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Because I am tired of watching men drown in noise while begging for silence.
Because I have seen women post Scripture in the morning and seduction by night.
Because I have sat in churches where the sermon was a TED Talk, the worship a concert, and the altar a stage.
Because I watched godly desire mocked, and casual sin praised.
I wrote Chasing Waterfalls because I saw what Ezriel saw—and I wept where he wept.

This book was born out of mourning. Mourning for a generation that has mistaken exposure for empowerment. For daughters who flaunt rebellion and call it confidence. For sons who are punished for wanting purity. For courtship that has been buried beneath hashtags, filters, and feminist reinterpretations of Scripture.

I wrote it because the loudest women are not always the strongest—and the quietest men are not always weak.

I wrote it because I saw submission labeled as slavery and modesty dismissed as insecurity. I saw pulpits where conviction used to stand now preaching comfort. I saw men who wanted to lead called controlling. I saw women who covered themselves called oppressed. And I saw children being raised to perform—not obey.

Ezriel was fiction. But his ache is real.

I wrote this for the man who kneels alone, for the woman who waits in silence, for the family who says no to the world even when it costs them everything.

I wrote it for every person who is still asking,
“Where are the ones who don’t just wear the Word—but obey it?”
And lastly, I wrote it because I believe the greatest rebellion left in this world is holiness.
Quiet, costly, unwavering holiness.
Not staged. Not sponsored. Not for sale.
Let them laugh. Let them call it outdated, legalistic, cultish.

But may the next Ezriel know:
You are not alone.
You are not extreme.
You are not asking for too much.
You are asking the wrong crowd.
Walk alone if you must.
But walk toward the well.
And never chase the waterfall again.
— A.A. Castor
	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

​About the Author
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A.A. Castor writes for the ones who’ve been laughed at for wanting something sacred. For the men called “too traditional” because they seek a woman who fears God more than she fears missing out. For the women called “too much” because they choose modesty over attention, silence over performance, obedience over trend.

He doesn’t write to impress. He writes to rebuild.

His stories are not escape—they are exposure. He writes about sanctuaries that became stages, about love that is louder in silence, about truth that doesn’t need to scream. His work is for the weary who still believe that righteousness is rare, submission is strength, and the narrow path is still worth walking.

Castor draws deeply from Scripture, discipline, and the echoes of the early Church and prophetic tradition. His characters are flawed but fierce in faith. His homes are quiet but heavy with conviction. And his pages are soaked with the ache of men and women who still want what the world forgot—order, obedience, covenant.

Chasing Waterfalls is not his first protest. And it won’t be his last.

He lives hidden, writes often, and believes one truth above all:
It is better to be hated for holiness than celebrated for compromise.
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​Prologue – A World Without Wells
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"They have forsaken Me, the fountain of living waters, and hewed out cisterns—broken cisterns that can hold no water."
— Jeremiah 2:13
They told us we were free.
That we could be anything.
So we became everything but holy.
The world now parades its broken cisterns like fountains. They are loud. They are filtered. They shimmer. But they leak. Women dance for the algorithm. Men bow to lust in silence. And the generation that once carried lamps now carries phones—scrolling, posting, performing.

Modesty has become a costume.
Marriage, a meme.
Covenant, a relic.
And submission? That word is a curse.
The daughters of this age have been raised not by mothers, but by influencers. They speak of boundaries, but have none with God. They quote verses with bare skin. They mock the very order they demand in a man—“lead me,” they say, as they lead themselves into rebellion.

"In the last days, perilous times shall come. For men shall be lovers of their own selves... disobedient to parents, unholy... lovers of pleasure more than lovers of God; having a form of godliness, but denying the power thereof."
— 2 Timothy 3:1–5
Everywhere, there is the appearance of virtue without its weight. Churches have turned into stages. Worship into soundtracks. Women cry during sermons, only to seduce hours later. Men wear crosses, but not burdens.

The world calls it liberation.
Heaven calls it lawlessness.
It is a generation that loves grace without repentance. That redefines sin as freedom. That says, “Only God can judge me,” but lives like He never will. They want salvation without surrender. Holiness without obedience. Kingship without the cross.

"Woe to those who call evil good and good evil, who put darkness for light and light for darkness... who are wise in their own eyes and clever in their own sight."
— Isaiah 5:20–21
The men are weary.
They’ve been told to lead, but punished when they try.
Told to protect, but mocked for guarding.
Told to love, but denied the right to discern.
Many have gone silent. Others have become predators. Most just wander—chasing women who were never taught to be still, to be set apart, to be sacred.

And the women? They demand kings, while refusing to be queens. They want to be worshiped, but not covered. They want to be chosen, but not changed. They want a man who will die for them, but scoff at the idea of submitting to him in life.

"A woman who is loud and rebellious—her feet do not stay at home."
— Proverbs 7:11
The church is no longer the sanctuary.
It is the showroom.
The sermons are softer. The lights are brighter. The message is wider. And the people are emptier. The Cross is now stage decor. The blood is no longer preached. The fear of God has been edited out.

"For the time will come when they will not endure sound doctrine, but after their own lusts shall they heap to themselves teachers, having itching ears."
— 2 Timothy 4:3
The truth is offensive.
Obedience is old-fashioned.
Purity is oppressive.
And discipline is abuse.
Everyone wants to be seen. But no one wants to be sanctified. Everyone wants to be followed. But no one wants to be faithful.

