CHAPTER ONE
THE MAP CALLED “SEEK”

T he storm had come without warning, dark clouds
rolling over the hills like a scroll being closed. Enosh
gripped his satchel closer, shielding the brittle parchment
from the rising wind. It had been given to him by an old
man who appeared by his fire the night before. The man had
spoken no words, only handed Enosh the map and pointed

to a single word burned across its center: Seek.

There were no roads on the map, only symbols that pulsed
faintly when Enosh traced them with his fingers. He had been
walking for what felt like days, driven by something deeper
than curiosity. Hunger. But not for bread. For answers. For

God.

Just as the storm began to fade, the clouds parted over a hill.
Enosh climbed it, and his breath caught in his throat.

There, nestled in a valley framed by mountains that had not
been on any map, lay a city like no other. Its name glowed

softly on the horizon like a whisper etched in light: Veritas.

Veritas. The word stirred something ancient in him. Truth.

That is what it meant in the old tongue. Not just fact or
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knowledge, but reality unveiled. Truth that is lived, not just
learned. It was as if the entire city had been named for the

thing his soul had long been chasing.

Veritas gleamed like a jewel in the cradle of the earth, its streets
paved with polished stone that reflected the sky, its rooftops
rising in graceful tiers of gold and ivory. Trees with silvered
leaves lined quiet walkways. Fountains whispered music into
the air. Every building seemed carved from clarity itself, as if

the city had been sung into existence by light and wisdom.

He descended the gentle slope, each step carrying him deeper
into the heart of the city. At the city’s center stood a tower,
tall and slender, reaching toward heaven. And at the base of

the tower was a vast building with steps as wide as a river.
It was a Library.

But not like any he had ever seen. Light poured from its
windows. Its walls were etched with languages he did not
know but somehow understood. Words like Truth, Mercy,
Beginning, and Kingdom pulsed along the edges like a heart-
beat.

A figure stood at the gate. She was clothed in robes that
changed color with the light, now violet, now gold, now

white. Her eyes were ancient and kind.

“You have the map,” she said, her voice both wind and whis-

per.
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“I do,” Enosh said. “I came seeking.”

She smiled. “Then welcome, Seeker. My name is Sophia. I am
the Keeper of this Library. Few find it. Fewer still understand

it. But all who enter must do one thing.”
“What is that?”
“Read.”

She turned, and the gates opened soundlessly behind her.
Enosh stepped inside, his heart pounding.

“This is the Library of Light,” she said. “Here are the Words
that shaped the world. They were written over centuries
by shepherds and kings, prophets and poets, fishermen and
physicians. They came from scrolls, stones, and songs. They
were whispered in deserts, thundered in temples, and carried
across continents. They are one story, though told through

many.”

Enosh looked around at the endless halls and glowing shelves.
“Where do I begin?”

Sophia pointed to a corridor marked Origins.

“Every reader must start there. To read the Book well, you

must know how it came to be.”
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CHAPTER TWO
THE HALL OF ORIGINS

T he corridor curved like a river of stone, warm light
streaming from oil lamps mounted on carved pillars.

As Enosh followed Sophia, he noticed inscriptions etched
into the walls, words in different languages, some ancient,
others surprisingly familiar. He recognized a few: Torah, Lo-

gos, Gospel, Scripture.

Attheend of the corridor, a great wooden door stood, framed
by carved scenes: Moses chiseling tablets, a prophet writing by
candlelight, a scribe copying scrolls in dim lamplight. Sophia
pressed her hand to the door. It groaned open to reveal a vast
room, dome-shaped, with floating parchments swirling in the

air like leaves caught in an eternal breeze.

“This,” she said, “is the Hall of Origins. The story before the
Story.”

Enosh stepped in. The air hummed with quiet power. In the
center stood a long table carved from olive wood, covered in

ancient writing tools: quills, reed pens, ink pots, and scrolls.

Sophia began. “Long ago, before printing presses and paper,
God began to speak. Not in thunder or lightning, but in
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words. Words given to people. Real people. Farmers. Sol-
diers. Poets. Priests. He spoke in ways they could understand,
through dreams, visions, burning bushes, and quiet whis-

pers.”

