Daily Devotionals — June 1, 2025

SN Day 1: Chains That Set Us Free

(] Scripture:
“Suddenly there was such a violent earthquake that the foundations of the prison were shaken.
At once all the prison doors flew open, and everyone’s chains came loose.” — Acts 16:26 (NIV)

Reflection:
God doesn’t always change our circumstances immediately—but He always meets us in the
middle of them. Paul and Silas didn’t wait for freedom to start worshiping; they praised God
while still chained. And it was in that moment—of faith in the dark—that God shook the
foundations and set them free. Sometimes, our freedom begins not with the opening of a door,
but with the shifting of our heart. Praise can be the key that unlocks hope, even when the
chains are still on.

I Story:

Carla was in what she called a “silent season.” Her husband had walked out, her grown children
were distant, and her mornings echoed with quiet loneliness. She had been faithful in church
for years, but now she couldn’t feel God’s presence at all. One evening, in tears, she picked up
her old hymnal and started to sing softly to herself—“It is Well with My Soul.” Her voice
cracked, but she kept going. She sang every night, even when the pain didn’t lift. One day, her
neighbor knocked. “l don’t know what you believe, but | hear your singing every night,” the
woman said. “It’s the only peace | feel in this place. Could we pray together?” Carla realized
then—her worship had become a witness. Though she still felt broken, God was shaking the
foundation around her, loosening chains she didn’t even know others wore.

s o Prayer:

Lord, | confess that sometimes | only want to praise You after the breakthrough, after the
healing, after the freedom. But You are worthy even when I’'m still in the dark cell, still bound,
still waiting. Teach me to sing in the silence, to trust You when nothing around me changes, and
to believe that You are already at work behind the scenes. Help me remember that worship
isn’t just for the mountaintop—it’s for the valley, the prison, the places where it hurts to



believe. Lord, shake the foundations of my fear. Unfasten the chains of bitterness, of despair, of
control. Let Your presence be the earthquake that reorders my heart. And may my praise, even
in pain, be a witness to someone else who’s watching. In Jesus’ name, Amen.

ﬂ Day 2: Songs in the Night

(] Scripture:
“About midnight Paul and Silas were praying and singing hymns to God, and the other prisoners
were listening to them.” — Acts 16:25 (NIV)

Reflection:
Worship isn't confined to churches or happy moments—it often rings loudest in the night. Paul
and Silas were still bruised, still chained, yet they lifted their voices in praise. Their worship
didn’t wait for rescue—it prepared the way for it. In our darkest hours, we can choose despair
or we can choose praise. And when we choose praise, others take notice. Our worship becomes
more than personal—it becomes powerful.

I Story:

After her cancer diagnosis, Ruth could barely sleep. The treatments exhausted her, but it was
the waiting—the long, uncertain nights—that left her trembling. One night, as she sat alone in
her living room, she picked up a journal and started writing out lyrics to old hymns she
remembered from childhood. She sang them softly, first for herself, then for the God she
desperately needed to hear her. One evening, her nurse came in early and found her singing. “I
started waiting outside your door just to hear your songs,” she admitted. “They calm me too.”
Ruth didn’t know her quiet songs in the night were ministering beyond herself. But God did. Her
praise wasn’t just a comfort—it was a calling.

s o Prayer:

Father, when the night feels long and hope feels far away, remind me that You are near. Help
me to lift my voice in praise—not because everything is perfect, but because You are faithful.
Teach me that worship isn’t just about music; it’s about surrender. When | sing through tears,
let that song be my testimony. When | praise through pain, let it shake something in the
atmosphere. May my songs in the night echo louder than the silence of fear, and may others
hear not just my voice—but Yours. Strengthen me to sing until chains break, until peace
returns, until | remember that You are always worthy. In Jesus’ name, Amen.

