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When I first opened the ancient lectionary bound in cracked leather and Latin, I felt something burn—not in my fingers, but in my conscience. It was not the fire of zeal, nor even nostalgia. It was grief. A sacred grief. A mourning for something we lost so long ago that we no longer realize we are wandering in its absence.

I am writing this book because most people think the Church has only two options: modern and Catholic. They do not know that there is a third way—older than both. A way that predates rosaries and electric guitars, idols and Instagram sermons. A way that lives, still, in the bones of the Apostles and breathes through the sacred ink of the early Church. It is not new. It is not reformed. It is not progressive. It is the tradition that was never supposed to be changed.

This book tells the story of The Old Traditional Church—a small remnant of faithful men and women who never left the foundation laid by the Apostles. They are not Protestant, for they do not rebel. They are not Roman, for they do not add. They are apostolic, catholic in spirit but not in institution, united by truth but not trapped in the architecture of medieval additions. They are what the Church was before the West fractured and before the East ornamented. They are what the Church was when Scripture was breath, when baptism was death and rebirth, and when communion was sacred fear—not casual snack.

I am writing this book because we are drowning in a sea of lights that blind and screens that soothe—but we no longer know the difference between worship and performance, between teaching and entertainment, between consecration and convenience. We have given up the altar for a stage, the font for a fog machine, the cross for a corporate logo.

But somewhere out there, there are still embers. And this book is for those who want to blow gently on them—until they catch fire again.

I write for the shepherd who refuses to trade truth for popularity.
For the youth who knows in their marrow that Christianity isn’t supposed to feel like a concert.
For the old woman who whispers the Psalms in the dark because no one teaches them anymore.
For the bishop who still remembers when Latin wasn’t dead, just buried alive.
I am writing this book to say that the faith of the early Church can still be lived. That you don’t have to bow to the idols of the world or to the idols inside the Church. That a small, ancient, burning remnant still remains. And they still gather. They still fast. They still pray. And yes—they still break bread with fear and trembling.

Let this be remembered: The old ways were never defeated. Only forgotten.

And if this book rekindles even one wick in the heart of a reader, then it has done what modern sermons rarely do—it has not entertained, but endured.

Apostolic Christianity is not a memory. It is a mission.
And we are not the authors of that mission. We are its keepers.
And we do not rewrite the light. We pass it on.
—A.A. Castor
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A.A. Castor is a servant of the historic Christian faith, a theologian of sacred memory, and the author behind Christian Biblical Advisory Opinions: Foundational Beliefs of Old Christianity. He writes not to be admired, but to restore what has been abandoned. His works are fierce, rooted in ancient texts, and unafraid to speak where modern pulpits remain silent.

Castor is committed to reviving the pre-schism, apostolic tradition of the Church—a Church before denominational marketing, before the invention of pews and pop bands, before the Bible was edited for readability. His theology is shaped by Scripture, the Apostolic Fathers, and the blood-stained courage of early martyrs. He calls for a return to sacred order: one altar, one faith, one Word—without additions, subtractions, or slogans.

A.A. Castor does not cater to convenience. He writes for those who still believe the Church should be holy, the Word unaltered, and the Lord feared.

He is a builder of altars, not brands.
A voice crying in the digital wilderness.
And a watchman lighting the old lamps, one verse at a time.

Author, Ashes and Oil: A Liturgy in Blood, Bread, and Flame
Author, Ashes and Oil: The Council of Fire
Author, Ashes and Oil: The First Bible
Author, Ashes and Oil: The Great Schism
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​Prologue: Lux in Obscuro
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The valley lay hidden where cartographers’ ink trailed off into blank parchment—a crease between mountain spines, untouched by rail or asphalt, unnamed on most maps. From above it appeared as a dark bowl embroidered with scattered pinpricks of gold: the lamps of farm cottages, the glimmer of oil wicks in roadside shrines, and—in the center—one steadfast beacon never permitted to die. Travelers who descended the serpentine road at night often slowed their horses, convinced they were entering a pocket of older time, a cloister sealed off from the hurried centuries beyond the peaks. They were not wrong.

