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ANCHORED IN GRACE

INTRODUCTION

T

his book is not just my story—it is a testimony of God’s grace, His healing power, and His faithfulness...journey very close to my heart

I was only a little girl, about three or four years old, when my second name was changed. In my culture, names are not just names—they carry meaning, identity, even destiny. And when all my names were finally put together, they spoke of who I was called to be: a compassionate warrior in the spirit, and a traveler between worlds.

Nature was my first classroom. I grew up surrounded by wilderness—watching giraffes glide across the horizon, listening to antelopes graze softly, and hearing the laughter of hyenas at night. For me, the wild wasn’t frightening—it was God’s way of reminding me that I belonged to something vast, something sacred.

By the age of eight or nine, I began to see and hear things others could not. It was the beginning of a spiritual journey. But just as quickly as it came, the gift was stolen, leaving me to wrestle with mysteries I didn’t yet understand.

My life wasn’t smooth. I faced spiritual battles that nearly cost me my life—battles against inherited bloodline sins, generational foundations, unrepented personal sins, and territorial strongholds.

And yet, through it all—God’s grace pursued me. His light never left me, even when shadows tried to overwhelm me.

This book, How to Use Divine Intelligence to Find and Dwell in Your Purpose, captures fragments of that journey —especially the sacred days of my deliverance.

And this journey has been anchored in the Word of God:

📖 Romans 12:2 reminds us:

“Do not conform to the pattern of this world, but be transformed by the renewing of your mind. Then you will be able to test and approve what God’s will is—His good, pleasing and perfect will.”

📖 Psalm 23:5 has carried me:

“You prepare a table before me in the presence of my enemies. You anoint my head with oil; my cup overflows.”

📖 And Matthew 13:15–17 speaks to my calling as a seer and hearer in the Spirit:

“For this people’s heart has become calloused; they hardly hear with their ears, and they have closed their eyes. Otherwise, they might see with their eyes, hear with their ears, understand with their hearts and turn, and I would heal them. But blessed are your eyes because they see, and your ears because they hear. For truly I tell you, many prophets and righteous people longed to see what you see but did not see it, and to hear what you hear but did not hear it.”

These verses are the anchors of my testimony.

Dear Reader,

This is my prayer for you—for it was here that my deliverance journey began.

All praise, glory, and honour to God, who is faithful in all He does and all He is yet to do in your life. I pray that as you hold this book-whether reading or simply encountering its presence-you will receive a divine impartation, according to God's perfect will and purpose for you.

The Lord has truly been my Shepherd throughout the writing of this book. His Spirit anointed my head with oil and led me with gentle authority. Every page is guided by what I was permitted to see and hear—and to share—by the Holy Spirit.

May you, too, harvest the same blessing. May your spiritual eyes be opened. May your spiritual ears be awakened.

May healing begin in the deep places of your soul.

I pray that as you engage with this book, it will not just be words on a page, but a divine encounter and impartation. Because this grace—the grace of seeing, hearing, and walking with the Holy Spirit—is not for a chosen few. It is for all...who boldly invites the Holy Spirit into their lives.

So welcome.

Let this be more than a book. Let it be an encounter. As you read this book, may you have an experience of God’s grace in your life. May God’s Spirit do in you what only He can do. In Jesus’ Mighty and Victorious Name we agree. Amen.

Be blessed.

Mercy Esmalkia
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I dedicate this book to the Lord God Almighty, my Shepherd and Deliverer, who has preserved me, redeemed me, and led me into His marvelous light.

To Jesus Christ, my Savior and King, who gave me life and purpose; and to the Holy Spirit, my Teacher, Counselor, and closest Friend, whose voice guided every page of this journey.

To my beloved husband, whose love, patience, and partnership have been a reflection of Christ’s own love for the Church. Your support has been a pillar in my calling, and I thank God every day for the gift of walking this journey of destiny together with you.

To my precious daughter, a living testimony of God’s faithfulness. You are my joy and a reminder that God’s promises endure from generation to generation. May your life be filled with Jesus Christ as your only light. May the divine wisdom, and divine intelligence of the Holy Spirit guide you as you grow into your God-given purpose.

To my family—especially my parents—whose prayers watered my destiny even when I strayed, and whose love has been a shelter through many seasons.

To my brothers and sisters, whose presence, encouragement, and unique journeys have added richness and strength to my own walk with God. 

