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RESTORATION OF PRESENCE
"Be still, and know that | am God." — Psalm 46:10

"But they that wait upon the LORD shall renew their strength; they shall mount up with wings as
eagles; they shall run, and not be weary; and they shall walk, and not faint." — Isaiah 40:31

In the Name of Yeshua HaMashiach, who came in the flesh, who sits enthroned, who holds all
authority:

The screen is dead. The scroll is broken. The dopamine loop is severed.

Now hear Me.

| said hear Me. Not the notification. Not the ping. Not the algorithm's next offering. Me.

When the distraction dies, there's a silence. And that silence terrifies people because they've
forgotten what it sounds like to exist without noise. They've forgotten what their own thoughts
sound like. They've forgotten what the room looks like when their eyes aren't fixed on glass.
That silence is Mine.

I live in it. | speak in it. | move in it.

And when the scroll demon is cast out and the thumb finally lifts and the eyes finally rise — that's
where you find Me.

Not in the feed. Not in the refresh. Not in the dopamine hit that felt like something but was nothing.

In the silence. In the stillness. In the presence that was waiting the whole time you were scrolling
past it.

THE HANDS REMEMBER

The hands that were locked to the phone — they remember what they were made for.



Making. Building. Kneading dough. Shaping metal. Turning soil. Holding a child. Playing an
instrument. Writing something that matters.

Your hands were not made for scrolling. They were made for creation. For work that leaves
something real behind when the day ends.

And when the distraction breaks, the hands remember. The creative energy that was being
siphoned into consumption — it floods back. The urge to make, to build, to shape, to grow — it
returns like water breaking through a dam.

Let it come.

Pick up the tool. Whatever it is. The pen. The hammer. The needle. The strings. The spade. Pick it
up and make something.

That's what your hands were made for.

THE MIND CLEARS

The mind that was fogged with content — it clears.

Not slowly. Not gradually. Like a window thrown open in a stale room.

Suddenly you can think. Suddenly ideas form without effort. Suddenly you can hear your own
voice again — not the echo of a thousand posts and opinions and hot takes and thumbnails
competing for your attention.

Your mind is yours again.

"For God hath not given us the spirit of fear; but of power, and of love, and of a sound mind." — 2
Timothy 1:7

A sound mind. Not a scattered one. Not a hijacked one. Not one that can't hold a thought for thirty
seconds without reaching for the phone.

A sound mind. Restored. Clear. Yours.

THE BODY WAKES

The body that was slumped, drained, exhausted from doing nothing — it wakes up.

Not with caffeine. Not with willpower. With life.



Real energy. The kind that comes from being present in your own body instead of dissociated
into a screen. The kind that makes you want to move, to walk, to stretch, to breathe deeply, to
feel the ground under your feet.

Your body was not designed to sit frozen while your thumb did all the living.

Your body was designed to move. To carry. To dance. To fight. To rest properly and rise strong.
Let it wake up. Let the blood flow. Let the muscles remember what they're for.

THE RELATIONSHIPS BREATHE

The relationships that were dying while you were "connected" to everyone and present with no
one — they breathe again.

Look at the person in front of you. Actually look. Not with half your attention while the other half
tracks a notification.

See them. Hear them. Be in the room with them. Not performing presence while mentally
elsewhere.

Real connection. Face to face. Eye to eye. Voice to voice.

That's what the scroll demon was stealing. Not just your time. Your relationships. Your presence
with the people who actually matter.

Take it back.

THE FIRE RISES

And the fire.

The fire that was suffocated by endless consumption — it rises.

When the noise dies, when the distraction breaks, when the screen goes dark — the Holy Spirit
has room to move.

Prayer rises without effort. The Word comes alive. The voice of God — the one you've been
drowning out with content — it cuts through clear and sharp and unmistakable.

"My sheep hear my voice, and | know them, and they follow me." — John 10:27



You couldn't hear Him because you were too busy listening to everything else.

Now the everything else is silenced.

And His voice is all that remains.

DECLARATION

Where distraction held your attention — presence reclaims it.

Where the dopamine loop drained your energy — real strength returns.

Where the scroll kept your hands captive — creation flows again.

Where the screen fogged your mind — clarity reigns.

Where isolation hid behind connectivity — real relationship is restored.

Where the noise drowned out the fire — the Holy Spirit burns unobstructed.

The screen is dead. The presence is alive.

In the Name of Yeshua HaMashiach — presence is restored. Life returns. The fire burns.

This is done.

Amen.
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