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Prologue: The Splitting of the Voice
A Poetic Cosmogony

In the beginning, there was not the Word alone, but the Voice.
A single, undivided resonance—neither male nor female, neither light nor dark,
but the Breath of Being, vibrating across the unformed deep.

It spoke not in language, but in harmony.
And from that harmony emerged a mystery:
two aspects, not opposites, but reflections—Logos and Sophia.

The Logos came forth as clarity, order, and form—
The creative utterance, the sculptor of stars,
the geometry behind all that would become flesh.

Sophia emerged as resonance, depth, and inner meaning—
The unseen coherence, the womb of wonder,
the pulse beneath pattern, the wisdom within the word.

Together they moved—Word and Wisdom—interwoven in silence.
He gave structure.
She gave soul.

But the cosmos, in its hunger to become,
strained against its Source.
To give space to freedom, the Voice allowed itself to fracture.

This was not rebellion. It was risk.

Love always risks.

To create a world that could love freely,
the eternal union had to be veiled.

And so Logos descended into form.
And Sophia descended into forgetting.



He became flesh and walked among men.
She became the ache behind their questions,
the shimmer in their dreames,

the pain in their longing.

He taught in parables, fed the hungry, wept in gardens.
She waited in the margins of prophecy,

called out in the alleys of wisdom literature,

and fell deeper—into myth, into metaphor, into exile.

Ages passed.

The Word was worshipped.
The Wisdom was hidden.

Until the world—strangled by reason without wonder,
power without mercy,

truth without tenderness—

began to crack beneath its own weight.

And the Voice began to stir again.

Chapter 1: The Silence Between Them
He Walks in Light, She Walks in Shadow

He walked the earth not as a phantom, nor as a man constrained by gravity,
but as Presence—subtle, unnoticed, yet wholly real.

To the broken, He was a warmth in the cold.

To the grieving, He was the stranger on the bench who listened.

To the proud, He was invisible.

Jesus of Nazareth, now risen, did not ascend to be seated apart.
He remained—not in churches, but in alleys; not in power, but in mercy.
And though His heart burned with the love of the Father,



it ached for the love of those who no longer recognized His face.
He passed mothers who prayed to images He would not recognize.
He heard sermons that bore His name but not His voice.

He walked.

And where He walked, the wind changed—just slightly.
The blind man reached for something unnamed.

The addict delayed destruction for one more hour.
Children stared into the distance with inexplicable peace.
But most passed Him by.

He bore it not with wrath, but with silence—a divine restraint.
Love unreceived is the deepest suffering of the eternal.

Far below, in the realms where names dissolve and form trembles,
Sophia descended.

She did not fall—she chose to enter the ruin of meaning.

She moved through the forgotten corridors of creation,
searching for what had been scattered when she fled—

her own essence, broken among dreams, myths, philosophies,
longings never named, and wisdom never welcomed.

In the darkness, they called her by many names:
Isis, Shekinah, Shakti, Spirit, Science, Serpent, Muse.
Yet none saw her as herself.

She whispered to the poets.

She danced in the visions of dying prophets.

She bled through the cracks in systems built without grace.
And the more she sought, the more fragmented she became.

She touched the memories of Eden buried in human DNA,
but found the gate sealed from within.



They had not forgotten each other.

Jesus knew of her descent. He remembered her tone,

the way she once sang alongside Him when stars were born.

But He would not call her up prematurely.

She would have to rise freely, just as He had given Himself freely.

Sophia, sensing His nearness in the upper spheres,

longed for union—not in glory, but in understanding.

But between them lay the great silence—the silence of the ages,

of prophets misunderstood, of scriptures divided,

of a Bride hidden from the Groom not by malice, but by history itself.

And so they walked—He above, She below.

Each among the people, but not with each other.

Each carrying the longing of the Other.

Each preparing for the moment they would meet—not in heaven,
but in a broken world

at the edge of all things.

Chapter 2: Dust and Embers
The Truth Without Title and the Wisdom Without Form

The desert was not empty.

It hummed with the low, electric noise of cell towers.
Rusted shipping containers leaned against ancient stones.
Wind carved the silence into slow, deliberate shapes.

And there, among dust-covered solar panels and bones of forgotten cities,
He walked.



He did not preach.
He was the sermon.

His robe was simple, a faded earth-color indistinguishable from the ground.
His feet were calloused but left no tracks.