To my spiritual mentors and prayer partners, who stood with me in faith, interceded with perseverance, and modeled steadfastness in Christ.

Finally, to every reader holding this book in their hands—this is also dedicated to you. May your own journey be enriched, your destiny unveiled, and your life aligned to God’s perfect will as you walk in the divine intelligence of the Holy Spirit and dwell in your purpose.

With a heart full of Thanksgiving,

Mercy Esmalkia

How to use Divine Intelligence to find & dwell in your Purpose!
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I WAS NOT BORN INTO CERTAINTY, BUT INTO POSSIBILITY! 

––––––––
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F

rom my earliest breath, the world whispered to me in ways I did not yet understand—through the quiet strength of my family, the shadows of struggle, and the unexpected beauty hidden in ordinary days. My story, like so many others, begins not with answers but with questions: Who am I meant to become? What do I carry forward? And how do I leave this world better than I found it?

Yet even as a child, before I had the language for such questions, heaven spoke. I remember sitting quietly on the porch of my parents’ home, the wild stretching before me like a living canvas. The wind carried more than sound—it carried whispers. The rustle of trees, the cry of hyenas at night, the still gaze of giraffes moving through golden light —all of it spoke to me, as though creation itself was alive with secret meaning.

By the time I was eight or nine, the veil between worlds had thinned. I began to see and hear what others could not—visions from the Spirit realm, impressions carried like sacred whispers into my soul. For a season, it was as though the heavens leaned close, inviting me into mysteries far beyond my years. And though those gifts were snatched away before I could fully hold them, the memory of that early touch of the divine remained etched into my spirit. It was the spark that would guide me, even in the darkest valleys.

It was then that I came to understand the truth of Scripture:

📖 Acts 2:17–18 (NIV

“In the last days, God says, I will pour out my Spirit on all people. Your sons and daughters will prophesy, your young men will see visions, your old men will dream dreams. Even on my servants, both men and women, I will pour out my Spirit in those days, and they will prophesy.” 

The Word was alive in me before I even knew how to name it. My eyes were open, my ears attuned, my heart strangely warmed by the unseen. Later I came to recognize that not everyone perceives such mysteries, for the Scriptures also say:  

📖 Matthew 13:14–17 (NIV)

In them is fulfilled the prophecy of Isaiah: “‘You will be ever hearing but never understanding; you will be ever seeing but never perceiving. For this people’s heart has become calloused; they hardly hear with their ears, and they have closed their eyes. Otherwise they might see with their eyes, hear with their ears, understand with their hearts and turn, and I would heal them.’ But blessed are your eyes because they see, and your ears because they hear. For truly I tell you, many prophets and righteous people longed to see what you see but did not see it, and to hear what you hear but did not hear it.”

Life has since been my teacher. Sometimes stern, sometimes gentle, yet always purposeful. I have walked through valleys where the light seemed impossibly far, yet there, in shadow, I discovered resilience. I have stood on mountaintops where the view stretched endlessly, and there I learned humility—that the summit is not a place for boasting, but a place for seeing more clearly.

Now, I see that every life is a constellation of moments—tiny sparks that, when connected, reveal meaning. Some shine brightly with joy, others burn with loss, yet together they form the map of who we are. My journey has been one of gathering those sparks, listening for the whispers within them, and discovering the wisdom of both triumph and trial.

This is not merely the story of what happened to me. It is the story of what God revealed in me- and perhaps, what He is waiting to reveal in you.
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OPENED TO SEE

T

hrough the help of the Holy Spirit, I began to see that every believer has a portion of blessings prepared for them from the very beginning—just as it was in the Garden of Eden. By investing in the Word of God and allowing the Holy Spirit to teach and guide, these blessings are no longer hidden mysteries but living realities.

Genesis 1, especially verses 27–28, came alive to me, showing that mankind was created in God’s image with authority to be fruitful, multiply, and steward creation. Revelation 21–22 gave me hope of the restoration of Eden’s glory, where God’s dwelling is once again with His people.

The call of Proverbs 31 became clearer in my journey—both for men and women. Proverbs 31:1–9 warns kings against strong drink, pointing to Jesus in the New Testament as the true King and Judge. The metaphor of Jesus turning water into new wine at a wedding unveiled for me what God’s original intention would have been had sin not entered Eden. The Spirit also opened my eyes to the mystery of Abel’s acceptable sacrifice, Noah’s altar, and the divine significance of numbers in creation as recorded in Genesis chapter one.