Here the villagers told time by psalms rather than clocks. The grindstone ceased at Tertia, the looms hushed for Sexta, and even the vineyard hands—rough-knuckled men who could lift half a cartload alone—set down pruning blades when the sixth-hour bell tolled. In winter, tavern doors closed early so the wind might carry evening vespers unbroken from nave to hilltop, a ribbon of chant binding soil to sky. And each dawn Father Elyon ascended the narrow stone stair into the sanctuary’s loft, lifted a brass chiron lamp whose wick had smoldered since before most of his flock were born, and whispered in Latin: “Custodi lucernam, Domine, ne umbra hanc vallem devoret.” Guard the lamp, Lord, lest shadow devour this valley.

A World in Tension

Beyond the mountains stretched a different country, restlessly modern, glossy with LED glow and market calculus. Cathedrals there had become event venues; altars, platforms. Carrara marble was hidden beneath plexiglass stages; incense ceded to haze machines; homilies shrank into motivational clips optimized for ten-second feeds. It was an age that marketed wonder, patented awe, franchised faith—and sold tickets at the door.

The “heritage industry,” they called it: traveling liturgies embalmed in pageantry, Latin packaged like an antique fragrance, Gregorian chant looped beneath electronic rhythms to soothe the spiritual palate without demanding interior silence. Pilgrims no longer dirtied sandals on rough road; they arrived in air-conditioned coaches, snapped filtered photos of candle processions choreographed to end in time for souvenir shopping, then hurried on to the next curated miracle.

In such an era, the spark that first kindled Apostolic fire risked smothering under velvet showmanship. Holiness, once fierce enough to unsettle empires, was being tamed—conditioned for mass consumption, de-clawed of sacrifice. To many, God had become a brand, transcendence a subscription, repentance an outdated relic better left in museum glass.

A Church That Refused the Trade

The Old Traditional Church—no grander title was ever needed—chose exile from that commerce. Its walls bore no statue for tourists to photograph, no gilded icon to dazzle flashbulbs. The only art was the light itself: flame on olive oil, flicker on limestone, shadow breathing like lungs against raw plaster. The community held fast to an unadorned principle: Lex credendi est lex orandi—the way we pray becomes the way we believe. Strip the prayer of gravity, and belief floats away like chaff on wind.

They read the Scriptures in the tongue that once knit together polyglot provinces of Rome, the tongue that guarded creeds while borders heaved and kings unraveled. Latin, to them, was not nostalgia but iron: a medium tempered by martyrs, resistant to slogans, sharp enough to divide truth from novelty. Yet this Latin never mutated into fetish. Father Elyon broke each reading like fresh bread, translating line by line into the language of the valley so none would starve on sound alone. The ancient words were lamp-oil; the vernacular, the olive bowl that caught its warmth and passed it hand to hand.

They recognized the Bishop of Rome and knelt before the Successor of Peter, but they would not trade the poverty of their sanctuary for imported opulence. They honored saints, yet feared turning faces of stone into substitutes for living obedience. They counted rosaries good, but chose instead the penitential psalms, lest the rhythm of beads be mistaken for the beating of an unchanged heart. They obeyed hierarchy, yet insisted that hierarchy exists to wash feet, not polish thrones.

The Aim That Burned Beneath the Quiet

What, then, was the purpose of so stubborn a community? Not to hoard purity like miser’s coin, but to become a living ember in a landscape of dying coals—a reminder that worship is first a surrender, not a service; that language can be a chalice if guarded, a dagger if dulled; that silence, rightly kept, roars louder than amplified slogans.

They sought no stage. They sought contagion, of the holiest sort. A single lamp kept at cost—daily oil crushed by village widows, wick trimmed by trembling novices, flame guarded through nights of storm—would, by sheer fidelity, provoke questions in every passer-by lulled by easier lights. Why does that lamp not go out? Whence comes its oil? Why does its glow lack the flicker of performance and possess instead the steadiness of vow?

