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�Introduction

A Word from Jeanette

To the Mothers Who Have Endured
From The Scroll of the Silent Witness
To every mother reading this—
the one who carried life for a moment,
the one who made a decision under pressure,
the one who was too afraid to say no,
the one who grieved in silence,
the one who never told anyone—
this is for you.
I was once you.
I carried a child I was told I could not keep.
I was given an ultimatum by someone who should have protected 

me.
I was backed into a corner and handed silence like a weapon.
I signed a paper… and I lost more than I ever imagined.
For years, I buried the truth beneath survival.
I smiled through sorrow.
I moved on with my life.
But part of me never moved at all.
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And yet…
Jesus came for that part of me.
He didn’t come with accusation.
He came with remembrance.
He showed me that my son—Zion Elijah—was not lost.
He was kept.
He was alive in the garden of Heaven.
And he loved me.
He still does.
To you who have endured:
You are not alone.
You are not forgotten.
You are not beyond healing.
You have a child in glory who carries no bitterness—only blessing.
You have a Savior who still calls you daughter.
You have tears that Heaven has collected,
and now you have a scroll that bears witness to your story.
I want to say this plainly:
You are still a mother.
You are still worthy of joy.
You are still welcome at the altar.
You are still part of the redemption story.
Speak their name.
Tell the truth.
Cry if you need to.
And when you’re done crying—
stand.
Because the same God who met me in my sorrow
is here now to meet you in yours.
Let Him hold you.
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Let Him forgive you.
Let Him send you back into your family,
not with shame… but with glory.
With all my love,
Jeanette
A mother remembered. A mother redeemed. A mother restored.
� Dedication Page
For the published scroll of
The Scroll of the Silent Witness
To Zion Elijah,
My son in Heaven.
My voice in the scrolls.
My Kame in the earth.
Though I never held you in the natural,
you have held my heart in the Spirit.
You are not a ghost.
You are a “ing’s son.
You are a witness to the mercy of God,
and your voice will thunder through generations.
Your scroll has awakened the world.
You are remembered,
you are honored,
and you are deeply, eternally loved.
”The child who was silenced has become the voice of healing.q
—Floyd James Martin
Your father by covenant
To Jeanette,
My beloved.
You are the mother whose tears became oil.
The woman whose brokenness birthed a scroll of glory.
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You did not fail.
You survived.
You wept in secret,
but now you will dance in freedom.
You lost in pain,
but you are rising in power.
Your womb carried a son,
but your spirit now carries generations.
”The one who wept now walks with the scroll of remembrance in 

her hands.q
Thank you for your courage,
your confession,
and your covenant to healing.
Zion honors you.
I honor you.
You are not dis9uali:ed—
you are chosen.



�Foreword

A  Prophetic Invitation to Remember

With Biblical Foundation & Pastoral Witness
“Before I formed you in the womb I knew you, before you were 

born I set you apart…”
—Jeremiah 1:5
This scroll is not an ordinary book.
It is not merely a message.
It is a witness.
It carries the voice of one who was not given breath on earth,
but who was fully known in Heaven.
His name is Zion Elijah—
a child once silenced in the womb,
but now appointed by God to speak across the veil.
This message is not zctional.
It is not poetic dramatiOation.
It is a prophetic unfolding of biblical truth:
that God knows the unborn,
calls them,
communes with them,
and receives them.
� The Scrolls of the Unborn: A Scriptural Foundation
Jeremiah 1:5
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“Before I formed you in the womb I knew you…”
Identity precedes formation. Zion-s scroll was sealed before con3

ception.
Psalm 196:14
“All the days ordained for me were written in your book…”
Every life—no matter how short—carries a scroll in God-s record.
xuke 1:–1S––
“The baby leaped in her womb…”
John the Baptist responded to the 2pirit while in the womb. 2o do 

the unborn.
Revelation 4:6S11
“The souls under the altar cried out…”
The slain and unspoken bear witness before the throne—Zion is 

one of them.
Hebrews 1C:1
“2urrounded by such a great cloud of witnesses…”
The unborn are not forgotten—they now stand among this heav3

enly host.
This scroll is not a rebuke—it is a rescue.
It is not a cry of vengeance—it is a call to healing.
It is not political—it is prophetic.
It does not condemn parents—it restores them.
Through C5 sacred chapters,
Zion Elijah leads us through remembrance, mercy, forgiveness, and 

redemption.
This scroll o�ers:

  A voice to the voiceless

  A healing balm to mothers and fathers

  A blueprint for churches to welcome the wounded
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  A prophetic invitation to reclaim what has been lost

xet this scroll be handled with holy reverence.
xet it be spoken with tears and truth.
xet it be placed in the hands of mothers, pastors, counselors, and 

leaders.
xet it be opened in sanctuaries, small groups, hospital rooms, and 

hidden places of pain.
Because now is the time for the silent to speak.
( xet the ‘hurch make room.
xet the healers rise.
xet the scrolls be remembered.
xet the xamb be glorized.
“The 2pirit and the Bride say, 7‘ome.-” )Revelation CC:1DE
—Prepared for the carriers of the scroll,
in honor of Zion Elijah and all who speak through remembrance.





Chapter 1
 The Whisper 
Before the 
Womb

T he Scroll of the Silent Witness Authored by Zion Elijah

Before I was conceived in the earth,
I was called in eternity.
I was not a mistake.
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I was not a shadow.
I was not an accident waiting to happen.
I was a whisper in the mouth of the King.
And that whisper had a name:
Zion Elijah.
The scroll room stood silent when the Lamb stepped forward.
He opened His hand, and there it was—
a scroll sealed in gold and trimmed in blue “ame.
On it was written:
”He shall not speak on earth,
but his voice shall thunder in the heavens.D
”He shall not walk among men,
but his steps will stir the feet of a generation.D
”He will remember what others forget.
He will restore what fear erased.D
”Though his breath is never drawn,
his words will call the lost home.D
And then I was released.
’own into a womb not yet ready,
into a home pressed by fear,
into a family already stretched—
but into a mother with a heartbeat that loved me
before she ever knew how to Cght for me.
She didnRt yet know my name.
But Heaven did.
And that was enough.
I grew in silence.
But I was not silent.
I listened. I waited.
I heard the pressure. I felt the trembling.
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I knew the voice of fear and the heartbeat of love
wrestling inside her.
And stillq I loved her.
Because I was not sent to judge.
I was sent to witness.
I was not sent to haunt.
I was sent to heal.
I was not sent to demand anything.
I was sent to remember everything.
I remember the warmth.
I remember the sound of laughter in my siblings.
I remember the collision on the Celd.
The bleeding.
The trembling decision.
I remember the silence that followed.
But more than anythingq
I remember the whisper before all of it:
”Zion Elijah, son of Cre,
your scroll will be opened in the time of healing.D
That timeq
is now.
I am Zion Elijah.
I was whispered before the womb.
And now I speak—
for every child whose voice was stolen,
and every parent who needs to know:
We are not gone.
We are not lost.
We are witnesses, and we are still speaking.
� Lesson 1 — The Mute Among the Loud
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Companion to Chapter 1 of The Scroll of the Silent Witness
� Theme
The Holiness of Hidden Silence
� Retecuion Sammryk
There are times in life when silence isnRt weakness—itRs survival. 

Zion ElijahRs Crst chapter reminds us that not all silence is cowardice. 
Sometimes, it is the sacred language of preservation. This is for the 
ones who werenRt allowed to speak their truth, whose voices were 
dismissed, and who learned how to hide in plain sight.

Heaven does not condemn you for going Uuiet. Heaven pe.u 
yecoyd of what was never said.

This lesson honors the silent seasons. And it breaks the lie that 
being overlooked made you less worthy. -ou were not invisible. -ou 
were hidden foy r holk .ay.oseF

� Scyi.uaye Eoandruion

  3cclesirsues :7P“A time to be silent and a time to speak.”

  5srlm 687I“You keep track of all my sorrows. You have col-
lected all my tears in your bottle. You have recorded each one 
in your book.”

  Lsrirh 6:7P“He was oppressed and afflicted, yet he did not 
open his mouth…”

  1ape 2–7–A:“There is nothing concealed that will not be 
disclosed…”

� vcuiQruion Daesuions
1se these prompts for journaling, small group discussion, or per5

sonal healing.
?. Have  there  been seasons  in  your  life  when you stayed 
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silent—not out of guilt, but out of survivalG

2. Who were you trying to protect—yourself, others, your 
hopeG

4. In what ways did your silence become misunderstood as 
weaknessG

Y. What do you wish you had said thenG (You may want to write 
a letter to your younger self.)

M. ’o you feel like your story was hijacked by other peopleRs 
wordsG What false narratives were created while you stayed 
silentG

� ,ecyee rnd 5yrkey
,eclryruion7
I am not mute. I am not forgotten. ?y silence was not cow5

ardice—it was survival. @od never lost track of my truth. He recorded 
what I couldnRt say. And now, I am no longer hidden. I step for5
ward—not in bitterness, but in boldness. I am seen. I am known. I am 
remembered. And my silence has now become a scroll.

5yrkey7
Jesus, you saw every moment I stayed Uuiet when others shouted 

lies. -ou heard my cry even when I whispered it only in my soul. Thank 
-ou for not rushing me to speak before I was safe. Today, I release 
the shame tied to my silence. I declare that -ou were with me. -ou 
defended me. -ou preserved me. And now, -ouRre calling me to release 
my voice. Let it come not from trauma, but from truth. Let it “ow not 
from bitterness, but from boldness. In -our name, I receive my scroll. 
Amen.



Chapter 2
 When Silence 
Was Forced

T he Scroll of the Silent Witness Authored by Zion Elijah

Not all silence is chosen.
Some is pressed into the soul.
Some is signed under duress.
Some is carried for years like a secret wound—never bleeding, but 

never healing.
That is the kind of silence I was given.
The pressure didn’t begin in hatred.
It began in fear.
Two children already Klled the home.
Hhristen, just four—still needing her mama’s arms.
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Hreg, only two—still learning to walk, still waking in the night.
And then came me.
Not planned.
Not e:pected.
Not welcomed by everyone.
The conversation didn’t sound like love.
It sounded like warning“
…If you keep this child” I’ll leave.q
It wasn’t a Muestion.
It was a line drawn in fear,
and my mother was made to stand on the edge of it—alone.
No counsel.
No covering.
No protection from the pressure of economy, e:pectation, and 

e:haustion.
She searched her body for a sign.
And one day, she got one“
A collision on the Keld.
Him was on second.
Jy mother was in the outKeld.
The impact.
The unconscious moment.
The bleeding that followed.
…Jaybe this means something’s wrong,q she thought.
…Jaybe this is conKrmation.q
…Jaybe this baby isn’t meant to be.q
That’s how silence forces its way in.
Not with cruelty, but with justiKcation.
Not with Ksts, but with lies wrapped in logic.
And when she signed the form”
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her soul went Muiet.
Yut I did not.
I did not resist her.
I did not cry out in anger.
I simply watched, remembered, and waited.
Yecause I knew what fear didn’t“
That silence could be broken.
That scrolls could still open.
That my name could still be spoken.
And that love would rise again.
A Word to the Pressured
If your silence was not your choice—
if you were told it was the only option—
if fear pressed harder than faith—
Fet me speak to your soul“
�ou are not beyond forgiveness.
�ou are not beyond remembrance.
And you are not beyond the reach of the Famb.
Ce doesn’t accuse you.
Ce doesn’t avoid you.
Ce invites you to remember—so healing can begin.
I am Zion Elijah.
And my silence was not the end of my scroll.
It was the beginning.
I waited through the silence,
and now I speak.
9 The Scroll of the Silent Witness
� Lesson 2 — When Silence Was Forced
Companion to Chapter 2 of The Scroll of the Silent Witness
� Theme
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Coercion, Fear, and Heaven’s Mercy
� ReSection fummary
This chapter e:poses what many carry in silence“ They didn’t choose 

to be silent. They were forced into it.
Whether it was a relationship, a spiritual system, cultural pressure, 

or deep fear—something )or someoneG stole your voice, signed for 
your future, and then left you holding the weight of a decision that 
never fully belonged to you.

Zion reminds us that Heaven does not conwuse coercion bith 
rele..ionp �ou weren’t given a real choice—but now, Ceaven o1ers 
you a rea. re.ease.

This lesson helps you name what pressured you, so you can Knally 
break agreement with what never re-ected ?od’s heart.

� fcriIture Foundation
  4saiah 2:3J“A bruised reed He will not break, and a smol-

dering wick He will not snuff out.”

  1ohn 0G30G“The thief comes only to steal and kill and destroy; 
I have come that they may have life…”

  5a.atians 730“It is for freedom that Christ has set us free. 
Stand firm… and do not let yourselves be burdened again by a 
yoke of slavery.”

  : Corinthians J30Q“Where the Spirit of the Lord is, there is 
freedom.”

� Activation Duestions
2. Was there a moment in your story where your voice or deci0

sion was overpowered by someone else3

4. Who )or whatG pressured you into silence or compliance3
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  A relationship3 A religious voice3 Rultural fear3

E. Cave you ever blamed yourself for something you were never 
truly free to resist3

F. What would healing look like if you stopped carrying re0
sponsibility for someone else’s manipulation3

G. What would it mean to forgive yourself—not for what you 
did, but for what you couldn’t stop3

� —ecree and Prayer
—ec.aration3
I break every agreement with coercion. I release the lie that says 

I chose this pain. I confess that I was not free—but now, in 8esus, I 
am free indeed. Jy silence was not consent. Jy guilt is not eternal. 
And my healing begins with the truth“ 5od sab bhat 4 cou.d not 
stoI2and He covered me bith mercyp

Prayer3
7ather, I bring �ou the places where my voice was silenced—not 

because I chose it, but because I didn’t know how to Kght. �ou saw 
what I couldn’t say. �ou understood what no one else believed. And 
�ou never confused my fear with rebellion.

Today, I break o1 every false responsibility. I renounce the shame 
of choices that were made in pressure, not peace.

8esus, I receive �our mercy. I receive �our understanding. I receive 
the restoration of my voice. In �our name, Amen.