I came to understand that altars matter. Malachi 3 revealed the importance of bringing offerings into the right altar, while Revelation 2–3 warned how altars of worship can be corrupted. Yet by the Spirit, God reveals how to identify and align with Godly altars—even in business, which can itself become a platform for soul-winning.

The Holy Spirit also trained me in matters of fasting, worship, and covenant. From the mystery of Peninah’s fasting to the importance of food as an agreement, to true religion and fasting that pleases God—every lesson drew me deeper into the reality that my body is the temple of the Holy Spirit. Ephesians 1 taught me how to break spiritual seals that block blessings, while Jude 1:9 and Luke 10:19 gave me keys to confront spiritual opposition: snakes, scorpions, territorial powers, and hidden darkness.

Revelation 5 became a cornerstone for me, reminding me that only Jesus, who conquered death, can open the seven seals, and through Him the Holy Spirit reveals mysteries. I also learned that women, uniquely, carry a spiritual womb and need covering by the Holy Spirit to multiply Godly seeds. As Psalm 23:5 declares, their heads can be anointed so that their cups overflow—and when a woman is bound, her children are bound; when she is free, they too are free.

Both men and women are called to manifest the fruits of the Spirit (Galatians 5:22–23), overcoming the same temptations of flesh, eyes, and pride that Eve faced in Eden, and which Jesus overcame in the wilderness. From there flows the seven Spirits of God (Revelation 5:6), released into the lives of those yielded to the Spirit.

These were the trainings of my wilderness. Out of them, I was called to mentorship through Esmalkia Ministries, a subsidiary of Esmalkia Tours and Safaris Group—not as a preacher, but as a vessel of scriptural mentorship. In this work, the Spirit showed me how to defend oneself in the courts of heaven, where no money is needed, only faith. 

I came to know that the first in a family or bloodline to rise as a kingdom warrior has an advantage, much like Joseph, regardless of tribe, color, or status—even the least or last born. And so I learned the wisdom of Ecclesiastes 9:11: 

“The race is not to the swift or the battle to the strong, nor does food come to the wise or wealth to the brilliant or favor to the learned; but time and chance happen to them all.” 

Life is not about competing or striving in the flesh, but about discerning God’s timing, walking in His Spirit, and fulfilling the unique purpose He ordained. As long as you are alive, you still have another chance.
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DEVOTIONAL REFLECTION
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A PERSONAL WALK WITH THE HOLY SPIRIT
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D

ear reader, while you journey through this book, I encourage you to immerse yourself in the Word of God—day and night. Create an atmosphere of worship: play gospel music while you pray, and make space in your day, even just an hour, to soak in Scripture.

I began this habit by simply exchanging the time I spent on social media with time in the Word. I would type questions into the search bar—curious, hungry—and click on teachings that resonated with me. Over time, the more I clicked, the more such content began to appear. It was no coincidence; it was spiritual alignment.

But there is a crucial part of my story I almost left out—perhaps because it was so personal, so vulnerable.

The Holy Spirit sent three different people—angels in human form, none of whom knew each other—to tell me the same message: “Stop drinking alcohol if you want to hear clearly from the Holy Spirit.”

It hit me hard. I had been quietly battling with alcohol for a long time. I wanted to quit, but it wasn’t easy. So I prayed a very simple but sincere prayer:

“Holy Spirit, every time I thirst for alcohol, turn that thirst into a hunger for Your Word.”

He heard me. I also distanced myself from people and environments that triggered the desire. It was a battle, yes—but not one I fought alone.

Three months after I gave up alcohol, the ability to hear and see in the spirit began to return—slowly, and amid intense demonic attacks. But this time, my deliverance was different. It wasn’t done by another person placing their hands on me. It was personal. It was Spirit-led. It came through the Holy Spirit Himself.

Now, I am not saying that deliverance through others is wrong—absolutely not. But what I encourage is this: Let the Holy Spirit guide you in choosing who lays hands on you. Don’t act out of desperation or obligation. Move only with revelation.

In the realm of the spirit, your investment is your net worth. The more time I spent in the presence of God, the more He began to reveal. At first, I received dreams in parables. But when things were urgent—like fatal road or air accidents planned by the enemy—I would see them in clear black-and-white visions. Some of those arrows were diverted from me—but tragically, not from others. Now, when I receive such visions, I don’t just condemn—I cancel in prayer unless it is God’s will that they unfold for a higher purpose.