Their mission was apostolic not because they chased titles, but because they accepted the apostolic wound: to be misunderstood, mislabeled as rigid, antiquarian, exclusionary—to be dismissed by merchants of novelty and yet remain a silent accusation against comfortable compromise. If the Gospel were worth everything to the first disciples, how dare their descendants bargain it for audience share?

Thus the valley became both refuge and furnace. Refuge for the weary soul sick of choreographed transcendence, furnace for the lukewarm heart unwilling to trade spectacle for sacrifice. Anyone could enter; none could remain unchanged. For the lamp revealed faces—joyous, yes, but also etched with the cost of constancy: farmers who tithed oil before bread, widows who sang Compline over empty cupboards, children who learned declensions alongside prayers because words matter and God deserves grammar untouched by fad.

An Invitation Written in Flame

If you, reader, come hungry for noise, the pages ahead may taste of ashes. Yet ashes, when mixed with oil, become chrism, sealing foreheads for the long war of holiness. If you come seeking heroes, you will find only servants—a shepherd whose beard collects lamp-smoke, a deacon whose ledger bleeds red ink of charity, a repentant preacher who swapped neon for beeswax. Their triumphs are small, their miracles quiet: bread that stretches another day, a font whose water cools burned flesh, a valley whose night sky is mirrored by earth-bound stars.

But if you come weary of rented wonder—if your soul itches beneath the bright veneer—bend low and read on. Follow the scent of olive and myrrh into stone corridors where the modern world’s slogans cannot echo. Hear the rustle of vellum older than your nation, the hush of a congregation inhaling awe instead of applause. Watch a single wick, trembling, yet alive after centuries of wind.

And understand: the aim of this church is not to drag the world backward, but to anchor it. Not to fossilize the faith, but to guard the root while branches are whipped by every cultural gale. Not to idolize Latin, but to let it hold the line while the vernacular learns again the grammar of reverence. The aim is fidelity—no more glamorous than a servant wiping oil spills from the sanctuary floor, yet no less radiant than the pillar of fire that led Israel through desert night.

Here the lamp yet burns. Enter, and you will hear nothing of ticket prices, nothing of algorithms, nothing of scripted applause cues. You will hear instead your own heartbeat slowing to match the measured cadence of psalmic Latin, the creak of wooden kneelers bearing unseen sorrows, the almost-silent breath of oil-fed fire licking the dark.

Enter, and dare to ask: Will the lamp I carry into my century burn as steadily as this? For if it does not, no cathedral of screens will hide the darkness when it comes.

Lux in obscuro lucet, et tenebrae eam non comprehenderunt.
The light shines in the darkness, and the darkness has not overcome it.
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​Chapter 1 – The Lamp That Does Not Flicker
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​Scene 1.1 – Matutina Ante Auroram
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Frost crusted the iron latch of the vestry door, turning it silver in the torchless dark. Father Elyon pressed his palm against the metal, felt winter bite through linen, and exhaled a thread of mist that curled upward like incense denied flame. Inside the stone chamber nothing stirred except the faint creak of rafters burdened by night wind. He stepped across the threshold, sandals whispering on flagstones, and let the chill seal itself behind him.

The vestry smelled of old wax and olive mash—a perfume woven by decades of vigil. Three brass lamps waited upon the narrow credence table, their bowls empty, their wicks trimmed to white stubs. Beside them stood a stoppered cruet of last season’s oil, thick and green as crushed laurel. Father Elyon lifted the vessel with both hands, for every drop was tithed from widows’ groves; to spill it would be profanity.

He poured. The oil slid beneath the wick of the first lamp, kissed metal with a hushed sigh, then the second, then the third—Trinitarian measure. Setting the cruet aside, he produced a flint and caught a spark on lint scraped from last year’s cassock hem. Flame blossomed, timid yet resolute, and leapt lamp to lamp until three small suns glowed against the gloom. Their reflections met in the convex belly of a nearby chalice, tripling the light, as though heaven borrowed brass to mirror its own mysteries.

A breath of warmth caressed his cheeks; still his bones shivered. Father Elyon adjusted his mantle, squared his shoulders, and began the psalm of early watch, voice low but resonant enough to stir dust motes into slow dance.

