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ENDORSEMENTS 

============================================= 

his book is a great blessing to the body of 
Christ in general and to the women folk in 
particular. Fascinating read. Joyfully 

intriguing. I heartily recommend it to all my readers!  
-E.J. El'Fransis. 

Bible Teacher, Evangelist 
Author of ‘The Wisdom of the 

Servant’ 
 

n every generation GOD has His man for that 
hour. Apostle Samson has once again written 
a heart touching revelatory book! Sam who is 

a student of the Holy Spirit on the subject of Agape has 
lived the life of love. Through this book he extends to 
us the life shown to him over the years by the Holy 

T
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Spirit. Sam has lived out the content of truth 
represented in this book. The responsibility of true 
prophets is to unveil God's mind through spoken and 
written words. 
  

Reading through the book I was captivated by 
length and breadth of God's mercy! Mercy Said No 
provides a fresh air to refresh women from the 
suffocation they have suffered all through history. It 
will show you the equal value God’s love places on 
both sexes. As you read with an open heart, you will 
discover that this book is speaking to you. 
 

Mercy Said No carries in it the Spirit of liberty to 
liberate humanity from the bondage of ignorance that 
has tied us to the past! I see Mercy Said No, bringing 
restoration, healing wounds and releasing people to 
God's original intent of love for their lives.  
 

This book is timely and will be necessary both to 
the church and world to make the required spiritual 
and mental shift into God's ultimate reality. 
              

-Ndubuisi Eke 
Evangelist,  

          Author, ‘The Power of a Divine 
Encounter’ 
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fter reading the book “Mercy Said No!” 
by Samson Ajilore II, I realized that these 
Bible verses were very descriptive of my 

feelings: 
 

Ephesians 2: 4-5 (ASV, Public Domain) “But God, 
being rich in mercy, for His great love wherewith He 
loved us, even when we were dead through our 
trespasses, made us alive together with Christ (by grace 
have ye been saved)”. These verses seem to reassure 
me as a message of hope, and they surely describe the 
blessed words of Samson Ajilore II in his book, “Mercy 
Said No!” 
 

No matter where you are in life, the story and 
testimony in this book will make God’s love come alive 
for you and become more apparent. 
 

“Mercy Said No” is a message of Christ’s great 
compassion and love for all who are downtrodden, but 
it is especially uplifting and encouraging to all women. 
May you be blessed as I was, upon reading it. 

-Gail Dacayanan 
Christian Recording Artist, 

                      Singer/Songwriter 
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============================================= 
“Woman, where are those thy accusers? 

Has no man condemned thee? 
Neither do I condemn thee: 

Go, and sin no more”. 
-Jesus Christ 

The Son of God, 
Seed of the woman, 
Savior of humanity, 

YOUR affectionate lover 
(John 8:10-11) 
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============================================= 

FOREWORD BY JANA SMITH 

============================================= 

pon meeting thousands of people, I can 
honestly say that Samson is spiritually 
mature and intimately connected with 

God. It is a true honor to be Samson’s Kingdom building 
partner in preaching, teaching and spreading Agape 
(God’s Love) throughout the world. After praying for 
seven long months and asking God to send a spiritual 
mentor into my life He sent Samson. Little did I know at 
the time, not only was God sending a spiritual mentor 
to me, but that He was sending one of His chosen ones 
to teach me that the multitude of my sins from my 
taunted past were truly forgiven. 
 

Samson’s birth was predestined. God sent an 
angel to Samson’s father and informed him that his 
wife was going to have a son and that they were to call 

U



him Samson. The angel explained to Samson’s father 
what Samson’s ministry for God was going to be and 
that the Holy Spirit would guide Samson in his calling 
from God to preach and reach the lost, hurting and 
wounded souls, especially women. 
 

From the moment the devil deceived Eve into 
eating the fruit from the forbidden tree of good and 
evil, to the day when Mary gave birth to God’s Son, 
Jesus, to the current end times, the enemy has 
attempted to take the woman down and destroy her 
through his methods of deception and abuse. As you 
read through “Mercy Said No” you will come to a 
better understanding of the events shared from the 
beginning of creation, through the flooding of the 
earth, to the spiritual warfare that still exists. 
 