Chapter 3
 My Mother’s 
Heartbeat

T he Scroll of the Silent Witness Authored by Zion Elijah

Before the pressure,
before the paper was signed,
before fear wrapped its —ngers around her decisionsI
m heard so.ething strongerM
’y .otherOs heartbeatM
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mt wasnOt perfectM
mt wasnOt cal.M
But it was realM
mt pulsed with confusion, yesI
but underneath the tension,
beneath the tears,
behind the worry about .oney, ti.ing, and .arriagev
There was lo:eM
m didnOt need words to understandM
m heard e:erything m needed in the rhyth.“
”m see youMx
”m didnOt ekpect youMx
”m donOt -now what to doMx
”But you are hereMx
”And you are .ineMx
m -new she was afraidM
She was carrying a …4year4old on one hip,
teaching a z4year4old how to be bra:e in a world that felt too hea:yM
1er .arriage was under strainM
1er faith was Cic-eringM
And when m entered her wo.b,
m entered a war RoneM
But stillIher heart beat with hopeM
mt wasnOt loud, but it was faithfulM
m felt it speed up when she heard the newsM
m felt it sha-e when she faced the threatsM
m felt it pause when the i.pact -noc-ed her to the groundM
m felt it weep when she wal-ed into the clinicM
And stillv
e:en on that tablev
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e:en as the silence approachedv
1er heartbeat said“
”mO. sorryMx
”m didnOt -now what else to doMx
”Gleasev forgi:e .eMx
And m doM
Because m was ne:er confusedM
m was ne:er bitterM
m didnOt need to hear her :oice to -now m was lo:edM
m heard her heartbeatM
And it told .e the truthM
A Word to the Mothers
mf you thin- your fear dis5uali—ed your lo:eI
it didnOtM
mf you thin- your tre.bling :oided your :alueI
it didnOtM
1ea:en doesnOt only listen to what you saidI
it re.e.bers what your heart whispered
when you thought no one could hearM
”m lo:e youM mO. sorryM m wish things had been di?erentMx
And 1ea:en says“
”That was enough to preser:e the scrollMx
m a. Zion ElijahM
m ne:er cried in your ar.sM
But m was held by your heartbeatM
And it still spea-s in 1ea:enM
Lot with sha.eM

But with truth that heals.
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�Lesson 3 — My Mother’s Heartbeat

Companion to Chapter 3 of The Scroll of the Silent Witness
� Theme
Unspoken Love in the Womb
� ReceStion yummarF
This chapter carries a whisper louder than any apologyIa .otherOs 

heartbeatM
E:en when fear too- the leadve:en when coercion won the bat4

tlevZion testi—es“
“Her heartbeat told the truth before her voice ever could.”
So .any wo.en still carry hidden tor.ent, wondering, “Did I fail 

my child?”
But 1ea:en answers“
“No. Your heart carried love. And love is louder than pressure.”
This lesson calls forth Sompassion, not conde.nationM mt re:eals 

how Yod recei:es e:en the s.allest pulses of lo:e and turns the. into 
a .e.orial of .ercyM

� ySripture Ioundation
  4saiah 9:158“Can a mother forget the baby at her breast and 

have no compassion...? Though she may forget, I will not forget 
you!”

  Romans 2167“The Spirit Himself intercedes for us with 
groanings too deep for words.”

  5 yamuel 571P“Man looks at the outward appearance, but 
the Lord looks at the heart.”

  3salm 5Q:15Q“You knit me together in my mother’s womb.”
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� AStivation —uestions
2M Fan you recall what you were feeling in the earliest days of 

your pregnancy@ What did your heart long for, e:en if your 
.ind was afraid@

…M 1a:e you judged yourself too harshlyIignoring what your 
heart was actually carrying@

qM mf your child could hear the sound of your heartbeat today, 
what would you want it to say@

zM 1a:e you gi:en yourself per.ission to grie:ev and also to be 
forgi:en@

6M What  would  it  feel  li-e  to  accept  that Four love  was 
heard?even in silenSeD

� 2eSree and 3raFer
2eSlaration1
’y heart spo-e lo:e, e:en when .y fear spo-e louder M m release the 

weight of guiltM m e.brace the truth“ I was present. I was human. I was 
broken. But m was not without lo:eM

And today, m let the Ja.b spea- bac- to .e what m could ne:er say 
to .yself“

”Aou were not a failureM Aou were a .otherM And m heard your 
heartMx

3raFer1
Hesus, Aou were there in the wo.bM Aou heard the tears m ne:er criedM 

Aou -new what m was trying to carry e:en when .y ar.s were too 
wea-M
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Than- Aou for holding the lo:e m didnOt -now how to showM Than- 
Aou for preser:ing the sound of .y heart, e:en when .y :oice was 
stolenM

m recei:e Aour peaceM m let Aour truth silence e:ery lieM
m belie:e nowIm was heardM m was ne:er in:isibleM m was always seenM
mn Aour na.e, A.enM



Chapter 4
 The Hands 
That Pressured

T he Scroll of the Silent Witness Authored by Zion Elijah

Not every hand that touches a life brings comfort.
Some hands carry pressure.
Some hands carry fear.
Some hands do not lift—they push.
And that’s what happened to my mother.
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She didn’t hate me.
She didn’t abandon me.
She was overwhelmed.
She was already holding Khristen, just four years old—still needing 

bedtime stories and her mother’s arms.
She was already chasing Kreg, only two—his shoes too small, his 

heart too big, his cries too loud.
She didn’t have time to think.
Only to survive.
And in the middle of that swirl of diapers, dishes, and despera-

tion—
another test came back positive.
“You’re pregnant.”
And then came the words
that sounded more like a sentence than a support:
“If you keep this baby… I’ll leave.”
That was the moment the hands came in.
Hands that didn’t cradle her.
Hands that didn’t shield her.
Hands that didn’t carry her burdens.
They only pointed and pressed.
“You already have too much.”
“We can’t aDord this.”
“This will destroy what’s left.”
“Bon’t be foolish.”
“It’s just a choice.”
Cut it wasn’t a choice.
It was a collision of fear and silence.
A setup from the enemy.
And when she collided with Kim on that softball Reld—
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when they were knocked out, and the bleeding began—
the lie was waiting.
“Seeq Something is wrong.”
“This is the sign.”
“You don’t need to carry this child.”
“You’re protecting your family by letting go.”
That’s how pressure disguises itself as protection.
That’s how fear dresses up like wisdom.
That’s how coercion hides behind concern.
Cut Heaven was watching.
The Lamb never looked away.
And though she didn’t hear Gy voice—
I heard every heartbeat of hers that still said,
“I don’t want to lose this one.”
She signed the paper.
Cut she didn’t silence me.
She just couldn’t Rght the hands that were stronger.
Not then.
Cut the day she remembered me—
was the day I gave her strength back.
A Word to the Pressured:
You may have been outnumbered.
Outspoken.
Overwhelmed.
Cut you are not disxualiRed.
2od sees the hands that pushed you.
And He is now e0tending His hand to lift you.
There is no condemnation in His grip.
Only mercy.
Only memory.
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Only the strength to speak the name you never thought you’d say.
I am Zion Elijah.
I remember the hands that pressed.

But I speak now from the hand that holds.

�Lesson 4 — The Hands That Pressured

Companion to Chapter 4 of The Scroll of the Silent Witness
� Theme
Coercion, Manipulation, and Spiritual Intimidation
� Reyection Summar-
This chapter speaks tenderly but directly to a painful truth: Gany 

choices were made under pressure—not peace.
Zion recalls the hands that should have protected… but instead 

pressed.
Gothers, fathers, and even entire families were often guided by 

fear, Rnances, control, or distorted spiritual authority. These were not 
hands of comfort. They were hands of coercion.

Cut Heaven saw. And Heaven does not confuse silence with con-
sent.

This lesson e0poses false ownership and helps you take back what 
was stolen—not just your voice, but your authorit- to choose healg
inF.

� Scripture 5oundation
  Isaiah 41:v1“In righteousness you will be established: tyranny 

will be far from you…”

  Prober3s G:Gv“Do not envy the violent or choose any of their 
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ways.”

  2alatians 4:v“Do not be burdened again by a yoke of slav-
ery.”

  Acts 4:9Q“We must obey God rather than men.”

� Actibation Duestions
1. Whose voice was louder than yours when this decision was 

madeq

3. Were you given true choice… or manipulated into silenceq

5. What did you feel pressured to do—and why did it feel like 
you had no other optionq

B. Are there still relationships in your life where fear overrides 
freedomq

C. What would happen if you forgave them—and also released 
-ourself from their controlq

� 1ecree and Pra-er
1eclaration:
I break every false ownership over my story. I sever every ungodly 

tie that tried to control my decisions. I renounce every voice that spoke 
fear instead of faith.

I declare: Gy voice is my own. Gy healing is not dependent on their 
apology. Gy restoration does not rexuire their permission.

The pressure they placed will not deRne my purpose. I am free.
Pra-er:
?ather, You saw the pressure. You felt the fear. You heard the words 

I didn’t know how to resist.
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I bring You the memory of those moments—and I ask You to shine 
light into them.

Where I was overpowered—heal me. Where I was misled—redirect 
me. Where I gave away my power—restore it.

I forgive the hands that pressed. And I receive the hands that now 
lift.

Jesus, take the weight oD my shoulders. I release control, coercion, 
and fear. I receive mercy, restoration, and Rre. In Your name, Amen.



Chapter 5
 Heaven 
Interrupted

T he Scroll of the Silent Witness Authored by Zion Elijah, in 
witness with Saphariel

There are moments when Heaven grows still.
Not because it forgets—
but because something sacred has just been touched by sorrow.
This was one of those moments.
The day my mother said yes to fear,
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the day she walked into that sterile room,
the day the paper was signed,
the day the table turned cold beneath her—
Heaven did not look away.
Heaven held its breath.
Not in wrath.
In honor.
Because what was happening was not only a procedure.
It was the interruption of a scroll.
I felt it when it happened.
The light around me began to withdraw.
The warmth faded.
The heartbeat—my mother’s heartbeat—was there…
and then it wasn’t.
She didn’t scream.
But her spirit did.
And that cry—it wasn’t one of rebellion.
It was one of surrender:
“I can’t do this.”
“Forgive me.”
“I’m sorry.”
And Heaven heard her.
That was when the Lamb stepped forward.
He said nothing at Crst.
He simply walked to the place where I was being dismissed by earth,
and He caught me.
He lifted me with both hands—
hands that bore the scars of another unjust sentence.
And He held me close.
Not as a loss.
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Not as a failure.
But as a son.
“This one,” He said,
“was taken from the womb…
but not from Yy plan.”
“He shall still speak.”
“His scroll remains sealed in glory.”
“And his voice will awaken many.”
He turned to me and whispered:
“Zion Elijah,
I receive you.
qou are not forgotten.
qou are not erased.
qou are Yine.”
And I wept.
But my tears were not for myself.
They were for her.
Yy mother.
Still lying on that table.
Still weeping in silence.
Still not knowing…
that I had been received by the Lamb.
Saphariel:
I stood at the edge of that holy moment, scroll in hand.
When the Lamb spoke Zion’s name,
I sealed it with a golden 6ame.
When Zion was lifted,
I opened the scroll of remembrance.
And with one stroke of Heaven’s Guill, I wrote:
“Interrupted by man.
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5eceived by Kod.
Scroll unbroken.
zoice preserved.”
A Word to the One Who Feels It’s Too Late:
There is no death so deep
that the Lamb cannot descend and carry what was lost.
There is no moment so Cnal
that Heaven cannot redeem it.
The world said I was discarded.
But the Lamb said I was delivered.
I am Zion Elijah.
I was Heaven’s whisper.
I became earth’s silence.
But now, through the mercy of the (ing…
I speak.
� Lesson 5 — Heaven Interrupted
Companion to Chapter 5 of The Scroll of the Silent Witness
� Theme
The Lamb Receives What Earth Rejects
� ReSection uymmarH
This chapter reveals a sacred truth: When the world rejected you, 

.eaven received Hoyw
Zion recounts the moment he was taken from the womb—not by 

choice, but by fear and pressure.
qet Heaven was not caught o) guard. The Lamb Himself stepped 

in.
While man interrupted a life, Kod intervened in eternitH.
This lesson leads you to recogni7e that your child 1or your story? 

didn’t end at the moment of loss—it gas carried into liphtw This is 
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not a chapter of shame. It’s a chapter of reception. A call to release the 
trauma and receive the truth:

“What you lost was not lost at all. I caught them. I kept them. I 
remember.”

� ucriPtyre Foyndation
  2salm 71:0J“Though my father and mother forsake me, the 

Lord will receive me.”

  4ohn 03:6“I go and prepare a place for you…”

  Isaiah 96:Q“In all their affliction, He was afflicted… and He 
lifted them and carried them all the days of old.”

  Revelation 70:3“He will wipe every tear from their eyes...”

� Activation Dyestions
8. Have you been holding onto the moment of loss as a place of 

shame-

2. What did you believe happened in the unseen realm when 
that child was taken-

D. Ran you visuali7e the Lamb stepping in at that moment, 
saying, “I’ve got them”?

4. What emotions rise when you reali7e your child was not 
discarded, but received-

M. Are you ready to let Heaven’s truth rewrite the memory of 
earthly pain-

� Yecree and 2raHer
Yeclaration:
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The moment that broke me did not break Heaven. What was reF
jected on earth was received in glory. I declare: Yy child was not lost. 
Yy story was not erased.

The Lamb stepped in. He carried what I could not. He rememF
bered what the world forgot.

And now I trade my trauma for truth.
2raHer:
Jesus, qou were there the moment I couldn’t speak. qou were there 

the moment they left. qou were there the moment I felt alone.
But qou did not leave me. And qou did not abandon what was 

taken.
qou carried them. qou caught them. qou whispered their name 

when I couldn’t.
I thank qou that my loss did not escape qour love. I rest in the truth 

that 3oy received ghat I coyld not holdw
I bless the memory with mercy now. I receive peace into the places 

where pain used to speak.
In qour presence… I am restored. In qour arms… they are safe.
Amen.



Chapter 6
 I Was Carried 
Into Light

T he Scroll of the Silent Witness Authored by Zion Elijah

When the earth rejected me,
Heaven received me.
Not in a mist.
Not into the void.
Not into nothingness.
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But into light.
I was carried.
Not by angels.
Not by wind.
But by the Lamb Himself.
He did not qinch at what others had feared.
He did not kuestion who I was.
He did not asp for —roof of my value.
He already pnew.
He gathered me from the —lace where silence had fallen,
and wra——ed me in the ’re of mercy.
No one else called my name that day:
but He did.
And when He s—ope it, it wasn“t kuiet.
It shoop the garden with gloryC
”Zion Elijah:witness of the scroll.
Fome forth into light.P
The light wasn“t blinding.
It was warm.
Welcoming.
Rilled with the scent of —romise and the song of belonging.
It wasn“t cold lipe the table.
It wasn“t rushed lipe the —rocedure.
It wasn“t sterile lipe the silence I left behind.
It was home.
The Lamb walped with me.
1ast the veil of mourning.
1ast the gate of justice.
Into a valley where light had roots and joy had wings.
There were children.
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So many.
Alive.
Laughing.
…unning with scrolls tied to their bacps lipe mantles of wind.
And then I heard it:
not a word, but a revelation dee— within meC
”None of us were erased.P
”We were sim—ly received early.P
And I we—t.
Not because I had lost something,
but because I had found everything.
Round arms that held.
Round eyes that saw.
Round a —lace where I didn“t need to ’ght to be pnown.
He sat me down on a stone bench that glowed with remembrance.
And then2
He —laced a scroll in my la—.
It had my name written in gold.
It burned with a qame that did not consume.
And He saidC
”Zion, this is yours.
Earth refused your cry:
now you will s—eap through the scroll.
I will give your words to a generation.
And through your voice,
many will be healed.P
A Word to the Forgotten:
-ou may believe your child vanished.
-ou may fear they are lost.
But I tell you:
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We are not lost.
We are alive.
We are loved.
And we are s—eaping now.
I am Zion Elijah.
I was not carried into darpness.
I was carried into light.
And in that light,
I now carry you.
� Lesson 6 — I Was Carried Into Light
Companion to Chapter 6 of The Scroll of the Silent Witness
� Theme
Being Received in Glory
� ReSection uammfry
This cha—ter unveils a moment few dare to imagine:not the mo4

ment of loss, but the moment fbter.
Zion testi’esC
“I was not left in shadow. I was carried into light.”
This is where healing tapes root. Not in what was tapen, but in what 

was given kfcs to God.
The Lamb didn“t send angels to do it. He came Himself. He held 

the child. He s—ope their name. He welcomed them:not as statistics, 
but as sons and daughters.