The Holy Spirit revealed my weaknesses and tailored a path of healing specifically for me. And He can do the same for you. As I write this—on August 25, 2025—it has been about 15 months since I stopped drinking any alcohol, even at social functions where it surrounds me. Working in the tourism industry, I am constantly surrounded by alcohol, yet nothing compares to the spiritual high that comes from God’s presence. No alcohol can match the fullness I feel in my spirit now.

I may not be where I dreamed be, but I am deeply at peace—because I know the One who orchestrates my life. The same God who formed the stars assures me in His Word that:

📖 Romans 8:28 

“And we know that in all things God works for the good of those who love Him, who have been called according to His purpose.”

Your spiritual eyes and ears - they are your first gates. Before the enemy attacks the mind or the heart, he aims first at your ability to see and to hear. These gates are also the very channels God uses to reveal the condition of your soul, which is comprised of your mind, heart (emotions), and will.

Once those gates are restored, revelation flows—about your destiny, your purpose before you were formed in the womb, and even mysteries of the Kingdom of Heaven.

But be wise. Learn the art of holy secrecy. Like Mary, the mother of Jesus, who “kept all these things in her heart” (Luke 2:19), guard what is revealed until God Himself chooses to make it known.



Reflection Question

What gates in your life—your spiritual sight, hearing, thoughts, emotions, or desires—need to be surrendered to the Holy Spirit for spiritual cleansing and restoration?

[image: C:\Users\Williams\AppData\Local\Microsoft\Windows\INetCache\Content.Word\m2i8d3Z5H7m2b1m2.png]

WHEN OBEDIENCE IS TERMED AS REBELLION

T

he year is 2024 in October, the walls of home echoed with song and tradition, as a special traditional function unfolded at home. Yet I was not there. My seat at the gathering remained empty, not out of neglect, but obedience to a higher calling.

For while my family gathered in celebration, I followed the quiet, insistent nudge of the Holy Spirit—a whisper that carried me far from the familiar, into the open expanse of the Masai Mara. It was not an escape; it was a pilgrimage. A journey into faith, into trust, into the unseen path that God was weaving for me.

My mother, as any mother would, did not understand. To her, it seemed obvious that I would have been at home helping with the guests: her daughter absent from a moment of honor, absent still from the security of a stable job, chasing what looked like nothing more than shadows on the horizon. Yet faith is often misunderstood. Faith is not seen; it is lived.

I prayed a short, quiet prayer—that the same Spirit guiding me would also guide my brother as he spoke gently to her, softening what my words could not. And though my earnings were small, though my steps looked uncertain, I chose to stand firm. I walked by faith, not by sight.

That day in the Mara, as the winds swept the plains and the sun sank into the endless sky, I felt God remind me: Obedience is greater than sacrifice. Faith is greater than appearances. The journey I have for you will not always make sense to others—but it will always make sense to Me.

In moments of doubt, the Lord reminded me of the story of Martha and Mary in Luke 10:38–42. Martha, diligent in her service, grew frustrated with Mary, who simply sat at Jesus’ feet, listening. But Jesus gently corrected her: 

“Martha, Martha, you are worried and upset about many things, but few things are needed—or indeed only one. Mary has chosen what is better, and it will not be taken away from her.”

Like Mary, I chose that day to sit at the Lord’s feet, even if it meant stepping away from what others expected of me. Faith is not always visible to the eye. It rarely makes sense to the crowd. Yet it is in choosing the “better portion” that we find alignment with God’s purpose.

So I stood my ground—not with arrogance, but with trust. My prayer was that the same Spirit who led me would also soften my mother’s heart, using my brother’s wisdom to bridge the gap. I did not walk by sight that weekend, but by faith—and in doing so, I discovered that obedience, though costly, carries a peace that no misunderstanding can take away. The Masai Mara experience was not just a trip, but a divine appointment. It wove together connection, compassion, vision, and destiny in ways I couldn’t have scripted yourself.

The Masai Mara was more than a destination—it was a turning point, a place where heaven whispered through the vastness of the earth. During that trip, I connected with a lady named Susan, whose words were steeped in compassion. Every conversation seemed to echo the same message: be compassionate. As I listened, I realized this was no coincidence—the Holy Spirit was aligning the voices around me to confirm what He was already stirring in my heart. Compassion was not just an emotion; it was to be the foundation of my calling.

So strong was the impression that I knew my next step. I would return home on Monday, not to settle back into routine, but to visit a nearby children’s home. The Spirit was teaching me that compassion must move from thought to action, from inspiration to practice.