She walked slowly around the olive wood table, letting her
fingers brush lightly over the ancient tools. “At first, these
sacred stories were passed down by word of mouth. Around
campfires, at mealtimes, during festivals, fathers told their
children, priests recited in the temple, prophets proclaimed
in the streets. It was an oral tradition, alive with rhythm and

repetition to help people remember.”
Enosh leaned closer, listening intently.

“But as the generations passed, and as God’s people faced
exile, war, and the risk of forgetting, the stories began to be
written down. What was once carried in hearts and memory
was now captured on scrolls of leather and papyrus. The
oral became written, not to replace memory, but to preserve
truth.”

She waved her hand, and images filled the room: Abram star-
ing at stars, Moses atop Sinai, David dancing with a harp,

Isaiah with lips touched by fire.

As they wandered deeper into the ancient wing of the Library
of Light, Enosh paused before a large, three-paneled map

suspended in shimmering glass. It showed a sweep of land and
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sea: Asia, Africa, and Europe, each glowing with pinpoints of

light.

Sophia gestured to the map. “These are the continents where

the Bible was written.”

Enosh’s eyes widened. “Three continents? That’s incredible.”

Sophia nodded. “Yes, Asia, Africa, and Europe. The Bible did
not just drop from the sky, Enosh. It came into being over

approximately 1,500 years by more than 40 different people.”

“They did not all know each other,” she continued. “Some
wrote in palaces, others in prisons. Some wrote in Hebrew,
others in Aramaic or Greek. But together, they told one grand
story: God’s love for a broken world and His plan to redeem
it.”

Enosh leaned closer to the map, tracing the glowing paths
from Egypt to Israel, from Babylon to Rome. “How did they
manage to stay so united in their message across centuries and

empires?”

Sophia’s voice grew soft with awe. “That is the amazing mir-
acle. The same Spirit who inspired them wove it all together.
A tapestry written in different times, tongues, and places, yet
one story. One Author behind it all.”

Enosh looked up at a floating scroll unrolling itself midair.
“So, this is how the Bible began?”
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“Yes,” Sophia said gently. “First came the Law, the Torah,
given to Moses. Then the Writings: histories of kings and
conquests, songs and proverbs. Then the Prophets, bold voic-
es calling people back to God. All of these formed what you
call the Old Testament.”

“And the New?” Enosh asked.

Sophia gestured, and another scroll descended, glowing
brighter than the rest.

“Hundreds of years passed. Then came the fulfillment. Jesus,
the Word made flesh. His followers wrote what they saw:
His life, His death, His resurrection. These are the Gospels.
Others, like Paul, wrote letters to early churches, filled with
teaching, correction, and encouragement. And finally, one

received a vision of what is to come, the Revelation.”

She walked to a shelf filled with bound manuscripts. “In time,
the early church gathered these writings, tested them, prayed
over them, and recognized their divine origin. Not chosen by
committee, but confirmed by witness. These books, though

written by many, speak with one voice.”

“But who decided which books actually belonged in the
Bible?” Enosh asked.

Sophia turned to the shelves of ancient scrolls, her voice calm
and full of reverence. “The Bible did not just fall from the
sky. It grew over time, as God spoke through prophets, poets,

and apostles. These writings were not randomly chosen; they



THE HALL OF ORIGINS 9

were recognized by God’s people as carrying the weight of His

PE)
voice.

She walked slowly between the rows of scrolls. “The Old Tes-
tament, the Law, the Prophets, and the Writings, was already
sacred in Jesus’ day. It was the Bible He read and quoted
from. Those books had been faithfully preserved by the Jew-
ish people for generations. The early Church embraced them

without question.”
Enosh nodded, following her closely.

“Then, after Jesus rose from the dead, His followers be-
gan writing letters and eyewitness accounts,” she continued.
“These New Testament writings spread quickly, read aloud
in homes, copied by hand, and treasured by believers every-
where. But not every writing made the cut. To be recognized
as Scripture, a book had to be written by an apostle or some-
one close to one, stay true to Jesus’ teachings, show the power

of the Spirit, and be widely used across the churches.”