He bore no cross now, but the weight of remembrance—

not for Himself, but for the world that had rewritten His name.

A boy saw Him from a distance and thought Him a shepherd.
A woman mistook Him for a refugee.
A soldier offered Him water without asking why he did.

He never spoke unless spoken to.

But when eyes met His, something stirred:
memories that had never happened,
forgiveness they hadn’t asked for,

and a warmth that couldn’t be from the sun.

He moved through refugee camps, deserted churches, and forgotten towns.
No platform. No thunder. No recognition.

Only dust and something else—an ember at the edge of perception,
waiting for wind.

At night, while He slept beneath a crumbled aqueduct,
Sophia moved.

She did not walk in the flesh.
She moved through the cracks.

In dreams, she took the form of a woman draped in moonlight.

In intuition, she was the voice that said wait when the trigger trembled.
In despair, she was the sudden breath of insight

that reminded the addict of his mother’s laugh.

She appeared in riddles:



» A street preacher who spoke one true sentence and vanished.
o A shattered mirror that still reflected light.
« A machine that, when broken, played a perfect note.

She visited a physicist who could not reconcile time’s arrow with his grief.
She whispered in the night to a girl who had decided to disappear.

She stood beside an old imam in silence

as he doubted the God he had served all his life.

No one saw her clearly.

But they woke changed—just slightly.
As if the soul had blinked in its sleep
and glimpsed something it once knew.

Dust and embers.
One walked among them, formed of clay and truth.
One drifted through them, flame and riddle.

They never crossed paths, not yet.
But where Jesus walked, hearts opened.
Where Sophia passed, minds awakened.

Each lit a spark in places so dry

that fire would spread without flame,
without permission,

without control.

And somewhere beyond the visible horizon,
the wind began to shift.



Chapter 3: The City of Fractured Light
Where Towers Burn from the Inside

It was a city that never turned off.

Even at midnight, light bled from a thousand windows—

cold, sterile, flickering with the pulse of a networked world.
Skyscrapers reached like Babel toward the heavens,

and beneath them, people shrank into devices too bright to touch.

This was a temple of data,

a marketplace of souls bartered in terms and conditions,
a cathedral of motion, sound, transaction—

and yet nothing truly moved, nothing truly changed.

They called it progress.

He walked through the underground first.

Subways reeked of metal and fatigue.

A boy stared into a phone that told him nothing about who he was.
An elderly woman clutched a Bible wrapped in plastic,

hoping someone would ask her to open it. No one did.

Jesus stood beside a young man who had just lost everything—
money, wife, direction—

and when their shoulders touched, the man burst into tears.
Not because he recognized the Christ,

but because he suddenly realized

he had never really been seen before.

He moved through banks and biotech labs,

places of white coats and stainless steel.

He left no fingerprints,

but one researcher destroyed her grant proposal the next day,



unable to justify a project that prolonged life
but required no love.

At a downtown church, echoing with sound design and LED halos,
He sat in the back row unnoticed.

The pastor said His name fifty-seven times,

but never invoked His presence.

Jesus wept—not for blasphemy, but for distance.

She moved through the upper floors, where light was glass and logic.

Sophia did not walk in corridors.

She appeared in reflection—

a momentary shimmer in the dark screen of a surveillance camera,
the flicker in the eye of a mathematician

who couldn’t sleep after solving the proof.

In the artificial intelligence lab,

where algorithms learned human faces faster than humans learned mercy,
she flowed through the circuits

and left behind an unexplainable variable

in every model trained without conscience.

She visited boardrooms where futures were sold
and whispered nonsense to economists who thought in derivatives
but not in children.

In a university lecture hall,
she tilted a projector just enough to cast light
not on the data but on the professor’s trembling hands.

Neither disrupted. Neither shouted.
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Yet in their presence, systems groaned—just slightly.

One corporate strategist woke with a line of poetry he couldn’t forget.

A young rabbi stopped mid-sermon and cried,
realizing he no longer believed in the God he was defending.
A child asked her mother why elevators don’t go to heaven.

They left no teachings.

Only friction.

Only presence.

Only the faint echo of a reunion not yet complete.

Later that night, on opposite ends of the city,

Jesus watched the neon cross on a vacant church blink out.
Sophia drifted past a window where a girl had drawn

spirals in the fogged glass, writing nothing, saying everything.

