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PART ONE


Chapter One
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Majestic
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"In the beginning God created the heaven and the earth."

Before the mountains lifted their heads toward heaven.

Before the oceans filled their appointed places.

Before the stars adorned the darkness.

Before kingdoms rose and empires fell.

Before Rome.

Before Jerusalem.

Before Abraham.

Before Adam.

There was God.

The earth was without form, and void.

Darkness covered the face of the deep.

An unshaped world waited beneath the shadowed waters.

Before creation unfolds further, these words deserve our attention.

The Hebrew word translated "without form" is tohu.

It carries the idea of something unformed, unshaped, unordered.

Think of a potter before he has shaped the clay.

The material exists, but it has not yet been fashioned into its intended beauty.

In the same way, the world existed, but it had not yet been shaped into the beauty God intended.

No mountains.

No rivers.

No forests.

No creatures.

No gardens.

No order.

The Hebrew word translated "void" is bohu.

It means empty.

Uninhabited.

Unfilled.

The earth was not only unformed—it was empty.

No birds filled the sky.

No fish filled the seas.

No animals roamed the land.

No people walked beneath the stars.

The deep refers to the vast watery abyss.

Imagine an endless ocean stretching in every direction.

No shoreline.

No sunlight.

No landmarks.

No life.

Only darkness over the waters.

The darkness here should not necessarily be understood as evil.

It is the darkness of a world not yet illuminated or completed.

Like a blank canvas before the painter begins.

Like an orchestra before the conductor lifts his hand.

Like a stage before the curtain rises.

Everything stands poised for what comes next.

Then comes one of the most beautiful verses in all of Scripture.

"And the Spirit of God moved upon the face of the waters."

The word translated "moved" can mean hovered.

Brooded.

Fluttered over.

Many scholars compare it to a bird hovering protectively over its young.

The darkness remains.

The waters remain.

The earth remains unformed.

But God is present.

The Spirit is already at work.

The chaos is not abandoned.

The emptiness is not forgotten.

The Creator is about to speak.

Then the voice of God breaks the silence.

"Let there be light."

Light pierces darkness.

The first dawn breaks across a universe that has never known morning.

The heavens stretch outward.

The waters gather.

The dry land appears.

Mountains rise.

Rivers flow.

Forests clothe the earth.

Life fills sea and sky.

The world awakens beneath the command of its Maker.

Then John, the disciple who had walked with Jesus, opens his Gospel with words that carry us back to the beginning.

"In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God."

John deliberately takes us back to Genesis.

Almost as though he is asking:

Do you remember the darkness?

Do you remember the waters?

Do you remember when God said, "Let there be light"?

Let me tell you who was speaking.

In the beginning was the Word.

Before creation heard His voice, the Word existed.

Before stars burned in the heavens, the Word existed.

Before oceans filled the deep, the Word existed.

Before time measured its first moment, the Word existed.

The Word was with God.

The Word was God.

And all things were made by Him.

Without Him was not anything made that was made.

Every star.

Every mountain.

Every river.

Every ocean.

Every breath ever drawn by man.

All came into being through the eternal Word.

The universe itself bears witness to His majesty.

Yet creation's story would not remain untouched.

The beauty of Eden would become the sorrow of a fallen world.

The harmony of the garden would yield to thorns and tears.

Empires would rise.

Empires would fall.

Kings would reign.

Kings would die.

Generation after generation would pass beneath the shadow of death.

Still the Word remained.

Unchanged.

Eternal.

Faithful.

Through promises and prophecies.

Through wilderness and exile.

Through triumph and tragedy.

The promise endured.

The King would come.

Not from the kingdoms of men.

Not from the power of Rome.

Not from the ambitions of rulers.

The King would come bearing a kingdom not fashioned by the powers of this world.

And in the fullness of time, the eternal stepped into time.

The Creator entered His creation.

The Author stepped into His story.

The Word became flesh and dwelt among us.

The One who hung the stars in heaven walked beneath them.

The One who formed the oceans crossed the Sea of Galilee.

The One who shaped mankind from the dust took upon Himself the form of a servant.

He came unto His own.

The Light entered the darkness.

The King came among those He had created.

Yet many did not know Him.

The world He had made failed to recognize its Maker.

The King stood among His subjects unnoticed.

The Creator walked among His creation misunderstood.

The eternal Word clothed Himself in humanity.

The King whose kingdom is not of this world entered the world He had made.

Not with armies.

Not with banners.

Not with earthly power.

But with truth.

With grace.

With light.

