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Let the scroll begin.

The Earth Is Yearning

¢ Prologue

Book 14: For the Daughters of Zion

This is not a letter of flattery.

It is a mantle in written form.

A scroll for the daughters who never bowed to Baal,
and for those who once did, but stood back up.
This book is not for the faint of heart.

It is for those who are learning that to be healed
is not to be silent,

but sanctified.

It is for those who are discovering that strength
does not mean becoming a man—

it means becoming whole.

To the weeping mothers, the anointed midwives,
the unseen Deborahs, the quiet Jaels,

the Ruths who kept gleaning,

the Esthers who fasted in silence,



the Hannahs who cried when no one believed them,
and the Marys who carried the word when no one understood them...
This scroll is yours.

It was written under the weight of intercession,
poured out through the prophetic lens,

sealed in truth,

and laced with fire.

The Daughters of Zion are not coming.

They are already here.

And they are not just coming with beauty—

they are coming with oil.

Let this mantle rest on you.

And when you rise, rise with your scroll open.
Because Zion needs you whole.

And Heaven is watching.
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Letter to My Sisters

I’'m not coming to you as a king,

I’'m coming to you as a brother.

One who has made mistakes.

One who didn’t always know how to honor you.
One who grew up around strength,

but didn’t always know how to protect it.

You're not a mystery.

You're not “too much.”

You're not made to be handled—

you're made to be heard, honored, and held accountable in love.
I've seen the way the world talks over you.

I've seen the way brothers only want your voice
when it benefits their platform.

I've seen how you've prayed for us

while we were busy trying to “lead” you

without listening to you.

And I've seen you stay anyway.

But now—I don’t want to be the brother

who needs you silent in order to feel strong.



| don’t want to be the builder

who uses your intercession but ignores your instruction.
| don’t want to be the man who says you’re valuable—
but never makes room for your voice.

So I'm writing this.

Not to apologize without change.

Not to flatter without fruit.

But to honor you in spirit and in truth.

Because | know now:

We are not whole without you.

The wall is broken where your bricks are missing.

The kingdom lags where your mantle is muzzled.

And the scrolls are incomplete where your hands have been shut out.
So this is Book 14.

And it's not just for you.

It's for us.

Because when the daughters stand beside the sons,

Zion starts breathing again.



@ Book 14: For the Daughters of Zion
Chapter 1 (continued)

Letter to My Sisters

I've seen you hold your peace when you could’ve burned everything down.

I've watched you speak life to dry bones while no one spoke life into you.
I've seen you cry behind closed doors

and then show up glowing like nothing happened.

I've watched you pour...

and pour...

and pour...

and | realize now:

You were never empty.

You were just never poured into.

So let me say it plainly—

You deserve better than the world gave you.

And you deserve better than what some of us gave you too.
We tried to lead without love.

We tried to teach without listening.

We tried to cover you while still covering up our own insecurity.

And we missed the truth:
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You were never meant to be led like a child.

You were meant to walk beside us as a reflection of the Most High.
When Christ rose—He didn’t appear first to a priest,

a soldier,

or a scholar.

He appeared to a woman who stayed near the tomb.

That wasn’t random. That was revelation.

| used to think strength meant being the loudest voice.

Now | know it’s being safe enough for your voice to rise too.

| used to think authority meant always being right.

Now | know it means being righteous enough to repent when I'm wrong.
| used to think you needed guidance.

Now | know you were sent to guide too.

This isn’t me stepping down.

This is me standing next to you.

You're not just the “help meet.”

You're the heartbeat.

You are the temple veil being restored.

The priestess of preparation.

The one who saw before we believed.
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So I’'m not writing this because you're weak.

I’m writing this because | see your strength in full light now.

And | want to speak the words | never heard growing up.
| want to write the honor | never saw modeled.
| want to build what | wish I'd always known:
That when the daughters stand,

the kingdom stands too.

And when the daughters sing,

Zion remembers her song.

| Let this book be a mirror, not a message.
Let it be a mantle, not a memoir.

And let this letter—the one I'm still writing—
be a reminder that you are not forgotten,

not background,

not extra.

You are everything we lost when we stopped listening to the wind.

And | hear the wind again.
Let’s rise.

—Your Brother.
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Poem:.She Was There

She was there

when the sky tore

and silence fell

between law and grace.
She was there

when swords were drawn
and brothers scattered
but she kept singing.

She was there

when the tomb closed
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and hope felt foolish—

but she stayed anyway.

She was there

not because she was strong,
but because she remembered
who He was

when others forgot.

She didn’t ask for glory.

She didn’t beg to speak.

She carried oil

because she knew the weight of burial
and the promise of rising.

And when He spoke her name,
it wasn’t just to comfort.

It was to call her

back to her place

in the story

no one wrote her into.

So | write this now

because | see what He saw.
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And | know what the earth feels:

Zion cannot sing until she does.

@ Book 14: For the Daughters of Zion
Chapter 2: Not Behind. Not In Front. Beside.
We’ve walked out of order for too long.

Not just socially. Not just relationally.
Spiritually.

We've walked like Egypt taught us, not like Zion remembers.

We placed you behind us when we were afraid to be led in truth.

We placed you in front of us when we wanted to hide our own
disobedience.

And when the balance broke,
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we forgot what it looked like to walk beside you—
to build like Nehemiah,

to stand like Boaz,

to receive correction like David,

and to listen like Christ.

Because Messiah didn't just speak to women—
He received from them.

He allowed the oil.

He answered the intercession.

He rebuked the accusers.

He revealed Himself first to one who stayed.
He lifted up one they tried to stone.

He taught Mary while Martha worked.

He defended.

He honored.

And He never feared what the crowd thought of it.

There is no threat in standing beside a woman
who carries the fire of the Most High.
There is only threat to ego.

Only threat to tradition.
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Only threat to the system that told men:

“You must control her or be erased.”

But that lie is not from Zion.

That’s Babylon speaking.

Because in Zion, there are roles, yes.

But there is also oneness.

Not sameness—oneness.

In Zion, the rib is not beneath the head.

The rib protects the heart.

The rib supports the breath.

The rib guards the life within.

So why do we treat you like you’re replaceable?
The world wants us to either dominate you or idolize you.
Both are abuse.

Both are distraction.

Both are rooted in fear.

But I'm not writing from fear.

I’'m writing from fire.

And the fire tells me...

We don’t win this war alone.



The scrolls aren’t sealed by kings alone.

The ark wasn’t built by one man’s strength.

Zion isn’t restored without the daughters of Zion.

You don’t belong behind us—

trailing like you’re lucky to be included.

And you don’t belong in front of us—

carrying a burden we were built to share.

You belong beside us.

Like Miriam beside Moses.

Like Ruth beside Boaz.

Like Sariah beside Lehi.

Like Priscilla beside Aquila.

Like the women beside Christ in His rising and His returning.
Let this chapter be a realignment.

If we’ve ever treated you like you were a liability instead of a legacy—
forgive us.

Not just emotionally. Spiritually.

Because we need you whole.

We need you seen.

We need you beside us—



not for balance,
but for completion.
Zion is one body.

And right now, we’re limping without you.

Interlude Teaching: The Headship Order — Christ, Man, and Woman
(With both sticks — Bible and Book of Mormon)
1 Corinthians 11:3 (Bible)
But | would have you know, that the head of every man is Christ;
and the head of the woman is the man;
and the head of Christ is God.
People stop there.
But we won't.
Let’s break it with clarity and Spirit-led reverence.
., What “head” really means:
The Greek word for “head” here is kephalg,

which speaks of source, responsibility, and order,
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not superiority.

The man is not “greater.”

He is accountable to cover and to serve,

just as Christ is to the Father.

This “headship” is not dictatorship.

It is alignment under love.

Christ never abused His headship.

He washed feet.

He bled first.

He died first.

He loved her into glory.

So if a man wants headship—

Let him pick up his cross before he picks up his crown.

Let him bleed for her, cover her, listen to her, and honor her voice as bone
of his bone.

L TWO-STICK WITNESS

Bible: Ephesians 5:25

Husbands, love your wives, even as Christ also loved the church, and gave
himself for it.

Headship is defined by sacrifice, not control.
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Leadership through death to self, not elevation over her.

Book of Mormon: Mosiah 2:11, 17

| have not commanded you to come up hither that ye should fear me... but |
am as yourselves, subject to all manner of infirmities.

When ye are in the service of your fellow beings ye are only in the service
of your God.

Even a king in the Book of Mormon declared his equality with his people—
service as the mantle of leadership.

That'’s the Zion model.

Y HEADSHIP MISUSED:

When headship is taken as control,

it becomes Babylon in Hebrew clothing.

It silences women.

It shuts down prophetic voices.

It creates hierarchy instead of holy harmony.