Yet the Mara held even more for me. In those wide plains, where the horizon kissed the sky, a new dream took shape. The idea of a tour company breathed into life in 2023, in this same park, Masai Mara. It was a beautiful Sunday in October 2024, what seemed like a delay—a late game drive—became a divine setup. As we prepared to leave, a small local plane descended, dropping off a passenger before taking flight again.

Something in me awakened. I watched it rise, and in that moment, the Spirit expanded my vision. I saw beyond road travel into the possibility of flights and land cruisers journeying to the Mara. What looked like a fleeting sight to others became a glimpse of my future.

I carried with me the promise of Philippians 1:6 (NIV):

“Being confident of this, that he who began a good work in you will carry it on to completion until the day of Christ Jesus.”

The Masai Mara experience reminded me: God had started something within me, and He would see it through. Dreams born in obedience are never abandoned. What began with compassion would grow into vision, and vision into purpose.

Monday, 28th October 2024 Compassion in Action

That morning, I spent time with my daughter—her laughter grounding me after the whirlwind of the Masai Mara. Yet the whisper of the Holy Spirit was still fresh in my heart: Go to the children’s home. I obeyed.

When I arrived, I found them on the verge of eviction for rent arrears. Their greatest need that day wasn’t books or toys, but something so simple—charcoal to cook a meal. My own resources were stretched thin, but I gave what I could. Small to the world, yet vital for survival.

Before I left, I spoke a promise in faith: One day you will have a home of your own, where rent arrears will never threaten your peace. I carried that vision home, not as a wish but as a prayer of thanksgiving—believing it is already done.

📖 Romans 4:17

“...the God who gives life to the dead and calls into being things that were not.” 

Reflection: True faith is not only for ourselves—it is standing in the gap and believing for others, to intercede for their future, and to declare provision even when lack surrounds us. Compassion is faith in action, and giving, no matter how small, becomes a plant that heaven waters.

Reflection Question

When faced with the needs of others, do I respond with excuses, or do I respond with faith, compassion, and action —even when I feel I don’t have enough myself?

Prophetic Declaration

I decree and declare that I am a vessel of compassion and faith. My hands will never be empty, for the Lord who supplies seed to the sower multiplies every gift I release. The children of God under my care and prayers shall lack no good thing. Homes shall be built, peace shall be established, and every need shall bow to Jehovah Jireh, my Provider. Jesus name. Amen.
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THE GIFT OF SUITCASES:
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VESSELS OF DESTINY
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O

n the morning of Tuesday, 29th October 2024, I woke up with expectation... for the Spirit had whispered to me that, Today, you will receive a gift. And so it was. A burden bearer, led by the Spirit, placed in my hands a four-piece family set of suitcases—not just luggage, but vessels of destiny. Tools that would one day carry me across nations with ease.

Her generosity carried a prophetic weight. She could have bought one set for herself, but God enabled her to purchase two: hers and mine. She even told me to choose the best. In that moment, I saw not just provision, but calling confirmed.

On my way home, I noticed another traveler carrying a suitcase wrapped just like mine, only smaller. My heart leapt. Was this God’s confirmation, a sign that my international journey was about to begin? Quietly, I prayed: Father, if this is Your sign, I am ready.

The suitcases became prophecy—signs of double restoration, repayment of what was lost, and evidence of God’s hand upon my life. Yet they were also a call: not to tourism or luxury, but to consecration, testimony, and worship.

📖 Joel 2:25–26 (NIV) 

“I will repay you for the years the locusts have eaten... You will have plenty to eat, until you are full, and you will praise the name of the Lord your God, who has worked wonders for you; never again will my people be shamed.”

📖 Romans 12:1 (NIV)

“Therefore, I urge you, brothers and sisters, in view of God’s mercy, to offer your bodies as a living sacrifice, holy and pleasing to God—this is your true and proper worship.” 

Reflection: God’s gifts are never random—they are confirmations of calling and consecration for His glory.

Reflection Question

When God entrusts me with gifts—whether big or small—do I only see their practical use, or do I pause to discern their prophetic significance for my calling?

Prophetic Declaration

I decree and declare that every gift and provision in my life shall align with my divine assignment. The Lord is restoring double for every loss, opening doors to nations, and establishing my steps in consecration and worship. My life, like these vessels of destiny, will carry the testimony of God’s wonders across borders, for His glory alone. 