The Lord draws you in through Samson’s pen 
causing you to feel like you are a witness standing in 
the courtyard awaiting the verdict to stone or not to 
stone the prostitute caught in the act. The reader will 
come out of this book knowing the truth and the truth 
shall set them free. Agape is unconditional. No matter 
the multitude of sins a person may have or how 
taunted their past our God forgives.  
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I pray that each person who reads this book is 
abundantly blessed by our Lord and Savior, Jesus 
Christ, and that each woman, in particular, encounters 
the spiritual awakening that the Lord intended to give 
when He spoke through His prophet Samson in “Mercy 
Said No”. 

 
Jana Smith 

Daughter of God 
Celebrate Recovery Leader 
Tacoma Washington USA 

I Corinthians 13 
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============================================= 

INTRODUCTION 

========================================== 

his book is about God’s unconditional love 
especially for the womankind. It is divided 
into two parts. In the first part, we shall 

look at the life account of one of the women whom 
Jesus, the Christ of God and the Seed of the woman 
liberated with much love and compassion. We shall see 
the heart-touching and life changing account of the 
woman in the Bible book of John, chapter eight (vs.1-
11), who met the divine Love in the midst of severe 
hatred. It is an encounter of a woman with Eternal-Life 
on her way to unending death. 
 

She was condemned to death but she met Jesus 
the Life. She was greatly hated but she met Jesus the 
boundless Love. She was sentenced to death by stoning 
but fortunately enough for her; her enemies - the Law 

T



people decided to execute her in front of Jesus Christ, 
the Mercy Seat of God, and Mercy said NO! 
 

We shall go to the time when the Christ of God 
first walked the earth with humans. And hear directly 
from one of the women for whom He publicly 
advocated. We shall travel back in time to the holy land 
of Jerusalem to reveal the unfathomable love of Jesus 
Christ.  
 

If you’ve ever doubted God’s interest in the 
womankind, this encounter will clear your doubts and 
you will meet with Him whom she met! You will hear 
the loving voice of Jesus, telling your accusers to drop 
their stones because He has taken your punishments 
and died in your place, and because He lives forever to 
love and to intercede for YOU. 
 

In the second part, we shall examine an ancient 
mystery and a significant conspiracy; we shall move 
back in time and history to the beginning of life and 
discover the root of all the conspiracy against the 
womankind. We shall examine the vitality of the 
feminine spirits and see why Lucifer or Satan the arch-
enemy of light hates and fights them so hard. We shall 
see the fall of the humankind and the glorious 
immortal prophecy of Jesus the Seed of the woman; 
the Person upon whom the salvation of all humankind 
rests. We shall further discover the victory that God 
has brought through the Seed of the woman and the 
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liberty and love of God for the humankind with a 
special concentration on the womankind. 
 

Women in all generations have suffered from 
mistaken identity, physical and emotional abuse, low 
self-esteem, inferiority complex, molestation, 
insecurity, fear and mistreatments. They have sought 
the answers to life’s complications but the answer has 
already come. Each of the women that met Jesus got 
the answer! Jesus, the Seed of the woman, has bruised 
the head of the serpent and liberated the womankind 
from the bondage of religion, culture, tradition and sin.  
 

We know that salvation came to the world 
through Jesus, the Son of God and Seed of the woman, 
but since our focus in this book is on the womankind, 
we shall concentrate on what Jesus brought for the 
womankind in particular. 

  
If you still live in one of the bondages that 

women lived in, you probably have not heard of or 
known of this Man and the freedom He brought in 
particular for YOU. 
 

In the Old Testament (Exodus 20) God gave 
Moses the law (The Ten Commandments) and asked 
him to keep it in the Ark of Testimony. However the 
law testified against humanity because no one could 
keep it perfectly. God thought of a better way other 
than the law. He decided that He would meet with 



humanity but He would not do so on the premise of 
the law, otherwise, all of us would have been 
destroyed for our disobedience. For that reason, God 
told Moses to make a “mercy seat” and place it upon 
the Ark containing the law (ark of Testimony). So that 
He would come to humanity and speak to us from the 
mercy seat above the law. Mercy triumphs over 
judgment! Mercy is God’s meeting point with 
humanity. 
 

“And there I will meet with you, and I will speak 
with you from above the mercy seat, from 
between the two cherubim which are on the ark 
of the Testimony” (Exodus 25:22). 

 
Moses represents the law but Christ is the Mercy 

Seat of God. God decided to move from the law to 
grace, from Moses unto Christ. “For the law was given 
through Moses, but grace and truth came through 
Jesus Christ.” (John 1:17)  
 

Jesus Christ is the MERCY SEAT- He is God’s 
meeting point with humanity. God would have mercy 
instead of sacrifice and Jesus Christ is the conclusion of 
the Law for righteousness to anyone who believes in 
Him (Romans 10:4). 