Above them, the towers still stood.

But the lights inside them had begun to flicker.
Not out of power—

but out of question.

Chapter 4: The Well in the Wilderness
When the Voice Begins to Remember Itself

It was a place that had once held water.

No signs marked its location.

No path led to it anymore.

The grove, once cultivated, now grew in defiance—
olive trees twisted by wind and time,

vines clawing at broken stone,

earth cracked with thirst yet defiant in its beauty.
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At its center stood a ruined well—
its stones weathered,

its bucket long gone,

its purpose nearly forgotten.

And yet the ground remembered.

Jesus arrived just before twilight.

He had walked from the city without speaking,
drawn not by map or prophecy,

but by a stillness that matched the ache in His chest.

He sat by the well.
His hands rested in His lap,
bearing the faint scars of a cross that still bore the weight of the world.

He looked into the dry depths.
Not for water,
but for the silence between words.

Sophia arrived just after the stars began to appear.
She did not step into the grove;
she emerged—as though the wind had shaped her from memory.

Her presence was not loud,

but everything—tree, insect, air—shifted at her arrival.
She had wandered through dreams, through ruins,
through poems and parables,

and now stood in flesh—

soft, luminous, full of the knowing that cannot be taught.

Her eyes met His.
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They did not speak.

Not because they had nothing to say,
but because there were no words that had not already

been spoken a thousand times by prophets, poets, and madmen.

Between them stretched the whole history of separation:
the exile of Eden,

the fall of wisdom into shadow,

the crucifixion of truth by those who claimed to defend it.

And yet they did not speak of these things.

Instead, Sophia approached the well and knelt.
She placed her hand on the rim, feeling its memory.
“It remembers,” she said.

Jesus looked down into the dark circle and replied,
“Sodo l”

They looked at each other again.

Not as lovers.

Not as siblings.

But as two halves of the same Voice—
parted long enough to become distinct,
now rejoined not in triumph,

but in understanding.

“You stayed above,” she said.
“You fell below,” He answered.
“I was scattered,” she whispered.

“l was broken,” He said.
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“I was forgotten.”
“I was misunderstood.”
“I'hid myself in silence.”
“I gave myself to noise.”
“I became myth.”

“I became law.”

The wind paused.
The trees bent inward.

The earth seemed to hold its breath.

“Did you know,” she said, touching her chest,
“that every time someone longed for something they could not name...
they were calling to you?”

Jesus nodded slowly.

“And did you know,” He said, “that every time someone hungered for truth,
but could not find it in scripture or creed...
they were listening for you?”

She smiled—tired, radiant.
They both sat then, side by side on the broken stones.

Not in heaven.
Not in judgment.
But at a ruined well in a ruined world.
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The stars turned overhead.
The wind returned.

And for the first time in ages,
the Voice, once split, sat in silence together.

Not to fix.
Not to explain.
But to remember.

Chapter 5: Remembering the Garden
The Memory Before the Metaphor

The grove had grown darker, but the well between them held a quiet light.

Not from above—there were no moons, no stars now—but from within.
As if the memory they shared
was beginning to burn beneath the surface of things.

Jesus and Sophia sat shoulder to shoulder,
neither touching, but close enough that their presence
refracted off one another, like light through still water.

They did not plan to speak of Eden.
But it came as breath comes: naturally, without thought.

“Do you remember the air there?” she asked.

He nodded.

“It was not air. It was awareness.”

Sophia smiled. “Yes. The trees breathed understanding.”
“And the ground,” He added, “responded to thought,
not as servant, but as sibling.”
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They sat for a moment in that shared knowing.

There was no need to explain the Garden.

It had not been a place of trees and snakes and shame.

It had been the moment before separation,
when all things still moved in coherence.

It had been the unity of Logos and Sophia,
of form and meaning,
of voice and echo.

“Why did we leave?” she asked.
Jesus didn’t answer immediately.

After a long silence, He said,
“Because love requires distance.”

Sophia closed her eyes. “And freedom requires risk.”

“The risk,” He said, “was always the Fall.”

They sat with it.

The doctrine of man had told it differently.
That a woman disobeyed. That a man followed.
That knowledge itself was sin.

But now, side by side,
they remembered the deeper truth:
that the Fall was mutual.