This is a generation chasing waterfalls.
They want the rush. The roar. The high.
But not the stillness. Not the roots. Not the well.
Waterfalls look holy.
They sound spiritual.
They move with power.
But they feed nothing.
They wash the body, but never touch the soul.
They’re beautiful.
But they never last.
"Stand by the roads and look, and ask for the ancient paths, where the good way is; and walk in it, and you shall find rest for your souls. But they said, ‘We will not walk in it.’"
— Jeremiah 6:16
But not all have bowed.
Not all have posted.
Not all have traded purity for platforms.
Some are still watching. Waiting. Weeping.
Still asking if there's a woman who doesn’t just appear godly—but truly fears God.
Still wondering if there’s a man who doesn’t just recite verses—but actually walks in them.
Some still believe in the ancient path.

And somewhere, past the waterfalls—
Beyond the influencers, the filters, the applause—
There remains a well.
It is not loud.
It does not trend.
But it is deep. Still. Holy.
And it waits for the one tired enough to stop chasing noise.
Tired enough to kneel.
Tired enough to seek silence.
Tired enough to be sanctified.
"With joy you will draw water from the wells of salvation."
— Isaiah 12:3
And that well has never run dry.

But few come now.

Because most are still chasing waterfalls.
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​Chapter 1 – The Drought in the Sanctuary
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​Scene 1.1 – The Altar of Filters
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The sanctuary lights were dimmed, not to induce reverence, but to make the LED stage screens more vivid. The cross at the front was backlit in cool lavender, flickering beneath a row of fog machines set to pulse every eight seconds. It looked more like a concert venue than a house of worship. Ezriel sat three rows from the back—his Bible unopened, his heart already guarded.

It was Sunday morning. The crowd was young, stylish, caffeinated. A dozen people tapped on their phones, thumbs scrolling while worship played. Sneakers squeaked on polished concrete as latecomers slid into their seats. Above it all, the worship leader took center stage—arms outstretched, lips parted mid-vibrato, a crop-top blouse clinging tightly beneath a designer jacket.

Ezriel tried not to notice.
But the altar no longer felt sacred.
Her voice was beautiful—technically flawless—but the lyrics came second to her presence. Every few seconds, she tossed her hair, closed her eyes, and raised one perfectly manicured hand toward the glowing ceiling, as if cued by choreography. Her ripped skinny jeans clung like second skin. When she turned sideways, Ezriel glanced away. He wasn’t a prude. He was a man. And he was tired.

He leaned forward and opened his Bible in his lap—not out of hunger, but out of habit.


“Render your hearts and not your garments,” he read in Joel.


And then the bridge swelled:
"I am Yours, and You are mine—forever holy, forever kind."
But there was nothing holy in the room.
There was nothing quiet.
And there was no fear of God.
Ezriel glanced up again. His eyes landed on the woman leading the second song. She swayed with intensity. Her voice cracked for effect. The room erupted with raised hands. But he noticed something others didn’t—the men filming her on their phones from the side. Some zoomed in. One nodded in satisfaction.

He felt sick.

After service, he stepped outside early. The sun struck his face with relief—real light, not artificial. He leaned against the building, trying to breathe. The sermon hadn’t even started yet, but he didn’t care. He had seen enough. It was the same script every week. Perform. Cry. Selfie. Leave unchanged.

A group of young women exited behind him, giggling. One had the same worship leader on her phone, reposted from Instagram. The caption read:


“God is SO GOOD 😭✨ #SundayVibes #WorshipAndWoke #SetApartButStylish”


Ezriel exhaled sharply. He opened his phone and pulled up the same worship leader’s profile. The top grid square showed her in church. The next showed her on a beach, back arched in a bikini. The next, a reel: dancing to a secular track, mouthing lyrics that once would’ve gotten a girl rebuked, not applauded.

And still the bio read: Daughter of the King 👑 | Worshiper | Speaker | Proverbs 31 💍

He locked the screen. Sat down on the church steps. Looked up toward the cloudless sky.

“God,” he muttered, “is this what passes for set apart now?”

He wasn’t angry. He was heartbroken. It wasn’t just her—it was everywhere.
The women who used to dress like temples now marketed themselves like stages.
The girls who used to guard their bodies now showcased them between verses.
Even the faithful had become curated.
He longed—not just for a wife—but for reverence.

He thought of his grandmother. Of her long skirts and quiet spirit. Of the way she would read Scripture by oil lamp and weep. She never chased attention. And yet, she had more presence in her silence than all the influencers combined.

He looked back at the church.

He couldn’t go in. Not today.


“Woe to you when all men speak well of you,” Ezriel whispered, remembering the words of Christ.
“For so did their fathers to the false prophets.”

There was applause in the sanctuary.
But no repentance.
There were hands raised.
But hearts were hollow.
Ezriel stood up. His Bible under his arm.
And he walked away.
He wasn’t looking for performance.
He was looking for a woman who feared God when no one was watching.
A woman who didn’t just sing about holiness—but lived it, in silence, without applause.
Somewhere, he believed, she existed.
Not at the altar of filters.
Not under the lights.
Not in the noise.
But somewhere quieter.
Somewhere deeper.
Somewhere still.
A well, not a waterfall.

And he would wait for her there.
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​Scene 1.2 – The Circle of Pretenders
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The room smelled like lavender air freshener and store-bought pastries. Folding chairs lined the church multipurpose room in a haphazard circle. Overhead, a flat-screen TV looped a playlist of soft worship instrumentals. The walls were decorated with pastel posters about dating with purpose and “kingdom-minded love.”

Ezriel sat near the edge of the circle, his Bible on his lap, unopened.

To his right, a young woman laughed loudly at a joke another girl had told. She wore a cropped sweater and high-waisted jeans that left little to the imagination. Her phone buzzed on the table with a notification from Instagram. She checked it mid-conversation, smiled at something, then went right back to giggling.

Across from him, two other women exchanged whispers. One wore a shirt with the phrase “Proverbs 31-ish” in gold script. The other had bright red lipstick and knee-high boots, legs crossed confidently, a ring light visible in her designer purse.