“Deus, Deus meus—ad te de luce vigilo.”
“Sitivit in te anima mea, quam multipliciter tibi caro mea.”
He tasted each Latin consonant like bread still warm from the oven. The sanctuary beyond the vestry lay unseen, yet every syllable seemed to roam its aisles, waking pillars, coaxing echo from vaulted ribs. Half-way through the third verse his breath clouded again, and the vapor turned orange before the trio of flames—a fleeting, silent Gloria.

Memory intruded: the Bishop’s warning delivered years ago beneath vineyards heavy with harvest—*“Keep the lamp, Shepherd. When words fail the world, light will argue for us.”* Now frost gnawed the valley, and rhetoric outside these walls thundered with novelty, but the Bishop’s charge remained: guard the simple fire.

The priest’s voice faltered on the seventh verse. Not from fatigue—from a sudden gravity pressing against his chest. He thought of the parishioners still asleep in stone cottages: Deacon Titus tallying dwindling oil jars, Widow Miriam dreaming of olives gathered by arthritic fingers, Novice Marcus curled under threadbare blankets with psalms half-memorized. Their hopes—and the threat of a world eager to monetize the sacred—hung invisible in the vestry air.

Father Elyon steadied himself, let Psalm 63 carry him back to focus, and resumed:

“In velamento alarum tuarum exsultabo;
adhaesit anima mea post te.”
His gaze settled on the brass chalice, its interior alight with triple reflections. The symbol chastened him: three flames, one brilliance. Should even one be neglected, the symmetry would fracture—as fragile as unity in a Church courting spectacle over silence.

Footsteps sounded faintly in the corridor—slow, hesitant. The priest did not pause his chant. A moment later the curtain parted, admitting Sister Laelia, wrapped in a wool cloak, breath trembling. She lowered her gaze, lips moving with the psalm’s cadence, echoing his Latin a beat behind as though learning anew. No words passed between them; none were needed. Her presence testified: the lamp had summoned its first witness of the day.

Together they finished the final verse:

“Et in nomine tuo levabo manus meas.”

Silence lay like silk. Sister Laelia crossed herself, then reached for the cruet, eyes seeking permission. Father Elyon nodded once. She would refill reserve lamps for the nave—oil-and-wax perfume following her like benediction.

Alone again, the priest knelt. Frost still rimmed the window slits, but the lamps painted amber halos upon them, turning ice into fragile stained glass. He pressed his forehead to chilled stone and whispered one plea, too soft for any ear but God’s:

“Keep these flames steady, Lord, when tongues of men grow restless.”

A draft slipped beneath the door, testing the nearest wick. It fluttered, leaned, then righted itself, burning taller than before. Father Elyon rose, gathered the three lamps in careful hands, and walked toward the shadowed sanctuary where altars waited to taste morning. Behind him, the vestry door sighed shut, imprisoning the night and releasing the dawn.
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​Scene 1.2 – The Letter with a Scarlet Seal
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The fog had not yet burned off the valley floor, and the porch of the rectory was still silver with frost when Sister Laelia opened the heavy oak door to sweep it clean. Her breath came in visible bursts, like puffs from a reluctant chimney, and the broom bristled softly against the frozen wood as she worked. The silence was companionable—the kind that belonged to old places and older prayers.

She had just leaned the broom against the stone column when hooves cracked the silence. She turned. A rider in diocesan black, his shoulders hunched against the cold, guided a bay gelding up the path. No saddle bag. No spare cloak. Just a gloved hand gripping a scroll tube and a satchel pressed tight beneath one arm.

“Is this the House of the Presiding Presbyter of the Old Traditional Church?” the courier asked. His voice was clipped, formal, bearing the accent of city seminary halls.

Sister Laelia inclined her head. “It is. You may give the letter to me.”

The courier dismounted but did not hand it over immediately. Instead, he unbuckled the satchel and withdrew an envelope sealed in red wax—thick, dark, bloodlike. The seal was unmistakable: the papal crossed keys pressed into a shield with the motto Disciplina Custodita.