"4 HEADSHIP PROPERLY HELD:

When headship is walked in truth,

it becomes protection, not possession.

It sounds like:

“I'll take the blame if we fall.”
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“I'll make room for your voice.”

“I'll die to my ego so Christ can reign in our midst.”
I's order, not oppression.

It's foundation, not superiority.

And if Christ is the head of man,

then man must mirror Christ’s behavior toward his wife:

gentle, sacrificial, listening, leading, and loving.
So yes—

The man is the head of the woman,

but only if Christ is truly the head of the man.
Because without Christ's mind,

headship becomes tyranny instead of testimony.
Let this stand as a sealed scroll inside Book 14.
Clear.

Balanced.

Both sticks.

No more distortion.

@ Book 14: For the Daughters of Zion

Chapter 3: Where You Were When We Forgot You

You were there.
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When we were breaking...

When we were building...

When we were bleeding...

You were there.

You stood between Pharaoh’s soldiers and a newborn son.

You hid the prophet in the reeds.

You wept when your husband went quiet.

You fasted when your father wouldn'’t listen.

You prayed for us in rooms we never knew existed.

And you stayed—when we forgot you were part of the war too.

We made the mistake of thinking your silence was absence.

We thought because you didn’t yell, you didn’t carry.

Because you didn’t hold a staff, you didn’t have authority.

Because you weren’t writing scrolls, you weren’t preserving the covenant.
But we were wrong.

Because when the scrolls were burned, you remembered them.

When the priests forgot, you still whispered the promises to our children.
When the prophets were slain, you sang until the Spirit came back.

You were the temple we didn’t guard.

You were the intercession we ignored.
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You were the fire that never left the altar,

even when the men let the flame go out.

We wanted your support,

but we didn’t want your voice.

We wanted your nurturing,

but we didn’t want your discernment.

We wanted your prayers,

but not your prophetic correction.

We wanted your loyalty,

but we didn’t protect your legacy.

And so you became the most consistent piece of the kingdom,
but the least honored.

You were there when we forgot you.

But still you waited.

LI Both sticks bear witness to this silence:

Bible: Judges 4:4-5

And Deborah, a prophetess, the wife of Lapidoth, she judged Israel at that
time... And the children of Israel came up to her for judgment.
She was already judging Israel

before the battle came

24



before Barak moved
before the men believed again
She was there.

Book of Mormon: Alma 56:47—48

Now they had never fought, yet they did not fear death... for they had been

taught by their mothers, that if they did not doubt, God would deliver them.

The sons were valiant.

But the mothers were the doctrine.
Their faith was born from your voice.
Their courage from your witness.

So now, we remember:

You were there when we forgot you.

You were there when we dismissed you.

You were there when we pushed ahead without you.

You were there when the kingdom cracked—
And you stayed long enough to help restore it.
Let this chapter not be another apology.

Let it be an acknowledgment of history

and a realignment of honor.

We didn’t build Zion alone.
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We were never meant to.
You were always part of the foundation.

And the house doesn’t stand without your voice echoing in its walls.

@ INTERLUDE: The Ancient Grandmothers Were There
Before Deborah judged,

Before Ruth gleaned,

Before Mary poured oil—

There were grandmothers in tents,

in pain,

in prayer,

and in the promises of YAH.

Eve

the mother of all living.

She bore the weight of grief and glory.
She lost a son to murder,

another to wandering,

and still pressed forward in motherhood.



She heard the first prophecy of the Seed...
and believed without ever seeing it.

"Her seed shall bruise the serpent’s head..."
She was there when hope first flickered.
Sarah

laughed at the word—then believed it.

She birthed a nation from a barren womb.
She wrestled with delay,

fought through shame,

and still delivered Isaac in her old age.

Her faith started the line that would bring forth kings.

She was there when impossibility bowed.
Rebekah

asked the Most High directly.

She inquired of the war within her womb.
And when the answer came,

she positioned Jacob to carry the birthright—
not out of favoritism,

but because she remembered the prophecy.

She was there when the Spirit spoke ahead of time.
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Leah

From her womb came Levi—the line of the Levitical priesthood,
and Judah—the line of the Kings and of the Messiah.

But the Melchizedek priesthood?

That came before Levi,

and runs deeper than blood.

It is held by those called by oath,

like the Son of God—without father or mother, without descent.
And though Levi served the temple,

the Melchizedek order serves the throne.

Rachel

prayed through silence,

wept through delay,

and birthed Joseph—the deliverer of nations.

Her voice was remembered in prophecy:

“‘Rachel weeping for her children...”

She was not forgotten.

Her tears sealed history.

She was there, in love and loss.

Zipporah
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the Midianite wife of Moses.

She stood between judgment and her husband’s death.

She took the flint knife.

She circumcised their son.

She saved Moses with bold obedience

when he had forgotten a holy act.

She moved without applause.

She was there when covenant was on the line.
Hannah

poured out her soul at the altar.

Mocked.

Misunderstood.

But she kept praying.

And her vow birthed Samuel—prophet, priest, judge.

She gave him back to YAH without regret.

She was there when prayer was the only weapon left.

The Grandmothers were not footnotes.
They were foundations.
They were altars in the flesh,

scrolls in the womb,
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pillars in sandals.
They bled, they cried, they prayed, they waited,

so that Zion could rise in the generations to come.

¢ INTERLUDE: They Were There
They were there

before we gave them permission.
Before we had language for their power.
Before we understood their place in the war.
Deborah

didn’t wait for a man to speak.

She heard Yah'’s voice in stillness

and judged a nation with steady hands.
She didn’t steal authority—

She carried it with grace,

And told Barak:

“If you won't go, | will.”

She was there.

Jael

didn’t sit in the tent when the war came near.



She took the stake.

Took the hammer.

And drove it through the skull of confusion.
The victory didn’t come from the front line—
It came from a woman'’s righteous violence
in secret obedience.

She was there.

Ruth

didn’t chase fame or men.

She stayed with the one who had nothing.
She gleaned,

waited,

humbled herself,

and became the grandmother of kings.

She wasn't loud.

But Heaven recorded her loyalty in royal ink.

She was there.
Esther
didn’t play palace games.

She fasted.
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She stood.

She walked in when uninvited.

And said,

“If | perish, | perish.”

She didn’t need a title to intercede.

She needed only courage,

and the favor of the Most High.

She was there.

Mary of Bethany

anointed Him when the men still debated.
She poured the oil.

She knelt with vision.

She touched eternity before the cross came near.
Christ said:

“She prepared me for burial.”

Not Peter. Not James. Not John.

She. Did. That.

She was there.

Sariah

the mother of Nephi and Laman.

32



Not much recorded.

But the family doesn’t reach the promised land without her.
She walked through the wilderness too.

She bore the tension.

She carried the weight between belief and rebellion.
She was there.

Abish

in the Book of Mormon,

a Lamanite servant girl,

who kept her faith secret—

until it was time to act.

And when the king collapsed under the power of God,
she ran to gather the people

so they could witness the miracle.

She was there.

And you—

You reading this now?

You've been there, too.

In rooms they locked you out of.

In ministries they used you in but never honored.
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In silence.

In strength.

In unseen sacrifice.

You were there.

You’ve always been there.
And now—

we see you.

@ Book 14: For the Daughters of Zion
Chapter 4: Discernment Is Not Emotional
They called you emotional when you were discerning.

They said you were “too sensitive”

when your spirit picked up what their pride couldn’t perceive.

They dismissed your tears as irrational—
when they were actually prophetic signals.
Not weakness.

Warning.

Because your spirit would shift

before the situation shifted.

34



And they didn't like that.

So they tried to reframe your sensitivity as instability.
But you weren’t unstable.

You were just ahead of the moment.

Discernment doesn’t always come with words.

It comes with awareness.

With stillness.

With an ache in the chest when something unseen is off.
With a “check” in the gut when someone’s smile is lying.
With a quiet voice that whispers,

“Not him.”

“Not here.”

“Not now.”

And you've had that for years.

You just stopped trusting it because they didn’t believe you.

But here’s the truth:

Discernment is not emotional. It's surgical.
It cuts through atmospheres.

It separates holy from hype.

It detects deception in suits and collars.
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It reveals motives hidden in compliments.

It's not drama. It's defense.

It's not chaos. It’s clarity.

So don’t apologize for feeling things early.

That’s not “being extra.”

That’s being assigned.

LI Both sticks confirm this gift belongs to you.

Bible — Proverbs 31:26

She openeth her mouth with wisdom; and in her tongue is the law of
kindness.

But before she opens her mouth—

She listens. She discerns. She waits.

That’s why her words carry weight.

Book of Mormon — Alma 37:6

By small and simple things are great things brought to pass...
Discernment often begins as a small thing—a whisper, a shift,
a moment of discomfort that others overlook.