Ezriel scanned the room.

Twelve people. Eight women. Four men. Most of them were mid-twenties to early thirties. Most of them had Bibles, but they looked more like accessories than instruments of study. One girl used hers as a platform to prop her phone up for selfies.

“Alright!” chirped Melissa, the group leader, as she clapped her hands once. “Welcome back, everyone! Tonight we’re gonna go over Song of Songs—y’all ready for some spicy scripture?” She winked.

Laughter.

Ezriel smiled faintly but said nothing.

The session began, but it wasn’t really Bible study. It was more like group flirtation under the guise of exegesis. Every passage read was followed by jokes, tangents, and sarcastic commentary.

One girl said, “I just love that even though Solomon had, like, all these women, he still wrote poetry. Men today can barely text back.”

Another chimed in, “Right? I need a man who loves Jesus and writes me poems. Like, speak in tongues—but also speak in emojis, y’know?”

The group laughed. A few of the guys joined in, eager to be included.

Ezriel stayed quiet. Not out of shyness, but sorrow.

After thirty minutes of banter, Melissa tried to steer the discussion with the prompt of the evening. “So, what’s one quality you look for in a godly relationship?”

“Chemistry,” someone said.

“Shared goals,” added another.

“Prayer life,” a third offered.

Ezriel waited, then raised his hand slowly. Melissa nodded at him.

“I’d say modesty,” he said calmly.

The laughter died for a beat. Silence. Then someone coughed. And then the chuckling began.

The girl in the lipstick leaned forward, smirking. “You mean, like, women who wear tents?”

Another laughed, “Are we in 1800s Jerusalem, or 2023?”

Ezriel didn’t flinch. “I mean a woman who fears God in private. Who doesn’t need the world to affirm her. Who dresses like her body belongs first to God, not to strangers.”

An awkward silence filled the room.

Melissa tried to smooth it over. “Well, everyone’s on their own journey, right? Modesty looks different for different people.”

“But does God change based on the crowd?” Ezriel asked, gently.

Another guy across the room spoke up, mockingly. “Yo bro, you trying to marry a nun?”

More laughter. This time, sharper.

Ezriel’s chest tightened, but he kept his voice level. “I’m just tired of women who say they want godly men, but don’t want godly lives. Tired of seeing Bible verses next to bikini pictures. Tired of worship leaders who perform more than they fear.”

The room quieted. A few faces turned away.

Melissa stepped in again. “Let’s, um... let’s keep things encouraging tonight, yeah?”

Ezriel looked around. Not in anger—but in grief. There was no reverence. No trembling. No awe of holiness. Just jokes, filters, sarcasm.

He realized he didn’t belong here.

After the study, while others mingled and flirted in corners, Ezriel slipped out quietly. He walked past the café lights strung along the hallway. Past the smiling stock photo posters of couples holding hands. Past the board that read: "You Are Loved, You Are Enough."

He stepped into the cold night air. The silence felt more like God than anything he’d heard inside.

He thought of the prophet Isaiah: “This people honors Me with their lips, but their hearts are far from Me.”

Ezriel walked to his car, opened the door, and sat for a long while.

He didn’t want to be entertained. He wanted to be sanctified.
He didn’t want a church girlfriend. He wanted a woman hidden in God.
He didn’t want filters and flirtation and fragments of Scripture.
He wanted a woman who studied the Word and wept when it corrected her.

But if this was the circle of the faithful...

Then maybe faithfulness had left the circle a long time ago.
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​Scene 1.3 – Coffee with the Confused
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The café was loud with espresso steam and indie worship music. Mason jars lined the walls. Faux vines curled over the black-painted ceiling. The chalkboard menu boasted verses and vegan options, with drinks named after Bible themes—“HeBrews Cold Brew,” “Messiah Mocha,” and “Living Water Latte.”

Ezriel sat at a corner table near the window, his back to the street, his hands clasped. A leather-bound Bible sat on the table beside his untouched coffee. He wasn’t nervous. He was resolved—quietly praying that this wouldn’t end like all the others.

She arrived late. Smiling. Confident. Radiating the polished energy of a woman who had made peace with her contradictions.

“Ezriel?” she asked, tilting her head. Her lipstick was deep red. Her denim jacket hung off one shoulder. A gold cross glinted around her neck.

“Yes,” he stood and offered his hand.

She sat, pulling her phone from her back pocket and placing it screen-up on the table. A notification flashed—Instagram.

“I’m glad we finally got to meet,” she said. “Honestly, you’re different. Most Christian guys just want to flirt in DMs.”

Ezriel offered a polite smile. “Thank you for coming. I wasn’t sure you would.”

“Oh, I almost didn’t,” she laughed, brushing hair from her cheek. “I mean, your profile was...intense.”

“Intense?”

“Yeah. Like... quoting Scripture, asking about modesty, headship, and family order in your bio? I thought, either this guy is deep—or he’s a fundamentalist waiting to explode.”

Ezriel smiled faintly, not in offense, but recognition. He had heard it before.

She took a sip of her iced caramel drink and leaned forward. “So tell me—what are you actually looking for? Like, real talk. Not churchy talk.”

Ezriel took a moment.

“I’m looking for a woman who fears God. Who guards her body. Who doesn’t need applause to feel seen. A woman who desires covenant, not attention. Who prays more than she posts. Who treats holiness like oil in a lamp, not perfume on a collar.”

She blinked, stunned for a second. Then laughed.

“You’re serious?”

“Completely.”

“Wow.” She stirred her drink with the straw. “You’re... definitely not like the guys I’ve met at church.”

“I’ll take that as a compliment.”

“It’s not bad,” she said quickly. “It’s just... purity culture really messed people up, y’know? Like, I used to think like that—cover yourself, wait for marriage, blah blah. But it’s toxic.”