“The Bishop has sent this by hand. You are to deliver it directly to the priest, unopened.”

Sister Laelia hesitated only a second before bowing. “You have done your duty. Come in and warm yourself.”

But the courier had already turned back toward the gelding. “No time. Another valley. Another dawn.” And with that, he mounted, spurred, and disappeared back into the misted slope like a specter.

She closed the door behind her with unusual care and turned the envelope over in her hands. Parchment, heavy. Ink, slightly smudged in the lower corner—likely sealed in haste. She pressed the letter flat against her apron and studied the imprint again. The last time she had seen that seal was three winters ago, when the bishop had written to commend Father Elyon for preserving Latin chants in their entirety during Advent. But this seal felt different. Heavier. Sharper. Urgent.

She moved through the corridor past drying rosemary bundles and the scent of firewood. Her footsteps quickened as the implications bloomed in her mind like a bruise. “Observe discipline,” she whispered aloud, not yet knowing why the words had formed.

In the rectory study, Father Elyon stood beside the old oak desk, binding the day’s lectionary in its leather wrap. The oil lamps still flickered from Matins, but their light seemed dimmer now, cloistered beneath the heavy stone lintel of the study’s only window.

He looked up as she entered.

“A courier came.” She held out the letter with both hands, as if passing a sacrament. “It bears the bishop’s own seal.”

Father Elyon took it slowly, nodding with more gravity than surprise. His eyes lingered on the wax, then on her face. “No forewarning?”

“None.”

He ran a finger beneath the edge of the seal, but paused before breaking it. “When a bishop visits without prior notice, it is never for fellowship.”

Sister Laelia folded her arms across her apron. “Perhaps he comes to bless the lamp again. Or to pray with the widows. He’s done so before.”

“No,” said Father Elyon, voice quiet, heavy. “Not with this seal. And not unannounced.”

He broke the wax cleanly and unfolded the parchment.

Sister Laelia watched his eyes as they moved down the script. His mouth did not move. His fingers did not tremble. But the crease between his brows deepened with each line.

After a long silence, he handed the letter to her. She read aloud:


“To the House of the Presiding Presbyter,
In light of increasing theological divergence and concerns regarding rigid adherence to tradition inconsistent with diocesan directives, I, by the authority of the Apostolic See and in fidelity to my office as bishop of this jurisdiction, do give notice that I shall arrive within the Octave to conduct an in-person observation of the liturgical discipline, pastoral catechesis, and doctrinal instruction in your parish.
Prepare accordingly.”

At the bottom, the bishop had signed in a firm, unmistakable hand, +Marcus Peradens Episcopus Dioecesanus.

Sister Laelia lowered the letter. “He believes we are too strict.”

“He believes we are too ancient,” Father Elyon replied. “Too slow to bend where the world now dances.”

She placed the letter on the desk, smoothing its curling edges. “Will you welcome him?”

“We must,” said the priest. “We are not rebels. We are not separatists. We are apostolic.”

“But he may come not to correct—” she hesitated, “—but to dismantle.”

Father Elyon turned to the window. The mist had not lifted, and the mountains beyond were cloaked in white. “Then let him see what we guard. Let him find the oil not spoiled, the flame not flickering. If we are judged, let it be for fidelity, not neglect.”

The lamps beside the study wall flickered as if in assent.

Outside, the frost had begun to melt. But within the rectory, a different kind of chill settled—quiet, sharp, and watchful.
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​Scene 1.3 – Questions at the Well
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The village well stood in a hollow behind the chapel, ringed with old stones that bore moss like worn vestments. Its wooden crank groaned softly in the morning sun, and the iron chain clicked in slow descent, creaking like joints at prayer. Birds quarried seeds from frozen branches, and beyond them, the chapel bell still echoed the seventh hour.

Lucia drew the rope with both hands, her shawl slipping from her shoulder as she worked. The water bucket surfaced with a sharp slap, and droplets leapt into the air before plunging back in. She set the pail on the stone rim, trembling slightly from exertion, though she’d done this task a thousand times. Today, the weight was not in the water.

