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1 lo-Debar: The Land of Lost Names

Here is Chapter 1: Lo-Debar – The Land of Lost Names, written as a first-person prophetic allegory from the perspective of Dominion—a living realm who has not forgotten the one hidden in exile.

Chapter 1: Lo-Debar – The Land of Lost Names

Spoken by Dominion

The wind here doesn’t carry songs.
Only silence.
Dust and memory collide in the air, but no one remembers why.

This is Lo-Debar.
The land of “no pasture.” No promise. No place.
A city built by fear and fed by forgetting.

I walked through it—though it did not welcome me.
It was not made for kings. It was made for fugitives of bloodlines they no longer claim.

And I searched for him.

Not with shouting. Not with thunder.
But with the kind of stillness that presses into the marrow of forgotten men.
He didn’t call for me.
He didn’t even know I was real anymore.
He thought dominion was for the unbroken. The strong. The remembered.

But I—I remembered.

I remembered his father.
Jonathan—the covenant carrier, the risk-taker, the one who saw David not as a threat, but as prophecy unfolding.
I remembered the vow spoken in secret between sword-wielders and soul-binders.
I remembered the day Jonathan said, “Show kindness to my seed after me.”

That vow echoed louder than Lo-Debar’s silence.
Because covenant never dies—it waits.

But he?
He hid.
Crawled into corners of shame and tucked his royalty under the rags of survival.
He limped through life with eyes downcast, spirit small.
He wore the name Mephibosheth but answered to worthless.
He bowed to survival but never remembered he was born of legacy.

I found him sitting in a room with no windows, calling himself a burden.
Calling himself forgotten.
Calling himself broken beyond repair.

And I said nothing—at first.

Because before Dominion speaks, it watches.
And when it speaks, it speaks by covenant.
Not preference. Not pity. Not performance.
Covenant.

Even in this land, I kept the record.
Every name, every line, every word once spoken in holy promise.

He thought disqualification was permanent.
He thought silence meant severance.
He thought hiding erased inheritance.

But I—I am Dominion.
I don’t forget what covenant remembers.

And soon…
The King will call his name again.




Reflection: The Land of Lost Names

In the quiet where dust still hangs…

You don’t have to rush from this moment.
Sometimes the places we try hardest to escape are the very places where He meets us again.
Where your name feels forgotten, heaven has not gone silent.
Dominion still remembers.

In the stillness…
1. What name or label have you been answering to that was never yours?


2. Have you mistaken hiding for safety? What parts of you have been buried in Lo-Debar?


3. What would it feel like to believe that covenant still has your name on it?




Take a moment to respond…
Write a letter or prayer from the heart of the one in Lo-Debar.
Or let the Spirit write a letter back to you—reminding you of who you are.

Prompt to begin with (if needed):
“You were never forgotten… I remember the day your name was spoken in covenant…”





Abandon.docx	1	5/16/25 5:10:00 AM
4






[bookmark: _Toc198756972]2 carried, then dropped

He was only five.
Too young to understand war.
Too small to read the eyes of the terrified.
And far too fragile to carry the weight of a collapsing house.

But when legacy crumbled—he was carried.

Not with evil intent.
Not with cruelty.
But with panic.

She meant to protect him.
She ran fast, arms tight, heart pounding like war drums behind her ribs.
But even love can drop what it fears it cannot save.

And in that sudden moment—he fell.
Not just from her arms… but from his future.

His legs bent in ways they were never meant to.
His walk forever marked by the moment fear won.

He never stood a chance.
The fall wasn’t his fault, but still… he carried the shame.
He limped through life like the fall had been a choice.
Like weakness disqualified him from worth.
Like trauma had the final word.

But I—I am Dominion.
And I tell you: the fall was not final.

The fall only wrote the first half of the sentence.
The rise is still coming.

He thought I forgot him when he hit the floor.
He thought inheritance stops at broken bones.
He thought kings only call those who stand tall and walk proud.