Ezriel’s gaze stayed steady. “Toxic?”

“Yeah,” she said, relaxing now that she had the floor. “It teaches girls that their value is in their virginity. That they’re only worthy if they’re covered and quiet. It’s misogyny wrapped in Bible verses. That stuff shames women.”

“What replaced it?” he asked.

She shrugged. “Freedom. Honesty. Real faith. I mean, I love Jesus. But I also believe in living fully. If I want to travel, date around, explore—that doesn’t make me less holy. Holiness is internal, not behavioral. Jesus knows my heart.”

Ezriel nodded slowly. “And what about obedience?”

“To who?”

“To God.”

She sighed, now a little irritated. “Look, I’ve had sex. I’ve partied. I’ve posted pics I’m proud of. That doesn’t make me unworthy. Jesus died for me too. You’re sounding kind of... judgmental.”

“I haven’t judged you,” he said calmly. “I asked about obedience.”

She folded her arms. “You’re the reason girls leave the church.”

“Or maybe,” he said quietly, “I’m the reason some still remember what it’s supposed to be.”

She stood suddenly, grabbing her phone. “I don’t think we’re a good match.”

“I agree.”

She hesitated. “You’re just too rigid. Like, chill out. God isn’t this angry man in the sky keeping score. We’re under grace now. I’m allowed to live my truth.”

Ezriel looked her in the eye. “You’re allowed to live it. But grace doesn’t validate rebellion. It redeems you from it.”

She scoffed and walked off, shaking her head.

Ezriel remained seated.

He didn’t feel angry. He felt hollow.

He had hoped—just once—that someone would surprise him. That someone who wore the name of Christ wouldn’t speak like the world, live like the world, excuse like the world.

He opened his Bible and turned to Romans 12.


“Do not conform to the pattern of this world, but be transformed by the renewing of your mind.”


He whispered aloud, “But what if the world came in through the church door?”

Outside the café window, a couple held hands and laughed. She wore a shirt that read “Jesus Is My Homeboy” while wearing shorts so high they looked stitched with compromise.

Ezriel closed his Bible, stood, and left without looking back.

He would not chase glitter.
He would wait for oil.
He would not settle for lip-service.
He would wait for fire.
He would not chase waterfalls.
He would keep walking.
Toward the well.
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​Scene 1.4 – The Great Ghosting
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The blue bubble flickered on his screen—“Typing...”

Ezriel stared down at his phone as he sat alone on the edge of his couch, shoulders tense, fingers hovering. He wasn’t anxious. He had learned to quiet his pulse when conversations like this came. Still, a small part of him hoped—just once—that the words he sent wouldn’t be the trigger for disappearance.

He reread his last message aloud in a whisper, as if to test its offense:


“How do you feel about spiritual leadership in a relationship? Do you believe in modesty—for both men and women—as a form of worship?”


It had taken him a week of conversation with her to get to this point.
She had seemed promising.
Her dating profile said: “Saved by grace. Daughter of the King. Proverbs 31 in progress.”
She shared Bible quotes in their chat. She even said she was looking for a man who took “faith seriously.”
And yet.

Still... “Typing...”

Then it stopped.

The bubbles vanished.

A long silence.
Ezriel waited. Minutes passed.
He refreshed the app.
Nothing.

Then he tapped her profile.

User not found.

Ezriel closed his eyes. Another one. Another ghost. Another mirror in a temple that had no altar behind it.

He let the phone drop to the couch cushion beside him and leaned forward, elbows on his knees, head bowed. The apartment was still, lit only by a floor lamp and the muted glow from the streetlight outside. On the bookshelf behind him, the spine of his worn Bible leaned beside The Olive Tree and the Lampstand—a title he had read and reread so many times it now felt like a letter from a world that no longer existed.

He spoke into the quiet. “Lord, is this what we’ve become?”

No reply came. But in the silence, his grief sharpened.

Ezriel stood and crossed the room slowly. He pulled open the bottom drawer of his desk. Inside, a stack of letters he had never sent. A journal full of unsaid vows. Pages with prayers for a wife who had never answered. All written not in desperation—but in hope that somewhere, someone might still exist who didn’t treat purity like a punchline.

He flipped open to a blank page.


“She said she wanted a man who loved God.
I offered to lead in prayer.
She called me a red flag.
She wanted a husband who would protect her.
But she refused to be covered.”

He closed the book.

Then he dropped to his knees on the wooden floor, right there between the desk and the wall—where no one would ever see, where no platform existed, where no applause could reach.

“God,” he whispered, “I don’t need a hundred options. I don’t need perfect. I just need one woman who fears You more than she fears being alone.”

His voice cracked.

“I’m tired, Lord. I’m tired of women who say they love You, but won’t obey You. I’m tired of hearing that I’m too old-fashioned. That obedience is abuse. That Your Word is optional. Am I wrong to still believe in reverence? Am I wrong to want a wife who trembles at Your name?”

The silence answered only in stillness.

But it was enough.

Ezriel stayed there, forehead pressed to the floor, until the ache in his chest gave way to something quieter. Not relief. Not joy.

Resolve.

The world could ghost him. The women could block him. But he would not lower the standard.

If faithfulness made him invisible—so be it.

He would not chase a woman who danced between verses and vanity. He would not marry a woman who expected headship without humility. He would not water down Scripture to win affection.

He would wait.

Even if he grew old waiting.