And the light shineth in darkness.

And the darkness comprehended it not.

Before Pilate...

Before Galilee...

Before Bethlehem...

Before Abraham...

Before Adam...

The Word was already there.

The Spirit was already there.

The Father was already there.

Before there were kings, there was the King.

Before there were kingdoms, there was the Kingdom.

Before there was a world, there was the Word.

And the Word was with God.

And the Word was God.
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Chapter One
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Henrietta Crosses the Line

No one in Willow Lane knew exactly when the trouble began.

Some said it started on a Tuesday morning, when George Miller retired and announced he was “going to live a simpler life.”

Others blamed the internet, which had recently convinced George that a garden shed, a packet of seeds, and enough confidence were all a man needed to become self-sufficient by the weekend.

His wife, Mary, blamed the chickens.

“They arrived in a box,” she would say later, “which is how most disasters begin.”

There were three of them.

George called them Henrietta, Martha, and Queen Elizabeth.

Mary objected to the last name.

“You cannot call a chicken Queen Elizabeth.”

George looked offended.

“She carries herself with dignity.”

“She has just pecked your shoelace.”

“Royalty has its moods.”

Next door, Stan Cooper was watering his roses when he first heard the clucking.

Stan was a careful man. He kept his grass level, his hedges square, and his opinions sharpened like garden shears. He believed every neighborhood needed standards, and he had appointed himself keeper of them.

He leaned over the fence.

“George.”

George looked up proudly from beside his new chicken coop.

“Morning, Stan.”

“What are those?”

George glanced at the three brown hens scratching in the dirt.

“Chickens.”

“I can see they’re chickens.”

“Then why ask?”

Stan lowered his hose.

“Why are there chickens in your garden?”

George wiped his hands on his trousers.

“Eggs.”

“There are shops for eggs.”

“Shop eggs have no soul.”

Stan stared at him.

“George, we live in a respectable street.”

George looked up and down Willow Lane. A cat was asleep on the roof of a parked car. Mrs. Patel’s washing was blowing across her front hedge. Somewhere, a lawnmower coughed and died.

“Yes,” George said. “And now it has livestock.”

Stan did not laugh.

That was the first warning sign.

By lunchtime, Stan had researched the local council regulations.

By teatime, George had built a small wooden sign for the coop that read:

Henrietta House

By evening, Henrietta had escaped.

She did not go far. She simply wandered under the loose board at the bottom of the fence and entered Stan’s garden with the quiet confidence of someone who had never heard of property law.

Stan found her beside his rose bed.

She was standing on his freshly turned soil.

Worse than that, she looked comfortable.

“George!” Stan shouted.

George appeared at the fence with a mug of tea in his hand.

“What?”

“One of your birds is trespassing.”

George peered over.

“That’s Henrietta.”

“I don’t care if it’s the Archbishop of Canterbury. It’s on my side.”

George opened the gate and came round.

Henrietta ignored both men and continued pecking.

Stan pointed at the ground.

“Look at that. She’s ruined the soil.”

George bent down.

“She’s aerating it.”

“She is not aerating it. She's committing horticultural vandalism.”

“She’s a chicken, Stan. Not a criminal mastermind.”

Stan folded his arms.

“You need to keep them contained.”

“I will.”

“You said that this morning.”

“This morning they were contained.”

“And now?”

George looked at Henrietta, who had found a worm and seemed pleased with herself.

“Now they’re exploring.”

Stan’s face tightened.

“My roses are not a tourist attraction.”

George picked Henrietta up.

She flapped once, complained loudly, and then settled under his arm as though being carried from one kingdom to another was a normal part of her day.

As George walked back through the gate, Stan called after him.

“This must not happen again.”

George turned.

“Stan, she’s a hen.”

“She crossed the boundary.”

“She doesn’t know there is a boundary.”

“Then perhaps,” Stan said, “you should teach her.”

That was the sentence people would remember later.

Not because it was wise.

Because George, being George, answered it.

“I’ll have a word with her.”

The next morning, Stan woke early.

He always woke early, but this time he had purpose.

He put on his dressing gown, stepped into the garden, and inspected the fence.

There, beneath the loose board, was a gap.

Not a large gap.

Not even an impressive gap.

But to Stan Cooper, it had become a breach in national security.

He measured it.

Four and a half inches.

He wrote this down.

At breakfast, his wife, Linda, watched him place the tape measure beside the marmalade.

“Stanley,” she said, “why is there mud on your slippers?”

“Evidence.”

“Evidence of
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