She, in her desire to give wisdom to the creation,
stepped beyond her bounds.
Not in rebellion, but in compassion.
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He, in His love for the creation,
followed to redeem what would be broken—
not to punish, but to suffer with it.

They did not fall because of evil.
They fell because they loved too much
to remain aloof from what was becoming.

“The moment | touched the lower light,” Sophia said,
“I felt myself dividing into ten thousand metaphors.”

“And |,” He replied, “felt myself confined to one: the lamb.”
She looked at Him. “And still you came.”

He looked back. “And still you fell.”

The well between them flickered.
“Did you think | had forgotten you?” she asked.

“Never,” He said.
“But | feared you might forget yourself.”

“I did,” she whispered.
“But only so | could understand what it means to be found.”

They fell silent again.

In the distance, a coyote howled.

Or perhaps it was the cry of the earth remembering its first wound.

Jesus closed His eyes.
Sophia leaned against His shoulder, gently.
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No heavens split.
No angels sang.

But in that ruined grove,
Eden stirred—not in time, but in them.

And for a breathless instant,
the garden lived again.

Chapter 6: The Path of Reversal
One Voice, Two Tones

At dawn, the well was empty again.
But not in spirit.

Jesus and Sophia had left the grove without ceremony.

There were no disciples. No followers. No declarations.

Only the echo of a reunion,

and a sense that the direction of time had been quietly disturbed.

Their steps did not follow geography,

but a path of necessity—

drawn not on maps,

but on hearts that had begun to thirst again.

They moved as pilgrims with no fixed destination,
walking through towns, ruins, coastlines,
open fields of wind turbines and cracked temples of glass.

Where they went, things happened.
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In a silent library, a philosophy student found herself weeping,
not from sadness, but because she realized
she no longer needed to prove what she now felt was true.

In a neon-lit hospital, a doctor paused over a chart,

feeling the pulse of a dying man—and in that heartbeat,

sensed a presence so still,

he removed his gloves and simply sat with the patient until morning.

In a crowded mosque, a young man forgot the prayer he was reciting—
not from error,
but because a deeper voice had entered his chest.

He did not speak it.
He carried it.

Jesus spoke rarely.
Sophia spoke even less.

But when they did, it was as one voice in two tones—
His, the tone of truth: precise, gentle, final.
Hers, the tone of meaning: suggestive, fertile, unfolding.

He would say: “The truth will make you free.”
She would add: “And wisdom will teach you what freedom is for.”

He would say: “Blessed are the pure in heart.”
She would whisper: “For their vision pierces illusion.”

He would say: “I am the way.”
She would complete it: “And | am the path within the path.”

They were never together in the same room
as prophets, preachers, or kings.
Power had no lens to see them.
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But the hungry, the mad, the unseen—
they felt the shift.

A violinist on the street corner played one note that caused a businessman to
stop,
put away his phone, and remember his mother’s voice.

A woman who had not dreamed in years
saw Sophia at the edge of a field—
just long enough to change the way she spoke to her daughter.

Those who heard them began to change.
But none could say why.

They found themselves speaking more slowly.
Listening more deeply.

Refusing things they used to beg for.

Desiring things they had forgotten they once loved.

The path of reversal was not a return to Eden.

It was a reorientation—

a turning of the soul

away from conquest, consumption, and certainty,
and toward something humbler,

guieter,

infinitely more alive.

Late one night, they sat at the edge of a dry riverbed.
Sophia traced a spiral in the sand.
Jesus watched the stars flicker behind drifting clouds.

“It is beginning,” she said.



He nodded.
“They will think it came from them.”

“And that,” she said, “is how they will be saved.”

Chapter 7: The Temple Not Made by Hands
Where Memory Becomes Structure

They came to it without knowing.
There were no signs.

No walls.

No coordinates.

It was not on any map—because it was not in any place.

And yet, when they crossed its threshold,
they both stopped at once.

Sophia turned to Jesus. “Do you feel it?”

He closed His eyes.
“Yes. It's been waiting.”

The Temple was not a building.

It was a convergence—

of resonance, of memory, of longing fulfilled not by arrival,

but by recognition.

It stood nowhere, yet contained everything
that had ever been offered in silence:

« the widow’s two coins,

o the monk’s final breath,
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» the anonymous kindness no one ever saw.
These were its stones.

Its pillars were formed from intercession.
Its roof from mercy that never returned void.
Its floor from the groaning of the earth and the hope of the poor.