He would wait for oil—not perfume.
A well—not a stream.
A covenant—not a compromise.
Somewhere, he believed, she still existed.
Covered. Hidden.
Not looking for attention.
Just longing to be led—toward God, not applause.
And so he remained on his knees, long after the world had logged off.
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​Scene 1.5 – The Watered-Down Word
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The sanctuary was spotless. Brushed steel chairs. Backlit panels. A wide, unadorned stage where the pulpit had long ago been replaced by a bar-height table and two potted succulents. There was no cross—only a frosted-glass panel lit in lavender, reflecting the LEDs that glowed like a breathless concert.

Ezriel sat alone near the middle, Bible open on his lap. But it hadn’t been touched. Not during worship. Not during announcements. And not during the sermon now twenty minutes in.

The preacher—young, charismatic, armed with a wireless headset—paced the platform like a lifestyle coach. He wore a black hoodie and crisp sneakers. His voice rose and fell with emotional flare, the cadence practiced, the smile ever-present.

“I just want to remind you this morning,” he said, gesturing wide, “you are enough. You are loved. You are powerful. You are the only you that God made. And He doesn’t want you small—He wants you thriving.”

Applause rippled.

Ezriel exhaled slowly and leaned back.

No Scripture had been read. Not even a fragment. The slides behind the pastor were quotes about boundaries, healing your inner child, and choosing self-worth. A slide read: “Today’s Focus: Speak Kindly to Yourself.”

There were no verses. No mention of sin. No mention of repentance.

Just a stream of branded slogans and soft affirmations.

The preacher continued. “God isn’t angry with you. He isn’t here to change you—He’s here to celebrate you. Religion tells you to behave. But grace? Grace says belong first. And from that, transformation comes.”

Ezriel turned a page in his Bible, almost reflexively.


“For the time will come when they will not endure sound doctrine, but after their own lusts shall they heap to themselves teachers, having itching ears...”
—2 Timothy 4:3

The pastor paced again. “You’re not broken. You’re beautiful. Your heart—listen to me—is the most trustworthy guide you’ve got, because God lives in you. So follow it.”

That was it.

Ezriel closed the Bible and held it against his chest.

He felt like a foreigner in the very building where he once learned the gospel. He remembered sermons that opened with fire and trembled with reverence. He remembered his childhood pastor—gray-bearded, slow-spoken, weeping over texts about judgment and mercy. That man carried the fear of God.

This man carried a brand.

The congregation cheered again.

The pastor gestured to the worship team, who returned to the stage with instruments in hand. “We’re gonna sing that anthem again—‘You Are Enough.’ And as you sing, I want you to declare it over your shame. Over your old mindset. Over your inner critic. You are enough. Say it with me: I am enough.”

People shouted. Some cried.

Ezriel stayed seated. He whispered to himself, “But what if I’m not enough?”

What if I’m broken?

What if I need cleansing—not compliments?
A cross—not a mirror?
Discipline—not validation?
He rose quietly and walked out.

The lobby smelled of artisan coffee and polished floors. The bookstore shelves were lined with titles about manifesting purpose, dreaming big, and loving yourself. The Bibles were in the back—on the lowest shelf.

Ezriel stepped into the parking lot. The morning was warm. Quiet. Honest.

He stood by his car and looked up at the clear sky. “Lord,” he said, “is there a church left that trembles when You speak? Or has Your Word become too inconvenient to preach?”

He felt spiritually homeless.

Inside, the song was reaching its peak—“You are enough, You are enough...”
Voices shouting over music. Hands raised.
But no repentance. No Scripture.
No cross. No blood.
No Gospel.
Ezriel got into his car and sat in silence.
He didn’t need a church that made him feel better.
He needed one that made him smaller.
He didn’t need affirmation.
He needed conviction.
He didn’t need a performance.
He needed a well.
And if he had to search forever to find it—
So be it.
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​Scene 1.6 – The Scroll She Never Read
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It was after service—after the fog machines, after the applause, after the sermon that quoted more poets than prophets. The sanctuary was thinning out, voices echoing against polished concrete floors and faux-marble pillars. Soft pop worship still played over the speakers, muffled like the last breath of a staged performance.

Ezriel lingered near the back, not because he wanted to, but because something in him refused to rush out. He had seen nothing sacred that morning. No trembling. No repentance. No Scripture. Just branding, bravado, and emotional theater. But then, something caught his eye.

She was sitting alone near the side window—sunlight hitting the pages of an open Bible on her lap. Blonde hair tied back. Dress long, modest. A highlighter in her hand, a coffee cup resting beside her pew. She wasn’t scrolling. She wasn’t chatting. She was still.

Ezriel’s heart flickered with cautious curiosity. Maybe... maybe this was one.

He approached with reverence, careful not to seem invasive. “Excuse me,” he said softly.

She looked up, surprised, then smiled politely. “Oh. Hi.”

“I just...” He motioned to the Bible. “I noticed you reading. It’s rare to see someone actually linger with the Word after a service.”

She chuckled, looking down at the pages. “Oh, yeah. I bring it every week.”

“What are you reading?”

Her fingers traced the edge of the paper, but didn’t flip it. “Um... actually, I’m not sure. I kind of just... open it.”

Ezriel tilted his head slightly. “Do you study it often?”

She shrugged. “Not really. It’s more of a... comfort thing. I mean, just holding it makes me feel close to God, you know?”

He nodded slowly, then gently asked, “But do you know what it says?”

She blinked. “I mean... I’ve been around church my whole life. I know the important stuff. Like, God loves me. He’s for me. All things work together for good...”

“But do you read the commands?” he asked, his voice gentle, not accusatory. “The warnings? The rebukes?”

She laughed nervously. “Honestly? No. That stuff’s kind of heavy. I just try to stay positive. The Bible can be really... negative if you read it too literally.”

Ezriel looked down at the Bible in her lap. The spine was pristine. The pages crisp. A pink tab marked Psalms, untouched.

