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To my beloved family,

Your unconditional love, unwavering support, and endless encouragement have been my greatest blessings. From the earliest days of dreaming to the challenging moments of writing, you have stood by me with patience and belief. This book is as much yours as it is mine, a reflection of the values you've instilled and the faith you've shown in me. Thank you for being my rock and my inspiration.

To my dear friends,
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To God,
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A Personal Note from A.A. Castor

I am writing this book because I have a future daughter in mind.

Maybe she will be born into my home.
Maybe she will read these words as part of a youth ministry.
Maybe she will find this book after years of heartache, searching for something deeper than the world ever offered her.
But she exists—in my prayers, in my longing, in my responsibility.

I look at the world today, and I see what it offers our daughters:
Fast affection. Loud romance. Beautiful weddings with shallow vows.
I see girls celebrated for visibility, not for virtue.
I see love stories that begin in emotion and end in exhaustion.
I see purity mocked. Patience dismissed.
Holiness traded for hashtags.
And I cannot stay silent.

This book is my answer.

Not to shame the world—but to offer an alternative.

A better one.

A holy one.

I am writing this because our daughters deserve more than lighters and sparks.
They deserve lamps.
They deserve a vision of love that begins in reverence and grows through obedience.
They deserve stories where fathers protect, where mothers prepare, where men kneel before God before they ever hold a woman’s hand.
I want to show them a love story that is not based on charm, convenience, or chemistry—but covenant.

I want them to see that waiting is not weakness. That restraint is not repression. That a woman’s worth is not in how many eyes she can catch—but how deeply she is rooted in God before anyone ever sees her bloom.

I am writing this because if I had only one scroll to leave behind,
I would fill it with this story.
A story of an olive tree that grows slowly.
A lampstand that never goes out.
And a love that burns, not quickly—but eternally.
For every young woman who still believes in sacred things.

And for every father who dares to plant a vision deeper than culture’s applause.

This is for you.

—A.A. Castor

Servant. Father. Watchman at the gate.
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A.A. Castor is a father, a disciple of old Christianity, and a watchman for the next generation. He does not write for fame or applause, but to leave a lamp burning for those who will come after him.

Rooted in the teachings of the early Church and devoted to the sacredness of covenant, Castor writes stories that resist the world’s rush. His works are soaked in Scripture, reverence, and the deep ache of a father who wants more for his children than charm, comfort, or cultural approval.

He believes in holiness before affection.
Purity before passion.
Obedience before romance.
A.A. Castor writes not to entertain, but to awaken.

He writes for daughters—real and future.
For young women longing for something sacred.
For fathers who dare to disciple, not just protect.
For mothers who still believe that modesty can be beautiful, that silence can be strength, and that love is not lust delayed—but worship lived out.
Whether through fiction rooted in biblical conviction or reflections soaked in prayer, Castor’s mission is always the same:

To gather the oil.
To guard the light.
And to remind this generation—
You were not made for sparks.
You were made to carry a flame.
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​Prologue: A World Without Walls
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The world in which this story unfolds is not modern—but it is familiar.

It is a time after the apostles, when the teachings of Christ still echo in stone homes and desert courtyards. The Church is young, tender, and persecuted. Believers do not live loudly—they live faithfully. They gather in secret, pray aloud in gardens, and treat marriage not as romance, but as reverence.

In this world, fathers do not merely give away daughters.
They guard them.
They shepherd their purity as a sacred offering, not a burden.
Women do not display themselves in search of affection.
They wait, like oil collected drop by drop in sealed jars, knowing that true love does not rush the flame.
Men do not chase women with empty words or practiced charm.
They prepare. In silence. In prayer. In work.
They build homes of character long before they ask to share one.
This is the world Hadassah lives in.

A world where olive trees grow slowly and light is costly.
Where love is not proved by touch, but by restraint.
Where courtship is not casual, but covenantal.
Hadassah is not perfect. She is human. She feels loneliness. She wonders. She waits. But her story is not about waiting for a man—it is about waiting well.

And Matthias, the man who comes into her life, is not a savior. He is not a prince. He is a carpenter. A quiet one. The kind who speaks to fathers before he speaks to daughters. The kind who brings a prayer bench before he ever brings a kiss.

This book is not written for the hurried.
Not for those who want a love story without the cost of obedience.
It is for young women—future daughters—who still believe that holiness is more beautiful than popularity.
That a home is built with prayer before it is filled with furniture.
That it is better to be misunderstood by the world than to compromise with it.
The Olive Tree and the Lampstand is not just a love story.

It is a return.

To the garden.
To the altar.
To the lamp that does not flicker when the winds howl.
To the oil that takes years to gather but burns without smoke.
To a time when love was not made for display—but for devotion.
And as you begin this journey—know this:

This world may no longer look like Hadassah’s.

But her convictions?
Her faith?
Her discipline?
They are not ancient.

They are eternal.
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​Chapter 1: The Garden of Waiting 
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​Scene 1 – The Root in the Quiet Soil
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The morning mist clung to the ground like a veil, soft and silver, as if heaven itself had exhaled upon the earth before retreating to silence. The olive grove behind Hadassah’s home stirred gently beneath the weight of dew and hush. No birds sang yet. No animals stirred. It was the hour of sacred stillness—the kind that seemed to stretch time itself, drawing every breath toward prayer.

Hadassah knelt in the soil beside her family’s oldest olive tree, the bark gnarled like ancient scripture, its base thick with age and memory. Her linen sleeves were rolled to the elbow, smeared with brown and green. Dirt had settled into the lines of her palms, and her knees had long since grown damp from the earth. She didn’t mind. The tree did not ask for beauty. Only patience.