SN Day 3: The Power of Presence

(] Scripture:
“Paul shouted, ‘Don’t harm yourself! We are all here!”” — Acts 16:28 (NIV)

Reflection:
In the chaos of the earthquake and broken chains, Paul and Silas didn’t flee —they stayed. They
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saw the jailer’s desperation and chose compassion over escape. Their presence saved a life.
Sometimes, we underestimate how much power is in simply being present. In a world where
people feel invisible, just staying—showing up, noticing, speaking hope—can be the most
Christlike act of all.

I Story:

Joel never considered himself good with words. He didn’t teach or preach—he wasn’t the
“leader” type. But when his friend David lost his teenage daughter in a tragic accident, Joel
showed up. He didn’t know what to say, so he said little. He just sat on the couch next to David,
week after week. Sometimes they said nothing. Other times they watched old football games.
David later told him, “You were the only person who didn’t try to fix it. You just stayed.” That
presence—quiet, consistent, faithful—became the bridge that helped David begin to heal. Joel
realized that ministry isn’t always loud. Sometimes it’s just being the one who doesn’t leave.

s o Prayer:

Lord, in a world that rushes past pain, teach me to pause. Help me to be someone who stays,
who notices, who speaks life when someone is on the edge of despair. Let me carry Your
presence into rooms where hope is dim and silence is loud. May my compassion be louder than
convenience. When | don’t have answers, let me offer comfort. When | feel helpless, remind
me that presence is power. Use me to stand in the gap, to reach across the void, to help
someone know they are not alone. As Paul cried out to the jailer, let me be a voice that says,
“Don’t harm yourself—we are still here.” In Jesus’ name, Amen.

ﬂ Day 4: From Captivity to Compassion

(] Scripture:
“The jailer... brought them out and asked, ‘Sirs, what must | do to be saved?’” — Acts 16:30
(NIV)

Reflection:
The jailer was not the expected convert—he was the oppressor, the one tasked with keeping
others bound. But after witnessing the mercy and grace of Paul and Silas, he asked the most
important question anyone can ask. No heart is too hard, no role too far removed for the reach
of grace. Sometimes, it's the ones watching us suffer who are most moved by our faith.

I Story:

Natalie worked in a tough corporate environment where faith was often ridiculed. Her
supervisor, Greg, was especially harsh, often mocking her beliefs in staff meetings. But when
Greg's wife was diagnosed with cancer, something shifted. One afternoon, he knocked on
Natalie’s office door and quietly asked, “Can you pray for her? | don’t know who else to ask.”
Natalie prayed. Not just once, but daily. Over time, Greg asked more questions—about God,
about forgiveness, about faith. One day, with tears in his eyes, he asked, “What must | do to



know this Jesus?” The same man who once ridiculed faith found rescue in it. Compassion had
opened the door.

s o Prayer:

Jesus, thank You that no one is beyond Your reach. Soften my heart toward those who may
oppose me, mock me, or misunderstand me. Give me eyes to see not enemies, but souls
longing for hope. Help me live with such grace that even skeptics will come searching. Let my
life speak louder than debate. May my actions reflect Your mercy, and my words offer Your
truth. And when someone, broken and searching, asks, “What must | do to be saved?” —give
me the courage to answer, the wisdom to love, and the joy to welcome them into Your family.
In Your name, Amen.

SN Day 5: Household Salvation

(] Scripture:
“Then immediately he and all his household were baptized.” — Acts 16:33b (NIV)

Reflection:
The transformation of one heart often touches many. When the jailer believed, his whole
household followed. God’s salvation isn’t just personal—it’s generational. When we say yes to
Jesus, we invite Him into every corner of our lives, including our homes. One spark of faith can
ignite an entire family’s legacy.