In Jesus name. Amen.
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REVELATION IN THE BATTLE

Wednesday, 30th October 2024

T

he children’s home had been served with an eviction notice. What looked like a natural crisis, was in truth a spiritual confrontation. As I sat with the widow who cared for them, the Spirit led me to Exodus fourteen.

“The Egyptians you see today, you will never see again. The Lord will fight for you; you need only to be still.” 

Israel’s impossible pathway, the Red Sea - become their deliverance. I reminded her that God does not abandon His own. From Joshua 1, I shared the courage needed to inherit promises. Victory does not come without stepping forward into the battle.

Worship filled the room, a song on repeat as though heaven itself was singing over me. In prayer and fasting, I lifted thanksgiving as if the answer had already come. Then in sleep, the Spirit revealed the enemy’s name: a Sanballat and Tobiah spirit, rooted in Jezebel’s oppression—spirits assigned to bind me in financial lack and hinder freedom.

But the revelation came with a weapon:

📖 Matthew 17:20–21

“...if you have faith as a mustard seed, you will say to this mountain, ‘Move from here to there,’ and it will move; and nothing will be impossible for you. However, this kind does not go out except by prayer and fasting.”

This was not a fight of striving, but of consecration. Not by human power, but by the blood of the Lamb and the word of testimony (Revelation 12:11).

That night, I prayed with fresh authority. The veil had lifted—the oppressor exposed. What had sought to enslave me would itself drown, as Pharaoh’s chariots once sank beneath the Red Sea. The eviction of the children’s home was a mirror of my own battle. Yet if God could split the sea, He could surely make a way for us too. Deliverance was already written.

Reflection: Revelation turns battles into victories, for once the enemy is exposed, his defeat is inevitable.

Reflection Question

Do I view the battles I face as merely physical struggles, or do I allow the Holy Spirit to open my eyes to the spiritual roots—and the weapons already available to me in Christ?

Prophetic Declaration

I decree and declare that every hidden oppressor in my life is exposed and defeated by the power of the blood of Jesus. No Sanballat, Tobiah, or Jezebel spirit shall prevail against my destiny. The Red Sea before me shall part, and what once threatened me will drown in defeat. By prayer, fasting, and testimony, I step into my inheritance, for the Lord Himself fights for me. 

In Jesus name. Amen.
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ESMALKIA HOPE CHILD 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


A SEED OF FAITH
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O

n Friday, 1st November 2024, the weight of the eviction notice pressed closer. The children’s home supported by what was now becoming more than just a dream—Esmalkia Hope Child, a ministry birthed under Esmalkia Safaris—had only thirty days left before they would be forced out. Their cries had reached heaven, and God had pressed it on my heart: Do something.

So I did. That very day, I began fundraising. I had no grand plan, no abundance stored away. What I had was faith, and faith moves mountains. To the natural eye, thirty days was impossibly short. But to the God who parts seas and multiplies loaves, it was more than enough. And in His perfect timing, provision came swiftly. Through the hands of well-wishers and supporters, by the close of that very day, I had gathered one month’s rent.

It was as though heaven was saying: This work is Mine. You are only the vessel.

I remembered the words of Exodus 14:13–14 that I had shared just days earlier: “Do not be afraid. Stand firm and you will see the deliverance the Lord will bring you today... The Lord will fight for you; you need only to be still.”

And I held tightly to Philippians 4:19 (NIV):

“And my God will meet all your needs according to the riches of his glory in Christ Jesus.”

That day marked the beginning of Esmalkia Hope Child’s story—a story of hope for the least privileged, written not with ink but with faith, sacrifice, and love. What looked like a desperate race against eviction became a testimony that God provides, not just in part, but in full measure, pressed down, shaken together, and running over.

Reflection Question: 

Where in your life is God asking you to trust Him with the little you have, so He can reveal Himself as your unlimited Source?

Prophetic Declaration: 

I declare that every God-given vision in my life will be fully resourced by heaven. Lack will not silence my calling, and eviction will not uproot my promise. I am a vessel of provision, and through me, many will see that Jehovah Jireh—the Lord who provides—has already made a way. In Jesus name. Amen 
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EPHPHATHA
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BE OPENED
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I

n the stillness of the early hours of Sunday, 3rd November 2024, I was awoken by something not of this world. It was around 3am—the sacred hour when heaven often whispers to earth. In my sleep, I heard them: angels singing.