She looked down the path. Father Elyon approached with steady steps, his hands folded behind his back, the hem of his cassock brushing frost from the grass. He greeted no one on the way, for no one else was there—only the two of them, the well, and a question long soaked in silence.

She dipped a ladle into the pail and offered it to him without a word. He took it, drank, and wiped his mouth with the edge of his sleeve—quiet gratitude, no ceremony. The water, cold as repentance, settled in his chest as he met her eyes.

“You carry a weight this morning, daughter.”

Lucia inhaled, then released it slowly. “It’s not my first weight, Father. But this one I cannot shift.”

He waited.

She did not look at him, only at the reflection in the pail—hers, his, the sky trembling. “I was told... that remarriage can be blessed. That the Church should be merciful. That love is not a sin.”

A pause. A soft wind turned the chain, and the crank creaked like a confessor sighing behind the screen.

“Remarriage,” she said again. “Not reconciliation. I’ve married another, Father. Civilly. The magistrate was kind. He said if God is love, then God must approve.”

Father Elyon knelt beside the well, not hurriedly, but like a man placing himself at the level of the wound. “Was your first husband still living when this took place?”

She nodded.

“And do you love the man you now call husband?”

A single tear slipped from her cheek. “Yes.”

He breathed in, and his eyes softened—but did not bend. He reached within his robes and withdrew a small, worn volume bound in leather. Its spine bore no gilding, only the press of years. He opened to a marked page and turned it toward her.

“Evangelium secundum Marcum,” he said gently.
“Capitulum decimum. Versus undecimus.”
She read the Latin aloud with trembling lips.

“Quicumque dimiserit uxorem suam et aliam duxerit, adulterium committit adversus eam.”

He took the book back, but not as a rebuke—rather as one holding a mirror. “Christ’s words, not mine,” he said. “The Church cannot bless what the Christ has bound.”

Her hands closed into fists at her sides. “But I was abandoned. He left without word, without coin. I waited for years, Father. I wept alone. And now, when comfort comes—when a man loves me gently—I must call it sin?”

Father Elyon did not rush to answer. He looked at the water again, the ripples disturbed by nothing but their breath. “What you have is not hate. But it is not covenant.”

Her voice cracked. “Then what am I to do? Leave him? Become widow to one living and ghost to the one who loves me?”

“You are to pray,” he said. “You are to live with kindness, but not in denial. What is joined outside the altar may bring you companionship—but not sanctity. And though we do not cast stones, we do not crown what God has not sealed.”

Lucia’s hands fell to her sides. She seemed smaller now—less a woman wounded than a soul caught between two laws. “The others,” she whispered. “In the towns. Their churches bless it. They say God is not a contract.”

“We do not follow towns,” said Father Elyon. “We follow Scripture. And covenant is not contract. It is blood. It is vow. It is Christ upon the Cross saying, ‘I remain though you wander.’”

She turned away. The water bucket sloshed as she lifted it. Her steps were slow.

He called after her, not loudly. “Lucia.”

She stopped.

“You are not condemned. But you are called.”

She turned only her head.

“Called to holiness,” he said. “Not ease. Called to truth. Not comfort. The world may dress its wounds in ribbons. But you are baptized in flame.”

The breeze stirred her shawl again. The bucket chain swung once more, creaking. Then she walked on—away from the well, toward the lane that led back home. Not lighter. Not yet. But slower. And listening.
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​Scene 1.4 – Whisper of Incense
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The noon sun lay thick and gold upon the dust road, curling heat around the chapel’s stone walls. The Church of the Old Tradition stood motionless, its façade bare as bone—no painted icons, no gilded slogans, only limestone and shadow, silent beneath the unblinking eye of heaven. A single bell rope hung motionless by the doorway, swaying slightly in the warm wind, though no one had rung it.

Down the road came a sputtering van, its sides plastered with banners—purple, orange, and teal—bearing words like “INCLUSION,” “FREEDOM,” and “LOVE WINS,” each shouting louder than the last. The side windows were tinted, the tires too new, and the exhaust coughed smoke as if allergic to stillness.