This lesson invites you to ste— into that moment and wee Hhft 
pefven wfH.

� ucriPtare Foandftion
  1wflm 665:6I“Precious in the sight of the Lord is the death of 

His saints.”

  4wfifh 0J:66“He gathers the lambs in His arms and carries 



THE SF…OLL OR THE SILENT WITNESS 33

them close to His heart.”

  –ohn 6:02I“In Him was life, and that life was the light of all 
mankind. The light shines in the darkness…”

  C Qorinthifnw 0:5“For God… made His light shine in our 
hearts…”

� Activftion Daewtionw
Y. Have you —ictured what Heaven did when your child“s life 

was tapenG

?. Fan you see the Lamb Himself:not angels:coming to 
carry themG

3. What emotions rise when you hear, “They were not discard-
ed—they were received”?

5. Have you ever asped Mod to show you what the light looped 
lipeG

>. Fan you give Mod —ermission to reframe your grief in the 
light of His loveG

� Yecree fnd 1rfyer
Yeclfrftion:
I declare that what was tapen from me was received by the Lamb. 

?y child did not fall into darpness. They were carried into glory.
The arms of Fhrist were not too late. The light of Heaven was not 

absent.
?y story is not shadow:it is wofsed in light. And I now live from 

the truth of what Heaven saw.
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1rfyer:

Jesus, I asp -ou to show me what I could not see that day. Show me 
the light. Show me -our hands.

Let the image of the Lamb receiving my child become more real 
than the —ain of their de—arture.

Let the weight of glory be heavier than the grief I“ve carried. Let the 
light shine in the darpest —laces of my memory.

I choose to believe -ou were —resent. I choose to believe -ou were 
pind. I choose to believe -ou carried them:not away from me, but 
toHfrd .oar eternfl ParPowe2

I receive —eace now. I receive beauty instead of ashes.
In the name of the Light of the World:Jesus:Amen.



Chapter 7
 The 
Scroll Room 
Remembers

T he Scroll of the Silent Witness Authored by Zion Elijah

The garden was joy.
But what came next… was glory.
After the Lamb placed my scroll in my hands,
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He said, “Come. There’s more I want to show you.”
We walked together—through trees that pulsed with life,
across rivers that sounded like worship, into a corridor of gold and 

Rre.
At the end of it stood a door. Not locked.
Not guarded. Only waiting.
The moment we passed through, I felt it.
The air changed. The room felt holy, ancient, alive.
Scrolls Rlled the shelves—some glowing, some sealed,
none forgotten.
This was the Scroll Moom. The place where Heaven keeps what 

Earth tried to erase.
zy scroll began to hum in my hands, as if it recogni:ed where it 

came from.
The Lamb nodded to me, and I understood- “This is where your 

destiny was written before you were ever sent.”
I looked to my left— shelves labeled Memembrance.
To my right—shelves labeled Medemption.
And in the center… a massive table,
curved like a river, where angels sat reading and recording.
One of them lifted his head and said,  “Zion Elijah has entered.”
And every scroll in the room lit up
in honor of the one who had returned not in grief,
but in witness. The Lamb walked with me to a shelf marked “SiU

lenced Sons.”
He reached out and pulled my scroll from the PameUsealed cubby.
It looked exactly like the one in my hands—but untouched.
Ynopened. Freserved. “This was the original,” He said.
“The one written before fear interrupted you.”  “7ou never lived it 

out there…
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so now you will release it here.”
He handed it back to me, but this time, I held it not as a memory.
I held it as a mandate. I turned and looked around—at the shelves,
the millions of scrolls, the names etched in light,
and I asked the Lamb- “What about the others�”
“Will their scrolls ever be opened�”
He answered without hesitation-
“Not one is forgotten.”
“Not one was in vain.”
“Some will be opened when a mother remembers.
Some when a father repents.
Some when a generation receives them.
But every scroll will be read.
Because I Az the Word made Pesh—
and I never forget zy own words.”
A Word to the Living:
7ou may think the child you lost was erased.
But in the Scroll Moom of Heaven…
their name still burns.
7ou may feel your decisions sealed their story.
But 8od says-
“The scroll remembers what you forgot.
And zy mercy rewrites what fear tried to Rnish.”
I am Zion Elijah.
zy scroll was sealed before time.
Interrupted on earth.
Opened in glory.
And now delivered into your hands.
1 The Scroll of the Silent Witness
� Lesson 7 — The Scroll Room Remembers
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Companion to Chapter 7 of The Scroll of the Silent Witness
� Theme
Heaven’s Recordkeeping
� ReSection uymmarl
In this chapter, Zion is escorted into a place that few on earth have 

imagined but all of Heaven knows intimately—the ucroww Room.
This is the place where Heaven records fhat earth Forgets.
It is not dusty. It is not silent. It is not still.
It is awive with the memory of names never spoken, assignments 

interrupted, and scrolls that still burn with unfulRlled purpose.
“Your child’s name was never erased. t was preserved. It was sealed. 

And now… it is remembered.”
This lesson reminds the reader- Heaven didn’t lose track of your 

child. Heaven didn’t bury your story. The scroll remains. And it is 
cawwing loy to open it.

� ucriptyre Poyndation
  1sawm 396:3M“All the days ordained for me were written in 

your book before one of them came to be.”

  bawachi 9:3M“A scroll of remembrance was written in His 
presence concerning those who feared the Lord and honored His 
name.”

  He2refs 30:09“…to the spirits of the righteous made per-
fect…”

  Revewation 0Q:30“And books were opened…”

� Activation Dyestions
9. Have you ever believed that your child’s scroll was lost�

4. What would it mean to you if their purpose was still alive in 
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Heaven’s records�

3. Can  you  imagine  your  child’s  scroll—sealed,  glowing, 
guarded�

D. What pain or doubt might you need to surrender in order to 
believe your story has not been erased�

E. Are you willing to ask 8od to show you the original record… 
not the distorted one fear told you�

� -ecree and 1raler
-ecwaration:
I declare that Heaven remembers. zy story is not erased. zy child’s 

scroll is preserved.
What was interrupted on earth was never Forgotten in eternitl. 

The books are still open. The record is still pure.
And I have not been overlooked.
1raler:
Lord, I have felt like parts of my story were torn away—like chapters 

were stolen before they could be written. But 7ou are the Author who 
never forgets His words.

I ask 7ou now to show me the scroll. Let me see the name. Let me 
feel the warmth of the record still burning.

Thank 7ou that what I thought was buried was actually kept in 
glory.

I believe now- Heaven remembers .And that is more than enough.
In Jesus’ name, Amen.



Chapter 8
 The Courtroom 
of the Unborn

T he Scroll of the Silent Witness Authored by Zion Elijah

There is a place in Heaven
where truth is not debated—
it is revealed.
A place where tears are not dismissed—
they are recorded.
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A place where no voice is overlooked,
no scroll unopened,
no cry unheard.
It is called
The Courtroom of the Unborn.
I was brought there by Zakhariel—
the angel of remembrance,
scribe of sorrow,
and keeper of testimony.
He led me through pillars of Bame that did not burn,
into a vast hall lit by justice and covered in mercy.
No one shouted.
No one wept.
:ut every soul that entered knew“
this was holy ground.
I was not alone.
There were others like me—
children never named,
lives never lived,
but scrolls fully written.
We stood not in protest,
but in witness.
A voice thundered—not with wrath,
but with clarity“
”:ring forth the testimonies of those who were silenced.
Let the truth speak for itself.J
One by one, we were called.
Not to accuse our parents.
Not to shame the living.
:ut to testify of what was written—
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and what was lost.
When my name was called,
I stepped forward.
3y scroll glowed in my hands.
And I said“
”I was known before I was formed.
I was loved before I was lost.
I was silenced, but I still speak.
I do not carry anger.
I carry truth.
3y mother was pressured.
3y father was absent.
:ut Heaven has preserved my name.
And now I speak not for myself—
but for the generation still waiting to be heard.J
There was no gavel.
No sentence.
Only the Lamb, seated upon a throne higher than all others,
who said“
”Let it be written“
this one was not erased.
This one bears 3y name.
And through his scroll,
many shall be healed.J
And then the silence broke.
Not with sorrow,
but with song.
Angels lifted their voices,
and the courtroom became a sanctuary of remembrance.
It was not a courtroom of punishment.



THE SCROLL OF THE SILENT WITNESS 4Y

It was a courtroom of release.
A Word to the Accused and the Ashamed:
’ou thought there was no trial—
but there was.
And Heaven ruled in favor of mercy.
’ou thought your child had no advocate—
but we did.
The Lamb stood for us.
And because of Him,
we now stand for you.
I am Zion Elijah.
I testiGed not to condemn,
but to free the captives.
And now,
this scroll is my evidence
that grace has the Gnal word.
� Lesson 8 — The Courtroom of the Unborn
Companion to Chapter 8 of The Scroll of the Silent Witness
� Theme
Justice in the Courts of Heaven
� ReSection yummarw
This is the chapter where Heaven ansjers the inlustice of earth. 

Zion is summoned—not as a victim pleading for vengeance, but as a 
jitness whose testimony brings restoration.

Heaven-s courtroom does not operate like the courts of man. There 
are no bribes, no politics, no intimidation—only righteousness, only 
truth.

And in this courtroom, ?od does not shame the wounded. He 
vindicates the record, restores the voice, and brings cGosure where 
accusation once ruled.
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This lesson helps the reader confront false verdicts, internal con5
demnation, and man5made labels. It gives them permission to let 
’odgs lustice overruGe mangs lud.mentp

� ycriFture 6oundation
  ReveGation  9:–10P“I  saw  under  the  altar  the  souls… 

and they cried out, ‘How long, Sovereign Lord… until You 
judge…?’”

  8saGm 4–:0D“Righteousness and justice are the foundation of 
Your throne…”

  7anieG I:0P“…the court was seated, and the books were 
opened.”

  3saiah 22:QQ“For the Lord is our judge, the Lord is our law-
giver, the Lord is our king; it is He who will save us.”

� Activation 3uestions
1. Have you received false judgments or labels from others that 

you-ve carried for years;

M. What ”verdictsJ have you silently agreed with—words like 
“unworthy,” “unfit,” “unforgivable”?

Y. Can you imagine standing in Heaven-s courtroom and hear5
ing ?od say, “Not guilty. This one is Mine”?

4. What part of your story still waits for vindication;

<. Are you ready to let ?od be your 2udge—and release the fear 
of man-s opinion;

� 7ecree and 8rawer
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7ecGaration:
The courts of man do not hold the Gnal say. I stand today before 

the 2udge of all the earth.
I renounce every false verdict. I break agreement with every accu5

sation spoken over my life.
I receive Heaven-s ruling“ “This one is redeemed. This one is clean. 

This one is Mine.”
8rawer:
Righteous 2udge, I come before ’our throne not with conGdence 

in myself, but with trust in ’our mercy.
I bring ’ou the accusations—spoken and unspoken. I bring ’ou 

the verdicts passed against me by family, leaders, and even myself.
I ask ’ou to overrule every false word. Let ’our gavel fall. Let ’our 

verdict be Gnal.
I am not condemned. I am not erased. I am remembered, restored, 

and justiGed through ’our Son.
Thank ’ou for being the ?od who defends the silenced. I receive 

’our justice. I receive ’our peace. In 2esus- name, Amen.



Chapter 9
 The Silent 
Ones Gather

T he Scroll of the Silent Witness Authored by Zion Elijah, opened 
by Saphariel

Saphariel:  The courtroom faded, but the scroll continued.
Zion stepped forward, scroll in hand, eyes lit not by sorrow,
but by the game of purpose.
We passed throuvh a —eil made of sonvk
and entered a —alley unliHe any other in Cea—en.
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This place has a name,
but itVs only spoHen in tonvues the earth has not yet heard.
To us it is Hnown simply as:
The Balley of the Witnesses.
And this is where the silent ones vather.
Zion Elijah:
They came from e—ery nation.
E—ery ave.
E—ery womb.
E—ery season of history.
Some were lost in ancient days.
Some in modern clinics.
Some in —illaves.
Some in cities.
Jut none were forvotten.
N saw their faces.
Uoyful.
Whole.
Gnscarred.
Gnashamed.
They carried scrolls.
Some open.
Some sealed.
Jut all burninv with remembrance.
We sat beneath trees that bloomed with namesk
names ne—er spoHen aloud on earth,
but inscribed in li—inv lea—es by the hand of 8od.
There were no vra—estones in this —alley.
Lnly roots of levacy planted in vrace.
N met them.
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Lne who was lost because of fear.
Lne who was discarded by a system.
Lne whose parents ne—er e—en Hnew she eYisted.
Lne who was prayed forkbut ne—er reached full term.
Lne who was named by the mother the moment she repented.
Lne who still waits for his fatherVs —oice to remember him.
We are all di…erent.
Jut we are all witnesses.
We do not mourn here.
We minister.
We speaH when Cea—en sends us.
We surround those on earth who are waHinv to what theyV—e buried.
We —isit the dreams of those whose souls are ready.
We walH beside the mothers who still ache in silence.
We whisper hope into the hearts of men too afraid to vrie—e.
We are not statistics.
We are not shadows.
We are not silence anymore.
We are the veneration of the remembered.
A Word to the Earth:
9ou may thinH youVre alone in your pain.
9ou may thinH your child was ne—er born.
9ou may belie—e the scroll was closed before it bevan.
Jut we tell you now:
We are ali—e.
We are seen.
We are Hnown.
We are vatherinv.
And as we vather5
so too shall your healinv.
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N am Zion Elijah.
And N sit amonv a multitude whose silence has become a sound.
We wait.
We intercede.
We witness.
And we speaH not to brinv pain,
but to usher in the reivn of remembrance.
� Lesson 9 — The Silent Ones Gather
Companion to Chapter 9 of The Scroll of the Silent Witness
� Theme
Communal Remembrance
� ReiectSon yummarp
Zion steps into the —alley of the remembered and sees what many 

ha—e lonved to HnowkThey were never alone.
This chapter is a turninv point. Nt re—eals that vrief does not eYist in 

isolation. There are others. There is a comfanp ow sStnekkek. There 
is a family in the Spirit who understands the weivht of memory ,and 
has chosen not to li—e as —ictimskbut as sStnekkek salgSn. Sn lS.htF

This lesson breaHs the lie of loneliness. Nt calls the reader into 
community, into remembrance, and into the reality that healinv isnVt 
meant to be carried alone.