She paused beside a tall shelf, her fingers resting gently on a
scroll. “Years later, as false teachings crept in and confusion
spread, church leaders gathered in what we now call councils.
These were not secret meetings trying to control the Bible.
They were groups of faithful believers, praying and listening,
trying to confirm what God had already made clear in the
hearts of His people.”
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Sophia looked at him with a soft smile. “The councils did not
give these books their power. They simply recognized what
had already been shining. The Bible was not built by votes; it

was recognized by faith.”

She touched one scroll with quiet aftection. “This book, this
whole library, is not just old ink on parchment. Itis the living
Word of God, treasured by generations, guided by the Spirit,
and still speaking today.”

Enosh looked up at the scrolls with wide eyes. They were not
just dusty relics; they were voices from God’s story, faithfully

passed down, and now part of his own journey.

Sophia smiled and whispered, “Every scroll here carries a

breath of eternity, and now so do you.”

Enosh peered into a glass display case nearby. “But we do not

have the originals, do we? Just copies?”

Sophia nodded. “That is true. But think about it. Of what
do you make copies? You make copies of the things that are

important to you.”

She tapped the case gently. “These manuscripts were copied
by hand. The process was expensive, time-consuming, and
done with great precision. Scribes were trained to count every
letter, line, and word to ensure nothing was missed. Errors

were rare, and when found, they were corrected immediate-

ly.

»
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With a wave of her hand, the case lit up, displaying frag-
ments that seemed alive with history. Thin scrolls unfurled in
midair, their edges glowing like amber. A thick book, worn
but dignified, hovered beside them.

Enosh stepped closer. “What are these?”

Sophia’s eyes softened. “Treasures. That,” she pointed to the
fragile parchment, “is a piece of the Dead Sea Scrolls, copies of
Scripture carefully hidden in caves over 2,000 years ago. They
remind us how deeply God’s people valued His Word.”

She gestured to the large book. “And this is the Codex Sinaiti-
cus, one of the oldest complete Bibles, written by hand on

parchment in the 300s. It survived centuries to reach us.”
Enosh’s voice was hushed. “They cared that much?”

“They believed they were preserving the very words of God,”
Sophia said. “And that is why today we have thousands of
manuscripts to compare. They are a witness of remarkable

consistency, proof of preservation.”

Enosh took a deep breath, still absorbing it all. “And the

chapters and verses, were they always there?”

Sophia smiled. “No. Chapters came in the 1200s, and verses
in the 1500s. They were added to help readers find specific
passages more easily. Imagine trying to find one line in a

thousand pages without them.”

Enosh laughed. “That would be hopeless.”
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“They are like coordinates on a map,” Sophia said. “Helpful

for finding your way, but not part of the original treasure.”

Enosh was silent for a moment, then whispered, “Itis notjust

a book, is it?”

Sophia’s smile deepened. “It is a Library. A conversation

across centuries. A mirror, a lamp, a sword, and a seed.”

She handed him a glowing card. On it was written:
Read with wonder. Read with care. Read with the Author

nearby.

“The next room,” she said, pointing toward a grand stone
archway ahead, “is the Grand Hall. There, you will see how
all these books fit together.”

Enosh held the card close, took a deep breath, and stepped

forward.
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THE HALL OF ORIGINS

Scroll Note by Enosh

— Reflections from the Hall of Origins —

Long before ink touched scroll,
the Word was already on their lips.
Passed from voice to voice, fire to fire.
Stories carried on the breath of prophets,

then captured on scrolls with trembling care.

Three continents.
Three languages.
1,500 years.

40 authors—yet one story.

Kings and shepherds, prisoners and poets,
each holding a piece of the divine whisper.
What seemed scattered was always united—
One thread, one Spirit, one Author.

Not chosen by committee,
but confirmed through centuries

of prayer and witness.

Not myth, but memory—preserved with precision.

This Book did not fall from the sky.
It grew, was guarded, was guided.
And now, it opens in my hands—

Alive with the breath of God
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