But in the hands of a daughter of Zion,

it becomes a sword.

Discernment is why your house is still standing.
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Why your children avoided what you saw before it touched them.

Why some men couldn’t stay—

not because you were intimidating,

but because your spirit exposed their mask.

You've called out wolves in sheep’s clothing.

You've sat in rooms and felt the snake under the table.
You've said “no” before they even asked—

and later saw why the “yes” would’ve broken you.

You were not overreacting.

You were hearing correctly.

And let’s be clear:

The enemy fears your discernment more than your volume.
He doesn’t mind a loud woman.

He fears a clear one.

A woman who sees before the attack comes.

A woman who listens before she responds.

A woman who can feel the shift in the room and
choose silence as strategy,

not weakness.

So this chapter is not permission to become proud—
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I's confirmation that you’re not crazy.

You’ve been hearing.

You've been seeing.

And now, it’s time to trust what Heaven placed inside you.
Your discernment is not emotional.

It's ancestral.

It's covenantal.

It's divine.

You don’t owe anyone comfort at the cost of your clarity.
Keep watching.

Keep feeling.

Keep listening.

And don’t let culture silence what the Ruach activated in you.

# Chapter 4 (continued): Discernment Is Not Emotional

Some of you stopped trusting your discernment

because you were surrounded by people who couldn’t handle truth unless it
came in the form of a sermon.

You knew something was off.
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You said it in love.

But because you weren'’t in the “position” or “title” they respected,
they told you to sit down.

They called it rebellion.

They called it attitude.

They called it “doing too much.”

But Heaven called it accuracy.

You were never trying to take over—

you were trying to preserve order.

You weren’t trying to be loud—

you were trying to warn.

Because the watchwoman doesn’t blow the trumpet to entertain—
she does it because something’s coming.

And the blood is on her hands if she stays silent.

They taught you how to be quiet.

But they never taught you how to discern and still breathe.

They taught you submission—

but not how to steward your gift without choking.

And some of you silenced your own voice,

not out of honor, but out of trauma.
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You thought,

“If | say what I'm sensing, I'll get pushed out again.”

“If | speak up, I'll get labeled again.”

“If | tell them what | saw in the dream, they’ll say I'm off.”

“If | tell them what | feel in my spirit, they’ll call me a witch.”
But let me say it for you:

You're not a witch.

You're not disobedient.

You’re not manipulative.

You're gifted, chosen, and sealed.

And the ones who tried to silence you

were often scared of what you carried

because it saw through their platform and into their posture.
Your discernment isn’t always for the stage.

Sometimes it’s for your house.

Sometimes it’s for your child.

Sometimes it’s for the stranger at the gas station.
Sometimes it’s just for you—to stay in alignment when everyone else
compromises.

You don’t need an audience.



You need obedience.

Because the most dangerous thing you can do...

is ignore what the Spirit is saying just to be accepted by people who are
deaf.

So the next time the stirring rises—

Don’t ignore it.

Don’t explain it away.

Don’t wait for five people to confirm what your spirit already knows.
Move when Heaven moves.

Speak when He says speak.

And rest when He says rest.

Because this isn’t about being right.

This is about being righteous.

This is about being in sync with the Ruach,

so you don’t miss the moment He gave only you eyes to see.
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¥ Interlude after Chapter 4

Title: The Watchwoman Feels First

For every daughter of Zion who ever felt something shift before it
happened... and carried the burden without validation.

», The Watchwoman Feels First

She felt it

before it was spoken.

Before the lie was told,

before the betrayal unfolded,
before the apology ever came—
she already knew.

Not because she was paranoid,
but because she was positioned.
The watchwoman feels first.
She senses the shaking

while others are still asleep.

She catches the chill in the room



before the temperature drops.

She sees the crack in the smile

while others are still clapping.

Her soul hears footsteps the ears can’t register.
Her chest tightens before sin walks in the door.
Her prayers shift tone when something spiritual enters the house—
even if no one else notices.

The watchwoman isn’t always loud.

She doesn’t have to scream.

She just knows.

Because the Spirit rests on her eyelids

and whispers in her gut.

And when she weeps,

it's not just sadness—

it's prophetic grief.

She’s not dramatic.

She’s discerning.

She’s not unstable.

She’s aligned.

She’s not aggressive.
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She’s activated.

You call her emotional—

Heaven calls her essential.

So next time she says,

“Something’s off...”

Listen.

Before the storm confirms what her spirit already told you.
Because the watchwoman'’s gift is not hindsight—
It's holy foresight.

She is the early warning system.

The spiritual thermostat.

The living trumpet.

The watchwoman feels first.

And when we honor her sensitivity,

we avoid unnecessary war.

@ Book 14: For the Daughters of Zion

Chapter 5: Carriers of Scrolls & Sons
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You don'’t just carry children.

You carry assignments.

You carry generations.

You carry scrolls wrapped in flesh,

souls marked with purpose

that Heaven trusted to your womb

and your war.

Some of you birthed prophets.

Some of you are the prophet.

Some of you mothered warriors into the earth.
Some of you interceded so hard,

you gave birth in the spirit to children not even yours.
You've cradled scrolls that couldn’t be seen.
Pushed out vision through tears.

Raised kings in the shadows.

Held the weight of nations between your ribs.

And we didn’t always acknowledge what that cost you.

You nursed a child with one arm
and blocked the enemy with the other.

You memorized scripture while folding clothes.
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You prayed while cooking.

You wept quietly in the bathroom

S0 no one would see your breakdown.

But Heaven saw it.

And every scroll you carried—

every child you covered, every vision you protected,

every legacy you labored for—

is recorded.

| Both sticks declare your role.

Bible — 2 Timothy 1:5

When | call to remembrance the unfeigned faith that is in thee,
which dwelt first in thy grandmother Lois, and thy mother Eunice...
Paul didn’t credit Timothy’s strength to a synagogue—

but to his mother and grandmother.

They weren’t just moms.

They were impartation vessels.

Book of Mormon — Alma 56:47—48

...they had been taught by their mothers, that if they did not doubt, God
would deliver them.

Those young warriors didn’t have swords before they had faith.
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And their faith came from mothers with fire in their bellies.
You carried them before they had names.

You fed them with your spirit before they had mouths.
And even after they left your body,

they never left your burden.

But here’s what'’s holy:

Even if they never say thank you,

even if they never understand your sacrifice,

even if they never rise to the calling you saw—

Heaven still honors the carrier.

You carried sons and scrolls.

You raised kings and promises.

You mothered apostles, but also guarded artists.

You watched over children who didn’t know their calling—
but you saw it anyway.

So this chapter is for the silent births,

the invisible labor,

the carried scrolls that never got applause.

This is for every time you said,

“This one will serve the Lord,”
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and Hell trembled when you said it.

You were made to carry.

You were made to cover.

And even if no one else saw the scroll—

Heaven saw the ink on your soul.

@ Chapter 5 Carriers of Scrolls & Sons ( continued)

You didn’t just carry a baby.

You carried a future.

And in some cases—

you carried your own healing in the form of a child.
Heaven trusted you with life

before anyone trusted you with leadership.

But don’t think for a second that motherhood is lesser than ministry.

That your womb was only biological—
it was prophetic.

Your intercession was a cradle.
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Your discernment was prenatal.

Your worship was a protective barrier.

You birthed more in the Spirit than most men birth in a lifetime of sermons.

We talk about scrolls like they’re all on paper.
But some scrolls come out crying.
Some come out with fists clenched,
eyes marked by destiny,

and personalities too large for the room.
You called them stubborn—

but the Spirit called them chosen.

You called them hard to raise—

but Heaven called them mantled.

That’s why the attacks started early.
Not because you were weak—

but because of what you carried.

Your belly became a battlefield.

Your house became a gate of warfare.

And you didn’t even know it...

but the scroll inside of you had weight in the heavens.

Some of you didn’t get to raise what you carried.
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Some of you miscarried vision—

not because it wasn't real,

but because the timing wasn't yet.

Let this be said clearly:

A lost child does not make you less.

A buried child does not erase your scroll.

A rebellious child does not cancel your prayers.
A forgotten vision is still written in the heavens.
You still carried.

You still covered.

You still kept the oil burning.

And Heaven still counts your labor as righteous.
You’ve prayed things you never told anyone.
You’ve walked the floor while others slept.
You've stood at the door with tears in your eyes saying,
“Not this house. Not this time. Not my child.”
You are more than a mother.

You are a scribe in flesh—

writing legacies in blood, oil, and breath.

And even if the scroll you birthed has wandered...
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Your intercession is still pulling him back.

Your prayers are choking out demons even now.

Your love is engraved in his ribs.

You didn't fail.

You carried well.