Iy Story:

After years of addiction, Trevor walked into a recovery group at a local church. He didn’t expect
much—just a place to stay clean. But over weeks of meetings, meals, and unexpected kindness,
something shifted. He gave his life to Christ. At first, his wife was skeptical, his teenage
daughter distant. But Trevor changed—he prayed before meals, read the Bible aloud, and
apologized for old wounds. Slowly, the walls in his home began to fall. One Sunday, his
daughter surprised him by asking to go to church. Two months later, both she and his wife were
baptized. What began as one man’s recovery became a family revival. God doesn’t just heal
individuals—He restores homes.

s o Prayer:

Father, thank You that Your salvation is never meant to stop with me. You care about my
family, my household, my legacy. Sometimes it feels like those closest to me are the hardest to
reach, but | trust You are already at work in their hearts. Help me live out my faith with
authenticity and grace. Let my home be a place where Your presence dwells and Your love is
known. | pray for every unsaved loved one—for softened hearts, divine encounters, and open
doors. Use my story, my change, my daily surrender to plant seeds in the lives of those | love.
And when the time is right, let them say yes to You too. | believe You are the God who brings
salvation to whole households. In Jesus’ name, Amen.



ﬂ Day 6: Joy in Belief

(] Scripture:
“He was filled with joy because he had come to believe in God—he and his whole household.”
— Acts 16:34b (NIV)

Reflection:
There’s a unique joy that comes from knowing Jesus—not circumstantial, not fleeting, but deep
and enduring. The jailer had seen fear, control, and chaos—but now, he saw joy. Belief doesn’t
remove all trouble, but it brings a peace and gladness that defy explanation. Real joy is found in
relationship with God.

I Story:

Ava had battled anxiety for as long as she could remember. Even on good days, she lived with a
constant sense of dread. Therapy helped, and so did medication, but nothing fully calmed the
storm inside—until she joined a friend at a women'’s retreat. There, she heard stories of people
finding joy in Christ, even amid pain. Something clicked. That night, she surrendered her fear to
God. The anxiety didn’t vanish overnight, but for the first time, she experienced peace that
wasn’t based on performance or perfection. Her joy didn’t come from control—it came from
trust. She began to laugh again. To rest. Her belief became her strength, and that strength
became her joy.

s o Prayer:

Jesus, thank You that in You, | find a joy the world can’t take away. Not a shallow smile, but a
deep gladness rooted in grace. Remind me that belief in You isn’t about having all the
answers—it’s about trusting the One who does. Help me trade worry for worship, anxiety for
assurance. When fear rises, let joy rise higher. And when others see me walking through storms
with peace, let them be drawn to the source of my joy—You. Fill my home with laughter that
comes from heaven, not circumstance. Teach me to delight in You daily, knowing that in
believing, I've found the greatest treasure. In Your name, Amen.

ﬂ Day 7: Divine Appointments

(] Scripture:
“Once when we were going to the place of prayer, we were met by a female slave...” — Acts
16:16a (NIV)

Reflection:
Paul and Silas weren’t planning a jailbreak or a conversion—they were just going to pray. But
God had orchestrated a divine appointment. What seemed like an interruption became a life-
changing encounter. When we walk with God, even detours are full of purpose. Every
conversation, every interaction, can be part of His greater plan.



I Story:

Jordan had missed his flight. Frustrated and tired, he settled into an airport bench, preparing to
scroll through his phone until the next connection. But he noticed a young man crying quietly
nearby. At first, Jordan hesitated—he didn’t want to intrude. But something nudged him. “Are
you okay?” he asked. The man shook his head. “My mom just died, and | didn’t make it in time
to say goodbye.” Jordan sat with him, listened, and eventually prayed. That moment—born out
of delay and discomfort—became a holy space. Months later, the young man sent a message:
“You were the first person who didn’t just walk by. | think God sent you.” Divine appointments
rarely feel grand. But they always feel like love.

s o Prayer:

God, help me see that every step | take is under Your direction. | don’t want to miss the holy in
the ordinary, the divine in the daily. Open my eyes to the people around me—those who are
hurting, waiting, searching. Give me courage to speak, to stop, to listen. Use my interruptions
as invitations to love. Let me walk slowly enough to notice and bold enough to act. And when |
doubt that You’re working, remind me that every encounter can carry eternal weight. Thank

You for letting me be part of Your story. Guide me to my next divine appointment. In Jesus’
name, Amen.