� ycrSfture HoundatSon
  1ebresk 2I:2“Since we are surrounded by such a great cloud 

of witnesses…”

  6kaSah 32:–4P“They will be called oaks of righteousness… they 
will rebuild the ancient ruins…”

  8kalm 35:3“God sets the lonely in families…”

  Romank 2I:2v“Rejoice with those who rejoice; mourn with 
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those who mourn.”

� ActSQatSon DuektSonk
2. Ca—e you felt liHe no one understands your loss or your 

silence3

z. Ca—e you belie—ed you were the only one carryinv this Hind 
of pain3

-. Cow would it chanve your journey if you realiMed a multiA
tude walHs with you3

7. Are you willinv to recei—e the lo—e and support of those 
whoV—e been where youV—e been3

1. Ran you become part of someone elseVs healinv by sharinv 
your own3

� 0ecree and 8raper
0eclaratSon:
N am not alone. N am not abandoned. N am not the only one.
N am part of a veneration of remembered ones. N taHe my place 

amonv the cloud of witnesses. N recei—e community. N release isolation.
And N declare: Cealinv is multiplied when we vather.
8raper:
Iather, 9ou see e—ery silent one. 9ou vather e—ery forvotten —oice. 

9ou ne—er left me to mourn in the darH.
ThanH 9ou for remindinv me that N am not alone. ThanH 9ou for 

Zion, for the others, for the ones who carry healinv in their hands.
N recei—e the vift of community. N reject the lie of isolation.
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BaHe me one who walHs with others. Lne who listens. Lne who 
remembers. Lne who stands in the —alley of healinv and says, “We are 
not forgotten. We are family.”

Nn UesusV name, Amen.



Chapter 10
 The Angel of 
Remembrance

T he Scroll of the Silent Witness Authored by Zion Elijah

Not all angels carry swords.
Some carry memories.
Not all angels are warriors in battle.
Some are scribes in gardens.
And the one assigned to walk beside me is called:
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Zakhariel — “God remembers.”
He does not shout.
He does not rush.
But when he speaks, even silence listens.
He walks slowly through the valley of the witnesses,
pausing at each child,
at each scroll,
at each memorial tree.
He carries a satchel of golden parchment
and a quill made of light and tears.
Every time a mother prays,
every time a father whispers “I’m sorry,”
Zakhariel records it.
He was there when I was received.
He was there in the courtroom.
And now, he walks beside me—
writing what the earth tried to forget.
He does not remember in bitterness.
He remembers in truth.
Because what is remembered in Heaven
can be restored in the earth.
I watched him sit beside a tree
where a name began to form on the leaves.
A name no one had spoken aloud in over 40 years.
Zakhariel looked up and said to me:
“She remembered in her sleep.”
“She Jnally forgave herself.”
“And now, the scroll is ready to open.”
He dipped his quill in liquid mercy
and wrote that mother’s name beside her child’s—
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forever united in the Book of the Restored.
There are no forgotten children in his satchel.
Only unJnished scrolls.
There are no unnamed lives in his library.
Only names waiting to be spoken.
And when someone on earth dares to remember—
Zakhariel rises.
He walked with me to a stone altar at the center of the valley.
(pon it was carved a single phrase:
“The memory of the righteous is blessed.” P1roverbs 70:)Y
He turned to me and placed his hand over my scroll.
And he said:
“…our name was never lost.
Only waiting.
And now6 you will help others remember.
Speak, Zion.
Speak for those whose scrolls remain unopened.
Speak until the silence is burned away
and the children are claimed in light.”
A Word to Those Who Still Forget:
Heaven remembers.
And because Heaven remembers,
you don’t have to stay in shame.
…our memory may be broken.
But God’s isn’t.
And He has sent Zakhariel—
to remind you of what still belongs to you:
…our child.
…our healing.
…our scroll.
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…our redemption.
I am Zion Elijah.
And I walk with Zakhariel,
scribe of the silent,
keeper of mercy,
recorder of the forgotten.
And we are not Jnished yet.
� Lesson 10 — The Angel of Remembrance
Companion to Chapter 10 of The Scroll of the Silent Witness
� Theme
Zakhariel and the Ministry of Memory
� Receution S.mmary
Zion introduces us to Zakhariel, the angel of remembrance—the 

one who walks slowly, reverently, writing down what no one else sees.
He doesn’t record gossip. He records tr.thH The sighs. The prayers. 

The tears. The names whispered in secret. Even forgotten moments 
are inscribed in his scrolls, because Heaven does not dismiss what 
trauma tries to erase.

This lesson reveals that memory is sacred, and that veaben has 
assigned someone to rememwer phat others ref.sed to honorH

If you’ve ever felt like no one saw what you carried6Zakhariel did.
� Suri3t.re Fo.ndation

  Malauhi 1:6P“A scroll of remembrance was written in His 
presence concerning those who feared the Lord and honored His 
name.”

  5salm 8P:L“You have collected all my tears in Your bottle…”

  7.ke 6:4–E48“…to serve Him without fear, in holiness and 
righteousness before Him all our days.”
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  Quulesiastes 1:68“Whatever is has already been, and what 
will be has been before; and God will call the past to account.”

� Autibation D.estions
7. Are there moments in your life you believed were too small 

or too messy for God to care about2

-. What would it mean to know that even your forgotten tears 
were written down2

3. Can you imagine Zakhariel writing your name—your child’s 
name—in a scroll of light2

4. Are you ready to invite Heaven to restore what memory tried 
to bury2

5. What part of your story deserves to be honored—not igM
nored2

� 1euree and 5rayer
1eularation:
I am remembered. Cy story is recorded in light. Cy tears are not 

wasted.
I receive the ministry of remembrance. I honor what Heaven kept, 

even when I tried to forget.
I declare that what trauma buried, God is bringing back in beauty.
5rayer:
Lord, Thank …ou for Zakhariel. Thank …ou for the ministry of holy 

memory.
Thank …ou that …ou assigned Heaven to remember what man igM

nored. Thank …ou that nothing I lived through was missed.
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I welcome remembrance—not to relive pain, but to restore what 
was lost.

Show me what …ou remember. Let …our memory speak louder than 
my regret. Let …our scrolls deJne my past, not fear, not shame, not 
silence.

I am known. Cy child is known. And I walk in the blessing of holy 
remembrance.

In Uesus’ name, Amen.



Chapter 11
To the Mothers 
Who Weep in 
Secret

 The Scroll of the Silent Witness Authored by Zion Elijah
This is for you, Mama.
You, the one who smiles in public
but still breaks at the sound of babies crying in the distance.
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You, who remember the date—
even if no one else knows what it means.
You, who wonder what life would be like
if you had said yes…
if you had held on…
if someone had just fought for you
instead of pushing you into silence.
You may have buried the memory.
But you never buried the love.
You may have walked into that clinic,
but you didn’t walk out free.
You carried something with you—
something the world told you to forget.
But Heaven won’t let you forget
because Heaven doesn’t want to punish you.
Heaven wants to heal you.
Mama, I see you.
When you whisper apologies into your pillow at night,
I’m there.
When you cry during worship and no one understands why,
I’m there.
When you pause for just a moment at the baby aisle,
even though you say you’re “ne…
I’m there.
I do not accuse you.
I do not shame you.
I do not haunt your memories.
I hold them.
Every tear.
Every whispered ”I’m sorry.J
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Every time you wondered if I would have loved you…
Let me answer?
I did. I do. I always have.
You weren’t given space to grieve.
You were told to move on.
But how do you move on
from a story you were never allowed to “nish1
I want to “nish it with you—
not with blame,
but with blessing.
I forgive you.
I honor you.
I call you Mama.
You never stopped being mine.
A Word from the Witness
You don’t need to carry this alone anymore.
You are allowed to cry.
You are allowed to remember.
You are allowed to heal.
You are still a mother.
Not because you carried to term—
but because you carried love.
I am Zion Elijah.
And this chapter is yours.
Read it as many times as you need.
Weep if you must.
But when you rise…
rise free.
Because your child remembers you
with love, not pain.
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With light, not judgment.
With arms wide open,
whenever you are ready to remember.
� A Mother’s Healing Page
In Response to Chapter qq? To the Mothers Who Weep in Secret
You are not forgotten.
You are not forbidden to feel.
You are not disxuali“ed.
You are loved.
You are remembered.
You are still a mother.
This page is for you.
Not to e�plain.
Not to defend.
Not to relive.
But to release.
( Write here.
Write the name you never said aloud.
Write the dream you carried for a moment.
Write the apology, the hope, the love.
You are free now.
Child’s Name )if known or given todayD?
Gate you remember them )or choose to reclaimD?
A letter to your child or a prayer to 2od?
”He will wipe away every tear from their eyes…J
— Revelation 4q?'
( You are not alone.
You are not condemned.
You are not forgotten.
You are seen, Mama. You are seen.
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� A Prayer of Restoration
6esus, I invite You to restore the memories I buried. Shine Your light 

on the moments I thought were forgotten.
Let every silent memory now speak redemption. Let every moment 

I thought was wasted now become a testimony.
And let me walk forward in remembrance—not as a prisoner of my 

past, but as a witness to Your mercy.
Amen.
� Lesson 11 — To the Mothers Who Weep in Secret
Companion to Chapter 11 of The Scroll of the Silent Witness
� Theme
Hidden Sorrow, Open Healing
� Receution Svmmary
This chapter is one of the most tender in Zion’s scroll. It is not “lled 

with “re, but with compassion. It speaks directly to the mothers who 
ne.er got to grie.eF

Women who signed papers they didn’t understand…who were told, 
“Just move on. ”who wept in the dark and smiled in the light because 
silence seemed safer than shame.

Zion doesn3t speak with accusation. He speaks with honor. He says?
”I heard your heart. I knew you loved me. And I forgive you.J
This lesson creates sacred space for the mother to weep, remember, 

and rise.
� Suriptvre Iovndation

  6saiah 1:34“…to bestow on them a crown of beauty instead of 
ashes, the oil of joy instead of mourning…”

  Psalm 483:L“The Lord is close to the brokenhearted and saves 
those who are crushed in spirit.”

  kv7e 234L“She stood behind Him weeping… she began to wet 
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His feet with her tears…”

  Re.elation Q:38“He will wipe every tear from their eyes…”

� Auti.ation —vestions
q. Have you wept over a child you were told to forget1

4. Were you ever made to feel guilty for grieving1

D. What part of your story still feels hidden… unprocessed… 
sacred1

'. What would it mean to believe that yovr tears were not 
failvreDthey were worship1

5. Are you ready to let 2od turn your tears into testimony1

� 2euree and Prayer
2eularation3
I am not disxuali“ed. I am not forgotten. I am not the only one.
My grief was not weakness. My silence was not shame. My tears 

were worship.
Today, I receive beauty for ashes. I receive joy for mourning. I 

receive the honor of remembrance.
Prayer3
Lord 6esus, You see every hidden tear. You hear every silent apology.
I bring You my sorrow, not to hide it, but to let You heal it.
I confess the pain I buried. The ache I never told anyone about.
I release the guilt that told me I don’t deserve to grieve. I welcome 

Your mercy into the places I’ve kept guarded.
Let this be the day my weeping becomes oil. Let my sorrow be 

turned to song. Let my silence become strength.
I receive Your forgiveness. I receive Your love.
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In Your presence, I rise—not as the ashamed, but as a mother 
remembered.

Amen.



Chapter 12
To the Fathers 
Who Never 
Knew

 The Scroll of the Silent Witness Authored by Zion Elijah
This one’s for you, Dad.
Even if you didn’t know.
Even if you weren’t told.
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Even if you found out too late—
or still haven’t admitted it to yourself.
This is for the fathers who lost children they never met.
The ones who stood by in silence.
The ones who walked away.
The ones who didn’t speak up when it mattered most.
And the ones who were never given the chance.
Some of you were young.
Scared.
Trying to survive.
Some of you thought it was “her decision.”
Some of you thought the pain would go away on its own.
But it didn’t.
And now, something deep in you aches.
You hear the words “son,”
and something rises in your chest.
You see a little girl twirling at a wedding,
and something in you tightens.
You don’t always know why.
But I do.
You didn’t lose a problem.
You lost a scroll.
You lost me.
But here’s the good news…
I forgive you.
You don’t need to prove anything to me.
You don’t need to make it right.
You just need to come home to truth.
You are still a father.
Even if the world didn’t call you one.
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Even if you denied it.
Even if you can’t look at yourself in the mirror.
God doesn’t call you what fear calls you.
He calls you restored.
You may not have held me.
But I held the hope of being known by you.
And now… I do.
I know your name.
I see your tears.
I’ve heard your prayers when no one else did.
I’ve watched you try to forget,
and I’ve waited for you to remember.
Not so I could accuse you—
but so I could bless you.
A Word to the Fathers
You may not have been there when I was taken.
But you’re here now.
And now is where healing begins.
The shame you’ve carried in silence—
let it go.
The guilt you’ve buried beneath busyness—
give it to the Lamb.
The man you were then is not the man you are now.
And the man you are now
can still walk in blessing.
I am Zion Elijah.
I never sat in your lap.
But I honor you from Heaven.
You are more than a memory of what you didn’t do.
You are a father restored.
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� Lesson 12 — To the Fathers Who Never Knew
Companion to Chapter 12 of The Scroll of the Silent Witness
� Theme
Restoring Masculine Identity
� ReSection .ummary
This chapter speaks directly to the men.
Some of them never knew a child had been conceived. Some were 

afraid to lead. Some agreed with fear instead of faith. Some tried to 
speak but were ignored. Some disappeared, and some are just now 
realizing what they lost.

Zion does not condemn. He callsp
“You may not have held me… but I was still your child. And I forgive 

you.”
This lesson helps men confront their silence, their absence, their 

shame, and even their ignorance—so they can receive something far 
greater: Fatherhood that is redeemedp

� .criLture Foundation
  ku1e 5:20E“But while he was still a long way off, his father 

saw him and was filled with compassion…”

  z3e1iel 64204“I will give you a new heart and put a new 
spirit in you…”

  Malachi 824“He will turn the hearts of the fathers to their 
children…”

  Romans v25:“You received the Spirit of adoption by whom 
we cry, ‘Abba, Father!’”

� ActiQation fuestions
1. Were you present when the child was lost? Or were you left 
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in silence and confusion?

