms 

(listening, presence, slowness, confession, care for the vulnerable) is 

most needed? 
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Conduct a technology audit using the Ten Questions from the 

Appendix. Each person chooses one tool and brings it before the 

questions. Share what you discover. 

Practice: Corporate Confession 
Together, confess the ways your community has valued performance 

over presence, speed over wisdom, metrics over faithfulness. Then 

commit to one concrete communal rhythm—a device-free meal, 

shared silence in worship, a slower decision-making process. 

 

Week 7: The Garden Among Us 
Bloom, Hope, and the Breath That Will Not Cease 

Read: Part VI (The Declaration), Epilogue, Benediction, and the 
Bloom Prayer 

Scriptures: Revelation 21:1–5; Psalm 8 

Questions 

How does eschatological hope—the certainty that the Garden will be 

restored—free you from panic about technological change? 

Bloom is what happens when dust receives the breath it cannot 

produce. Where do you see bloom in your life, your community, or 

the world? 

Where is God inviting you to tend, not build, in the coming season? 

Practice: The Bloom Prayer 
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Pray the Bloom Prayer together aloud. Then sit in two minutes of 

silence. Let each person name one Garden they will tend in the 

coming season—one relationship, one practice, one community, one 

act of faithful presence. 

Close with the refrain: 

Dust and breath. Beloved. Held. Enough. 

THE BLOOM ETHIC: FAITHFUL FORMATION IN THE 

INTELLIGENT AGE 

Dust and breath, beloved and held—that is enough. 
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