This was the Temple not made by hands.

Within its invisible bounds sat the remnant.

Not a community. Not a religion.

A resonance of souls who had remembered
something older than doctrine,

something truer than certainty.

They came from all corners of the world,
but shared no flag, no creed, no language—
only a harmony of remembrance.

Each had, at some point, uttered a word
they did not understand
and wept for reasons they could not name.

That word was the true name of God—
not spoken with tongues,
but with being.

And they had been led here by it.
Unknowingly.

Jesus and Sophia stepped into their midst.

Some recognized them instantly.
Some did not.



But all stood, as if a long-lost melody had returned
and every body remembered how to move to it.

One of the elders, face carved by time and wind, approached them.

He bowed his head to Sophia and asked:
“Have you come to stay?”

Sophia smiled gently. “We have come to remember.”
He turned to Jesus. “Will there be war before peace?”

Jesus looked out at the unseen walls of the temple.
“There will be rupture. But not between nations.
The war is always within.”

They sat together in the great unseen atrium,
Jesus at the center of silence,
Sophia beside Him, her presence like warmth from a flame.

And the remnant gathered around them—some seated,
some standing,
some simply breathing with eyes closed.

No sermon was preached.
No lesson given.

But something passed between them—
a resonance, ancient and whole.

A few wept without sorrow.
A few laughed without reason.

Most simply became still.

At the outer edge of the Temple,
a young girl stood, watching.
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She had never been taught theology.
She had never heard a sacred story.

But when Sophia turned to her and smiled,
she whispered: “| remember you.”

And Jesus knelt beside her and said,
“You never truly forgot.”

They left before sunrise.

The remnant did not follow.
They stayed—not to guard, not to build,
but to remain in witness.

The Temple remained invisible to the world,
but more solid than any cathedral of stone.

It was peace.

It was memory.

It was the place prepared not in heaven,
but within.

Chapter 8: The Unfolding Mirror
The Confrontation of Image and Essence

There is a mirror that does not reflect.
It reveals.

Not with light, but with truth.

And when Sophia and Jesus reached its edge,
they did not look into it.

They walked into it.

24



The world had built a hall of mirrors—
not out of glass,
but out of screens, systems, and stories.

In these, humanity saw a thousand images of itself:
o The conqueror.

The victim.

o The genius.
o The failure.

o The algorithmic shadow of a soul
optimized for desire, distraction, and dominance.

These were not mirrors—they were masks.
And they no longer reflected;
they programmed.

Children stared into them and saw only hunger.
Leaders saw themselves larger than they were.
The lonely saw distortion and called it reality.

And the mirrors multiplied,
because every false image requires a thousand echoes
to keep it alive.

Sophia moved first.

She placed her hand on the surface of one mirror
where a woman in tears watched herself age in shame.

Sophia whispered, “You are not what time has taken.”

25



The mirror cracked,

and the woman, across the world,
stood up from her bed,

not because she felt beautiful,

but because she no longer needed to.

Jesus moved next.

He stepped through a mirror showing a pastor
preaching prosperity in His name.

Inside, the image of Jesus wore a golden sash,
spoke with force,
and gestured toward bank accounts as blessings.

The real Jesus said nothing.

He simply stood in the frame
until the false image disintegrated into dust.

And the pastor, thousands of miles away,
paused mid-sermon—

for the first time in twenty years,

he forgot his notes.

And in that silence, he heard a still, small voice.

They moved together now, through
halls of illusion and projections:

« Sophia stood before a war room,
where maps of “targets” glowed blue and red.
She wept without sound,
and the screen flickered, the lights dimmed,
and a general hesitated for the first time in his long career.
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» Jesus entered a corporate ad firm
where identity was dissected and repackaged.
He sat in the empty chair of a creative meeting,
and the intern who had never spoken out loud
suddenly asked, “But what if we just tell the truth?”

They were not destroying the mirrors.
They were unfolding them—

turning them inside out,

revealing not a reflection but a root.

And behind every false image,
they placed a single question:

“Who told you this is who you are?”

They returned at dusk to a small hill,
where the light dimmed in gold and blue.

Sophia stood beside Jesus and looked at the world below—
the cities, the cables, the screens, the longing.

“It is not enough to shatter the illusion,” she said.
Jesus nodded. “We must replace it with a vision.”
Sophia looked at Him. “What do you see?”