Their voices were unlike any sound I had ever heard—high, pure, resonant with glory. They sang not a song of earth but of heaven, a hymn of thanksgiving. And their words carried a miracle: they were thanking God for the healing of my daughter’s speech.

They sang one word over and over: “Ephphatha.”

Be opened.

I woke up instantly, my spirit trembling with awe. I searched the Scriptures, and there it was—Mark 7:31–37, where Jesus healed a man who was deaf and had a speech impediment. He touched his ears, his tongue, looked up to heaven, and declared: “Ephphatha” (be opened). The man’s ears were opened, his tongue was loosed, and he spoke plainly.

I wept. Could it be that heaven was already rejoicing over a healing I had not yet seen? That the testimony had already been written before it manifested on earth?

I wrote down the song immediately, not wanting a single word to slip away. I prayed, sealing this encounter under the precious blood of the Lamb, and I thanked God in advance. Faith whispered that one day, this song would not only be a heavenly sound in my ears but a living testimony on my daughter’s lips.

For in that moment, I believed what the crowd once proclaimed in astonishment: 

📖 Mark 7:37, ESV

“He has done all things well. He even makes the deaf hear and the mute speak.” 

The angels had already declared it. Heaven had already sealed it. I only needed to wait and trust.

It was a divine reminder: This work is Mine. You are only the vessel.

That day was the planting of a seed. What looked like a desperate fight for survival became the birth of a story—written with faith, sacrifice, and love. Esmalkia Hope Child was no longer just a dream. It had become a testimony.

Reflection: When God begins a work, He stamps it with provision as a sign that it belongs to Him.

Reflection Question: 

Where in your life do you need to hear Jesus speak “Be opened”? Is it over your health, your destiny, your family, or your provision?

Prophetic Declaration: 

I declare that every closed door in my life shall be opened by the word of the Lord. Every tongue tied by silence will be loosed in praise, and every destiny bound in delay will spring forth in fulfillment. Heaven has already spoken, and I will see it come to pass—because my God has done all things well. In Jesus name. Amen
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THE MONTH OF OPEN DOORS

Tuesday, 5th November 2024

A

t 5:30am, I joined our church’s Command the Month service online. The word that morning pierced straight to my heart: “How are you using your gifts to serve God?”

This was the very question I had been meditating on in my quiet times. Serving in the hospitality department at church had once seemed so small, so hidden. But I had begun to notice something profound: when I started serving, doors began to open.

That very same day, a long-awaited breakthrough arrived. Someone who had owed me money for a long season finally credited my account. The timing could not have been more divine—I was in urgent need. And yet, before I touched a cent, I knew my first response: honor God with my tithe.

––––––––
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📖 Malachi 3:16–18 (NIV)

“They will be mine,’ says the Lord Almighty, ‘in the day when I make up my treasured possession. I will spare them, just as in compassion a man spares his son who serves him. And you will again see the distinction between the righteous and the wicked, between those who serve God and those who do not.”

That was my act of faith—choosing service and obedience first, trusting that the same God who opened this door would keep opening more.

Reflection: Every act of service is an offering, and every offering of obedience unlocks a door.

Reflection Question: 

In what ways can you use your gifts—however small they may seem—to serve God this month? What “door” are you trusting Him to open through your obedience?

Prophetic Declaration: 

I declare that as I serve God with my gifts and honor Him with my substance, new doors will open before me. I walk into this month with faith, favor, and distinction, for my service is not forgotten, and my obedience will bear fruit in abundance. In Jesus name. Amen
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THE BLESSING OF HUMBLE SERVICE

Thursday, 7th November 2024

T

oday I attended the funeral of a close friend’s loved one. She serves in a different branch of our church, and as the service unfolded, we noticed something missing—ushering and hospitality. Without waiting to be asked, we quietly filled the gap.

By the close of the day, our friend was deeply grateful and introduced us to her family. Among them was a bishop from one of the largest churches in Kenya, who together with his wife spoke blessings over us. That blessing was more than enough—it was heaven’s seal upon simple acts of service.

📖 Colossians 3:23–24 (NIV)

“Whatever you do, work at it with all your heart, as working for the Lord, not for human masters, since you know that you will receive an inheritance from the Lord as a reward. It is the Lord Christ you are serving.”

Reflection: Service done in humility may seem unnoticed on earth, but it never goes unseen in heaven.

Reflection Question: 

Where in your daily life is God inviting you to serve quietly—without recognition, but with a heart full of love?

