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Chapter 1: Dust and Breath
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The world was silent when he opened his eyes. Light poured over him, dazzling and warm, as though the sun itself had bent low to greet him. He lay upon the earth, its coolness pressing against his skin, the scent of soil rising like incense. For a moment he did not move. He simply breathed, marveling at the rhythm within his chest - a steady pulse, a gift he did not yet understand.

He touched the ground with trembling fingers, feeling the grit of dust, the softness of moss, the firmness of stone. Each sensation was new, each texture a revelation. He lifted his hand to his face, studying it with wonder: flesh, bone, sinew, all alive. He was alive.

A breeze stirred, carrying with it the fragrance of blossoms. He inhaled deeply, the sweetness filling him, awakening something deeper than hunger. His ears caught the murmur of water nearby - a river flowing, constant and sure. He turned his head, and the world unfolded: trees heavy with fruit, their branches swaying; birds darting in flashes of color; the sky stretched wide, endless and blue.

He rose slowly, unsteady at first, like a child learning balance. His feet pressed into the grass, cool and damp. He walked, each step a discovery. The earth welcomed him, and he felt a strange kinship with it, as though he belonged to it and it to him.

Then came the Presence.

It was not seen, yet it was everywhere - in the warmth of the sun, in the whisper of leaves, in the steady beat of his heart. He felt it surround him, fill him, lift him. A voice, not of sound but of certainty, stirred within: You are mine. You are alive because I breathed into you.

Adam - although he did not yet know his name - bowed his head. He did not have words but gratitude welled up in him like the river’s flow. He pressed his hand to his chest, marveling at the breath that sustained him.

He wandered further, eyes wide with wonder. A butterfly alighted on his shoulder, its wings shimmering in the light. He laughed - the sound startled him, yet it felt right, as though joy itself had found a voice. He reached for fruit hanging low, bit into it, and tasted sweetness that made his eyes water. Every moment was discovery, every breath a miracle.

Yet, beneath the awe was a question, faint but insistent: Who am I?

He looked at his hands, his body, the world around him. He was unlike the birds, unlike the trees, unlike the river. He was something else, something different. The Presence had made him - but for what?

The river answered with its song, the wind with its sigh, the earth with its silence. He listened but no words came. Still, he felt the truth: he was not alone, although he was solitary. The One who breathed life into him was near.

And so he walked on, the first man, the first human heartbeat in a world waiting to become known.
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Chapter 2: The Garden Revealed
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The river’s song drew him onward. Its voice was steady, a silver thread winding through the silence. Adam followed it with eager steps. The grass bent beneath his feet, cool and damp, releasing the scent of green life. Every step was a discovery. Every breath was a wonder.

He came to the riverbank and knelt, cupping water in his hands. It was as clear as crystal, cold against his palms. When he drank, it filled him with strength. He laughed aloud, startled by the sound of his own voice echoing back from the water’s surface. He leaned closer and, for the first time, saw his reflection.

A face stared back at him - eyes wide, hair falling across his brow, skin bronzed by the sun. He touched his cheek and the reflection did the same. He tilted his head, and the image mirrored him.

“Is this... me?” he whispered, the words forming slowly, uncertainly.

The river gave no answer, only rippled with the breeze. Yet, Adam felt the Presence again, surrounding him, filling him. The voice was not heard but known: Yes. You are mine. You are Adam.

He repeated the word softly, tasting it like fruit. “Adam.” It felt right, like a name that had always belonged to him.

Rising, he walked along the river’s edge. Trees arched overhead, their branches heavy with fruit. He reached up, plucked a golden orb, and bit into it. Sweetness burst across his tongue, juice running down his chin. He laughed again, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.

Birds startled at his laughter, rising in a flurry of wings. Adam watched them soar, their cries sharp and musical. He raised his arms, mimicking their flight, and shouted, “Fly!” The word rang out and, although he could not join them in the sky, he felt kinship with their freedom.

Further on, he found creatures grazing in the meadow. Deer lifted their heads, ears twitching, eyes wide. Adam froze, studying them. Their bodies were sleek, their movements graceful. He lowered himself to the grass, crawling closer, curious.

“Who are you?” he asked softly. The deer flicked their tails and bounded away, vanishing into the trees. Adam sat back, puzzled. “They do not answer.”

The Presence stirred again, gentle and firm: They are not like you. Yet, they are yours to know.

Adam nodded slowly. “Then I will know them.”

He spent the day wandering, touching bark, smelling flowers, tasting fruit. He lay beneath a fig tree, watching clouds drift across the sky. He dipped his feet into the river, marveling at the cool rush around his ankles. He chased butterflies, laughing when they eluded his grasp.

As the sun dipped low, painting the sky in hues of fire, Adam felt the weight of the day settle upon him. He lay back in the grass, staring upward. Stars pricked the heavens, one by one, until the sky was a tapestry of lights.

“Beautiful,” he whispered. The word was clumsy, but it carried his awe.

The Presence answered, not in sound but in certainty: All this is for you, Adam. Tend it. Keep it. It is your home.

Adam closed his eyes, the words sinking deep. “My home,” he murmured. “Yes... my home.”

Sleep came gently, like a hand upon his brow. His last thought before dreams claimed him was of the river’s song, the fruit’s sweetness, the deer’s swift flight. Eden was alive, and so was he.
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Chapter 3: The First Task
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Morning broke with a brilliance that seemed to set the whole garden aflame. The sun rose over Eden’s canopy, spilling gold across the leaves, and Adam stirred from sleep. He stretched, feeling the strength in his limbs, the pulse of life steady within him. The grass was damp with dew, and when he brushed his hand across it, droplets clung to his skin like jewels.

He rose and walked toward the river, drinking deeply from its cool waters. As he lifted his head, the Presence came again - not seen but felt, filling the air with certainty.

“Adam,” the voice resonated, firm yet tender. “This garden is yours to keep. Tend it. Guard it. Work it, and it will flourish.”

Adam bowed his head. “Yes... I will keep it.” The words were simple but they carried weight. He felt them settle into his heart like seeds ready to grow.

––––––––
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The First Steps of Stewardship

Adam began with the trees nearest the river. He touched their branches that were heavy with fruit, and noticed how some leaves had withered, some vines tangled. He pulled gently, untwisting the vines, clearing space for light to reach the fruit.

The work was slow but it filled him with joy. Each movement felt purposeful, each act a gift returned to the One who had given him life. He whispered as he worked, testing words:

“Grow.”

“Fruit.”

“Tree.”

The words were clumsy but they gave shape to his thoughts. He laughed at the sound of

[image: ]







[image: ]







[image: ]








d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





