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Dedication
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To the One who first dreamed of me — who saw light in dust and called it son.

To my Father, whose eyes have never stopped seeing beauty in broken things.

This book is Yours. Every word, every whisper, every revelation.

And to every child of God who has ever doubted their worth, may these pages open your eyes to how heaven sees you.

You are not a mistake; you are a masterpiece in motion.
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Preface
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“Before I formed you, I knew you.” — Jeremiah 1:5

There are moments when Heaven bends close enough for the human heart to hear what eternity has always been saying. Jeremiah stood in such a moment when I asked him, “What do you see?” and he answered, “I see the branch of an almond tree.” The almond tree — the watcher — was My way of telling him, “You see well, for I am watching over My word to perform it.”

This book was born from that same watching — from the awareness that I, the Lord, have always had My eyes on you. Not as a critic, but as a Creator. Not as a judge waiting to find fault, but as an Artist gazing at His masterpiece in progress.

I have watched over My word in you since before the foundations of the world. I have watched your becoming through time, pain, and redemption. I have watched you fall, rise, and still carry My image within your dust. And now, I am inviting you to see what I have always seen — the vision of you from My eyes.

Every word in this book is written as I speak — in the first person — to you, My child. It is a prophetic unveiling, grounded in Scripture, of how I perceive your journey from conception to completion, from image to likeness, from faith to fullness.

Read these words not as poetry, though they will sing to your soul; not as doctrine alone, though truth breathes through every line. Read them as a love letter from your Father — as revelation from the One who dreamed of you before dust ever touched you.

When you read, pause often. Listen beneath the language. Let the Spirit bear witness within you that these are not distant words — they are your inheritance.

And as you walk through these pages, may you behold yourself as I do — whole, radiant, unstoppable — until you stand as the living proof of My vision fulfilled.

“For the vision is yet for an appointed time... though it tarry, wait for it; because it will surely come.” — Habakkuk 2:3
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My heart overflows with gratitude to the Father of lights, who gave the vision, the voice, and the strength to bring it to life.

Every sentence was a conversation with Him — every pause, a prayer.

To my Lord and Saviour, Jesus Christ — the visible image of the invisible God — thank You for being the mirror that restores our sight and the reason this book exists.

To the gentle, tireless Holy Spirit — thank You for brooding over these words until they carried breath, truth, and life. You are the unseen co-author of every page.

To my beloved wife, Joyce, whose steadfast faith, encouragement, and quiet strength have been my earthly anchor — thank you for believing even when I doubted.

To our wonderful children — Wise, Life, Favour, and Phebe — you are daily reminders of the beauty of God’s imagination. May you grow to see yourselves through His eyes.

To the friends, intercessors, and readers who have journeyed with me through the years — your prayers, patience, and passion for the Word have been priceless gifts. You remind me that this work is more than writing; it is worship.

And to every soul who will read these words — may you hear the Father’s voice between every line, calling you not to try harder, but to see clearer.

For once you see as He sees, you will never live small again.
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Beloved,

As you hold this book, you hold more than pages — you hold a mirror of heaven’s thoughts about you. Every chapter is a window into how God sees, feels, and dreams concerning your life. My prayer is simple yet eternal: that as you read, something within you will awaken — the real you, the radiant you, the “you” that God imagined before time began.

May His words find you where you are and lift you to where He is.

May your eyes be anointed to see through His gaze — not the dull glass of your failures, but the clear light of His love.

May you begin to recognise the treasures hidden in your tears, the purpose pulsing beneath your pain, and the divine pattern woven even into your delays.

If your heart has ever whispered, “There must be more to me,” then this is God’s answer: “Yes, there is — and it’s Me in you.”

So read slowly. Listen deeply. Let every sentence become a seed, every line a reminder, every revelation a resurrection of hope.

When you close the final page, may your reflection never look the same again.

You are seen.

You are known.

You are loved.

And in God’s eyes — you are already enough.

With grace and vision,

— John James Abekah
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Introduction

When Heaven Began to Speak Again
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There are moments in life when silence feels too heavy to bear—when prayers echo back empty, and the heavens seem closed. But what if Heaven was never silent? What if God has always been speaking, waiting for hearts still enough to listen?

This book was born in such a moment. It began not with thunder or fire, but with a whisper—gentle as dawn, persistent as light breaking through a window no curtain can hold back. I heard the Lord say, “Write My heart to My children. Remind them who they are, and who I have always been.”
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