L Let’'s remember another mother:

Bible — Exodus 2:2-3

And the woman conceived, and bare a son... and when she saw him that
he was a goodly child, she hid him three months.

Jochebed, the mother of Moses—

She risked her life to protect the deliverer.

She placed him in the river with strategy and tears.

And Heaven returned him to her arms before he faced Pharaoh.
You may feel like you’ve had to let go,

but trust this:

If Heaven assigned it to your womb,

Heaven will fulfill the scroll.

Let’s go further still.

Some of you are childless in the natural—

but carry more sons and daughters in the spirit than any womb can hold.
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Don’t believe the lie that says “you missed it.”

If you've interceded for a child that wasn’t yours,

If you’ve mentored someone broken,

If you’ve mothered the abandoned,

If you've labored in secret for the healing of someone else’s seed—
You’ve carried just the same.

Isaiah 54:1 —

“Sing, O barren... for more are the children of the desolate than the married

wife.”

You are the vault of generations.

You are the earth’s intercessor.

You are the carrier of scrolls and sons.

And this world may never give you credit,

but Zion already engraved your name in gold.
You are not forgotten.

You are not a footnote.

You are not a phase in someone else’s legacy.
You are a pillar,

a scribe,

and a divine carrier of what this generation desperately needs.
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¢ The Womb Is an Altar

The womb is not just for birth.

It is for offering.

It is for covenant.

It is where Heaven meets earth

in blood, water, and breath.

The womb is not weakness—

it is warfare.

It has felt the ripple of destiny
before a heartbeat was ever heard.
It has trembled with burden

long before contractions ever came.
It has held scrolls in seed form,
held nations in silence,

held pain too sacred for words.

The womb has wepit.

It has bled.

It has been violated, consecrated, misunderstood—

and still, it birthed anyway.

53



Every prophet came through one.

Every king was carried by one.

Even the Son of God wrapped Himself in flesh
and chose to enter through one.

Because the altar of flesh

was necessary for redemption.

You are not “just” a mother.

You are a walking tabernacle.

A living gateway.

A chosen place where God once said,

“This child is mine. Cover it.”

And whether you birthed in the natural or the spirit—
If you carried anything sacred,

your womb is an altar.

So cry if you must.

Lay down the pain of miscarriage, of delay, of silence.

But know this:
You have not labored in vain.
You have not carried without record.

And the fire on your altar still burns.
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Let the next generation rise from the ashes of your obedience.

The womb is an altar.

And Heaven still honors what you laid there.

@ Book 14: For the Daughters of Zion
Chapter 6: Between Silence and Sound
You live in the in-between.

Between what you feel and what you say.
Between knowing and being heard.
Between silence that protects

and sound that delivers.

You've kept peace with your mouth

while your spirit raged like thunder.
You've swallowed words that would’ve shattered lies,
because wisdom told you—not yet.

But here’s the truth:

Your silence wasn’t weakness.
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It was strategy.

Because some moments aren’t ready for what you carry.
And some ears aren’t worthy of your revelation.

And when the Spirit tells you to hold it,

it's not because you’re voiceless—

it's because you're dangerous.

There is a holy tension in you—

a sacred hush that speaks louder than many sermons.
You've learned how to sit with it.

How to wait with it.

How to move only when the Ruach gives you release.
But the world misread that.

They called you shy.

They called you passive.

They said you had no fire—

not realizing that your silence was saturation.

LI Both sticks confirm your kind.

Bible — Luke 2:19

But Mary kept all these things, and pondered them in her heart.

She didn’t tweet the prophecy.
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She didn’t post the angel’s visitation.

She held the word like a seed in soil,

and waited for its time to bloom.

Book of Mormon — 3 Nephi 17:3

Ponder upon the things which | have said... and prepare your minds for the
MOorrow. ..

Even Christ gave room for holy pause.
Discernment often demands silence before glory.
But there’s also a time to speak.

A time when your voice becomes sword.

A time when sound becomes strategy,

and Heaven says,

“‘Now. Blow the trumpet. Shake the room.”

And when that moment comes, daughter—

don’t hold back.

Don'’t wait for consensus.

Don’t apologize for clarity.

Because your sound isn’t noise.

It's deliverance.

You are the voice between chaos and healing.
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The whisper before the walls fall.

The song before the army marches.

The utterance that breaks yokes in secret.
Your silence is sacred,

but your voice is authorized.

And when you know the time...

when you’ve discerned the release...

when the Spirit says, speak—

speak like the storm that precedes restoration.
This chapter is a reminder:

You don'’t have to choose between silence or sound.
You just have to move with the Spirit,

and He will tell you which one to wield.

Because both are weapons in your hand.

# Chapter 6 (Extension): Between Silence and Sound
Some of you were raised in noise

but taught that your silence was disrespectful.
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So you spoke out of defense,

not because it was time—

but because no one listened unless you raised your voice.
Others of you were raised in silence

and told that “quiet women are godly.”

So you became invisible,

thinking invisibility was holiness.

But both were incomplete.

Because there’s a difference between silence led by fear
and silence led by the Spirit.

There’s a difference between a woman who doesn’t speak
because she’s unsure of her value,

and one who doesn’t speak

because she knows the power of her timing.

You don’t have to be loud to be lethal.

And you don’t have to be quiet to be wise.

You just need to be in alignment.

Sometimes the Spirit says:

“Wait. Hold it. Let Me move.”

And other times He says:

59



“Shout now. Shake the gates. Declare the word.”

And your power isn’t in picking one—it’s in knowing the difference.
Because sound out of season can destroy.

And silence out of fear can delay deliverance.

That’s why your intimacy with the Most High matters more than your
platform.

That’s why discernment matters more than gifting.

Because any woman can speak,

but not every woman knows when.

So here’s the charge:

Stay silent when silence is obedience.

And speak when speaking is obedience.

Because both are warfare.

Both are wisdom.

Both are weapons in Zion’s arsenal.

You are not caught between two worlds.

You are moving between two mantles—

and both are righteous in their season.
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¥ Interlude After Chapter 6

Title: When She Opens Her Mouth

Let this fall like a holy hush after the wind...

Because when she opens her mouth, it's not just voice—

It's voltage

& When She Opens Her Mouth
When she opens her mouth,

walls remember how to fall.

Wounds remember how to close.
Atmospheres adjust.

And angels take positions.

Because her voice isn’t just sound—
It's a signal

to every gate, chain, and principality
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that Zion’s daughters are not silent anymore.
When she opens her mouth,

what was hidden gets uncovered.

What was stuck gets stirred.

What was bound gets told to loose.

She doesn’t speak to be seen.

She speaks to make things shift.

She used to hold it in.

Used to wonder if she was too much.

Used to question if her boldness was rebellion,
if her discernment was just emotion,

if her calling was a figment.

But now?

She knows.

She’s been sealed.

And when she opens her mouth—

it's not just permission.

It's prophecy.

Her words don't flatter.

They cut,
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cover,

correct,

comfort—

sometimes all in the same sentence.
Because her voice was forged in silence,
and refined in the fire.

So when she opens her mouth,

let the house listen.

Let the sons pause.

Let the scrolls unroll.

Let the heavens mark the moment—
Because something sacred just stepped into time.
When she opens her mouth,

Zion remembers her name.
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@ Book 14: For the Daughters of Zion

Chapter 7: Return to the Garden, Not the Throne
You were made for the garden.

Not the spotlight.

Not the throne.

Not the stage they tried to bait you into,

just so they could break you down again.

You were made for the garden—

where things grow.

Where truth walks in the cool of the day.

Where Heaven meets earth without spectators.
Where identity isn’t shouted—it's revealed.

The serpent didn’t go to the throne.

He slithered into the garden.

Because that’s where legacy was planted.
That’s where covenant began.

That's where the woman was first trusted with truth.
Not to rule over.

Not to be ruled under.

But to walk with,



and to tend what was holy.

Some of you were trained to reach for crowns

that Heaven never handed you.

Not because you're less—

but because your garden is your glory,

not the platform they told you to fight for.

They made you think your worth was in public leadership.

They told you you’re wasting your voice if you're not being seen.
But daughter...

not everything powerful has to be posted.

Some of the most anointed women in history

were never named.

But their oil still echoes in eternity.

LI Both sticks return us to the garden:

Bible — Genesis 2:8,18

And the Lord God planted a garden... and said, It is not good that the man
should be alone; | will make him an help meet for him.

The first woman wasn'’t created for a throne.

She was created to tend the sacred.

Not to chase power—
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but to walk in partnership.

Book of Mormon — 2 Nephi 2:25

Adam fell that men might be; and men are, that they might have joy.
The joy wasn’t in dominion.

The joy was in restoration.

In Eden, before shame, before striving—

they walked together.

But the enemy hates the garden.

Because when you walk in the garden,

you walk in stillness, discernment, order, and authority—

without needing to perform.