 
Samson Ajilore II 
3 March 2012, 
FCT Abuja, Nigeria++ 
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============================================= 

PART I:  

MERCY SAID NO! 

What happened when judgment and mercy met... 
============================================= 
  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

============================================= 
 
“There isn’t a wound so deep that agape love is not still 

deeper!” – Samson Ajilore II 
 

============================================= 
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============================================= 

CHAPTER ONE 

The Story Begins 
========================================== 

ermit me to share my story with you 
without revealing my name. For it is not 
really my story but the story of Jesus the 

Love. Without whom I would have had no story to tell 
at all. My name will not be revealed because my story 
is not just mine but a message for every woman. And 
you could fix your own name to it, if it fits your life, if 
you can identify with me in some way. 
 

For a background, I have a full Jewish root. For 
birth, I was born just like any other Israelite. I grew up 
in the very midst of Galilee, a dunghill of Gentiles; the 
land that was in the shadow of death until the birth of 
One Great Light. Father told us that out of all the places 
he had seen throughout the empire there was nothing 
to compare with the beauty of our native Galilee. The 
sight of its beautiful aquamarine waters contrasted 

P



against the dry hills towards the desert on the eastern 
shore, and fertile plain on the west, made it easy to 
believe the expression ‘a land flowing with milk and 
honey.’ I remember the delights of the dews of Mount 
Harmon as a child and the snows that fell in Lebanon. I 
loved to play and sing with other children in the midst 
of the green fig trees of Mount Olive and picking 
tender grapes when the winter had past. I also enjoyed 
the songs of the birds that used to sing in the olive 
branches above us.  
 

Occasionally, we would move up and down 
beside the Jordan, its unhurried moving waters 
reflecting the various shades of the surroundings. 
Fields of ripe grain were sometimes being harvested 
and orchards of young unripe fruit grew alongside the 
river. Willows dipped their branches into the milky sea-
green waters and the white bark of gums drew crooked 
lines on the surface. Oh what a lovely sight it was for us 
to behold and what a cool environment it was to enjoy. 
We used to learn the oral traditions of sacred tales and 
beautiful stories of our rich ancestry passed down from 
generation to generation by the patriarchs to impact 
the knowledge and fear of God. Several of those stories 
and tales still bounce around in my head. I loved to go 
to the brooks and have my face caressed by the cool 
breeze off the water sprouts and to pleasure myself 
with the attractive scenes that surrounded it. I also 
loved to look upon the eye-catching scene of the flock 
of sheep and goats guided by the shepherds seeking 
feed on the slopes and also travelers with loads on the 
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camel’s backs, upon the dry and parched roads of the 
Promised Land. 
 

At home, my parents were so reserved that they 
hardly listened to us. Children were to be seen and not 
heard. Our family was not among the rich. However we 
used to enjoy lots of fruits, cheese, barley cakes and 
watered spiced wine. Father was tough and his stern 
countenance made it difficult for us to relate with him. 
Mother on the contrary was very lively and she easily 
had her way with people within the restrain of our 
culture but she was not of much help to me because 
she was too taken to her own personal business that 
she hardly had time for me.  
 

I sometimes stayed awake listening to the 
distant howls of wolves across the Sea of Galilee. I had 
the same kind of delights and dreams like any other 
young female child and I believed that I was going to 
reach my goals sometime in the future days ahead. Oh, 
I loved the sight, the sound and the smell of the holy 
land in those early days of my innocence. How I wish 
that what is meaningful, pleasurable and adorable in 
childhood remain the same in adulthood but 
everything seemed to have changed with the times. 
Those fleeting days are obviously gone forever.  
 

One day, an elderly man came to father, and 
they both had a discussion which ended in a toast of 
wine, he had come to ask my father to give me to his 



son in marriage. I was peeping from the room and 
could hear my name mentioned in the conversation 
occasionally. Later on, mother hinted me and made me 
ready for the engagement. The following week, I was 
made to enter the living room and right there in front 
of me was a handsome young man, looking upon me 
with a very striking smile. His name was James. His hair 
was fairly trimmed and he was not so tall. He walked 
up to me in the face of my father and declared his love 
for me. I could not resist his charm. I felt like I was 
finally going to be free from home and have someone 
who was going to love and give me attention forever. 
My dreams were coming true. With a heart full of joy 
and a cheerful countenance I agreed to marry James, 
and in the face of witnesses, he offered me a beautiful 
ring saying, “Behold you are consecrated unto me with 
this ring according to the laws of Moses and Israel.” 
There was so much joy in the house on that day. I felt 
on top of the world as it looked like one world ended 
and another began on that day.  
 