The roots, half-buried, half-visible, twisted like veins into the quiet ground. She ran her fingers along one thick root, brushing away a tangle of fallen leaves. “You’re still growing,” she whispered, as if the tree would answer. “Even when no one sees.”

The grove was more than a garden—it was her sanctuary. It was where her mother taught her to pray in silence, and where her father taught her to listen not with ears, but with discernment. Here, she was not waiting for life to begin. She was learning how to live beneath the surface.

Behind her, the creak of sandals against stone signaled her father’s approach. She didn’t turn. He rarely spoke until he had watched for a while.

He stood beside her now, silent, hands clasped behind his back. His shadow fell across the roots.

“Tell me,” he said at last, his voice low and steady like water in a deep well, “why does the olive tree wait so long before it bears fruit?”

Hadassah sat back on her heels, brushing her hands clean on her tunic. “Because the roots must take hold before the branches can carry weight,” she answered.

Her father nodded, his eyes never leaving the tree. “Yes. And if the roots are shallow, the winds will uproot it the moment fruit begins to grow.” He turned to her. “This is how the Lord prepares a woman, daughter. Not with rush, but with roots.”

She looked down at her soil-darkened fingers. “But how do I know if I am growing strong, or just growing old in silence?”

A soft breath escaped his lips. He knelt beside her, his knees creaking, his hand resting on the bark as if it, too, needed comfort. “Strength is not measured in speed, Hadassah. It is measured in surrender. A tree does not shout while growing. It stretches quietly toward the water, toward the light.”

He reached out and took her hand, turning her palm upward. “This hand will one day hold a home. But if it does not learn to hold stillness first, it will drop what it has been entrusted.”

Hadassah looked up at the tree again. The sun had begun to rise in soft gold through the branches, casting a halo of light over its crown. A single droplet of morning dew hung from a lower leaf, trembling but not falling.

“I want to be ready,” she said quietly.

“You are not made ready by wanting,” her father replied. “You are made ready by waiting.”

A hush passed between them, sacred and slow.

Then, without another word, he stood and left her with the tree. She did not call him back.

Instead, she reached again for the roots, fingers sinking into the damp earth. She whispered no more. Her prayer had already been spoken.

And the tree, ancient and unmoved, remained still.

But its roots grew deeper.
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​Scene 2 – A Father’s Warning
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The room was dim and hushed, lit only by the glow of a single oil lamp that flickered on the low wooden table between them. Shadows danced along the clay walls of the home, their movement slow, like breathing. Outside, the night wind whispered through the slats in the shutters, carrying with it the scent of cypress and the hush of sleeping streets.

Hadassah sat with her legs tucked beneath her, her back straight, her linen robe drawn modestly around her shoulders. Her journal, hand-stitched and worn at the corners, lay open across her lap. She held her reed pen loosely, but her eyes were fixed on her father.

He sat across from her on a mat woven from reeds and goat wool, his posture upright despite the wear of years on his shoulders. In one hand he held the scroll of Proverbs, its edges browned from use, its spine cracked from decades of turning. The other hand rested on his knee, still and deliberate. His voice, when he began to read, was deep and slow, like a prayer that had passed through generations.

“Charm is deceitful,” he read, “and beauty is vain...”

He paused. Let the words sink. He always did.

“...but a woman who fears the Lord is to be praised.” (Proverbs 31:30)

Hadassah felt the familiar warmth spread in her chest. She had heard the verse before—many times, in fact. But tonight, something in her father's voice made it feel like prophecy.

He looked up from the scroll and held her gaze. His eyes were dark but clear, like water pulled from a deep well. “The world,” he said slowly, “will not warn you of wolves, Hadassah. It will dress them in linen. It will teach them to speak gently. To praise you. To tell you that your beauty is power, and that your heart knows best.”

The wind stirred again, as if listening.

“Some will come with sandals dusty from travel,” he continued, “speaking of dreams and destinies. Others will bring fruit in baskets—ripe with compliments, but rotten underneath. But the Lord does not send flattery. He sends a man who fears Him more than he desires you.”

Hadassah’s pen touched the page. Slowly, she began to write the verse he had read, her letters precise and quiet:

Charm is deceitful. Beauty is vain. Fear of the Lord... praise.

As the ink dried, she felt the heat of the candle warming her face. Yet beneath that warmth, a chill passed through her spirit. Not fear—clarity.

Her father leaned forward now, setting the scroll gently aside. “You will not recognize the wolf by his teeth,” he said, softer now. “You will recognize him by how quickly he wants your heart without seeking God’s. By how urgently he wants to be near you, before he’s knelt before your Maker. Remember this: any man who rushes ahead of heaven is not from it.”

She nodded, but said nothing. A silence settled over the room like a thick woolen blanket—heavy, but comforting. The kind of silence that guards a holy space.

Her father reached across the table and gently placed his hand over her journal. “Your beauty, Hadassah,” he said, “is not a prize to be won. It is a burden to be stewarded. And one day, it will be tested not by hatred, but by praise. Be ready.”

She looked down at her hands. Small. Clean. Soft. The same hands that had dug in the soil that morning. The same hands that would one day build a home, cradle a child, or hold a vow.

“Will I know, when it comes?” she asked, her voice barely louder than the flame between them.

Her father smiled—not with ease, but with conviction. “Not if you trust your feelings. But yes... if you trust your fear of the Lord.”

He stood slowly and kissed the top of her head, then turned to retire into the deeper chambers of the home. The flame wavered as he passed, then stilled once more.

Hadassah sat alone for a few moments longer. The shadows no longer danced. The room had grown still.

She read her journal entry once more, then added beneath the verse:

Let praise never reach me if it is not born in reverence.
Let beauty never blind me to truth.
She closed the book and placed it beside the lamp.

Outside, the wolves were still quiet.

But she was awake.
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