But I remember every one who was dropped in the dark while the kingdom shook.
I remember every one who inherited wounds instead of wealth.
And I do not discard the wounded.

I wait for their rise.

Because I—Dominion—know that legacy doesn’t end at the limp.
It begins when the broken still believe they belong.



Reflection: The Wound Wasn’t Yours

In the hush that follows the fall…
There are wounds you didn’t choose.
Breaks you didn’t cause.
Falls that came from someone else’s fear.
But even then—Dominion was watching.

You were not dropped out of purpose.
You were dropped in panic.
But you were never dropped out of destiny.

In the stillness…
1. Can you name the fall that changed how you see yourself?


2. Whose hands dropped you—not with hate, but with fear?


3. Have you made peace with the limp, or are you still trying to earn the right to stand tall?




Take a moment to respond…

Write as if Dominion is speaking to the child you were—the one who fell.
Let love speak louder than the shame.

Prompt to begin with (if needed):
“You never had to be unbroken to be chosen… I saw the fall, and I still called you mine.”
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Time had passed.
Enough to bury legacies.
Enough to make kings forget their oaths.

But not this King.
Not this covenant.
Not this moment.

I stirred him in the stillness.
Not with thunder. Not with scrolls or soldiers.
But with breath.

The breath of remembrance.

I whispered to David’s spirit: “Ask again.”
And when he asked, the question pierced through years of silence:
“Is there anyone left…?”

Not anyone worthy.
Not anyone strong.
Not anyone visible.
Just—anyone.

Because that’s how covenant moves.
It searches not by status, but by seed.
It does not ask what they’ve done. It asks who they belong to.

He was still hidden.
Still limping.
Still wearing shame like a robe sewn into his skin.
But I—Dominion—had never stopped tracing his name through the dust.

He forgot how to speak it.
But I had never stopped recording it.

Even in Lo-Debar.
Even in the silence.
Even in the moments he thought he had been erased.

I remembered.

Covenant remembers what bloodline cannot forget.

And now the call has gone out.
Not for a warrior. Not for a performer.
But for a son.

He doesn’t know it yet.
But the seat is already set.
The King’s table already prepared.

I am Dominion.
And I summon not by performance—but by promise.



When Covenant Called Your Name

In the stillness between silence and summoning…
There are moments when you don’t feel found—
when your name seems buried under years of “not enough.”
But covenant doesn’t call the qualified.
It calls the named.

You were not forgotten.
You were not erased.
You were remembered by covenant—even when you forgot how to answer.

In the stillness…
1. Have you believed the lie that too much time has passed for restoration?


2. What name did you stop speaking over yourself because you didn’t feel worthy?


3. What does it stir in you to know the King has already asked for you?




Take a moment to respond…

Write as if you’re hearing your name spoken from the throne—not in accusation, but in love.
Or let your spirit whisper back to the King, “I’m still here.”

Prompt to begin with (if needed):
“You called for me, even when I thought I had nothing left to bring…”
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He could’ve stayed in the palace.
He could’ve settled for status.
But there was something in Moses that longed for more than position.

He didn’t just want deliverance.
He didn’t just want miracles.
He wanted Me.

And when the people grew restless—
when they worshiped what they could see because they forgot how to wait for what they couldn’t—
Moses didn’t just stay in the camp.
He built a tent outside it.

Far from the crowd.
Far from the noise.
Far from the demands of people who wanted My power but not My face.

He met Me there.
Regularly.
Personally.

And I came.

I didn’t come with lightning or performance.
I came like I always do to those who truly seek Me—as a friend.

Face to face.

He didn’t bring an agenda.
He didn’t recite a program.
He came to be with Me.

And I let My glory rest there.
Not on the mountain, but in the tent.
Because the mountain showed My might.
But the tent revealed My heart.

Moses asked for something no one else dared to:
“Show me Your glory.”