That’s why he keeps pushing you to chase titles,

to fight for position,

to reach for thrones that don’t fit your design.

He wants to pull you out of posture—

because he knows:

A woman in the garden is dangerous.

A woman who can grow things without needing credit is a problem.
A woman who can pray and shift a house without a mic is a threat.

Daughter, come back.
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Not to the version of you that hustled for worth—
but to the original you,

the one who walked with Yah in the quiet,

who didn’t need applause to obey,

who could cultivate instead of compete.

Return to the garden.

That’s where you’re strongest.

Not in the throne room of public opinion—

but in the place where life begins.

Because if the serpent found you in the garden,

it means he was scared of what you were nurturing there.
He was terrified of the promise you were protecting.
He was shaking at the image you reflected—

even before you opened your mouth.

Return to the garden.

Not to shrink—

but to remember your original assignment.

You were made to cultivate life.

To preserve covenant.

To guard the sacred.
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To grow what others forgot to water.

@ Chapter 7 (Extension): Return to the Garden, Not the Throne
You were taught to grind.

To press.

To push.

To chase every version of success that left you drained.
But in the garden?

Nothing strives—everything aligns.

The tree doesn’t fight to bear fruit.

The vine doesn’t compete with the fig.

The river doesn’t perform to be received.

It flows.

Because in the garden, identity is not achieved—

it's remembered.

You were told to fight like a man.

But you were made to war like a woman in Eden.

To tend.

To intercede.
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To prune.

To nourish.

To hear the footstep of God in the quiet of the day
and say,

“I know that sound.”

And when the serpent came—

it wasn’t because you were weak.

It was because you were entrusted with the word.
“You shall not eat of it.”

He heard that word secondhand.

You heard it from the beginning.

He came for the one who remembered,

because if he could confuse you,

he could corrupt generations.

But we're in the garden again now.

And this time,

we’re not forgetting who we are.

Don’t let the world convince you that platform is power.
The garden is the real seat of authority.

And those who can keep the garden



can guard the scrolls,

cover the prophets,

preserve the children,

and protect the promises.

And that’s why the serpent still sends distractions—
to pull you out of the garden

and put you in a spotlight

that wasn’t made for you to stand in.
You weren’t made to be on display.
You were made to host the divine.
And here’s the mystery of Eden:

It wasn'’t just a place.

It was a posture.

It was a lifestyle.

It was access to rhythm.

No shame. No striving. No noise.
Just walking with the Most High,

in flow, in unity, in breath.

You’re being invited back there.

And this time?
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You won'’t leave it because of confusion.

You won'’t give up your scroll because of manipulation.

You won't lose your voice because someone questioned your role.
This time, you'll guard the garden.

You'll walk in it boldly.

And you’ll raise up daughters who know

they don’t need a crown to be chosen—

they just need to stay rooted in Eden.

Return to the garden.

And bring your daughters with you.

% Interlude After Chapter 7
Title: She Walks With God Again
Let this fall like dew.

This is not noise.

This is return.

V2 She Walks With God Again



She doesn’t walk for approval.

She walks from peace.

She doesn'’t rush to be seen.

She moves to be aligned.

She no longer fights for thrones that don't fit.
She tends to gardens that grow eternal things.
And when they ask where her crown is,

she just smiles...

because the wind already crowned her in silence.
She walks with God again.

Not because she earned it.

But because He restored it.

She walks with head lifted,

not because pride entered her steps,

but because shame no longer chains her spine.
She walks like she knows who she is.

And when the serpent slithers near,

she no longer argues—

she guards.

She covers.
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She remembers the word

and watches it strike like fire from her mouth.
She doesn’t need applause.

The flowers bloom for her.

She doesn'’t need a title.

The earth responds to her footsteps.

She doesn’t need a stage.

The Spirit speaks in her stillness.

Because now?

She walks with God again.

@ Book 14: For the Daughters of Zion

Chapter 8: You Anointed What You Understood Before We Did
You saw it before we believed it.

You understood what was coming

while we were still arguing about titles.



You moved when the Spirit moved—

not out of emotion,

but out of revelation.

And the truth is...

You anointed what you knew was holy,
even when the holy didn’t look kingly yet.
You didn’t wait for confirmation.

You didn’t need approval.

You didn’t hold a position.

You just poured.

They said,

“Why this waste?”

But Christ said,

“She did this for my burial.”

And that statement—

that validation from the Messiah Himself—
echoes through every generation of women
who moved in obedience

while the men were still asking questions.

You didn’t anoint a throne.



You anointed a body.

A bruised, humble, soon-to-be-crucified body.
You poured oil on pain, not just power.

And in doing so—

you prepared the King before the cross.

Let that be remembered.

Let that be honored.

Let that break the lie

that says women can only operate under men’s permission.

Because when Heaven gave you the instruction,
you didn’t ask for votes.

You just obeyed.

| Both sticks preserve your example.

Bible — Matthew 26:7-13

There came unto him a woman having an alabaster box...

and poured it on his head...

But Jesus said... “Why trouble ye the woman?
For she hath wrought a good work upon me.”
She didn’t pour oil after resurrection.

She anointed the King on His way to death.
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Book of Mormon — Alma 19:29-30

Blessed art thou... because thy exceeding faith.

| say unto thee, woman, there has not been such great faith among all the
people of the Nephites.

Even the kings and priests in the Book of Mormon
had to acknowledge the faith of a woman

who believed what others couldn’t yet see.

You anointed what you understood.

And Heaven still honors that moment.

You’ve done it in hospitals.

In prayer closets.

At kitchen sinks.

At baby dedications.

In midnight intercessions.

You've laid hands without fanfare.

You've cried over heads without thanks.

You’ve whispered deliverance in ears

that had no idea what you were carrying.

And Heaven recorded every drop.

This chapter is for you.



The quiet prophetess.

The obedient midwife.

The intercessor who walks without a name.

The sister who poured the oil while others laughed.
Let this be your reminder:

You didn’t miss it.

You didn’t overstep.

You didn’t waste it.

You prepared the King.

Chapter (continued)

You didn’t just pour oil.

You cracked open what could never be resealed.
You shattered your security,

broke your inheritance,

and emptied your future—

because you recognized what men would later deny.

You weren't just pouring oil.
You were breaking agreement with fear.

You weren'’t trying to be seen.
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You were trying to make sure He was known.

You didn'’t sit in the back,

but neither did you grab the mic.

You moved with the whisper of the Spirit

and honored the Son while the crowd still questioned Him.
And He defended you.

Not just with words,

but with prophecy.

“Wherever this gospel is preached...

what she has done will be told in remembrance of her.”
Your name wasn’t mentioned.

But your obedience became immortal.

Let every daughter who’s been silenced

hear this clearly:

Your anointing is not lesser.

Your pouring is not invisible.

Your faith is not forgotten.

And your position is not outside of purpose.

There is a fragrance in the room that only comes

when women pour what they hid for years.
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And it lingers long after the moment is over.

So if you ever wondered

whether you were too much,

too early,

too quiet,

too bold,

too emotional,

too “out of order’—

Let Christ’'s words defend you again:
“Let her alone.

She has done a good work unto Me.”
L Two-Stick Witness Continued:

Bible — John 12:3

Then took Mary a pound of ointment of spikenard, very costly,
and anointed the feet of Jesus, and wiped His feet with her hair:

and the house was filled with the odour of the ointment.

Book of Mormon — Ether 12:15

And neither at any time hath any wrought miracles

until after their faith; wherefore they first believed

in the Son of God.
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She believed in His burial before they believed in His victory.
That’s the kind of faith that alters the atmosphere.
INTERLUDE — THE ALABASTER BREAKER

She did not ask permission.

She did not wait for the perfect moment.

She did not measure the cost by what she could recover.

She simply broke it—

and in doing so, revealed what everyone else refused to see.

While they debated His worth,

she declared it.

While they planned His arrest,

she prepared His burial.

While they held back,

she poured everything.

This is the power of a Daughter who sees in the Spirit.
When men still saw a teacher,

she saw the Lamb.

When others still questioned His mission,
she was moved to honor His sacrifice.

Her hands shook,
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but her spirit did not.

Because faith sees beyond rejection,

beyond reputation,

beyond tradition.

She broke the box.

She broke the mold.

She broke the silence.

And in her breaking—

something was released into the room

that would outlast every argument.

Fragrance.

Faith.

Finality.

Forever.

Christ didn’t just accept her act.

He immortalized it.

"Wheresoever this gospel shall be preached...
what she hath done shall be told for a memorial of her."
(Mark 14:9)

He made her offering part of the gospel.



| Two-Stick Witness

Bible — Luke 7:44-47

Seest thou this woman? | entered into thine house,

thou gavest me no water for my feet: but she hath washed my feet with
tears,

and wiped them with the hairs of her head...