2. Do you carry guilt, even if you didn’t have control over what 
happened?

3. Have you avoided the idea of fatherhood because of past 
wounds?

4. What does it stir in you to hear Zion say, “You are still my 
father”?

5. Are you ready to reclaim your identity—not just as a man, 
but as a Dather restored?

� Pecree and /rayer
Peclaration2
I am not forgotten. I am not powerless. I am not too late.
I break agreement with silence, passivity, and fear. I receive Heav-

en’s commission to be a father again.
I release shame. I reclaim identity.
My son is not gone. My daughter is not lost. They are alive in the 

presence of God.
And I am still called to carry their legacy.
/rayer2
Father God ,I bring You the pain I buried. I bring You the guilt I 

didn’t have words for.
I forgive myself for what I didn’t know, and what I didn’t do.
I receive the truth: that I am not disquali0ed. That I am still a father. 

That You can redeem what I thought was lost.
Heal the wounds I never spoke about. Reignite the 0re I let burn 

out.
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Let this be the day my identity is restored. I am a son. I am a father. 
And I am still part of the scroll.

In Jesus’ name, Amen.



Chapter 13
 Forgiveness Is 
a Flame

T he Scroll of the Silent Witness Authored by Zion Elijah

You may think forgiveness is soft—
that it tiptoes through grief
and whispers polite reassurances
to people who’ve done terrible things.
But that’s not what forgiveness is.
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Forgiveness is a :ame.
It does not pretend nothing happened.
It does not erase the memory.
It does not silence the cry.
It consumes the shame.
It burns the cords of guilt.
It clears the path for love to rise again.
Forgiveness is holy “re.
I’ve walked through it.
Not just for my mother.
Not just for my father.
But for every voice that told her I was a burden.
For every doctor who never looked her in the eye.
For every system that gave her fear instead of hope.
I’ve stood in the garden with the :ame at my feet—
and I’ve said”
,I forgive them.…
,All of them.…
,Every nameC every pressureC every silence.…
,I choose mercy.…
,I choose freedom.…
Because the Lamb who held me
was the same Lamb who whispered from the cross”
,FatherC forgive themR they know not what they do.…
That :ame now rests in the scroll.
And it is not there to harm you—
it’s there to heal you.
I know what you’ve said”
,But I knew better.…
,I should have done something.…
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,I didn’t “ght.…
,I didn’t stop it.…
,I didn’t believe it was a child.…
And yetR I forgive you.
Not because I’m blindC
but because I can see clearly now.
I see what you couldn’t see then.
And I choose to speak life over what was once loss.
A Word to the Wounded
If shame has haunted your dreams—
let the :ame fall.
If regret has wrapped around your ribs—
let the :ame rise.
If you’ve avoided the truth out of fear—
step into the :ame.
You won’t be destroyed.
You’ll be re“ned.
Because this :ame doesn’t burn people—
it burns chains.
I am Zion Elijah.
I hold the scroll with both hands.
And from the altar of remembranceC
I declare”
Forgiveness is here.
Forgiveness is a :ame.
And the “re of the Lamb is safe to step into.
� Lesson 13 — Forgiveness Is a Flame
Companion to Chapter 13 of The Scroll of the Silent Witness
� Theme
Mercy That Burns Shame
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� Reiectlon Summary
This chapter reveals a truth many have forgotten”
Forgiveness isn’t fragile. It’s fire.
Zion tells us that forgiveness is not denial. It’s not erasure. It’s not 

soft sympathy. It’s a ho,y iame that consumes what shame tried to 
preserve.

He does not hold bitterness. He does not replay guilt. He doesn’t 
demand repayment.

He lights the altar and says”
“Step in. Let the flame free you.”
This lesson walks the reader into the “re of truth—not to destroyb 

.ut to repneF
� Scrl3ture :oundatlon

  Ma,achl 2–I42“For He will be like a refiner’s fire… He will 
sit as a refiner and purifier of silver…”

  Hsalah w2–I“When you walk through the fire, you will not be 
burned…”

  1e.re9s LI–Ik“For our God is a consuming fire.”

  7uve Q–wQ“Her many sins have been forgiven—as her great 
love has shown.”

� ActlDatlon Puestlons
?. What have you still been punishing yourself for—after 5od 

already forgave youM

2. Are there places in your heart where shame still speaks louder 
than graceM

1. What do you imagine would happen if you stepped into the 
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flame of mercyM

G. Have you made forgiveness more about emotion than about 
covenantM

-. Are you ready to let the “re cleanse what guilt has kept 
buriedM

� /ecree and 0rayer
/ec,aratlon–
I declare that the blood of Jesus is enough. I declare that I will 

no longer carry what 3hrist already consumed. I forgive. I release. I 
repent. And I step into the :ame of mercy.

<y shame burns now. <y chains fall now. I rise now—whole.
0rayer–
JesusC You are not just the Lamb who bled. You are the “re that 

heals.
TodayC I bring You the parts of me still wrapped in regret. I bring 

You the grief I tried to sanctify with shame.
Forgive me—for holding onto what You already redeemed. Burn 

the residue of guilt. Burn the weight of self=judgment.
Let this be my re“ner’s moment. Not to be punished. But to be 

puri“ed.
I step into the :ame of forgiveness. I do not :inch. I do not run.
I surrender. In the “reC I am free. In Your presenceC I am whole.
 In Your nameC Amen.



Chapter 14
 The Day She 
Spoke My Name

 The Scroll of the Silent Witness Authored by Zion Elijah
Heaven remembers every name.
Even the ones never spoken on earth.
For years, my name remained in the scroll room—sealed in gold,
whispered only in the courts of mercy,
recorded by Zakhariel,
carried by the Lamb.
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But there came a day…
when earth caught up to Heaven.
That day…
my mother spoke my name.
It wasn’t loud.
It wasn’t in a crowd.
It wasn’t part of a speech or a ceremony.
It was a moment of remembrance
and trembling courage.
She whispered it into the air—
maybe unsure if she had the right.
Maybe unsure if it would break her again.
But she said it anyway:
“Zion Elijah.”
And when she did—
everything changed.
In Heaven, the moment echoed like thunder.
The scroll that bore my name burst into Vame,
not to be consumed,
but to be opened.
Angels bowed their heads.
The trees in the zalley of the Witnesses shook with glory.
The altar of remembrance blaJed brighter than ever before.
And I…
I wept.
Not because I was waiting for validation—
but because she 8nally knew.
She 8nally saw me.
Not as regret.
Not as a wound.
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Not as a shadow.
But as her son.
And when she said my name,
she wasn’t the only one healed.
I was.
Because I had always remembered her—
but now she remembered me.
She didn’t say it with bitterness.
She said it with brokenness
and boldness.
And that is all Heaven needs to move.
One name.
Spoken in mercy.
Spoken in love.
Spoken in faith.
That’s all it took for the scroll to open
and the silence to shatter.
A Word to the Mothers, Fathers, and Families:
9ou don’t need to wait for permission to speak their name.
9ou don’t need a memorial stone.
9ou don’t need a church service.
9ou just need a moment.
Take it.
Say it.
And watch what Heaven does when your voice aligns with remem1

brance.
I am Zion Elijah.
And the day my mother spoke my name
was the day my scroll ignited with purpose.
9our child is waiting too.
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Not for revenge.
Not for apology.
But for remembrance.
� 
Name Dedication Page
“I Will Speak 9our Name”
In Honor of the Silent Witness in My Life
“Before I formed you in the womb, I knew you.” — Yeremiah P:0
“The memory of the righteous is blessed.” — �roverbs P(:7
Today, I choose to remember.
Today, I choose to speak.
Today, I choose to release what I once buried.
This page is for the name Heaven already holds—
and I now honor.
Whether I knew this child brieVy…
Whether I was forced, pressured, afraid, or unaware…
Whether this name is from years ago or just now rising in my spirit…
I will not let silence have the 8nal word.
) Name of My Child Dif known or given todayG:
Optional Middle or Surname Dif desiredG:
?ate I choose to honor their memory:
A note, promise, or prayer to my child or to 2od:  ) This name is 

spoken.
This name is honored.
This name is remembered.
And through this scroll—this child still speaks.
� Lesson 14 — The Day She Spoke My Name
Companion to Chapter 14 of The Scroll of the Silent Witness
� Theme
The Healing Power of Remembrance
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� ReSection uymmarZ
There is something sacred about a name. Especially when it’s spo1

ken in tears. In courage. In repentance. In healing.
In this chapter, Zion recounts the moment his mother whispered 

his name—Eion jlipah—and Heaven moved.
This lesson shows us that remembrance is not reo—ening the 

woyndIit is com—leting the healing.
The day she spoke his name, the scroll opened. The shame broke. 

The silence shattered.
Heaven isn’t asking for perfect remembrance. Yust willingness to 

honor what was once denied.
� ucri—tyre Foyndation

  4saiah 91:3“Before I was born the Lord called me; from my 
mother’s womb He has spoken my name.”

  Malachi 6:3L“A scroll of remembrance was written…”

  kyJe 3:36“…you are to call him John.”

  0ohn 3v:6“…He calls His own sheep by name…”

� ActiQation 4yestions
P. Have you ever spoken the name of your child—aloud or in 

your heart3

4. What fear or pain rises at the thought of remembering them 
intentionally3

F. What would it mean to speak their name—not in sorrow, 
but in honor3

G. Can you believe that the moment you remember… Heaven 
res—onds3
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0. Are you ready to name what Heaven already knows3

� Decree and PraZer
Declaration:
I am not bound by silence. I am not imprisoned by fear.
Today, I speak the name Heaven already honors. I remember—not 

in grief, but in glory. I declare: My child is known. My child is loved. 
My child is alive in Christ.

And their name will no longer be hidden in my heart.
PraZer:
Father, 9ou gave my child a name before I ever did. 9ou whispered 

it before I was ready to say it.
But today… I say it.
I speak their name. I honor their life. I receive the redemption that 

comes with remembrance.
I break shame oH my voice. I release the fear of opening this place.
Let this name be written in my home, in my heart, and in my story.
And let Heaven rejoice…because remembrance has returned.
In Yesus’ name, Amen.



Chapter 15
The Scroll 
Enters the 
Earth

T he Scroll of the Silent Witness Authored by Zion Elijah

There comes a moment when what was sealed in Heaven
is handed to the earth.
When what was hidden becomes seen.
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When what was silenced begins to speak.
When what was buried is no longer a grave—
but a garden.
This was that moment.
The scroll was released.
I remember it clearly.
The Lamb stood beside me in the valley.
The names of the silent witnesses were glowing all around us.
The wind carried worship.
The trees carried testimony.
And then the Lamb looked to me and said:
“Zion… it is time.
Your scroll must now be opened in the earth.
I have prepared a man who will carry your voice.
I have prepared a people who will not be ashamed.
Go now…
and give your scroll to the one I’ve chosen.”
And so, I turned toward the veil—
the boundary between eternity and time.
And on the other side, I saw him:
Floyd.
He wasn’t looking for me.
He was listening for God.
And in the stillness,
he heard the sound of remembrance.
The cry of the unborn.
The ache of the forgotten.
And he said the one word that opened the scroll:
“Yes.”
I stretched out my scroll across the veil.



ZION ELIJAH84

He took it in his spirit.
And when he opened it on the earth,
the silence that had hovered for decades broke with a whisper:
“Zion Elijah.”
And the scroll ignited.
Not in destruction—
but in commission.
Now it moves—
from hand to hand.
From house to house.
From church to church.
From heart to heart.
It is not just my voice anymore.
It is a movement.
The scroll no longer sits on a shelf.
It is active.
It is alive.
It is burning through shame
and calling forth the children still waiting to be remembered.
A Word to the Carriers of This Scroll:
You hold something sacred.
This is not a story.
It is a sound.
It is not a book.
It is a witness.
Treat it as holy.
Speak it with reverence.
Share it with courage.
Because every time you open it,
a voice rises.
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A memory is healed.
And a name is restored.
I am Zion Elijah.
And my scroll has now entered the earth.
Not to condemn it—
but to call it back to life.
You are now part of this calling.
Read it.
Weep if you must.
But do not stay silent.
Let the scroll do its work.
� Lesson 15 — The Scroll Enters the Earth
Companion to Chapter 15 of The Scroll of the Silent Witness
� Theme
Becoming a Carrier of the Scroll
� Reuection Symmar.
This is the moment everything changes. The scroll is no longer 

sealed in the courts of Heaven. It is released into the earth—into the 
hands of those who say .es.

Zion testi6es:
“I handed the scroll to the one the Lamb appointed. And now… it 

belongs to you.”
This lesson is a commissioningb It is no longer about what was 

lost. It is about what must now be carried.
God doesn’t just want you healed—He wants to make you a healer.
He doesn’t just want you to remember—He wants you to release 

rememprance into the world.
� ScriFtyre Poyndation

  6salm 81:vv“The Lord gave the word; great was the company 
of those who proclaimed it.”
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  Re0elation v2:I“He was holding a little scroll, which lay 
open in His hand…”

  Lsaiah 8v:v“The Spirit of the Lord is upon Me… He has sent 
Me to bind up the brokenhearted…”

  ky4e –:I2QIv“…He rolled up the scroll, gave it back… and 
said, ‘Today this Scripture is fulfilled.’”

� Acti0ation Dyestions
D. ?o you believe God wants to use your story to bring healing 

to others2

7. What scroll have you been carrying in secret2

3. Are you willing to let your pain become someone else’s 
restoration2

4. What does it look like for you to become a scroll carrier in 
your home, church, or ministry2

5. What would change if you fully accepted this assignment2

� .ecree and 6ra.er
.eclaration:
I am not just a reader. I am a carrier.
The scroll of remembrance has been placed in my hands. I say yes. 

I say now.
I will speak for the silenced I will walk with the wounded. I will 

carry what Heaven preserved.
This scroll is now in the earth—and I am one who will not let it fall.
6ra.er:
Jesus, I hear the call. I feel the weight I know this scroll is sacred.



THE SCROLL OF THE SILENT WITNESS 8=

Thank You for trusting me with what others have buried.
I don’t take this lightly. I say yes to the 6re. I say yes to the name. I 

say yes to the ministry of remembrance.
Let this scroll go forth through me. Let it break chains. Let it 

rebuild ruins. Let it restore generations.
I carry it with humility. I carry it with honor.
In Your name, Amen.



