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    To every soul who has mastered the language of faith, yet quietly wonders if the fire has ever truly burned.
To those who have discovered that religion cannot raise the dead, but Christ still can.
And above all,
To the God who chose, called, and gives life to the spiritually dead—for from Him, through Him, and to Him are all things. To Him be the glory forever. Amen.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Many learn the language of Zion without ever entering its gates. Religion may reform the life, instruct the mind, and polish the reputation—but only the Spirit of God can raise the dead heart. Until Christ becomes our life, we remain only corpses that walk."
— Rev. Nicholas
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Chapter 1: The Sunday Routine
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The alarm cuts through the silence at exactly 6:00 AM. Arthur does not linger in bed. He rises immediately, his feet finding the cold hardwood floor with the practiced precision of a man who values order above all things.

He dresses in silence. The charcoal suit is freshly pressed; the white shirt is crisp and unblemished. As he adjusts his Silk tie in the bathroom mirror, he studies his reflection. Every hair is perfectly parted. His expression is serene, a calculated portrait of a mature, stable churchman. He looks exactly like the man his congregation expects to see on a Sunday morning—a leader, a tither, a pillar of theological stability.

He reaches for his Bible on the nightstand. The leather is worn at the edges, the margins filled with his own neat, systematic notes. It is an impressive book, a visual testament to twenty years of faithful attendance and meticulous study. He slides it under his arm, feeling a familiar, comfortable wave of satisfaction. This is his routine. This is his identity.

Downstairs, the house is quiet. Arthur pours a cup of black coffee and sits at the kitchen table. He opens his devotional out of habit, his eyes scanning the printed words. He knows the arguments before he even finishes the sentences; he understands the mechanics of the theology perfectly. His mind effortlessly categorizes the concepts into the right intellectual boxes.

Yet, as he swallows the bitter coffee, a strange stillness settles over the room. The house feels hollow. He looks down at the open pages of Scripture, then at his hands. The text informs his mind, but it does not move his heart. There is no pulse in the room. There is no trembling awe, no shattered humility, no genuine warmth.

Arthur blinks the thought away, smoothing down the lapel of his suit jacket. He checks his watch. It is time to leave. He steps out into the crisp morning air, locking the door behind him, entirely unaware that the man walking down the driveway is a beautifully decorated corpse.
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Chapter 2: The Sound of the Pew
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The tires of Arthur’s sedan hum a monotonous rhythm against the asphalt, a dull, mechanical purr that anchors him to reality. Outside, the world passes in a blur of ordinary Sunday morning stillness—manicured lawns, quiet streets, the occasional early riser fetching a newspaper. Yet inside the car, the air feels increasingly heavy, thick with an unspoken, invisible expectation.

He arrives at the church. The grey stone building looms against the sky like a fortress of tradition, its stained-glass windows gleaming like cold, polished jewels. Arthur steps out of the car. The gravel crunches beneath his Oxfords—a sharp, crisp sound that announces his arrival to the early birds drifting toward the entrance.

"Good morning, Arthur," a familiar voice calls out. It is elder Thomas, offering a firm, practiced handshake.

"Good morning, brother," Arthur replies. The smile comes automatically, a seamless curtain pulled over the void in his chest. His voice carries the perfect timbre of seasoned assurance, deep and steady.

He navigates the foyer with the grace of a politician walking a campaign trail. Nodding here, shaking hands there, exchanging the hollow currency of religious pleasantries. How is the family? Blessed, brother. Praying for you. The words flow like water down a well-worn channel, effortless and entirely detached from his soul.

Then, he enters the sanctuary.

The room is an amphitheatre of echoes. The murmur of hundreds of voices bounces off the high, vaulted timber ceilings, creating a dense blanket of white noise. But as Arthur walks down the centre aisle, the world seems to contract. His focus narrows to a single, destination: his pew. It is the same cushioned seat he has occupied for two decades, a wooden cradle of spiritual normalcy.

He steps into the row, slides his leather-bound Bible onto the dark wood shelf in front of him, and sits.

Thud.

The sound of the pew meeting his weight is a dull, heavy striking of a clock. It is a sound he has heard thousands of times, yet today, it echoes differently. It sounds less like a seat and more like a lid slamming shut on a coffin.