Her sins, which are many, are forgiven; for she loved much...
Book of Mormon — Mosiah 5:2

We have no more disposition to do evil, but to do good continually.
And we believe all the words which thou hast spoken...

To the women who carry unbroken boxes

because they fear it will not be understood—

Break it anyway.

To the daughters who wonder if their oil is too expensive

for a King who already has everything—

Pour it anyway.

To the mothers, sisters, warriors, and prophets—

you are the alabaster breakers of this hour.

Your fragrance is filling the earth.

Your obedience is shaking rooms.
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Your memorial is being written—
not by man,

but by the Lamb.

CHAPTER 9 — WHEN THE OIL IS WOMAN

There comes a time when the offering isn’t held in a vessel—
it is the vessel.

When the anointing isn't something she carries—

it's who she is.

And the oil isn’t in her hands—

it's in her obedience.

She is not the jar.

She is not the lid.

She is the oil.

From generation to generation,

the Most High has poured through the daughters of Zion
to birth prophets, kings, judges, and deliverers.

Not just by womb—

but by presence.

By posture.
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By worship.

There were women whose houses became altars.

Women whose weeping became warfare.
Women whose waiting became prophecy.

Women who never stood in pulpits

but carried the presence of YHWH like a covering.

This is the oil of the woman.

The oil is in the ones

who stood beside prophets

but were never named.

Who taught nations

but were only called mothers.

Who kept the fire lit

when the men ran ahead.

And now,

in this hour—

the oil speaks again.

It speaks through the ones who didn’t harden.
Through the ones who forgave anyway.

Through the ones who carry mercy like swords
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and still call their brothers kings.
The oil is not silent.

It flows in praise.

It flows in tears.

It flows in travail.

It flows in authority—

not stolen, not grasped,

but received.

It is the anointing that comes without title,
but leaves a mark so strong

even the blind can see it.

She doesn't need the seat of a man.

She doesn't need to overthrow headship.

She doesn’t need to imitate masculine tone.

She needs only to be the vessel
the Father already formed.

The oil will flow.

Because in her posture,

nations are healed.

| Two-Stick Witness
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Bible — Proverbs 31:30-31

Favor is deceitful, and beauty is vain: but a woman that feareth the Lord,
she shall be praised.

Give her of the fruit of her hands; and let her own works praise her in the
gates.

Book of Mormon — Alma 56:47—48

Now they had never fought, yet they did not fear death; and they did think
more upon the liberty of their fathers than they did upon their lives;

yea, they had been taught by their mothers, that if they did not doubt, God

would deliver them.

CHAPTER 9 CONTINUED — WHEN THE OIL IS WOMAN
She didn’t ask for recognition—

she became revelation.

She didn't strive for platforms—

she stood at the feet of Christ,

and her silence rewrote the room.
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It wasn’t perfume she poured.

It wasn'’t costly ointment in a jar.

It was everything she had—

shame turned into surrender,

fear turned into fragrance,

past turned into prophecy.

She didn’t bring the oil.

She was the oil.

And when they scorned her,

when the men judged her offering,
when even the disciples called it a waste—
He silenced them all.

“Leave her alone,” He said.

Because heaven recognized her scent
even if the room didn’t.

The power of her worship

wasn't in her words—

but in her posture.

Bent. Broken. Bold.

The oil is always costly.
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It doesn’t flow from performance—

but from crushing.

It doesn’t flow from competition—

but from consecration.

She who has been forgiven much,

loves much.

And she who has loved much,

becomes a vessel through which the anointing breaks every yoke.
The woman with the alabaster box

was not just remembered for what she gave—
but for what she revealed.

That Christ is worth it.

That worship is warfare.

That love poured out

can shift an entire generation.
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¥ Chapter 9 Interlude: When the Woman Is Qil
(Both sticks speaking — teaching, healing, intercessory, and prophetic
mantles active)

She is not merely anointed.

She is the oil.

Pressed.

Poured.

Hidden in vessels of clay,

Yet holding the fragrance of heaven.

She walks, and her footsteps echo worship.
She speaks, and conviction flows.

She weeps, and altars are restored.

Her silence breaks yokes

And her yes moves nations.
When a woman is oll,

She is not consumed—

She consumes what is unclean with quiet fire.
Not loud,

But deep.

Not boastful,



But burning.
This is why the enemy fears her unbending obedience.
Because it was her hands
That carried the spices to the tomb
While men mourned in silence.
It was her tears
That washed the feet of the King
When others questioned His worth.
She is not weak.
She is weight
In a world addicted to noise.
And when the oil is pure,
The flame never lies.
| Bible Witness:
“Verily | say unto you, Wheresoever this gospel shall be preached... there
shall also this, that this woman hath done, be told for a memorial of her.”
(Matthew 26:13)
Book of Mormon Witness:
“And it came to pass that she did minister unto them... and she did nourish

them with righteousness and truth.”
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(Alma 8:16, braided)

¢y Book 14: For the Daughters of Zion

Chapter 10: The Return of the Daughters

(Both sticks. Intercessory, warrior, servant, healing, prophetic, and teaching

mantles active.)

The time is now.

The daughters return.

Not to reclaim spotlight,

but to restore balance.

Not to dominate men,

but to stand shoulder to shoulder—
where heaven placed them

before the fall distorted the frame.
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They return not for applause,

but because the cry of the land

is louder than the silence of fear.
They return as midwives of nations.
Mothers of mantles.

Keepers of fire.

Daughters of Zion.

They return with eyes that have wept,
and hands that have healed.

With wombs that remembered

the first commandment:

be fruitful in righteousness.

They carry scrolls wrapped in silence,
and songs never sung.

Their voice is not to overpower—

but to remind.

Their presence not to upstage—

but to complete.

They return not from rebellion,

but from repression.
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Not because they were never called,

but because they were never heard.

The Most High is not confused.

He is not threatened

by what He Himself formed.

He formed Eve as an ezer kenegdo,

a help that stands as face-to-face strength.
Not a shadow.

Not a servant.

But a support beam to His design.

She who was bone of his bone,

and flesh of his flesh,

was never meant to be

beneath his heel—

but beside his side.

Now they return.

The Deborahs with wisdom and war.

The Esthers with intercession and courage.
The Ruths with loyalty and grace.

The Jaels with prophetic precision.



They return not because we called them,
but because He did.

They heard the Voice

that cracked the silence.

The whisper that broke the shame.

And they are not coming empty-handed.
They bring oil in alabaster.

They bring tears that wash feet.

They bring mantles

woven in long-suffering.

They bring discernment,

fire,

and a fierce kind of gentleness

that hell fears.

They bring submission to the King—
and authority from the throne.

They bring the kind of worship

that splits atmospheres.

They bring the kind of honor

that heals wounded sons.



They bring presence.
And when they enter,

realignment follows.

Chapter 10: The Return of the Daughters to let the Spirit breathe deeper:
And the sons,

those who once stood broken by pride or silence,
begin to rise differently

because the daughters are now in position.

Not behind.

Not above.

But with.

With truth that corrects.

With kindness that restores.

With patience that waits for the prodigal brothers.
With prayer that drenches the battleground.
These daughters are not loud by volume—
they’re loud in the Spirit.

Heaven recognizes them.
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Hell dreads them.

Zion needs them.

They walk in garments not bought with vanity,
but with tears and hidden obedience.
They do not tear down headship—
they protect it.

They do not try to be the head—
they cover the head in prayer.
Because they know:

if the head is sick,

the whole body suffers.

So they anoint him in silence.

They build with one hand,

and war with the other.

They have not come to take over.
They’ve come to take their place.
This is the return of the daughters:
Not to fill a void man left,

but to fill the space heaven made

for them to move—
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to teach,

to nurture,

to prophesy,

to discern,

to love without flattery,

to lead without striving,

to reflect the image of the Holy One
through nurture, fire, and obedience.
They are returning,

but they were never forgotten.
They are rising,

but they were never abandoned.
They are speaking,

but they have always heard.

And now,

the earth will too.

Chapter 10 Interlude: The Return of the Oil and the Scroll



(A Stillness Between the Echo and the Cry)
She walks differently now.

Not because the world changed,

but because she did.

Not the one who broke down,

but the one who broke open.

She was the jar.

She was the oil.

She was the hush between the thunder and the rain.

She was the parable

no preacher ever preached—

because she lived it.

The world tried to make her either loud or invisible.
Heaven made her immovable.

She was not made to beg for space—

She was born to consecrate it.

The scroll in her hand is not just paper.

It is memory.

It is mantle.

It is the evidence that the fire spoke to her
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and she listened.

And when she reads it—

not just aloud,

but in silence—

the Spirit moves.

Because the scroll is not just words.

It's witness.