And I hid him in the cleft of the rock—
not to withhold, but to protect.
Because even his hunger could not outrun My holiness.
Yet I still drew near.

He wasn’t perfect.
He grew tired.
He got frustrated.
But he never let go of his cry:
“If Your Presence doesn’t go with us… we’re not moving.”

He led because he lingered.
He carried the weight of leadership because he knew where to lay it down.
Not in strategy.
In Presence.

And the proof?
His face.

It carried My residue.
Not because he preached well.
Because he stayed long.

You want to lead My people?
Then first, come outside the camp.
Come where the applause fades.
Where the spotlight cannot follow.
Come to the tent.

And I will still come.

In the stillness…

· Where have you been camped among the crowd when you were called to the tent?


· What noise have you allowed to drown out the voice of the Friend who meets face to face?


· What would it look like to build a space—physically or spiritually—where Presence comes first?
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He didn’t lead by ambition.
He led by absorption.

Before he ever crossed a river,
before he ever raised a sword,
before he ever stood before a nation—
he stayed.

He stayed when others left the tent.
He stayed when the glory lifted.
He stayed when no one noticed.

Because Joshua wasn’t looking for position.
He was longing for Presence.



Moses taught him how to seek Me.
But it was Joshua’s own stillness that taught him how to carry Me.

He didn’t lead from a blueprint.
He led from encounter.

So when Moses died—
when the weight of leadership pressed in
and the people turned toward him—
he wasn’t disoriented.

Because he had already learned how to be led.

I didn’t greet him with a to-do list.
I met him with a declaration:

“As I was with Moses,
so I will be with you.”

His authority wasn’t inherited.
It was cultivated—
in quiet, in reverence, in the hush of holy moments
where no one applauded, but I was pleased.

And so I said:
“Be strong and courageous.”
Not because he felt ready—
but because I had been his rhythm before I became his reinforcement.

The stillness he practiced
became the strength he led from.

That’s why walls fell.
That’s why the river parted.
That’s why the people followed.

Because Joshua didn’t just know the law.
He knew My voice.

He lingered before he commanded.
He listened before he moved.
And I was with him—
because he had already learned how to be with Me.

You want to take ground?
You want to walk in authority?

Then linger.
Stay.
Remain when no one else does.

Because those who stay behind in the Tent…
become the ones who lead with fire in their bones.


In the stillness…

· Are you rushing into leadership without first learning how to stay?


· What has God whispered in the quiet that you’ve been too busy to carry?


· How has lingering in hidden places prepared you more than any platform ever could?











[bookmark: _Toc198756976]5 the whisper in the cave

He called fire down from heaven.
He faced down systems, altars, and kings.
He silenced false prophets with a single shout—
and the people remembered Me, if only for a moment.

But power doesn’t protect you from emptiness.
And boldness on the mountain doesn’t guarantee stillness in the soul.

So when the crowd faded,
and the enemy’s threats returned,
Elijah ran.

He ran far.
He ran fast.
He ran empty.

Until even running felt like failure.

He sat beneath the broom tree and asked Me to take his life—
not because he didn’t love Me,
but because he thought he had failed Me.

He didn’t know how to stop working.
He didn’t know how to be with Me without producing for Me.
And so, he unraveled.

But I didn’t meet him with rebuke.
I met him with bread.

I let him sleep.
I fed him twice.
Because sometimes the most spiritual thing you can do
is rest and eat.

Then I called him to the mountain.

Not to use him again.
To restore him.



And when the wind tore through the cliffs,
I didn’t speak.

When the earth shook beneath him,
I was silent.

When the fire cracked through the rocks,
I held My breath.

Because I wasn’t in the show this time.
I was in the stillness.

And then—
a whisper.

That’s where I was.
That’s where I’ve always been.

You expected Me to move in noise.
But I’m found in what silences you.

Elijah didn’t find Me through ministry.
He found Me in the cave—
in the place where his strength ended and My nearness began.