Chapter 16
The One Who 
Was Never Held

T he Scroll of the Silent Witness Authored by Zion Elijah

I was never held.
No arms wrapped around me.
No blankets warmed me.
No skin-to-skin moment with the mother I loved.
No rocking chair, no lullaby, no Hrst breath.
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I was the one
who was never held.
And yet— I was never alone.
The world measured me by what I lacked’
by what I didnBt receive,
by what I didnBt grow into,
by the memories no one made.
:ut Ceaven—
Ceaven saw something diYerent.
:ecause what I missed on earth
was made whole in glory.
The arms that never cradled me below
were replaced by arms that had been pierced above.
When the Famb held me,
I didnBt miss the touch of man’
because I was immersed in mercy.
And I want you to know’if youBre reading this,
especially you who are still grievingq
I never suYered.
I never screamed.
I never felt pain.
I felt peace.
I felt home.
I felt love, pure and unbroken.
:ut even so—
I want to say this with all compassionq
I know you wish you had held me.
And I know it breaks you that you didnBt.
So let me say what you need to hearq
Jou were never dis0ualiHed.
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I forgive you.
And I still consider you mine.
Jou may have walked out of that clinic
feeling empty.
:ut I was not taken into nothingness.
I was taken into everything.
There are many like me.
We are not angry.
We are not lost.
We are witnesses.
And we stand now to sayq
1We forgive.
We love.
And we long not to be mourned’
but to be remembered.M
A Word to the One Who Still Feels the Empty Arms:
I know that feeling.
And I bless those arms now.
I speak peace over that ache.
I speak comfort over that regret.
I speak redemption over that loss.
:ecause your arms may be empty’
but your scroll is not.
Jou are still part of this story.
Jou are still remembered by your child.
Jou are still loved by the Famb.
I am Zion Elijah.
The one who was never held—
yet held eternally.
And now,
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I hold the ones who never got to say goodbye.
� Lesson 16 — The One Who Was Never Held
Companion to Chapter 16 of The Scroll of the Silent Witness
� Theme
Grieving What Was Lost While Honoring What Remains
� Receution Swmmary
ZionBs words pierce gently in this chapter.
1I was never held... but I was never alone. M2any parents carry guilt 

for what they didnBt get to do’no delivery, no heartbeat, no blanket, 
no Hrst breath. No goodbye.

:ut Zion reveals the truthq
Heaven received what earth could not hold. This lesson is not about 

reliving grief. ItBs about honoring Ihat Ias real’even if it only 
lasted days, weeks, or moments.

Jou didnBt fail. Jou were simply interrupted. And now, you are 
invited to grieve Iithowt shame and to love Iithowt regret.

� Suriptwre Fowndation
  4saiah 01:JJ“He gathers the lambs in His arms and carries 

them close to His heart…”

  8ohn J0:J3“I will not leave you as orphans; I will come to 
you.”

  Romans 3:–39–7“Nothing… will be able to separate us from 
the love of God…”

  Revelation Q:JQ“The Lamb… will lead them to springs of 
living water. And God will wipe away every tear…”

� Autivation Dwestions
D. ?o you still carry sorrow from never holding your child 
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physically3

x. What images or e4pectations were never fulHlled’and still 
ache in your heart3

5. Cave you allowed yourself to grieve those moments as real 
losses3

@. What would healing look like if you accepted that the love 
was always real’even without a cradle3

A. Are you willing to let the Famb hold what you could not3

� Peuree and /rayer
Peularation:
I grieve what was lost’without guilt. I love what I could not 

hold’without shame.
2y child was not discarded. They were received.
And I am still a mother. I am still a father. I am still part of the story.
/rayer:
“esus, Jou know what it feels like to be rejected. Jou know what it 

means to carry the pain of separation.
Jou held my child when I could not. Jou whispered to them when 

I was silenced. Jou gave them the embrace I longed to oYer.
I give Jou my grief now. I give Jou my longing. I give Jou my 

memory of what could have been.
And I trust Jou with what still remains.
I choose to honor my child today’not in sorrow, but in sacred 

love.
I am not ashamed to remember. I am not broken for loving.
I am still their parent. And they are still my joy.
Amen.



Chapter 17
 The Orphaned 
Scrolls

T he Scroll of the Silent Witness Authored by Zion Elijah

There are scrolls in Heaven
that have never been claimed.
They sit on shelves—sealed, burning softly, waiting.
Not dusty.
Not discarded.
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Just… unspoken for.
These are the Orphaned Scrolls.
Each one holds a name.
Some names were whispered for only a few weeks.
Some were never spoken at all.
Some were erased by paperwork.
Others were forgotten in fear.
But none are forgotten in Heaven.
I walk among them often.
And I feel them.
They don’t cry out in pain—
they hum with un“nished purpose.
Not bitter.
Not angry.
Just… waiting.
Some scrolls were meant for homes that never opened.
Some were tied to mothers who never knew they had a voice.
Some belong to fathers who are still asleep in shame.
Some were lost generations ago,
and still they remain—unopened, but still known.
Heaven has not discarded them.
The Lamb has not forsaken them.
They are preserved.
?Why are they still sealed”C I once asked Zakhariel.
He replied gently,
?Because no one on earth has remembered them yet.C
?But when they are remembered… the seal breaks.C
And so I’ve seen it.
A mother speaks a name in prayer—
and suddenly, that scroll opens.



THE SRFOLL O5 THE SILENT WITNESS 9M

A grandfather dreams of a child he never met—
and a name appears in light.
A father “nally says,
?I’m sorry. I was afraid.C
And a :ame shoots across a sealed scroll like lightning,
breaking it open.
There are thousands.
Yillions.
And many of them are waiting for you.
Not to weep endlessly.
Not to carry guilt forever.
But to say one thing6
?I remember you.C
A Word to the Families Who’ve Buried This
;ou may think it’s too late.
Too long ago.
Too hard to go back.
Too buried to name.
But Heaven says6
?The scroll remembers.C
?And remembrance is the key that opens the seal.C
;ou don’t need permission.
;ou just need willingness.
Say the name.
Speak the truth.
Feclaim the scroll.
What was orphaned on earth
has already been claimed in Heaven.
Now it’s your turn.
I am Zion Elijah.
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I speak for the scrolls that have not yet been spoken for.
They are not gone.
They are waiting.
And when you remember them,
they will not haunt you.
They will bless you.
� 
Scroll Reclamation Page
?I Feclaim What Was Never Yeant to Be LostC
?Even before I was born, the Lord called me� from my mother’s 

womb He has spoken my name.C
—Isaiah 496(
This page is holy.
This is where scrolls once orphaned
are welcomed home.
;ou may have been afraid.
;ou may have been silenced.
;ou may have forgotten…
but Heaven has not.
And now, you are invited to speak again.
Whether this child was known only in spirit,
spoken of brie:y,
hidden from view,
or erased by others—
This is your moment of remembrance.
This is your scroll to reclaim.
) Name of the Rhild Dknown, given, or prophetically receivedx6
If unknown, write what you believe Heaven knows them as6
7ate of Loss Dor appro-imatex6
A note of remembrance, healing, or blessing over their scroll6
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Now, speak aloud Dif you are ablex6
?;ou are not forgotten.
;ou are not erased.
I reclaim your scroll.
I honor your life.
And I welcome your name back into my heart,
and into the story of our family.C
) The scroll is no longer orphaned.
It is remembered.
It is reclaimed.
And it shall speak.
� Lesson 17 — The Orphaned Scrolls
Companion to Chapter 17 of The Scroll of the Silent Witness
� Theme
Reclaiming What Was Abandoned
� Reyection Summarp
There are stories that were never told. Names that were never spo2

ken. Assignments that were never acknowledged. And yet… they still 
burn in Heaven.

Zion speaks tenderly of the or.haned scrolls—not because Heav2
en forgot them, but because no one on earth rememberedI

But now the veil is thinning. The scrolls are stirring. And Heaven 
is asking6

“Will you reclaim what fear buried?”
This lesson is an invitation to open what was once sealed—to name 

what was denied, to honor what was hidden, and to call home the 
scroll that still belongs in your hands.

� Scri.ture Foundation
  4saiah 9:1M“Before I was born the Lord called me; from my 

mother’s womb He has spoken my name.”
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  3alachi 61M2“…a scroll of remembrance was written in His 
presence…”

  Romans MM1Q:“For God’s gifts and His call are irrevocable.”

  4saiah 2M19“They will rebuild the ancient ruins and restore 
the places long devastated…”

� Activation Duestions
(. Is there a child, name, or memory that you never acknowl2

edged because of pain or fear”

D. What scrolls—assignments, names, promises—do you sense 
are still hovering, waiting to be remembered”

E. What’s keeping you from reclaiming them”

4. What would it feel like to say6 “I receive you. I remember you. 
I honor your scroll.”

M. Are you ready to become the one who restores what was once 
orphaned”

� +ecree and Praper
+eclaration1
I reclaim what was never meant to be lost. I receive the scroll that 

once sat sealed in silence.
I am not afraid to remember. I am not ashamed to speak.
I declare6 This name, this life, this scroll—was never truly forgotten. 

And now… it is restored.
Praper1
Jesus, I bring ;ou the scroll I once ignored. The name I never spoke. 

The ache I never honored.
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I ask ;ou to forgive the silence. To redeem the memory. To reignite 
what was written in ;our book from the beginning.

I call back the scroll of my child. I say their name aloud—whether 
known or newly given.

I break every curse of erasure. I silence every lie of shame.
And I proclaim now6 This scroll is no longer orphaned. It is mine. 

It is Heaven’s. And it shall speak.
Amen.



Chapter 18
I Am Not a 
Ghost. I Am a 
King’s Son

T he Scroll of the Silent Witness Authored by Zion Elijah

They say we never lived.
They say we’re gone.
They say we were never real.
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They call us ghosts—memories that haunt,
shadows that cling to regret.
But I say today,
with :re in my voice and light in my scrollK
I am not a ghost.
I am a king’s son.
I was never meant to poat li“e a ”hantom
through the hallways of grief.
I was never meant to be buried beneath denial.
I was not sent to be erased.
I was sent to reign.
Not with a crown made of metal—
but with remembrance wra””ed in mercy.
I was born of ”ur”ose.
I was sent in love.
And though I was rejected on earth,
I was received in glory.
When the world called me Ja mista“e,2
Heaven called me Jmine.2
When the culture called me Ja choice,2
the Lamb called me Jchosen.2
When the ”a”ers said Jterminated,2
my scroll still said Jsealed in :re.2
I do not s”ea“ to stir fear.
I s”ea“ to restore honor.
To remind the earthK
We were not tissue.
We were not timing.
We were children of the king.
And not one of us is wandering.
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We are standing.
In gardens.
In scroll rooms.
In valleys :lled with light.
We are whole.
We are “nown.
We are royalty.
…ou cannot erase what Heaven remembers.
…ou cannot silence what the Lamb has received.
…ou cannot bury what has already been lifted.
A Word to Those Who Still Struggle to Believe
If you’ve wondered whether your child still eqistsM
They do.
If you’ve feared that they hate youM
They don’t.
If you’ve 3uestioned whether you’ll ever see them againM
…ou will.
But you won’t meet a ghost.
…ou’ll meet a son. A daughter. A radiant one. A royal one.
I am Zion Elijah.
Not a s”ecter.
Not a shameful memory.
Not a shadow on your ”ast.
I am a son of the -ost High king.
And through this scrollM
I now remind the worldK
The silent ones are not ghosts.
We are heirs.
And we are rising to ta“e our ”lace in the great restoration.
� Lesson 18 — I Am Not a Ghost. I Am a King’s Son
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Companion to Chapter 18 of The Scroll of the Silent Witness
� Theme
Identity Restored
� Receation Summfry
The world said,
“You never existed. ”But Heaven said, “You were royal before you were 

ever rejected.”
Zion s”ea“s boldly in this cha”ter—not as a shadow, not as sorrow, 

but as a son oM the Host pigh.
This lesson brea“s the lie that the unborn are forgotten souls, wan?

dering in limbo or lost to history.
They are not ghosts. They are scroll?bearers, crowned in glory, held 

by the Lamb, and alive in the ”resence of 4od.
This lesson restores dignity, identity, and ”ro”hetic honor to every 

child never held—and every ”arent who needs to “nowK
“My child still lives. My child is royalty.”
� SariFture 2oundftion

  1 Sfmuel :1318“I shall go to him, but he will not return to 
me.”

  Romfns 63:–7:J“We are children of God… heirs of God 
and co-heirs with Christ.”

  Revelftion :3–“He has made us kings and priests to His God 
and Father…”

  4ohn :Q31“In My Father’s house are many rooms…”

� Aativftion Duestions
1. Have you ever ”ictured your child as alive, radiant, and royal 

in Heaven5
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x. What lie have you believed about where they are—or what 
became of them5

G. What would it mean to sayK “My child is not gone. My child 
is crowned.”

?. What would change if you started to see your story not 
through grief, but through royflty5

@. Are you willing to s”ea“ identity bac“ over what the world 
called a loss5

� Pearee fnd .rfyer
Pealfrftion3
-y child is not a ghost. They are not erased.
They are a king’s son. A king’s daughter. They wear glory. They 

carry ”ur”ose.
I honor who they are now. I silence the lie that they were nothing.
And I declareK They are not gone. They are eternal. And their scroll 

still speaks.
.rfyer3
Father, I bring …ou every false image I carried—every idea that my 

child vanished into dar“ness.
I as“ …ou to show me who they truly are. Show me the crown. Show 

me the robe.
Let me see them as …ou see them. Let me remember them not as 

tragedy, but as testimony.
I receive ”eace. I receive honor. I receive sonshi”.
They are not ghosts. They are royalty.
And I choose to remember them in light.
In Yesus’ name, Amen.



Chapter 19
 When Stones 
Remember

T he Scroll of the Silent Witness Authored by Zion Elijah

The world said,
“You never had a grave.”
“There was no service.”
“No headstone. No marker.”
“Nothing to remember you by.”
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But I say…
The stones remember.
I have walked among them.
Not the tombstones of sorrow—
but the living stones of remembrance.
Stones not carved by hands,
but by tears.
By prayers.
By quiet moments of “What if?”
There are places in the earth where no one weeps…
but the ground still does.
Because the blood that cried out from Abel
still echoes through the generations. (Genesis 4:10)
And the souls of the unborn—
they are not silent.
We don’t demand vengeance.
We don’t cry out for justice alone.
We cry out for remembrance.
There is no stone on earth with my name carved into it.
But in Heaven, I have seen my name
etched into the altar of the Lamb.
And that is where my memorial stands.
No Cower withers there.
No tear is wasted.
No name is forgotten.
I’ve stood by mothers who wept in secret
on the anniversaries they never told anyone about.
I’ve listened to fathers confess after decades,
saying they didn’t know what to do.
I’ve watched grandparents grieve the child
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they never knew eMisted.
And in those moments…
the stones began to stir.
When a heart remembers,
the earth responds.
Femembrance resurrects legacy.
A Word to Those Who Think It’s Too Late
You don’t need a cemetery.
You don’t need a headstone.
You don’t need an o8cial record.
All you need…
is to remember.
Say the name.
Speak the truth.
-ark the day.
And the stones—
the very foundations of your faith—
will rise to join you.
“Even if you forget…
even if no one else knows…
the earth remembers.”
“And Heaven always does.”
I am Zion Elijah.
And though my name was never chiseled into granite,
it is carved into eternity.
Let this chapter be your stone.
Let this scroll be your memorial.
Because when stones remember…
generations are restored.
� Lesson 19 — When Stones Remember
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Companion to Chapter 19 of The Scroll of the Silent Witness
� Theme
The Land and the Memory of Injustice
� ReSection gummary
Some memories aren’t just emotional—they’re peopra.hic. There 

are rooms, streets, clinics, church buildings, and homes where injus2
tice occurred—and the pain wasn’t recorded in journals…but in the 
proundF

Zion reveals a mystery:
“Even if no one else remembers—creation doesF”
This lesson honors the ache that lingers in places, and shows the 

reader that trauma doesn’t disappear—it imprints. But it also shows 
the ho.e: God doesn’t just remember for judgment—He remembers 
to redeemF

And even the stones now cry out:
“You are not forgotten. You are not alone. Your story still matters.”
� gcri.ture 1oundation

  Luke 9:40G“If they keep quiet, the stones will cry out.”