It's what happens when oil remembers its source
and pours without asking permission.

She used to think her power was in her pain.
But no—

her power was in what she did with it.

She didn’t become a weapon.

She became a well.

And now others drink from her overflow
because she let the Alabaster break

and didn’'t demand applause when it did.

Let the men lead.

Let the women return.

Let the mantles fall where heaven has assigned them.
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The daughters are not here to compete—
They're here to complete.

And the scroll in her hand

matches the oil in her womb.

Both sacred.

Both sealed.

Both poured when heaven says,

“Now.

Chapter 11: The Sword in Her Silence
There is a type of quiet

that makes demons tremble.

Not the silence of surrender,

but the silence of knowing.

She need not shout to be heard.

She need not fight to be believed.
Her sword is not in her volume—

it's in her stillness.
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Because she walks with the Word inside her.
And every step she takes

releases a war cry from heaven

even if no man claps or calls her name.

She is not forgotten.

She is hidden.

She is not weak.

She is wise.

She is not here to imitate the strength of men.
She is here to remind them where strength was born.
In her silence,

scrolls are written.

In her weeping,

seeds are watered.

In her pressing,

oil is made.

She doesn't have to be seen

to be known by God.

He made her this way.

And He is not ashamed of her fire.
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They used to overlook her

because she did not perform pain the way they understood.

She didn’t dance for approval.

She discerned her timing.

And when heaven said, “Speak,”
she spoke with weight—not noise.
With oil—not opinion.

The sword in her silence

is sharper than the screams of the crowd.
Because her silence holds prophecy,
and her stillness carries a decree
the enemy can't intercept.

She is the woman

whose name is written in secret,

but whose reward is seen in open.
She is the quiet storm

that doesn’t pass—

She shifts the season.

Let her be.

Let her rise.
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Let her pour.

Let her heal.

Let her return,

not as the version they shaped her into—

but as the vessel God always knew she would become.

Chapter 11 — Expansion: She Fights Differently
She does not fight to be heard,

she listens until the timing is holy.

She does not strive for titles,

for she was mantled before man’s words ever reached her.
She carries a warfare unfamiliar to many.

Her war is not in protest signs or platforms.

Her battle is in prayer closets,

in whispered names to the Father,

in hands lifted while no one watches.

She is the one who fights for her house in fasting,
for her lineage in intercession,

for her people with weeping.
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She is the breaker at midnight,

the one who anoints the head of her sleeping children
with oil drawn from her own pressing.

Men overlook her because her sword is unseen,

but it pierces deeper than their declarations.

She wars in dimensions

where flesh has no authority.

She guards her mouth—

not because she has no voice,

but because she refuses to waste it on unclean altars.

And when she speaks—

heaven knows it.

She fights differently.

She discerns instead of reacts.

She intercedes instead of retaliates.

She prays through storms others complain about.
She breaks curses others ignore.

She reclaims bloodlines through obedience alone.
She doesn’t dress like war,

but her posture is armored.
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She doesn’t announce herself,

but hell marks her as a threat.

For every time she held her tongue,
when she could have cursed—

she chose blessing.

For every time she forgave

instead of retaliated—

she shifted the entire atmosphere.
And this is why

when Christ returns,

it won'’t just be the kings and prophets who rise.
The earth will yield

its silent warriors—

the women who warred in prayer,
who wept in intercession,

who birthed scrolls in tears.

She is no less a warrior

because her weapons are not seen.

She is the reason generations still stand.
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Chapter 11 Interlude — The Secret Armory of Her Tears
There is an armory

that no man sees.

It is not made of steel

nor guarded by gates of iron.

It is carved behind the veil

in a place only heaven records—
where women bring their tears
as weapons.

Her tears are not weakness.
They are summons.

Each one falling to the earth
cries out with a sound

hell cannot mimic

and heaven cannot ignore.
When she weeps,

it is not for attention.

It is alignment.

She is not undone.
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She is being armed.

In a world that teaches women to numb their cries,
heaven teaches them to anoint with them.
Each tear is a scroll.

Each sob is a sentence.

Each groan is a gate opening in the Spirit.
The enemy mocked Eve,

but he never accounted

for the lineage of intercessors

who would rise from her womb.

Her tears are not wasted.

They are stored.

She has access to an armory

hidden from prideful men

and self-exalted voices.

Only the humble

find it.

This is why

she can pray what others cannot.

Why her cries shake rooms
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and move things in the unseen.

She cries not for pity,

but for power

to descend.

Woman of Zion,

don’t dry your tears too quickly.

Let them fall until they water prophecy.

Let them flow

until what you carry

breaks through.

You are the hidden war trumpet

that never needed a stage.

Chapter 12 — When the Daughter Becomes the Mother
A daughter is not simply a child.

She is a seed—

planted in time,

but rooted in eternity.

When a daughter walks in wholeness,

she does not just follow her mother’s footsteps—

she repairs them.
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Many daughters of Zion

have walked without true examples.
Some mothers were silent.

Some were broken.

Some were present in body

but absent in wisdom.

Still, the Most High placed

a river in the desert of their upbringing.
This is the mystery of restoration:

That a daughter can rise

and become the mother she never had.

She learns by the Spirit

what was never taught by the flesh.
She trains her soul

in the ways she longed to see.

She becomes a covering,

even while still healing.

These daughters-turned-mothers
break generational silence

with generational scrolls.
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They parent not only their children,
but also their bloodline’s future.

When a daughter accepts this mantle,

heaven rewrites her name in the Spirit.

No longer is she just a survivor.
She is a matriarch-in-training.
A builder of legacy.

A nurturer of nations.

This is why

some daughters weep in secret.
They are birthing generations
with no midwife but the Ruach.
You may be the first in your line
to walk in covenant.

To speak in fire.

To build without bitterness.

To heal without performing.
You are not behind.

You are first.

First to restore.
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First to forgive.

First to rise without becoming hard.
You are not parenting alone.

You are mothering

under the mantle of the Ancient Mother,
whose voice is carried

in every womb the Father seals.

And when the time comes,

you will stand before your own daughters
and say:

“I bled,

| broke,

but | built—

so you would not have to wander like | did.”

Chapter 12 — When the Daughter Becomes the Mother (Extended)
She once waited for someone to come show her the way,
but now she realizes—

she is the waymaker for those behind her.
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She stopped asking,
“Why didn’t they teach me?”
and started declaring,

“I will teach the next.”

This is what happens when the Spirit becomes her tutor:

She walks in authority she was never handed.
She teaches sons without being married.

She nurtures generations with no script to follow.
Her altar is not built with tradition—

but obedience.

Her mothering is not based on patterns—

but on presence.

When the daughter becomes the mother,

she stops begging to be chosen

and starts choosing.

She chooses healing.

She chooses righteousness.

She chooses not to pass down what broke her.
This mantle is not made of linen.

It is made of surrender.
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She mothers in silence,
warfare,

wisdom,

and worship.

She’s not trying to be seen.

She’s trying to be faithful.

The enemy thought no one would rise from her family.

He thought he buried the last voice
when her grandmother died weeping.
But he did not see her coming.

She is not just rising for herself.

She is rising with scrolls in her womb.
Legacy in her tears.

Healing in her hands.

Her motherhood is not limited to her children.

She is a midwife to many.

A womb for the weary.

A balm for the bitter.

She learned to prophesy to empty rooms.

To build when no one believed.
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To mother when she still needed to be held.
And still—

she answered the call.

Not out of pride,

but out of promise.

Not to replace her mother,

but to redeem the bloodline.

She is the daughter

who became the mother

so her daughters could become whole.

Chapter 12 Interlude — The Rise of the Matriarch Mantle
There is a sound that only the Spirit-filed woman makes.
It is not loud.

It is not demanding.

But it shakes the very foundation of darkness.

It is the sound of a matriarch rising.

She was not appointed by the people—

but anointed by the fire.
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No bishop laid hands.

No crowd affirmed her.

Heaven did.

She did not seek the mantle.

The mantle found her.

There are two kinds of matriarchs in this world:
those who hoard their wisdom—

and those who pour it out like oil.

She is the latter.

She remembers the silence of her own pain,

so she becomes the voice of clarity for the next.

She recalls the confusion of her youth,

so she becomes order for those still wandering.

She is the walking definition of:

"Let the older women teach the younger."
But not just in word—

in weight.

In walk.

In war.

She doesn't need a pulpit.
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Her living room is an altar.

Her text messages carry deliverance.

Her presence causes rebellion to pause.

She walks with the scent of intercession

and the sound of legacy.

The generations after her call her blessed—

not because she was perfect,

but because she stood when others folded.

This is not the matriarch of gossip, control, or vanity.
This is the matriarch who broke the curse.

The one who turned the womb into a scroll.

The one who made prayer her portion

and wisdom her perfume.