For the next one year, I was yearning everyday 
for the return of James, to take me to the home he had 
promised that he was going to build for me. I was living 
in two places, my body in my father’s house but my 
heart in James’. I lived only for his return. 
 

One glorious night, it happened! I was almost 
dizzy beside my oil lamp when suddenly I heard a 
distant loud cry, shouting, “The bridegroom is coming!” 
It was my wedding night and certain members of the 
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wedding had spotted the moving torches signaling 
James’ approach. They were the ones that gave the 
loud cry. Their cry echoed through the streets, and 
many who were half asleep woke up. Upon hearing the 
announcement, out of great excitement I rose 
hurriedly in order to slip into my beautiful wedding 
dress and complete my final private preparations for 
the marriage.  
 

Rather than James entering our house, I went 
out to meet him according to our custom and I was so 
excited to finally see his return.  The both of us were 
accompanied by our wedding party, as we returned 
together to James home for the marriage ceremony.   
 

Following the public ceremony, we entered the 
bridal chamber that James had set up for us to be 
intimate with each other for the first time. James 
treated me like an egg and I felt so loved.  After this 
union, James came out and announced to the wedding 
guests, “Our marriage is consummated!” It was such a 
beautiful experience. I felt like I had finally arrived to 
the haven of eternal bliss. James made me so many 
promises and we were together in seclusion for seven 
days. The wedding party continued for this period 
according to our custom.  
 

Finally, James presented me unveiled publicly, to 
the wedding party, and we joined in the feast. I was so 
happy for the celebration and wished it never ended.  



 
After a few months in marriage, everything was 

no longer the same.  The first sorrow came when I got 
the news of father’s death. He died of gizzard fever. 
Mother was inconsolable, she was overwhelmed by 
sorrow and refused to be comforted, and it was only a 
matter of time before she too fell ill and passed on. The 
physician said that her illness was caused by 
heartbreak and there was nothing he could do. I was 
told that the last word she spoke was father’s name on 
her lips. 
 

Two years after we got married, I still hadn't 
been able to bear James a child. Most of the time, 
James was off to the sea. He was a merchant who 
sailed on the seas to different countries. My inability to 
bear him a child became too difficult for James to bear 
and shortly after this, his behavior towards me began 
to change. I had never imagined that he could change 
so much in such a short time. It was too awful and 
heavy for my young mind to handle. James would 
frequently accuse me of been barren and call me all 
sort of names, he would even hit me some times 
especially, when he came home drunk. He would sail 
away for several months, and whenever he returned, 
he seemed even more angry with me than he had been 
before. I could feel his frustration mounting and 
growing everyday I saw him, and every time he hit me 
and called me names a little bit of my soul died and 
was replaced by an unfeeling, hardened person that I 
could not even recognize. Gradually all that had once 
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been sweet and good in me began to fade away. I 
became a different person. A desperate person. A 
wicked person. 
 

I was gradually succumbing to an ever pressing 
darkness in my quest for survival. This is difficult to 
explain but I had become an adulterer. During all those 
lonely moments that I spent while James was away 
from home, men gradually began finding their way to 
my home. They had studied me and discovered my 
vulnerabilities; I was a wounded woman without walls 
desperately yearning for refuge.  
 

The first of these men was a Pharisee friend of 
James whose name was called Simon. Simon came to 
me one cold night and I thought that he was going to 
help me. He spoke like someone who really understood 
all that I was going through and made all sorts of 
pleasant promises to me. His voice was so gentle and 
kind. I eventually developed trust in him because I had 
no one else to turn to. But he seduced me and that was 
just the beginning of the lifestyle I would come to lead. 
In time, it was no longer an issue of seduction but a 
case of mutual consent. It became a lifestyle born of 
crude necessity. Simon would give me some gifts and 
money which I couldn’t reject because James did not 
leave behind anything to provide for my needs 
whenever he left, instead, he had accumulated a large 
amount of debts from the several drinking houses and 
inns he frequented which I struggled to pay because I 



was the one that the owners hounded for their money 
when they could not find him. Many times I had to do 
the unthinkable in other to clear those bills. Many of 
these inn keepers became familiar with the door of my 
house at night.  
 