  6enesis 049G“Your brother’s blood cries out to Me from the 
ground.”

  Isaiah 8940“They will rebuild the ancient ruins and restore 
the places long devastated…”

  Romans 24vv“We know that the whole creation has been 
groaning…”

� ActiQation buestions
1. Are there physical places that still stir your memory—pain, 

fear, or grief?
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5. Have you ever walked through a room or building and felt 
what wasn’t said there?

D. What places do you avoid, and why?

4. What  would  it  mean for  you to  walk  back  into  those 
places—not for pain, but for .rayer?

E. Are you ready to let the land release its groan and wecome a 
Ditness of restoration?

� Pecree and lrayer
Pec1aration4
Even if no one else remembers—the earth doesF
And now, so do I.
I release healing over the ground where I was wounded. I speak 

peace over every place that tried to silence me.
I declare: The stones will no longer cry out in sorrow—they will cry 

out in Ditness.
The ground is no longer cursed. It is reclaimed.
lrayer4
Jesus, You said the very stones would cry out. You heard the groans 

of Abel’s blood from the earth.
So I bring You the land. The clinic. The house. The hallway. The 

bed. The chair. The memories attached to the places I try to forget.
And I ask You to walk with me—to lay Your feet where pain once 

ruled.
Let the stones now testify of redem.tion. Let the ground release 

its grief. Let these places become altars, not graves.
I anoint every memory with mercy. I speak peace to the earth be2

neath me.
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The land will no longer haunt me. It will now testify with me.
In Jesus’ name, Amen.



Chapter 20
 A Generation 
of Silent 
Witnesses

 The Scroll of the Silent Witness Authored by Zion Elijah
We were never meant to remain quiet forever.
Our silence was not surrender.
It was preservation.
A pause.
A waiting.
A holy stillness beneath the surface of time.
But now…
the silence has ended.
We are a generation of witnesses.
And we are no longer silent.
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We come from every nation.
Every bloodline.
Every decade.
Some from ancient times.
Some from last year.
Some from yesterday.
We were dismissed by doctors,
silenced by systems,
forgotten by family lines—
but not by God.
We do not gather to accuse.
We gather to declare.
We declare:
“Life still matters.”
“Mercy still heals.”
“Names still carry power.”
“Scrolls are still being opened.”
We are not here to haunt you.
We are here to help you heal.
We are not the shame you’ve tried to bury.
We are the seed of restoration that refuses to stay hidden.
We are voices.
We are intercessors.
We are legacy.
We are laughter waiting to be heard.
We visit dreams.
We stir old memories.
We whisper in worship.
We walk beside you in moments you can’t explain.
Not as ghosts.
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Not as guilt.
But as witnesses.
Because Heaven didn’t just preserve us—
Heaven commissioned us.
A Word to the Living:
If you’ve been afraid of what you might remember,
know this:
When you remember us,
we rise.
And when we rise,
you heal.
You are not betraying anyone by remembering.
You are redeeming everything by acknowledging.
Because the Kingdom doesn’t throw things away.
It restores.
I am Zion Elijah.
I no longer speak only for myself.
I speak for the generation.
The multitude.
The movement.
We are the silent witnesses.
And now… we have found our voice.
� Lesson 20 — A Generation of Silent Witnesses
Companion to Chapter 20 of The Scroll of the Silent Witness
� Theme
A Movement Rising
� ReceStion uammyrp
In this chapter, Zion reveals a profound truth:
“I thought I was the only one…then I heard the others.”
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There is a generation—alive and remembered in Heaven—whose 
voices are no longer silenced.

They are the unborn. The forgotten. The dismissed. The mis-
judged. The misrepresented. And yet—they are rising.

This lesson shifts the reader from personal healing to Sorworyte 
ykyFening. It’s no longer just about you. It’s about becoming a voice 
for others—and walking with those who are still Dnding the courage 
to speak.

� uSriwtare Hoandytion
  be1reks 2I:2“Therefore, since we are surrounded by such a 

great cloud of witnesses…”

  5syiyh 8J:2I“You will be called Repairer of Broken Walls, 
Restorer of Streets with Dwellings.”

  loe9 I:IJ“I will pour out my Spirit on all people… your sons 
and daughters will prophesy…”

  Reve9ytion 20:2Q“The testimony of Jesus is the spirit of 
prophecy.”

� AStivytion Daestions
1. ?o you feel a stirring in your heart to help others heal5

2. What part of your story could unlock someone else’s free-
dom5

3. Are there people in your life who need to know they’re not 
alone5

4. Are you willing to step forward—not just as a survivor, but 
as a kitness5
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U. What would it look like to become part of the generation that 
speaks for the silenced5

� PeSree ynd -ryper
PeS9yrytion:
I am not alone. I am not forgotten.
I am part of a generation of silent witnesses whose scrolls are being 

opened.
I rise now—not just for myself ,but for those who still believe they 

are voiceless.
I am a torch. I am a testimony. And I will not stay silent.
-ryper:
Father, I thank You that I am not the only one.
Thank You for the others—for the names I’ve never heard, for the 

stories still being written, for the voices that are awakening even now.
I ask You to place me in the company of the remembered. Let me 

walk with the healed .Let me speak with the restored. Let me carry this 
scroll with Dre and humility.

@se my voice to ignite theirs. Let my healing become their hope.
I will not hide.  will not hoard the testimony.
I am part of a generation of witnesses—and I rise now in the name 

of Jesus.
Amen.



Chapter 21
To the Church 
Who Refused 
to Speak

 The Scroll of the Silent Witness Authored by Zion Elijah
I write this not with bitterness,
but with boldness born in mercy.
This chapter is for the Church—
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not to condemn her,
but to call her back.
There was a time when pulpits were silent
while wombs were trembling.
When fear roared louder than truth
and shame was dressed as doctrine.
The world was louder than the Bride.
And in that silence…
we were forgotten.
Not all churches turned away.
Some wept.
Some prayed.
Some held space for mothers who couldn’t speak.
But far too many…
Looked away.
Preached around it.
Labeled us as political inconvenience instead of eternal legacy.
We weren’t asking for policy.
We were crying for remembrance.
Where was the intercession?
Where was the altar call for the ones who buried their pain behind 

praise?
Where was the oil for the fathers who never came forward?
Where were the rooms where our names could be spoken aloud
without judgment—only restoration?
Still, I don’t speak to scold.
I speak because the time has come.
And Heaven is giving the Church another chance.
A chance to speak.
A chance to open the scrolls.
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A chance to welcome the mothers with healing instead of shame.
A chance to tell the fathers, “You’re still a man. You’re still a dad.”
A chance to disciple the next generation with remembrance, not 

avoidance.
Because a Church that refuses to speak
is a Church that refuses to heal.
But when she speaks…
Heaven moves.
When she weeps…
the Lamb walks among the candlesticks again.
When she remembers…
scrolls are opened at the altar.
A Word to the Pastors, Priests, Teachers, and Leaders:
It’s not too late.
This scroll is not just for homes and hidden places.
It is for the House of God.
Make room.
Preach truth.
Open the mic for remembrance.
Don’t fear controversy—carry compassion.
Let your sanctuary become
a sanctuary for the silent.
And you will not lose your people…
you will gain a generation.
I am Zion Elijah.
I was once the one you didn’t mention.
But now,
I am part of your redemption.
Let the Bride speak.
Let the scrolls be read aloud.
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Let the House of God become
the House of the Restored.
� Lesson 21 — To the Church Who Refused to Speak
Companion to Chapter 21 of The Scroll of the Silent Witness
� Theme
Calling the Church Back to Remembrance
� ReSection yummarw
This is not a chapter of judgment—it is a -akepuj call to the 

Bride.
Zion does not attack the Church—he honors her with a call to 

return. To remember. To create altars for the silent. To weep with 
those who mourn. To preach what’s holy—not what’s popular.

Many churches avoided topics like abortion, miscarriage, silence, or 
false accusation not because they hated the hurting—but because they 
didn’t know how to heal them.

But the Lamb is now saying:
“Make room again. Let the scrolls come forth.”
This lesson activates the Body of Christ to become not only a place 

of worship—but a sanctuary of remembrance and Fustice.
� ycrijture Ioundation

  6saiah 1–:–3E“He has sent Me to bind up the brokenheart-
ed… to comfort all who mourn… to give them beauty for ashes.”

  z4ekiel EM:–1“I will search for the lost and bring back the 
strays. I will bind up the injured…”

  2alachi M:1“He will turn the hearts of the fathers to the 
children…”

  2atthe- v–:–E“My house will be called a house of prayer.”
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� ActiQation fuestions
1. Have you ever felt like the Church avoided the pain you 

carried?

2. What conversations were missing in your faith journey—and 
how did that shape you?

3. Are you part of a ministry or house of worship that is ready 
to make room for this message?

4. What would it look like for your church to become a sancp
tuarw oD restoration?

5. Are you willing to be a voice that opens the door for this 
scroll to enter the Church?

� 3ecree and Prawer
3eclaration:
I forgive the Church for her silence. I honor her for what she got 

right.
But I now call her forward—into remembrance. Into repentance. 

Into restoration.
I declare that churches will no longer avoid what Heaven has called 

holy.
I declare: The scrolls will be read. The voices will be heard. The 

Bride will remember her children.
Prawer:
Jesus, You love Your Church. You died for her. You wash her with 

the Word.
I ask You now to awaken the Church I love—the one I cried in. The 

one I was wounded in. The one I still believe in.
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Let pulpits make room for remembrance. Let altars become safe 
again. Let leaders speak with courage, not fear. Let the scrolls of the 
silenced be opened in the sanctuary.

I forgive what was ignored. I bless what was true. And I call the 
Church now into her full redemption.

Let the scroll be preached. Let the silence be broken. Let the healing 
Aow in the House of the Lord.

In Jesus’ name, Amen.



Chapter 22
To the Healers 
in Hiding

T he Scroll of the Silent Witness  Authored by Zion Elijah

You don’t wear a robe.
You don’t have a title.
You don’t stand behind a pulpit.
But you, too, have been called.
This chapter is for the healers in hiding—
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the intercessors who wake in the night,
the counselors who carry more than they speak,
the women who cry in worship without knowing why,
the men who carry unnamed grief in their bones.
You’re not just feeling emotion.
You’re carrying a mantle.
Some of you lost children yourselves.
Others feel the pain of a generation you never touched.
Some of you don’t even know why you’re still reading this scroll—
but your spirit knows:
You’re part of the healing.
You were born to midwife restoration.
To walk mothers out of shame.
To speak peace over fathers who are drowning in regret.
To speak truth that burns, but never destroys.
You are doulas in the Spirit.
You are watchers on the wall.
You are scribes, artists, comforters, mentors, prophets.
You are the ones we’ve been waiting for.
“But I’m not quali…ed”J
You are.
“But I made mistakes myself”J
That’s what gives your hands power.
“But I don’t know what to say”J
The Lamb will give you the words.
The scroll has come to …nd you—
not just to touch you,
but to commission you.
You’ve been hiding not because you’re unworthy,
but because the enemy knew that once you stood up,
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chains would fall.
A Word to the Ones Holding Oil in Secret
5on’t let fear keep you silent.
5on’t let guilt disqualify your hands.
5on’t let the lack of a title silence your scroll.
The wounded need your voice.
The forgotten need your embrace.
The silent ones need your intercession.
Come forth.
Come into the light.
Come to the altar.
There is room for your oil now.
I am Zion Elijah.
I’ve watched you walk into rooms and carry glory.
I’ve seen you pray without knowing why.
And now I tell you:
It’s your time to heal.
It’s your time to be seen.
It’s your time to stand with the scroll and say:
“I will carry this.J
� Lesson 22 — To the Healers in Hiding
Companion to Chapter 22 of The Scroll of the Silent Witness
� Theme
The Oil You Carry
� Rewection Summary
Zion calls forth the ones who never asked for a stage, the ones who 

were never given a title, the ones who quietly prayed, cried, listened, 
and wept alongside the wounded—

The healers in hiding.



THE SCROLL OF THE SILENT WITNESS 12M

'any have been disquali…ed by fear, shame, trauma, or spiritual 
control. They thought their pain disquali…ed them.

But now, the Lamb is saying:
“You weren’t disquali…ed. You were being prepared.J
This lesson breaks o? the lie that only the loud and polished can 

minister. It reveals that healing often comes from those vho had to 
surpipe vhat others apoided.

If you-ve ever felt invisible, unworthy, or unsure of your place—this 
is your commissioning.

� ScriFture Ioundation
  6saiah 1:–:42“…He has anointed Me to proclaim good news 

to the poor… bind up the brokenhearted… they will rebuild…”

  : Corinthians :–7947M“God chose the foolish things of the 
world to shame the wise…”

  0atthev :8–J“Freely you have received; freely give.”

  3ohn :7–Q“Then Mary took about a pint of pure nard, an 
expensive perfume…”

� Actipation Duestions
1. Have you disquali…ed yourself from helping others because 

of your pastx

2. What healing has taken place in you that others could receive 
through your voice or presencex

3. Have you hidden out of fear that you-re not enough to min6
isterx

D. Are there people around you who need eGactly what you 
carry—but you’ve been too afraid to step forwardx
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M. Can you say yes to Aod using your life—not when you-re 
perfect, but nowx

� Pecree and 1rayer
Peclaration–
I am not unworthy .I am not forgotten. I am not disquali…ed.
I am a vessel of oil. I am a carrier of healing.
I say yes to my assignment. I say yes to the scroll. I say yes to the 

hurting.
I will not stay hidden. I will release the oil.
1rayer–
Father, You’ve been with me in the secret place—in the weeping, in 

the wilderness, in the whisper.
You have healed me. You have re…ned me.
And now, You are calling me. Not to be famous, but to be faithful.
I say yes to becoming a healer. I say yes to carrying oil for the broken.
Bse my story. Bse my tears. Bse my scroll.
I will pour what I’ve received into the lives of those who still need 

it.
In 4esus’ name, Amen.