The organ begins to play. The music is majestic, a swelling tide of minor chords that ripples through the air, vibrating against Arthur’s ribs. The congregation stands as one, a massive, synchronized wave of humanity. They lift their voices, a roaring chorus of praise that fills every square inch of the sacred space.

Arthur opens his mouth. The lyrics to the ancient hymn flow from his lips with flawless pitch. He knows every stanza, every theological nuance embedded in the poetry. But as the music crashes around him like a raging sea, Arthur realizes he is completely dry. He is standing in the middle of a spiritual hurricane, yet not a single drop of living water is touching his skin.

He glances to his right. A young man has his eyes closed, his face contorted in an expression of raw, unshielded reverence. To his left, an elderly woman quietly weeps, her hands raised slightly in trembling gratitude.

Arthur looks straight ahead at the polished wooden cross hanging behind the pulpit. He feels nothing. No fear, no joy, no brokenness. Only a cold, petrifying numbness that grips his throat like an iron collar. He is a ghost haunting his own life, a master actor trapped in a play he can no longer escape.

The hymn ends, and the sudden silence in the sanctuary is deafening. As the congregation sits, the rustle of clothing sounds to Arthur like the dry, scraping leaves of a dead tree. He settles back into the cushion, his heart beating a frantic, silent alarm inside his chest. The facade is perfect, but underneath the charcoal suit, the rot has officially begun to spread.
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Chapter 3: The Mirror
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The closing prayer ends.

"Amen."

The word rises from the congregation like a single breath before dissolving into the vastness of the sanctuary.

Almost instantly, the room awakens.

Bibles close.

Children laugh.

Hands meet in familiar greetings.

The solemnity of worship gives way to the comfortable rhythm of fellowship.

Arthur remains seated.

His hand rests upon the closed Bible lying on the pew before him. The leather feels cool beneath his fingertips. He has touched this same cover every Lord's Day for nearly twenty years.

It has become as familiar as his own hands.

Yet today, it feels strangely foreign.

He waits until the sanctuary begins to empty.

It is easier that way.

The fewer conversations he has to navigate, the sooner he can escape the strange uneasiness tightening around his soul.

At last, he stands.

"Good sermon today, Arthur."

He turns.

Brother Samuel smiles warmly, extending his hand.

Arthur returns the handshake.

"It certainly was."

The answer arrives effortlessly.

As it always does.

Another member stops him.

"Will we see you on Wednesday?"

"Lord willing."

Another smile.

Another handshake.

Another exchange polished smooth by years of repetition.

The conversations require nothing from him.

Only the correct words.

He supplies them without thought.

His mouth continues speaking long after his heart has fallen silent.

He walks slowly toward the rear hallway.

Sunlight filters through the stained-glass windows, spilling pools of crimson and sapphire across the stone floor. The colours dance with quiet beauty, yet Arthur barely notices them.

Something else captures his attention.

An old mirror.

It hangs where it always has, beside the vestry door.

Its oak frame bears the scars of decades. Small fractures creep through the varnish. The silver beneath the glass has begun to fade around the edges, leaving faint shadows that seem to swallow the light.

Arthur passes this mirror every week.

Today...

...he stops.

He does not know why.

His eyes meet his reflection.

Everything appears exactly as it should.

The charcoal suit.

The neatly pressed collar.

The disciplined posture.

The composed expression.

The reflection belongs to a respectable churchman.

A dependable elder.

A defender of sound doctrine.

No one looking at this man would suspect that anything is wrong.

Arthur continues staring.

Seconds pass.

Then something changes.

Not in the mirror.

In him.

His eyes.

They seem unfamiliar.

Not because they lack intelligence.

Not because they reveal sorrow.

Because they reveal almost nothing at all.

They are calm.

Too calm.

They resemble windows overlooking an abandoned house.

Everything remains intact.

Nothing lives inside.

Arthur instinctively leans closer.

The stranger in the mirror does the same.

A thought slips quietly into his mind.

You know the Scriptures.

Another follows.

You know the doctrines.

Then another.

But do you know Christ?

The question hangs before him.

Invisible.

Immovable.

His mind rushes to answer.

Of course I do.

I have served Him for years.

I defend His truth.

I love His church.

I teach His Word.

The arguments assemble themselves with military precision.

One after another.
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