“I’m sorry,” she said, sensing the shift in his tone. “I didn’t mean to sound shallow. I just... I connect more through worship. The music, the atmosphere. That’s where I feel God.”

He nodded once. Not with judgment. With grief.

“I hope you open it someday,” he said quietly. “It’s more than comfort. It’s correction. It’s fire. It’s a sword.”

She tilted her head. “You sound intense.”

“I’ve seen what happens when people try to walk with God without knowing what He said.”

She gave a faint smile. “Well, I think as long as your heart’s in the right place...”

Ezriel stepped back gently. “The heart is deceitful above all things,” he whispered.

She didn’t respond. She didn’t need to.

He turned and walked out of the sanctuary.

The sound of laughter echoed behind him. A group joked near the coffee bar. Someone played a worship reel on their phone, music blaring through a Bluetooth speaker. And in the corner, under the sunlight, the Bible remained open—but unread.

Ezriel stepped into the sunlight and breathed deep. His chest ached.

He wanted a woman who studied the Word not to perform—but to obey. Not to feel better—but to be made holy. He wanted a woman whose Bible had tears on its pages and repentance in its margins.

But all he found were scrolls no one read.
Books carried like charms.
Truth reduced to decoration.
He walked slowly to his car, heart heavy.
Not because he had been rejected.
But because the Word had.
And if the women did not read it—how could they ever live it?

He drove home in silence.
And prayed for a woman who feared God...
Not with her lips.
But with her life.
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​Scene 1.7 – The Cry on the Floor
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The night was quiet, but not peaceful. The kind of quiet that fills a room with questions. Outside the window, the city lights pulsed like slow, tired heartbeats—cars passed, muffled laughter echoed in alleyways, and the soft hum of modern life continued, numb and indifferent.

Inside, Ezriel knelt beside his bed. The lamp was off. Only the streetlight filtered through the blinds, painting silver bars across the floor. His Bible lay open on the rug in front of him, the thin pages trembling slightly beneath the soft breeze of a nearby fan.

He couldn’t pray at first. Not out loud. He just stayed there, elbows on the mattress, forehead pressed against folded hands, his breath uneven.

Then it cracked.

“Lord...” he whispered, his voice breaking into the dark.

His shoulders shook. He clenched his jaw, but the tears came anyway. Quiet at first. Then heavier. The kind of weeping that rises from the soul—not from pain alone, but from deep, holy ache.

“Is there any woman left who fears You?” he choked. “Who actually fears You... more than she fears missing out? More than she fears being alone? More than she fears being called boring?”

He sobbed harder, pressing his forehead into the mattress.

“I’ve searched. I’ve waited. I’ve listened. But everywhere—filters, flesh, pride, performance. They sing of You but live for applause. They carry Bibles but don’t tremble. They wear crosses but mock the weight.”

He pulled himself upright, kneeling now fully, trembling.

“Am I asking too much, Lord? Is it too much to want a woman who walks in silence with You? Who weeps over Your Word? Who guards her body—not to prove anything to men—but because she fears You watching in secret?”

He reached for his Bible and turned slowly to the twelfth psalm. The page felt thin, sacred. He had underlined it once. Long ago.

His voice quivered as he read aloud:


“Help, Lord; for the godly man ceaseth;
for the faithful fail from among the children of men.
They speak vanity every one with his neighbor:
with flattering lips and with a double heart do they speak...”

His hands tightened on the binding.


“The Lord shall cut off all flattering lips,
and the tongue that speaketh proud things...”

His voice dropped lower.


“Who have said, With our tongue will we prevail;
our lips are our own: who is lord over us?”

Ezriel shut his eyes.

He had seen those lips—painted and proud, quoting Scripture while seducing men in the same breath. He had heard those tongues—boasting in autonomy, draped in grace as if grace were permission, not redemption.

He kept reading.


“For the oppression of the poor, for the sighing of the needy,
now will I arise, saith the Lord;
I will set him in safety from him that puffeth at him.”

Ezriel’s tears slowed. His voice steadied.


“The words of the Lord are pure words:
as silver tried in a furnace of earth, purified seven times.
Thou shalt keep them, O Lord,
thou shalt preserve them from this generation for ever.”

He closed the Bible. Pressed it to his chest. Sat back on his heels.

The ache didn’t leave. But something in him stilled.

Not everything was lost.
God still preserved His Word.
And somewhere...
If the Word had not failed, then neither had the promise.
He lifted his eyes toward the ceiling—no vision, no voice, just the weight of silence resting heavy.

“I will wait,” he whispered. “If I must weep, I will weep. If I must walk alone, I will walk. But I will not lower what You call holy. I will not settle for a woman who performs the faith but flees from its yoke.”

He rested his hand on the floor and leaned his head against the edge of the bed.

And in that moment, the cry became worship—not in song, not in volume, but in surrender.

Ezriel would not chase waterfalls.

He would wait for the well.
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​Chapter 2 – The Voice in the Olive Grove
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​Scene 2.1 – The Book That Cut Deep
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The package was small—wrapped in brown paper, sealed with clear tape, stamped in bold ink: MEDIA MAIL. It sat on the edge of Ezriel’s kitchen counter for most of the afternoon while he worked, untouched, unexplained, unrequested. He didn’t recognize the sender’s name. Just a handwritten note beneath the address label:


“You need to read this.”
—Micah

He knew Micah. A man of few words. One of the last remaining voices Ezriel trusted. They had met years ago in a theology group that quickly dissolved when the questions got too serious and the answers got too narrow for modern ears. Micah had stayed sharp. Unbending. And rarely reached out.

So Ezriel opened it.

Inside: a single paperback book, cream-toned with embossed lettering across the cover.
The Olive Tree and the Lampstand
The subtitle read: A Biblical Courtship Story for Every Woman Set Apart
No blurbs. No flashy artwork. Just weight.