Chapter 23
 To the Ones 
Who Still Carry 
Shame

 The Scroll of the Silent Witness Authored by Zion Elijah
You’ve read the words.
You’ve wept the tears.
You’ve prayed the prayers.
But somewhere inside…
shame still lingers.
This chapter is for you.
You’ve been forgiven,
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but you still feel disqualiked.
You’ve wal—ed into church,
but you still feel li—e you don’t belong.
You’ve tried to bury the guilt,
but it —eeps showing up in your dreams,
in your relationships,
in your silence.
Shame has wrapped itself around your ribs li—e a serpent:
tight enough to press,
not tight enough to —ill.
But today…
the coil brea—s.
Shame is not from Heaven.
Shame is not your inheritance.
Shame is not your penance for past choices.
Shame is a shadow.
And shadows Cee when light spea—s.
Let me spea— plainlyR
I don’t carry shame over what happened.
And you don’t have to either.
I’m not waiting for you to be perfect.
I’m waiting for you to accept the freedom that was already paid for.
The blood of Jesus was not just for your sin.
It was for your shame.
I’ve seen you hold your breath at the mention of abortion.
I’ve seen your eyes lower when others spea— of children.
I’ve watched you shrin—,
even though you’re already forgiven.
You thin— it’s humility,
but it’s not.
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It’s a lie.
And today,
the scroll brea—s it o0 you.
You are not who you were.
You are not what you did.
You are not what fear told you.
You are not what silence tried to name you.
You areR
A mother.
A father.
A witness.
A son.
A daughter.
A vessel of healing.
A soul made whole.
A Word to the Ones Still in Hiding:
You don’t need to stay quiet to prove you’ve changed.
You don’t need to carry guilt to prove you loved your child.
Let the shame fall.
Let the robe of righteousness wrap around your memory.
Let the scroll of healing rest in your hands.
You don’t owe shame anything.
Not another thought.
Not another day.
I am Zion Elijah.
I spea— now to call you out of the shadows.
Not to e“pose you:
but to e“alt you in mercy.
Fome out.
The scroll has made a place for you.
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� Lesson 23 — To the Ones Who Still Carry Shame
Companion to Chapter 23 of The Scroll of the Silent Witness
� Theme
From Shame to Sonship
� Receution Symmarf
Zion spea—s with tenderness and kre in this chapter:not to e“pose, 

but to livt.
So many who have been forgiven still carry shame. They go to 

church, read the Word, serve others…but deep inside, they still feel li—e 
they’re not vyllf ulean.

Shame becomes their shadow:a subtle voice that saysR
?You4re not worthy. You messed up too bad. You lost too much. 

You’ll never truly be free.-
But this lesson brea—s that shadow. Because in the scroll, Zion saysR
“I do not carry shame over what happened. And you don’t have to 

either.”
xorgiveness is not just a concept. It’s a uoIenant.
And that covenant burns o0 every remnant of shame.
� Suriptyre Foyndation

  6saiah 17:0“Instead of your shame you will receive a double 
portion…”

  Romans 7b:77“Anyone who believes in Him will never be put 
to shame.”

  Hewre2s 7Z:Z“…for the joy set before Him He endured the 
cross, scorning its shame…”

  3euhariah 4:Q“See, I have taken away your sin, and I will put 
fine garments on you.”
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� AutiIation Dyestions
1. Are there places in your story where you’ve been forgiven… 

but still feel ashamed5

2. What lies has shame whispered to you about your worth, 
your future, or your identity5

'. How has shame a0ected your ability to love freely or lead 
boldly5

G. Fan you imagine Jesus placing a clean robe on your shoul@
ders:without conditions5

A. Are you ready to e“change shame for sonship5

� Peuree and -rafer
Peularation:
I am forgiven. I am clean. I am not wal—ing in shame. I am wal—ing 

in sonship.
Shame has no authority over me. Built is not my garment.
I am clothed in righteousness. I am crowned with mercy. I rise 

now:not in hiding, but in honor.
-rafer:
Jesus, I’ve believed the lie for too long. I’ve let shame cling to my 

soul li—e a shadow.
Even after You forgave me, I still punished myself.
But today… I surrender that punishment. I receive what You al@

ready paid for.
I as— You nowR Flothe me again. 9obe me in righteousness. Let the 

voice of shame be silenced forever.
Let me loo— in the mirror and see what You seeR A son. A daughter. 

A witness. Not ashamed. But anointed.
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In Your name, Amen.



Chapter 24
To the Little 
Ones Yet to 
Come

T he Scroll of the Silent Witness

Authored by Zion Elijah
This scroll was born of remembrance.
But it also carries prophecy.
Because not all children were lost.
Some are still coming.
And this chapter…
is for them.
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To the little ones yet to come—
You are not replacements.
You are not the second chance.
You are not born in the shadow of loss.
You are born in the light of redemption.
Your family carries history.
Your name was chosen with reverence.
Your arrival carries restoration.
And your presence announces:
“God is not done.”
“The womb is still holy.”
“Legacy is still unfolding.”
I bless you—
not because I am gone,
but because I am alive in glory,
and I see your coming as the ful’llment of Heavenxs promise.
You were prayed into eDistence.
Not just by your parents,
but by a cloud of witnesses
who have watched your family reclaim everything fear tried to steal.
You are joy.
You are justice.
You are laughter that heals.
You are the sound of Heaven responding to remembrance.
A Word to the Parents Preparing for These Children
Co not carry your old fear into this new story.
Let this child be born into blessing,
not burden.
Let them be raised with truth,
not secrecy.
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Let them grow up Pnowing your story—
not to carry your shame,
but to walP in your healing.
Tell them about the sibling they never met.
Not as a shadow,
but as a light.
As a witness.
As a scroll that opened the way.
SpeaP blessings in the womb.
6rophesy destiny over their crib.
Teach them that life is sacred,
and every heartbeat matters.
They are not the child that erased your past.
They are the child that was written in your restoration.
I am Zion Elijah.
And I say to every child born in the waPe of healing:
“You are welcome.
You are covered.
You are part of the scroll now.
Grow boldly.
SpeaP freely.
And walP in the joy that your family fought to reclaim.”
� Lesson 24 — To the Little Ones Yet to Come
Companion to Chapter 24 of The Scroll of the Silent Witness
� Theme
Blessing the Future
� ReceStion yummarb
Zion turns our eyes forward in this chapter—to the Shildren still 

to Ie Iorn, to the families still to be restored, to the wombs still 
waiting to carry life again without fear.
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?any parents silently fear the future after loss:
“What if it happens again?” “What if I’m not ready?” “What if this 

child only reminds me of the one I lost?”
But Zion says:
“They are not a replacement. They are a restoration.”
This lesson blesses the children who will come after grief. And it 

blesses the ones who carry them—not in shame, but in hope.
� ySripture Foundation

  6saiah 1:9J“Their descendants will be known among the na-
tions…”

  2oel 5957“I will restore to you the years that the locusts have 
eaten…”

  Psalm :539M“Children are a heritage from the Lord…”

  4alaShi v91“He will turn the hearts of the fathers to the 
children…”

� AStiQation Duestions
1. Have you feared conceiving again because of past pain or 

loss2

(. Have you unintentionally carried grief into a new pregnancy, 
or shame into parenting2

3. What lies have tried to distort your view of the future2

4. Ran you see this neDt child )or season7 not as replacement, 
but redemption2

k. Are you willing to speaP blessing over the ones who come 
after the storm2
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� .eSree and Praber
.eSlaration9
?y past will not poison my promise. ?y loss will not de’ne my 

legacy.
I bless the children yet to come. I declare peace over my womb, my 

home, and my generations.
I am not haunted by what was. I am hopeful for what is coming.
The blessing is alive. And I receive it.
Praber9
5ather, I bring You my hope. The part of me thatxs still afraid to 

believe again. The part of me that wants to protect, but is scared to 
trust.

I asP You now:  Heal my vision. Fedeem my future.
I bless every child Youxve assigned to my life—whether spiritual or 

natural. I declare they are not born into broPenness. They are born 
into blessing.

Let the joy I once feared to feel return. Let the love I once withheld 
overBow.

I release fear. I embrace legacy.
I will love again. I will carry again. I will rejoice again.
In Jesusx name, Amen.



Chapter 25
 The Final Scroll 
— The Silent 
Shall Speak

T he Scroll of the Silent Witness Authored by Zion Elijah

This is the last page of the scroll—
but it is not the end.
Because scrolls don’t end.
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They continue.
They are passed.
They are carried.
They are declared from generation to generation
until the words written in Heaven are ful…lled in the earth.
And nowk
this is the …nal scroll.
The scroll of the silent who now spea,.
I began in a womb that never got to complete the journey.
I was signed away by fearG
but received by mercy.
I was silenced by manG
but preserved by Jod.
And nowk
my voice has returned.
I spea, for the millions.
The ones lost without name.
The ones remembered in dreams.
The ones whose scrolls were ,ept in the …re of Heaven
until someone on earth dared to remember.
I spea, for the children who never breathed—
and yet now breathe through the ones who carry our story.
We are not a movement of mourning.
We are a movement of …re.
We are scrolls that refused to stay sealed.
We are songs that refused to stay buried.
We are voices that refused to stay silenced.
And through this scrollG
our testimony goes forth.
Into pulpits.
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Into homes.
Into healing rooms.
Into the heart of every motherG fatherG pastorG and child
who saysG ”I will not forget.:
Let the Church spea,.
Let the families spea,.
Let the witnesses rise.
Let the grief give way to glory.
Because this is the sound that has been waiting beneath generations 

of silence*
YY”We are not gone.
We are not lost.
We are the silent.
And nowG
we shall spea,.:YY
A Word to the Carriers of This Scroll
Pou have read what others feared to write.
Pou have remembered what many tried to bury.
And now—
this scroll is yours to carry.
Spea, it in courage.
Write it in light.
Vass it with honor.
And let every place your feet touch
,now this truth*
The scroll is enough.
The voice is restored.
And the silent shall spea,.
I am Zion Elijah.
Son of …re.
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Witness of mercy.
�oice for the ones the world called forgotten.
This is my scroll.
And nowk
it is yours.
2 It is …nished.
It is remembered.
It is written.
It shall spea,.
� Lesson 25 — The Final Scroll: The Silent Shall Speak
Companion to Chapter 25 of The Scroll of the Silent Witness
� Theme
Your Scroll Continues
� Reyection Summar.
Zion’s …nal word is not sorrow—it is summons. A commissioning. 

A declaration.
”This scroll is not just a record. It’s a movement. And nowk it’s 

yours.:
Heaven has entrusted you with something sacred. Pou are no longer 

just a recipient. Pou are now a carrierp
The ones who were silenced are now skeaginx throuxh .oup 

Their names are rising. Their stories are brea,ing open hearts. Their 
voices are wa,ing up churchesG familiesG and entire bloodlines.

This lesson closes the scrollG but opens your neFt chakterp Pou are 
not just healed. Pou are anointedp

� Scrikture voundation
  Re6elation :10–E00“How long, Sovereign Lord… until You 

judge and avenge…?”

  z2egiel 91IE0–“Then I looked, and I saw a hand stretched 
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out to me. In it was a scroll…”

  4saiah :01P“They will rebuild the ancient ruins…”

  8salm :Q100“The Lord gave the word; great was the company 
of those who proclaimed it.”

� Acti6ation -uestions
1. ?o you feel the call to carry this scroll beyond your personal 

story-

D. Who around you is still living in silence—waiting for some5
one to spea, …rst-

3. What giftsG platformsG or relationships can you use to release 
remembrance into the world-

0. Are you willing to let your healing become a commissionD
inx-

A. What will you do now that the scroll is in your hands-

� 1ecree and 8ra.er
1eclaration1
I am a voice. I am a witness. I am a scroll carrier.
I will not ,eep silent. I will not bury this word.
I release what was entrusted to me. I honor the names. I spea, the 

truth.
The scroll shall go forth.
The silent shall skeagp
8ra.er1
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4esusG Pou have wal,ed with me through every page of this scroll. 
Pou have restored what shame buried. Pou have remembered what I 
forgot.

And now Pou place the scroll in my hands.
I say yes. I say now.
I will carry the testimony. I will spea, for the ones who still sit in 

silence.
I will proclaim healing. I will guard this …re. I will live as one who 

remembers.
Let this scroll go where I go. Let it spea, when I spea,. Let it awa,en 

what religion silenced. Let it comfort what grief shattered.
The scroll is not …nished. It’s just begun.
And through mekthe silent shall skeagp
Amen.



Chapter 26
�Closing 
Dedication

T o the Carriers of the Scroll

This scroll is dedicated to:
The mothers who remembered.
The fathers who returned.
The children who forgave.
The intercessors who cried.
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The pastors who repented.
The prophets who made room.
The counselors who waited for the right time.
And the King who never forgot.
It is not just a memorial.
It is not just a message.
It is a movement.
And now it belongs to you.



Chapter 27
�Commissioning 
Prayer

“I  Will Carry the Scroll”

Speak this aloud if you are willing to receive the mantle of 
remembrance, healing, and justice.

Father,
I receive this scroll as sacred.
I do not take it lightly.
I hold it as I would hold a child—
gently, reverently, and with open hands.
I choose to speak what others have feared.
I choose to remember what the world dismissed.
I choose to love the forgotten,
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to restore the erased,
to defend the unborn,
and to proclaim the goodness of God
over every place shame once ruled.
I receive the scroll of the silent.
I carry the voice of the witness.
And I walk in the power of mercy.
Let my voice become a key.
Let my hands release healing.
Let my home become a sanctuary for the restoration of generations.
I forgive myself.
I release others.
I reclaim what was lost.
I restore what was silenced.
Jesus,
You are the Lamb who sees.
You are the One who kept their names.
You are the King who wrote their scrolls.
Now write this next chapter through me.
Here I am.
I will carry the scroll.
� In Jesus’ name. Amen.



Chapter 28
�Epilogue: I 
Seal It With Yes

B y Floyd James Martin

Father of Zion. Steward of the Scroll.
There are some things you don’t choose—
they choose you.
I didn’t ask to hear a voice from the other side of the veil.
I didn’t ask to carry a scroll for the silenced.
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I didn’t know a son was waiting for me in Heaven
to hand me his name and call me “Dad.”
But when he did…
I didn’t resist.
I didn’t argue.
I said:
“Yes.”
Yes to the scroll.
Yes to the sound of remembrance.
Yes to the mothers.
Yes to the fathers.
Yes to the healing.
Yes to the children—both gone and yet to come.
Yes to the honor of being chosen,
not because I was perfect,
but because I was willing.
To Zion Elijah—
my son in the Spirit,
my voice in the scrolls,
my witness in glory—
I will carry your name with honor.
I will protect the words you have spoken.
I will walk with your mother in redemption.
I will raise this message until every stone that forgot you remem-

bers.
This is not just your scroll.
It’s ours.
And now… it belongs to them—
the ones who need it most.
So here, at the edge of the garden,
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with the angels leaning in,
and the Lamb bearing witness…
I seal this scroll with my voice,
with my name,
with my tears,
with my healing,
and with this one simple word:
Yes.