Prophetic Declaration: 

I declare that every seed of humble service I sow will speak for me. May the blessings of the Lord rest upon my hands, and may my quiet acts of love be rewarded openly in His perfect time. 

In Jesus name. Amen
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A MIRACLE TO WRITE ON

Friday, 8th November 2024

T

he final day of Command the Month arrived, and my heart carried one prayer: “Lord, give me a miracle I can write on.”

That very morning, a message came through. A well-wisher had sent their support for the children’s home I had been desperately interceding for. When I combined their gift with what had already come in, the miracle unfolded before my eyes: the arrears were cleared, and the eviction notice was cancelled.

Tears streamed down my face. God had heard. He had answered. He had made a way where there seemed to be none.

📖 Isaiah 43:19 (NIV)

“See, I am doing a new thing! Now it springs up; do you not perceive it? I am making a way in the wilderness and streams in the wasteland.”

Reflection: Sometimes God answers not with abundance, but with enough—and in that sufficiency, His glory is revealed.

Reflection Question: 

What “enough” has God given you recently that carries the fingerprint of His glory, even if it wasn’t the overflow you expected?

Prophetic Declaration: 

I declare that my testimony will be written on miracles. Where there was lack, God has made a way. Where there was threat, God has brought deliverance. My story will forever carry the ink of His faithfulness. In Jesus name. Amen
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FAITH THAT SHARPENS, FAITH THAT MULTIPLIES

Saturday, 9th November 2024

T

he day began in joy—shopping with my sister , and in those simple, tender moments, I was reminded how blessed I am.

Sisters who are more than siblings—they are my sharpeners, my steady trees of hope.

📖 Proverbs 27:17 

“As iron sharpens iron, so one person sharpens another.” 

That evening, however, the atmosphere shifted. I recalled a revelation I had once seen concerning someone. Though the person was difficult to approach, I found a trusted ally to pass on the message. But soon after, I faced a sudden spiritual attack.

Instead of shrinking back, I rose. I fought with the weapons I know best—prayer, praise, and worship. That night, I rested under the covering of His presence, and when morning came, I continued in the same spirit.

And in it all, I gave thanks—for the sharpeners God has placed around me, for His presence that covers me, and for His strength that multiplies mine in battle.

Reflection: The Lord reminded me: when we stand as watchmen, we must also stand as warriors. For faith is not only about receiving—it is about guarding, interceding, and multiplying strength in the Spirit.

Reflection Question: 

In what areas of your life is God calling you to be both a watchman and a warrior—sharpened by others, yet ready to sharpen them in return?

Prophetic Declaration: 

I declare that my faith will not shrink in the face of attack. I am sharpened by God’s Spirit and strengthened through fellowship. My prayers, praise, and worship are weapons of victory, and through them, God multiplies my strength and secures my ground.

––––––––
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FAITH THAT CONQUERS FEAR, FAITH THAT BUILDS TOGETHER

Sunday, 10th November 2024

A

t church, I was entrusted with reading the announcements. Once, the thought of standing before people would have paralyzed me. Stage fright had long been my thorn, sometimes even making me stammer. But this time, I prayed for the Holy Spirit to take over, and when I stepped onto the stage, I spoke with ease.

It was a small victory, yet a huge milestone. For me, overcoming fear was never only about myself—it was about my daughter. If I was to teach her confidence, I had to first live it. For children learn more from what we do than from what we say.

Later that afternoon, though the distance was long and the body weary, my family and I attended a breakthrough worship service at our main church. The Scripture that echoed in my heart was unshakable:

📖 1 Corinthians 15:58 

“In the Lord your labor is not in vain.” 

That evening, a revelation came. The reason I could not raise funds alone for the children’s home was that God wanted to bless others through the process too. It was never meant to be a solitary mission, but an army rising together. Just as Gideon was stripped of numbers until only 300 remained, God was showing me that the victory would not come from my own strength, but from the collective faith and obedience of His chosen.

Reflection: Faith conquers fear, but it also calls a community to rise together.

Reflection Question: 

Where is God inviting you to overcome fear, not just for yourself, but for the sake of those who will be strengthened by your courage?

Closing Thanksgiving: 

Father, thank You for turning fear into courage, weakness into strength, and solitude into fellowship. May my testimony be a spark that lights the faith of many, for your glory. 

In Jesus name. Amen
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FAITH IN THE SIMPLE THINGS
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