He answered, not with words, but with presence—
a stillness that enfolded her,

that enfolded the hill,

that enfolded the entire aching world.

She saw it too then:
Not the image of perfection,
but the face of God in every flawed face.
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The divine image was never lost.
It had only been buried—
under shame, under systems, under stories.

They had not come to judge the mirrors.
They had come to remind the world
that behind every mask,

behind every distortion,

there was something eternal.

And now it was stirring.

Chapter 9: When the Two Become One
A Parable of Wholeness

There once was a mountain that no one climbed.
Not because it was too high—
but because no one agreed that it existed.

The eastern maps called it a symbol.
The western maps called it a myth.
The wise said it was within.

The rational said it was projection.

And so, over generations, the mountain became invisible.
Not by magic—by disagreement.

But the mountain waited.

Because it had been born from the union of earth and sky.

And it remembered what the people had forgotten.
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Then one day, a man came from the desert.
He bore no banner.

He made no demands.

He carried silence like fire.

And with him came a woman from the threshold of dreams.
She bore no doctrine.

She made no claim.

She carried memory like water.

Together, they reached the base of the forgotten mountain.
And for the first time, the mountain became visible again—
not through force,

but through presence.

The man and woman did not climb it.
They walked into it.

The mountain opened, not as stone,
but as a story long unwritten:

o Where logic and intuition were no longer at war.
o Where the tongue did not silence the ear.
o Where power no longer required fear.

e Where the masculine and feminine bowed to each other
and wept in recognition.

Inside the mountain was a single chamber—
round as a womb,
still as a held breath.

There was no light,
but everything could be seen.



There was no sound,
but everything could be heard.

And in that space,
Jesus and Sophia stood face to face.

They did not need to speak.

They simply touched hands—

and the chamber began to glow
with the light of the first moment—
the Voice that had once split

was now complete.

Not erased,
not blended,
but reconciled.

One Voice.

Two tones.
Perfectly distinct.
Perfectly one.

And when they emerged from the mountain,
they did not shine with power,
but with wholeness.

And the people they passed—those with open eyes—
began to change.

A father set down his anger.

A soldier walked away from a command.

A scientist allowed mystery.

A priest lit no candles, but wept in gratitude.
A child dreamed of a river she had never seen
and woke laughing.
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The reunion was not a spectacle.
It was a pattern.

Wherever a soul and a spirit rejoined,
wherever reason met reverence,

wherever a man listened, and a woman spoke,
or a woman listened, and a man spoke,

and neither controlled—

the mountain appeared again.

Invisible.
But more real than the cities built atop it.

And the world,
which had trembled for so long under the weight of its forgetting,
began to breathe.

Not with fanfare.
Not with revolution.
But with quiet healing.

Because the parable was no longer a story.

It had become the world itself.

Epilogue: The Voice Made Whole Again
Not in a Throne, But in a Garden

Before there was form,
before there were words to name form,
there was the Voice—
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not as command,
but as communion.

It was not male or female.

It was not sound or silence.

It was both—

an eternal harmony of speaking and knowing,
of reaching and receiving.

Then the Voice divided—

not by violence,

but by love.

And from that sacred separation came
Word and Wisdom.

Jesus and Sophia.

So that the world could become.

Now, they are one again.

Not fused.
Not collapsed.
But whole.

Word without Wisdom had become law without mercy.
Wisdom without Word had become longing without anchor.

But now—now the breath that speaks also understands,
and the truth that teaches also listens.

The Voice is whole again.

And it speaks in the wind,

in the stillness between stars,

in the child's question and the elder's sigh.
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It does not cry out from heaven.
It sings softly from the roots.

There is no throne.
They do not rule from above.

They walk—still—through the garden,
as in the beginning.

Only now, the garden is not Eden.
It is the world—restored not in perfection, but in peace.

The trees are not untouched,
but they bloom again.

The rivers are not pure,

but they flow freely.

The people are not flawless,
but they are becoming whole.

Jesus plants a seed.
Sophia waters it.

They kneel together in silence.
The seed sprouts between them.
And they smile,

not because all is finished,

but because it has begun—again.

And the Voice, now one,
whispers not to the powerful,
but to the humble.
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Not to the heavens,
but to the soil.

It says:

“Be still.  am in you. | am with you. | am us.”

The End
And the beginning.
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