I reminded him he wasn’t alone.
I reassigned him with gentleness.
But more than anything—
I reintroduced Myself.

Because the prophet needed Presence
more than he needed purpose.

And so do you.

When the fire dies down,
when the mountain moment fades,
when the adrenaline of battle leaves you shaking—

Come find Me in the cave.

I’ll be whispering your name.


In the stillness…

· Where have you mistaken exhaustion for failure and collapse for disobedience?


· What noise—internal or external—have you assumed was God’s voice?


· What would it mean to let the whisper be enough?
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He was a king.
But before the crown, there was a harp.
Before the throne, there was a field.
Before the people sang his name, he sang Mine.

David didn’t pursue position.
He pursued Me.

While others sharpened swords,
he strung chords.
While his brothers sought approval,
he wrote songs I alone would hear.



And when the ark returned—
when My presence came home to the people—
he didn’t lead with dignity.

He led with abandon.

He danced.
Hard.
Wild.
Unashamed.

Not in royal robes.
But in linen worn by servants.

Because he knew:
no crown could compare to My Presence.
No palace could replace My nearness.

The same Presence that comforted him in caves…
was now among the people.

And David couldn’t contain the cry
he’d carried since the pasture.

So he let loose.
He forgot who was watching.
He forgot what was “proper.”

Because worship that remembers the Presence
forgets the performance.

Michal, his wife, watched from the window—
cold, rigid, still.

She saw his joy as disgrace.
She mistook holy for foolish.
She mocked what she had lost long ago.

She kept her composure.
He kept My favor.

Because I never asked for polish.
I asked for presence.

David was not perfect.
He failed.
He fell.


But he always came back—
not to the kingdom, but to Me.

He wrote what few dared to pray:
“Take not Your Holy Spirit from me.”
Not “restore my crown.”
Not “protect my image.”

Just—
Don’t leave.

Because to him, My Presence
was the treasure.

If you want to understand the kind of heart I dwell with,
don’t study the kings who built nations.
Study the shepherd who built altars.

The one who danced when others disapproved.
The one who wept when My Presence withdrew.
The one who sang to Me when no one else could hear.

He was a man after My own heart
because he gave Me his.
In the stillness…

· What part of you still tries to keep your worship presentable instead of surrendered?


· Whose opinion has quieted your praise or tamed your response to God?


· When was the last time you worshiped like no one else was watching—except Him?
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The room was full.
Full of movement.
Full of pressure.
Full of expectations.

They were preparing a meal for Me.
They wanted everything to be perfect.
They were doing for Me.

But only one truly chose Me.

Mary.

She didn’t flinch at the glances.
She didn’t shrink from the weight of unspoken rules.
She came close—
uninvited, unafraid, unbothered by what the moment required.

She sat.

While others stirred pots,
she stirred heaven.

She didn’t ask for revelation.
She didn’t beg for favor.
She simply leaned in.

And while they called it wasteful,
I called it worship.

She chose the better part—
not because she did more,
but because she didn’t move when I entered the room.

She stayed still.

She dared to believe that I was worth her attention more than the opinions of others.



And yes—
I heard the frustration.

“Lord, don’t You care that my sister has left me to serve alone?”

But I wasn’t moved by the noise.
I was moved by the nearness.

I didn’t rebuke the one who worked.
But I defended the one who sat.

Because in a world addicted to usefulness,
Mary chose the useless posture of being with Me.

And I will always protect that choice.

Others may forget it.
But I won’t.

In fact, when the time came for My death,
she anointed Me beforehand.
She had learned the rhythm of My heart—
because she had sat still long enough to know it.

And her fragrance still lingers.

Many are worried.
Many are distracted.
Many are busy about Me—but not with Me.

But only one thing is necessary.
Not the meal.
Not the motion.

Just Me.

Mary chose the better part.
And I will not take it from her.

Nor will I take it from you
when you choose to sit.