Ezriel set it down slowly. Poured a cup of black coffee. Turned off the news. Sat in his chair by the window and cracked the spine.

The first page wasn’t about attraction. It wasn’t about compatibility or feelings or dreams.

It was about reverence.


“She did not shine for men. She trembled for God.”


Ezriel’s eyes narrowed. He turned the page. And the next. And the next.

Each scene of the story was a sword—cutting through the fog of emotionalism and self-help that plagued modern dating culture. The woman in the book didn’t seduce. She didn’t perform. She didn’t demand a man to love her before she submitted. She submitted to God first—and from that posture, she became unshakably radiant.

She didn’t try to be “relevant.”
She tried to be righteous.
Ezriel exhaled slowly as he read a passage that made him pause:


“She covered her body not because she was ashamed,
but because she knew she belonged to Someone greater than man.”

He looked up, eyes burning.

How many women had he spoken to in the past year who mocked modesty? Who used the phrase “My body, my choice” while quoting Paul’s letters? Who wore “Daughter of the King” necklaces but treated their purity like a meme—marketed, ironic, broken in the name of grace?

He turned another page.


“A woman who is set apart does not need to shout.
Her silence testifies. Her stillness convicts.
She is not a stage. She is a sanctuary.”

Ezriel rubbed his eyes.

He thought about the last woman who told him he was “too rigid” for asking about submission. The one who said she was looking for a “man of God,” but couldn’t stop posting beach photos in swimwear with Scriptures pasted in the captions. She had blocked him when he asked gently, “Do you think holiness still matters?”

He turned the next page, almost afraid of what it might expose in him.


“She prayed more than she posted.
She fasted when no one watched.
And when a man finally came for her,
she asked not, ‘Does he love me?’
But, ‘Does he fear the Lord?’”

Ezriel sat still for a long time. He hadn’t even realized his hands were shaking.

He closed the book on his lap.

The room was quiet, the coffee now cold.

He stood and walked to his small shelf and stared at the books that lined it—titles about marriage, dating, boundaries, biblical masculinity. Most were written for modern audiences—filled with soft answers, weak calls to leadership, and watered-down expectations for women.

None of them said what this book said.
None of them showed what this book showed.
And none of them pierced him like this.
Ezriel turned back to the chair. Sat. Opened again.

And whispered aloud, “Where is she?”

Where is the woman who lives this way?
Who fears God in secret?
Who treats her body like a temple and her presence like oil?
“God,” he whispered, voice hoarse, “if she exists—bring her from hiding.”

The world had not taught women to be set apart.
It had trained them to compete. To flash. To showcase. To seduce and perform.
But this book spoke of another way. The way of the olive tree and the lampstand.
Rooted. Steady. Hidden in devotion. Burning with purity.
Ezriel read until the sun dipped below the horizon.
And when the sky turned deep violet,
He wept—not from pain.
But from recognition.

He had found a woman in print that no woman in person had yet become.

And it cut him open with holy longing.
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​Scene 2.2 – The True Lampstand
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The book lay open in his lap, pages splayed beneath the warm spill of lamplight. Ezriel sat alone on the floor of his living room, back resting against the couch, legs drawn in. Around him, the city slept. But the words on the page refused to be quiet.


“She did not light herself to be seen.
She burned quietly.
That is holiness.”

He read it again. Slower this time. Letting each phrase press itself into his chest like a seal.

Not to be seen.
Not to shine.
But to burn—quietly.
Ezriel leaned his head back against the cushion behind him. His eyes closed, but his memory did not.

He saw her again—the worship leader. Stage-lit. Spotlighted. Arm raised, voice trembling, blouse tight. Her name still floated on the screen after the service: “Follow me on Instagram for weekly encouragement.”

He had followed once. Out of curiosity. And what he saw haunted him.

Her reels were montages of makeup tutorials and beach vacations. Scripture captions beneath sensual poses. A verse in the morning. A nightclub photo by evening. Cross necklaces and cleavage, side by side. And always the comments: “Queen.” “Daughter of the King.” “Holy & hot.”

Ezriel’s eyes reopened.

He stared at the quote again.


“She burned quietly.”


Not onstage.
Not online.
Not to prove. Not to impress.
Just to burn.
Steady.
Hidden.
Sacred.
He turned the page. Another quote leapt from the margin:


“A lampstand does not perform. It holds light. It carries fire. It trembles with oil.”


Ezriel swallowed hard.

He didn’t want a woman who commanded crowds. He wanted one who trembled at Scripture. Who whispered her prayers into pillows. Who blushed at the idea of being praised—not because she was insecure, but because she feared stealing the glory.

He could still hear the worship leader’s voice in his head: “We’re here to set the atmosphere.”

But there was no fear in her voice.
No trembling.
No reverence.
It had been performance—spiritualized sensuality. A fire without heat. Light without oil.

Ezriel’s hands gripped the book tighter.

He had grown so used to the counterfeit, he nearly forgot what real fire felt like. Women who claimed “set-apart” while living center-stage. Women who posted their “modest moments” for applause. Women who said, “I’m not like the others” while dressing like them, dancing like them, flirting like them.

He looked up toward the ceiling.

“God,” he said quietly, “I see it now. I see the difference.”

And he did.

The set-apart woman didn’t need a stage.
She didn’t announce herself.
She didn’t wear her virtue like a costume or use Scripture like glitter.
She simply carried light.

In her silence.
In her gaze.
In her self-forgetting holiness.
Ezriel rested the book on the floor and knelt beside it. No music. No voice. Just the hum of his own breath.

He whispered:

“Give me eyes to see the quiet lampstands. Not the loud torches that burn fast and die.”

