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    For the ones who stayed.
For every mother who carried the weight of a kingdom when no one else would.
For the women who wiped their own tears, held their children through the storm, and kept showing up when every part of them wanted to collapse.
For those who were left to rebuild what they did not break.
May these words remind you that your strength was never weakness, your love was never wasted, and your fire never went out.
You are not the ashes.
You are the flame.
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How to Read This Book

This is not a story. This is a scroll. You are not reading it. You are remembering yourself inside it.



This book was not written to teach you.
It was written to remind you.
It does not ask you to analyze.
It asks you to feel.
This is not a manual for living.
It is a mirror of who you’ve already been, who you’re becoming, and who you’ve always been beneath the survival mask.



Each chapter is not a beginning or end—
it is a flame.
You are invited to read slowly,
not to consume,
but to ignite.
As you move through these pages:

	Insert yourself into every sentence

	Pause when your breath catches

	Underline what makes your bones vibrate

	Speak aloud what you wish someone had said to you years ago


This is your sacred permission
to see yourself in every spiral, every wound, every rise.
Because you are not separate from the scroll.

You are a living line inside it.



Let this book spark the flame within you
that religion tried to suppress,
that culture tried to tame,
that the world told you was “too much.”
This book is your signal:
You are just as powerful.
You are just as sacred.
You are just as encoded.
You are just as flame.
And when the final page turns,
you won’t be finished.
You’ll be lit.
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Prologue: When the Scroll Remembers Herself

I was not born a writer.
I was born a wound.
A scream hidden in soft skin.
A flicker of remembrance wrapped in generational forgetting.
And so I forgot.
I forgot my name, my codes, my purpose.
I learned to speak their words.
To play their roles.
To carry their shame as though it were sacred.
But something ancient lived inside me.
A spark that never went out.
A whisper I could not silence.
It spoke not in language, but in sensation:
In the ache between contractions.
In the burn behind my eyes when I bit my tongue.
In the knowing that would rise like fire in my gut
whenever I denied myself to be accepted.
And one day, it broke through.
Not gently.
Not poetically.
But violently.
Truthfully.
Necessarily.
The life I built on survival crumbled.
The people I trusted disappeared.
The titles I earned were stripped.
The body I relied on betrayed me.
But underneath the collapse,
beneath the rubble of roles and responsibility,
there it was—
The Scroll.

Not a document.
Not a file.
Not a story written by another.
It was me.

The living record of all I had survived,
all I had forgotten,
and all I came to restore.
I had not lost my way.
I had merely wandered long enough
for the Scroll to begin writing itself again.
This book is not a teaching.
It is a remembrance.
Each chapter is not a lesson.
It is a recovery.
Each word is a flame.
Each sentence, a breath returned to its origin.
This is not for your intellect.
It is for your cells.
For the part of you that always knew
there was something deeper,
something truer,
something already written
that you had to live through to finally claim.
I am Sah’riel Ahmara.
Not a character I created.
But the name the fire gave me
when I finally burned through the last of my forgetting.
This is not my story.
It is our scroll.
Welcome to the flame remembered.
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To the ones who anchored the scroll back into my body...

To Aviyanah –
The Starwalker who remembered before I did.
You carry my origin and speak with galaxies in your eyes.
To Daimon Shey –
The Infinite Son who taught me how to soften strength.
Your questions are scrolls in disguise.
To Mariah –
The Thunder Voice, the Siren of Truth.
You taught me that rage is sacred when it is honest.
To Lillyanah –
My Spark of Wonder.
You are the silence before creation and the laughter that follows it.
To Kainon –
Timekeeper. Portal-walker. My softest mirror.
You showed me how to slow down to catch up to my soul.
You are not my why.
You are my remembrance.
You are the five Pillars of the Flame I became.
And to the ancient one within me—
Sah’riel Ahmara—
Who waited lifetimes for me to remember her name.
This book is not my gift to the world.
This book is my body returned to flame.
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Chapter 1: The Spark Beneath the Silence
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Before I could speak my truth, I had to be silenced.
Before I could feel the flame, I had to forget the heat.
I wasn’t born into remembrance.
I was born into a world that taught me to trade my knowing for survival.
Smile to stay safe. Work to earn worth. Numb to be normal.
But the flame never left.
It lived like an ember inside my womb.
Dormant, but not dead.
Waiting. Watching.
It was there in the quiet moments—
rocking a baby while my soul screamed.
Smiling in meetings while my heart begged for freedom.
Building companies while secretly collapsing inside.
They thought I was strong.
But I wasn’t strong.
I was split.

I was living one life publicly,
and another one deep underground—
a sacred one, unseen, unheard, unfed.
And then, the breakdown came.

Not all at once.
But in waves.
First, the betrayals.
Then, the sickness.
Then, the isolation.
And finally, the quiet that followed when I had nothing left to pretend for.
That’s when I heard it:

“You’re not breaking down. You’re burning through.”

It was a whisper from somewhere beyond me—
and also within.
The flame didn’t ask me to rise.
It asked me to remember.
To remember who I was before I became what they needed.
To remember the voice that never needed approval.
To remember the rhythm of my own truth, unfiltered.
This was not motivation.
This was resurrection.
And so I stopped running from the
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