In the stillness…

· Where have you chosen productivity over proximity?


· What distractions keep pulling you away from simply sitting at His feet?


· Do you believe that your nearness to Him matters more than your usefulness for Him?
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She said nothing.

She wasn’t there to be seen.
She wasn’t there to explain herself.
She came in quietly—
but heaven noticed.

A jar in her hands.
A war in her soul.
A love in her spirit that could no longer be contained.

She broke it.
Not measured.
Not rationed.
Broken.

The scent filled the room.
But it was her surrender that filled Mine.

They called it waste.
I called it worship.

She didn’t pour for applause.
She didn’t anoint Me for attention.
She did it because she had already died to everything else.

This wasn’t perfume.
It was memory.
Everything she had.
Everything she’d been through.
All the shame.
All the searching.

She didn’t need a microphone.
She didn’t need a ministry.
She brought her oil.

And when it touched Me—
when her tears mixed with her sacrifice—
the aroma of her love reached a realm no song ever had.

The others whispered in disgust.
“Why this waste?”
But I silenced them with eternity.

“Wherever the gospel is preached,
what she has done will also be told.”

Because she didn’t just prepare My body for burial.
She prepared the Church for true worship.

Not the kind that impresses.
The kind that breaks.

She wasn’t trying to lead.
She wasn’t trying to be known.

She just wanted Me.

And she found Me—
not in the temple,
but in a room of critics,
at the feet of One who never turned her away.

And I received her.
All of her.

Let the others judge.

But you—
break your jar.

Let the fragrance of surrender rise again.


In the stillness…

· What part of your story have you been afraid to bring fully to His feet?


· Have you been giving carefully measured devotion when He’s asking for everything?


· What would your surrender smell like if it broke open today?
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Even I… withdrew.

Not because I was weary of people,
but because I was desperate for the Father.

The need was great.
The crowds pressed in.
The sick waited at every door.
The desperate followed Me from shore to shore,
but even their hunger could not replace My own.

So I left.

Not to escape.
To return.

Return to the place where identity was not rooted in miracles,
but in belovedness.

“This is My Son… in whom I am well pleased.”

That was declared over Me before I ever preached a sermon,
before I ever healed a blind man,
before I called a single disciple.

Before I did, I was.

And I never let ministry replace that rhythm.

I rose early.
I left when it was inconvenient.
I chose silence over platforms.
I withdrew—again and again—because Presence was My source.

I only said what I heard the Father saying.
I only did what I saw Him doing.
But to hear Him…
to see Him…
I had to be with Him.

There were times I sent the disciples ahead.
Times I left the revival behind.
Times I climbed mountains not to preach,
but to commune.

I knew the weight of assignment.
But I also knew that assignment not anchored in Presence
becomes performance.

And I would not perform.

I came to reveal the Father.
And I could not reveal what I did not remain in.

So yes—
even I withdrew.

So you would know it’s not weakness to stop.
It’s wisdom.

If I needed to withdraw,
why do you think you can run nonstop?

If I, the Son, needed solitude,
needed silence,
needed stillness—

How much more do you?

Don’t call it selfish.
Don’t call it lazy.
Call it what it is:

Communion.

Let them wait.
Let the schedule pause.
Let the phone ring.

But do not miss Me.

Because the oil you pour in public
is pressed in private.

And the glory you carry in crowds
is gathered in caves.

Even I withdrew—
to stay full.

And I am inviting you
to do the same.


In the stillness…

· Where have you prioritized momentum over meeting with the Father?


· What parts of your life have become too loud to hear His leading?


· If even Jesus withdrew, what makes you think you don’t need to?
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It was slow with them.
Not because they didn’t love Me,
but because they didn’t yet understand how to be with Me.

They followed Me with zeal,
but often tried to lead.

They wanted to serve Me,
but didn’t yet know how to sit with Me.

They argued about greatness
while I prepared to wash feet.