He thought of the verse:


“The spirit of man is the lamp of the Lord.”
—Proverbs 20:27

He thought of the women who had demanded that he loosen his standard. Who rolled their eyes when he quoted Paul. Who called submission abusive. Who weaponized “grace” to silence correction.

And then he thought of her—this fictional woman in the book, yet more real than any he’d met.

Set-apart.
Unseen by most.
But held high in the hand of God.
Ezriel leaned forward, pressing his forehead to the open pages.

He didn’t want beauty.

He wanted oil.
He didn’t want excitement.
He wanted fire.
He didn’t want charisma.
He wanted fear—the holy kind.

And tonight, he finally knew what he was looking for.

Not a spark.
Not a stage light.
But a lampstand.

Lit by reverence.
Sustained by obedience.
Unmoved by applause.
Burning quietly in the dark.
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​Scene 2.3 – Dinner with the “Proverbs 32” Girls
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The room was warm with laughter and scented candles. A long dining table stretched beneath a hanging light fixture, flickering gently above mason jar glasses, charcuterie boards, and gold-accented plates that had been picked more for Instagram than tradition. A homemade sign on the wall read “Faith • Fellowship • Fun” in looping cursive.

Ezriel took the last seat at the far end, invited by a Christian friend from work who assured him this was a “safe space for serious believers.” He was skeptical but polite. He brought a dish. He brought his Bible. And he brought the silent ache of every unanswered prayer he’d prayed for a wife who feared God more than public opinion.

Across the table, the women were vibrant and fashionable. One wore a wide-brimmed hat indoors, another a backless sundress, her “Jesus Saves” tattoo peeking just beneath her shoulder blade. Their nails were painted, their phones nearby, their laughter loud.

“So, what do y’all think about submission?” one woman asked, twirling pasta around her fork.

Groans erupted. “Don’t get me started,” said another. “That word gives me PTSD.”

“I mean,” a third chimed in, “Paul was problematic. Let’s be real.”

Ezriel sipped his water, quiet.

Another woman—curled lashes, Scripture tattoo on her collarbone—laughed. “Any man who wants a submissive wife just wants a maid in makeup.”

More laughter.

“Oh, and don’t even try to bring up Proverbs 31,” someone said. “That girl didn’t even exist. We’re Proverbs 32 women now. Bold, busy, and booked.”

They clinked their glasses.

Ezriel looked down at his plate. He hadn’t touched it.

One of the women turned to him. “Ezriel, right? You’re pretty quiet. What do you think about submission?”

He looked up slowly. Eyes steady. “Do you want my honest answer?”

“Yes,” she smiled, “as long as it’s not misogynistic.”

He nodded. “I think submission isn’t about weakness. It’s about worship. And if you can't follow a man who follows Christ, maybe it’s not the man you're resisting.”

The table fell still for a moment.

Then a scoff.

Another woman leaned forward. “So you want a doormat?”

“No,” Ezriel said. “I want a warrior who kneels.”

More silence.

“That’s beautiful,” one murmured, unsure whether to mock or agree.

He continued, softer now. “I don’t need a woman who quotes verses while rejecting their weight. I need one who fears God when no one’s looking. Who doesn’t preach submission online and then live rebellion in private.”

The girl with the tattoo rolled her eyes. “So you’re one of those.”

He rose slowly, napkin in hand. “No. I’m just a man who’s done lowering the standard.”

Someone muttered, “Wow.”

Ezriel set his napkin on the table, nodding politely. “Thank you for the dinner. I think I’ll head out early.”

The hostess looked flustered. “You sure? Dessert’s coming.”

He smiled faintly. “I’ve lost my appetite.”

He walked out to the sound of muffled sarcasm.

“Guess he wanted a Proverbs 31 virgin who churns butter.”

More laughter.

Outside, the night was crisp. Honest.

Ezriel stood still on the porch, staring at the sky.

He thought of the book again.


“She did not resist the order. She became more radiant under it.”


He whispered, “Where are the lampstands, Lord?”

The door behind him opened, one of the girls stepping out to smoke.

She glanced at him. “They were just joking, you know.”

Ezriel turned to her, gentle but firm. “The fear of God isn’t a joke.”

And then he walked into the dark.
Quiet. Alone.
But more certain than ever:
He wasn’t leaving women behind.
He was walking toward the woman who still trembled.
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​Scene 2.4 – The Verse She Tattooed
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The restaurant hummed with soft jazz and the clink of polished silver. Dim light fell from glass chandeliers above each table, bouncing off bottles behind the bar. Ezriel sat across from her—a woman named Claire. She wore a black jumpsuit with a plunging neckline and gold hoops that swayed with every tilt of her head. She was beautiful. That wasn’t the problem.

The problem was the verse.

“It’s Proverbs 31:25,” she said with a grin, holding out her forearm across the table. The tattoo curled just beneath her wrist in delicate script. “Strength and dignity are her clothing, and she laughs at the time to come.”

Ezriel smiled faintly. “It’s a powerful verse.”

She giggled and took another sip of her wine. “I only got it ‘cause the font was cute.”

His eyes didn’t move from her face, but inwardly something bent. Not broke—bent. Slightly. Painfully. The kind of bend you feel when something sacred has been turned into jewelry.

“I mean,” she added, “everyone has that verse now, right? It’s like the Christian girl badge. Tattoos are the new testimony.”

Ezriel said nothing.

A waiter came by. Claire ordered a second cocktail.

Ezriel declined.

“So,” she said, resting her chin on her palm, “you’re like... into all that submission stuff?”

He lifted an eyebrow. “All that?”

She laughed. “You know what I mean. Biblical manhood, leadership, headship, whatever. You seem like the ‘old-school purity guy.’”

“I believe God’s order isn’t
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