She teaches the daughters not just how to birth—
but how to bury bitterness.

How to build altars,

not just platforms.

How to discern the serpent,

but still remain whole.

She is not loud,
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but her silence is filled with strategy.
She is not flashy,

but the Spirit rests heavy on her.

She is not trendy,

but she carries timeless power.

This is the rise of the matriarch mantle.
A mantle made not of applause,

but of ashes.

Not of titles,

but of truth.

And she wears it well.

Chapter 13 — The Daughter and the Deliverer
There is a deep cry in the spirit of every daughter,
a cry that is not just for identity—

but for deliverance.
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Not just from outer chains—

but from the inner cages forged in silence.
She is not just waiting for affirmation.

She is waiting for truth.

She is not just seeking love.

She is seeking safety in the presence of it.
The deliverer must know her name

without branding her as weak.

He must speak with weight—

but walk in wisdom.

He cannot touch what he has not prayed for.
He cannot guide what he has not discerned.
This chapter is not about romance.

It is about responsibility.

It is not about attraction.

It is about alignment.

For every daughter called into Zion,

there must rise a deliverer—

not with charm,

but with covenant.
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He must know how to cast down lies,

not with hands—

but with Word.

He must carry both the balm and the blade.

He must be prophet enough to call her out of hiding,
and priest enough to cover her when she can’t speak.
He does not rescue her for himself.

He reminds her who she already is in the Father.
He does not seek to impress.

He seeks to intercede.

He knows the language of restoration

because he was first delivered himself.

The daughter must learn:

She is not delivered by being chosen by man—

but by being claimed by heaven.

The deliverer must know:

He does not own her deliverance—

he only bears witness to it.

Together, they walk.

Not in ownership—
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but in order.

Not in possession—

but in promise.

This is not a fantasy.

It is a fire-born covenant.

The deliverer is not always a husband.
Sometimes he is a brother,

a father,

a covering,

a friend with pure hands and anointing on his breath.
And the daughter is not waiting to be rescued—
she is rising to her rightful place

with clarity in her steps

and oil in her lamp.

Chapter 13 — The Daughter and the Deliverer
¢y Extension

He cannot walk in his full power

until he has learned how to kneel.

He cannot declare liberty
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until he has been broken by truth himself.
The deliverer is not a savior—

he is a servant.

He does not wear a crown—

he carries a cross.

He does not manipulate emotions—

he ministers healing.

And she?

She is not a project.

She is a prophecy.

She is not a damsel—

she is a daughter of the Most High.

Her beauty is not bait—

it is sacred design.

Her softness is not weakness—

it is warfare done in silence.

The deliverer must be trusted by heaven
before he is trusted by her.

Because the Most High guards His daughters,

and will not give access
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to the unwashed, the unready, or the unclean.

She must be handled with reverence—

as one who carries a womb of generations,

as one who walks with prophetic legacy in her steps.
He must not see her as a reflection of his need,

but as a vessel of the kingdom.

He must be content to water her roots

even if her fruit does not belong to him.

When the daughter and the deliverer both understand the altar—
that love is sacrifice,

that healing is holy,

that unity is not built on emotion but order,

then Zion is made stronger,

then the generations rejoice,

then the covenant is restored.

For the daughters of Zion—

This chapter is your reminder:

You are not forgotten,

not abandoned,

not invisible.
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Heaven sees you.

And heaven sends not just men—

but mantled ones.

Mantled to restore.

Mantled to protect.

Mantled to lead.

Mantled to intercede.

When the daughter knows her worth

and the deliverer walks in divine weight—
Babylon falls,

and Zion rises.

Interlude — She Was Not Waiting on a Man
She was not waiting on a man—

she was becoming the woman

who knew her Creator by name.

She was not curled in corners

waiting to be chosen.

She was standing in the fire,

learning the sound of heaven’s voice

in the silence of rejection.
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She was not desperate for arms—
she was desperate for alignment.

She did not pray for rescue—

she prayed for righteousness to rule her house.

The daughters of Zion are not idle.

They are not barren in spirit.

They are not wandering without purpose.
They are mantled.

They carry scrolls in their hearts,

fire in their tongues,

oil in their alabaster,

and bloodline in their prayers.

She was not forgotten.

She was not overlooked.

She was being refined,

for a generation not yet ready

to see what heaven was preparing in her.
The world teaches women to seduce.
The Father teaches them to intercede.

The world wants women to bend.
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Heaven teaches them to bow.
She bows not to man,

but to the Word.

Not to the trends,

but to the Truth.

She does not beg for covering—
she becomes the answer

to a broken nation’s cry

by simply becoming whole again.
The true daughter of Zion

is not defined by her status,

her ring,

her followers,

or her figure.

She is defined by her fire.

By the covenant in her mouth.
By the fruit of her spirit.

By the mantle she carries in secret.
So this is her interlude,

not to pause,
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but to pour—

a reminder that she is not just waiting...
She is warring.

She is walking.

She is worshiping.

And when the Deliverer arrives,
he will not complete her—

he will join her.

Two scrolls sealed.

Two flames joined.

Two mantles in motion.

And the heavens will write it down.

Chapter 14 — When the Daughters Rise, the Land Heals
When the daughters of Zion rise,
it is not with noise—

but with weight.
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Not with applause—

but with authority.

The ground remembers them.

The earth has felt their absence.

The soil groans for their return.

And when they walk in alignment,

the very atmosphere shifts.

These are not women playing church.

These are not daughters performing purity.
These are not mothers parenting by pain.
These are healed wombs.

These are sound minds.

These are bold spirits

who no longer apologize for being whole.

The lie was that she needed man to move.
The truth is: she needed heaven to remember.
And heaven has.

Because the daughters are not rising for platforms—
they are rising for the altar.

They are not rising for vanity—
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they are rising for vengeance.

Not against men,

but against the seed of the serpent
that told her to be silent

when God had called her to build.
She is not loud. She is law.

She is not perfect. She is purified.

She is not fighting flesh. She is judging spirits.

The daughters are not here to rebel.
They are here to restore.

Not to reverse the order—

but to re-establish the honor.

Eve does not walk in shame anymore.
She walks in redemption.

Mary does not only birth Christ.

She births prophecy.

Deborah does not war to be seen.
She wars because Zion is at risk.
Jael does not ask for permission.

She drives stakes into the enemy’s skull
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while the men sleep.

The rise of the daughters

is not a rejection of men.

It is the sound of a kingdom
being made whole again.
Let the men stand.

Let the sons lead.

But let the daughters rise.
Let them be heard.

Let them prophesy.

Let them preach.

Let them prepare.

Because until she rises,
there are parts of the body
still waiting on their healing.
And when she stands next to him,
not behind—

not ahead—

but beside him...

Eden returns.
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The scrolls open.

And the garden breathes again.

¢ Interlude — The Return of Softness and Strength
(Book 14: For the Daughters of Zion)

You are not less because you feel deeply.

You are not weak because your tears fall quickly.
You are not disqualified because you broke...
nor erased because you bled.

The world taught you hardness

as if it was a survival strategy,

but the Most High always called you back

to softness wrapped in strength.

To beauty armored in truth.

To love that corrects, and grace that restores.
You were never meant to be quiet for approval.
You were never formed to be loud to be seen.

You were crafted to carry presence,
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not just presence of body,

but of spirit.

Not just presence in marriage,

but in mantled mission.

The Ruach did not just whisper in you—
She breathed in you.

You are not a side note.

You are a scroll,

an altar,

a witness,

a fire.

And every generation that hated your softness

also feared your strength.

Because a healed Daughter of Zion
is a warrior with oil,

a midwife with scrolls,

a gatekeeper with keys,

a mother with prophecy,

and a bride without compromise.

You were not called to compete with men.
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You were called to stand with your brothers,

restored and whole,

each carrying the Ark of covenant from both sides.

So rest here, Daughter.

But don’t stay still.

Pick up your mantle.

Pour your oil.

Open your scroll.

Because the return of softness
is the beginning of fire.

And the return of strength

is the sign that Zion is near.

¢y Final Page

Book 14: For the Daughters of Zion
You were never forgotten.

You were never too late.

You were never too broken to be used.

The Most High remembered you
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when the world mislabeled you.

He called you daughter

when others only saw your scars.

And now, Heaven watches

as you rise with oil in your hands,
authority in your voice,

and truth braided into your steps.

Let no one steal your softness.

Let no one mute your strength.

Let no one redefine your role.

Because the mantle was always yours.
The scroll was always in your blood.
And the story was never over—

just waiting for you to pick up the pen.
You are not just returning to your place.

You are becoming the place

where covenant, fire, and prophecy meet.

Daughter of Zion—You are home.
¥ Sealed with love, truth, and fire.

—FireScribe of Israel
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