Behind the wheel sat Pastor Felix, sunglasses glinting, collar loose, sleeves rolled up over a t-shirt that read “JESUS WASN’T RELIGIOUS.” His wrist bore three silicone bracelets, each color-coded to a cause. He pulled the van halfway onto the roadside gravel and cut the engine with a smug twist.

For a moment, he simply stared.

The church did not blink.

Pastor Felix climbed out with the energy of a man preparing to be offended. He slammed the door harder than necessary and sauntered up the short hill, his sandals puffing dust at each step. His gaze roamed over the stone building like an appraiser inspecting something already condemned.

“Still stuck in the first century, I see,” he muttered.

No reply.

The wooden doors were open, but only slightly—like the parting of monastic lips. Inside, shadows moved, slow and deliberate. A faint thread of scent drifted out—oil and incense and beeswax, too subtle for his liking.

“Guess the dead don't mind dead silence,” he scoffed louder, voice aimed at the arch above the door.

From within, footsteps.

Father Elyon emerged like a statue walking, black cassock pressed but weather-worn, a linen stole embroidered in deep red folded over his forearm. He did not look surprised. His face bore the calm of one who lights a candle before sunrise and expects no applause.

“Felix,” he said. Simply that.

Pastor Felix folded his arms. “I passed by because I thought I heard singing. Turns out it was just the wind whistling through your empty pews.”

Father Elyon said nothing.

Felix gestured to the chapel with a mocking bow. “Still doing Latin, I bet. Still keeping your women in the back pews and your walls naked like a prison cell.”

The priest’s eyes did not shift. “Our women are not in the back. They are beside us in worship, beneath the same Cross, under the same covenant.”

Felix scoffed. “Under rules older than plumbing. You think the world needs more of this?” He waved at the chapel like it were a crime scene. “This dark box? This fossilized faith?”

Father Elyon stepped forward, slowly, and stopped just before the threshold where shadow met sun. His eyes were soft, but not soft like doubt—soft like stone smoothed by prayer. Then, quietly, with both dignity and grief, he raised his hand in blessing.

“Dominus det tibi pacem.”

The words floated like smoke. Latin—unbent, unmodern, unchanged.

Pastor Felix blinked, then laughed, backing away. “Yeah. Peace. Right. You and your whispering ghosts can keep it.”

He turned, climbed into his van, and slammed the door. The engine coughed again, the banners fluttered, and soon the tires kicked gravel like a protest.

Father Elyon remained at the chapel’s mouth a long while, watching the dust settle. Then, without a word, he stepped backward into the shadow, pulling the oak door gently closed behind him.

Inside, the incense continued to rise.
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​Scene 1.5 – Bread of Memory
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The cloister kitchen was still as a chapel. Sunlight filtered in from a narrow archway, catching on the motes of flour that hovered in the warm air. A clay hearth crackled with the scent of rosemary and smoke, its fire glowing low but steady—like the liturgy itself, never extinguished, only tended.

Father Elyon stood at the bread stone, sleeves rolled to the elbow, his palms dusted with the marks of the ancient work. Beside him, Brother Severin, bent with years but precise in his movements, arranged the small, flat rounds of dough upon a cedar board.

The loaves were unleavened, simple as stone, scored in the pattern handed down from generations before: four equal lines, forming a Cross. It was the mark of the vow. Not a recipe—a memory.

“Too thick,” muttered Brother Severin, eyeing a misshapen round. “The bishop would have frowned.”

Father Elyon smirked. “Then again, he frowned at everything.”

A silence followed. Then both men chuckled softly, the sound brittle but warm, like dry branches crackling over flame.

“He had eyes like ashes,” said Brother Severin, settling the tray onto the rack above the fire. “But he wept, did you know that? The night before he ordained me, he wept.”

“I saw him kneel,” said Father Elyon, voice quiet. “When he laid hands on me, he whispered Non nobis, Domine. Not for us, Lord.”

The old monk nodded slowly. “Because he knew. This rite—it would not survive by accident.”

From a shelf above the
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