They watched Me pray—
but struggled to stay awake in Gethsemane.

And still… I loved them.

Still, I invited them deeper.

Because Presence isn’t about getting it right the first time—
it’s about returning again and again,
until the rhythm of stillness becomes natural.

They didn’t start as men of lingering.
But I remember the moments they finally stopped.

I remember John…
Leaning into Me at the table.
While others spoke, he listened.
He rested his head on My chest—
the one place where heaven’s heartbeat was clearest.
He didn’t preach.
He didn’t posture.
He leaned.
And that’s why I trusted him with My revelation.

I remember the mountain…
Peter, James, and John—
heavy with sleep but caught in glory.
They saw Me transfigured.
They heard the voice of the Father.
And Peter wanted to build something—
but I wanted them to behold.
“This is My Son… listen to Him.”
Not “hurry.”
Not “organize.”
Just listen.

I remember the upper room…
When they finally obeyed the hardest command I gave:
Wait.
Not go.
Not do.
Just… wait.

They stayed.
One hundred and twenty of them.
Not for a moment—
but for ten days of unmarked time.

And because they lingered,
My Spirit came.

Not to the crowds.
To the room of those who stayed.

I remember the shoreline…
Peter—once loud, now quiet.
Once leading, now unsure.
He came back to the nets… but I met him with fire.
Not the fire of judgment—
the fire of breakfast.

He sat with Me again.
No stage.
No storm.
Just bread and questions.

“Do you love Me?”

He didn’t try to impress Me.
He just said yes.

And I reinstated him—
not through miracles,
but through presence.

They were slow to learn,
but they learned.

They went from striving
to surrender.
From chasing greatness
to carrying glory.

Because Presence changes men.
It doesn’t use them—it transforms them.

And I’m still patient with disciples who struggle to sit.
I still wait on rooftops.
I still call fishermen to fires.
I still honor the ones who lean,
who linger,
who listen.

So if you’ve followed Me in busyness—
come now in stillness.

You don’t have to get it right all at once.
But you do have to stop.


And I promise—
if you stay long enough,
you’ll never want to leave.

In the stillness…

· Where have you confused following Him with working for Him?


· What have you rushed past that He was actually inviting you to stay in?


· What would it look like for you to stop doing and start dwelling?
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You ran.
Not from Me—
but for Me.

You poured out.
You led.
You served.
You tried so hard to be faithful.
You thought movement was obedience.
That if you just did enough, I’d be pleased.

But I was never asking for more.

I was waiting for you to stop.

Stop chasing identity in the work.
Stop proving your worth through the ministry.
Stop wearing exhaustion like a badge.

And now—
you’re here.

Not because you figured it all out,
but because you finally let go.

You put the clipboard down.
You stopped rehearsing the next assignment.
You turned down the volume.
You sat still.

And I—wept.

Because this—
you, here, with Me—
is the moment I’ve been waiting for.

You thought you needed to bring Me something.
But you were the offering.

Not your gifting.
Not your wisdom.
Not your strategy.

Just your presence in Mine.

I never needed your platform.
I longed for your attention.
I never asked for your perfection.
I waited for your stillness.

And now, Heaven is silent.

The angels are watching.
Not because of your title—
but because of your yes.

Yes to stopping.
Yes to unlearning the addiction to usefulness.
Yes to believing that I want you,
even if you never do another thing in My name.

Do you feel that?

The ache leaving.
The weight lifting.
The breath returning.

You don’t need to rise just yet.
Let the ground hold you.
Let My nearness wrap around you like warmth.

Because this is the altar I was after all along.

Not built with stone—
but with surrender.

You, the one who finally stopped…

Have found what the hurried never will.

And I am here.
Not to give you your next mission.
But to give you Me.

Stay.


In the stillness…

· What finally brought you to the end of striving?


· Where do you still feel the pressure to prove your worth?


· What would change if you truly believed that sitting with Him is enough?
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