After Simon gained entrance into my heart and 
used me to calm his passions frequently, another of 
James friend came to me whose name was Judas. Judas 
told me of how Simon had been using me and speaking 
evil of me behind my back. He even called the exact 
amount that Simon gave me the last time we were 
together. I felt so betrayed and finally thought that I 
could find refuge in Judas until he also used me and 
betrayed my trust in the same way in which Simon had 
done before him. This was the kind of person I had 
become and the kind of life I now led. A betrayal of my 
marriage vows, an adulterer to my husband and a 
sinner in the eyes of the world. 
 

As time went on, I had suffered terrible 
experiences ranging from physical abuse and rape and I 
was critically wounded within. My life was falling apart 
and my dreams were shattered and began fading off in 
front of my very eyes. My dreams of a happy home 
with children sitting round my table were flying away 
just like dry leaves in the face of the wind and I had no 
strength left within me to catch up with them. It is said 
that a person’s spirit will sustain his or her infirmity but 
a wounded spirit who can bear? My spirit was so 
wounded that it could barely be contained in me. Thick 
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darkness engulfed my soul. I was living each passing 
day in sorrow and great pain because of my 
matrimonial situation and the evil that it had driven me 
into. I desperately yearned for someone to perceive 
those pains that I held on the inside and to rescue me 
from my own secret hell. Very often I subjected myself 
to heavy drinking and had a great deal of wine so that I 
could sedate myself to sound sleep and escape my 
painful memories for a while. 
 

When I remember my childhood, I wish I could 
reverse the turn of times if only that could have given 
me the chance of a better life. Times change and it’s so 
amazing how fast they do. Those pleasurable memories 
of childhood were now lost in the reality of my present 
day mountain of pain and deep regret. 
 

At times I would leave the house in the middle of 
the day with a ‘devil may care’ attitude only to have my 
courage betray me, fear grip me, shame overtake me, 
and a compelling desire to hide carry me back home 
over and again. The piercing stares and mumbled 
criticisms of my neighbors were not anything compared 
to the voices that invaded my mind without welcome 
or warning. Evil thoughts haunted both my days and 
nights. Life was so unfair to me that I had even 
contemplated suicide several times but somehow, I just 
couldn’t bring myself to end my life. James was now all 
but lost to me. His once infrequent visits had now 
extended into years of absence. I was a woman of 



many sorrows, blown about by the storms of life and all 
I could get in search of comfort was destructive 
criticisms and diverse abuse. There was nowhere to 
turn to. Nobody would associate with me except for a 
few, but it seemed they also had their hands chocked 
with problems. I was an object of ridicule to those who 
knew me. 

 
Men in their numbers had taken advantage of 

me in turns. I had run from one unsafe hand to another 
in my desperation. Unsafe hands had used me and 
robbed me of my self-esteem. They had left me 
broken, depressed and insecure. Men who were so 
easily controlled by their lust. They were so quick to 
whisper words of love which evaporated with their 
passion. I was a woman hungry for genuine love and 
longing for a sincere human touch. My emotions had 
been constantly played upon so much that I was forced 
to learn how to be emotionally unavailable and to 
habitually be in control of my squashing feelings. Those 
were my survival instincts. I had lost the worth of my 
body to the men that had misused me and robbed me 
of it. They were the ones that used me and showed me 
by how they treated me that I didn’t deserve any 
respect whatsoever and that my body wasn’t of any 
value.  
 

You see, I wasn’t just pleasuring myself with the 
men; I was so pressed against the wall until I had to 
seal my mind and wade into that ugly choice of playing 
adultery to survive. But who would be caring enough to 
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understand my pain and plight? Adultery wasn’t a 
delightful trade but it was the option I was driven into 
in my struggle for survival. I had foolishly waded into 
several dangerous situations, without even knowing 
what lies ahead of me. I was battered and shattered, 
rejected and dejected. The list was endless. 
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============================================= 

CHAPTER TWO 

My Greatest Prayer 
========================================== 

 
y greatest prayer has always been that 
I should not get caught because the 
penalty for such an offense in my 

country was horrifying. Death by stoning. It was not 
new to me because I had seen people stoned to death 
in my very presence with my heart being unable to 
contain the scene of their pain. Death by stoning is the 
worst thing that could ever happen to any person. It’s a 
slow and painful death. 
 

Nevertheless, my prayers failed one fateful day. 
The voice of the dawn had just visited my ears as the 
first light was just beginning to illuminate the world 
while I was still in the bed with a gentleman who was 
one of my several lovers. I had been reflecting very 
deeply upon the weather conditions of the previous  

M
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