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For the ones who grew up between worlds — between the kasi and the calling, between the questions and the faith, between the flood and the rest.

You were never lost. You were always being found.

And for the God who hid the Gospel in a list of names — just so people like us could find it.

This one's for You.

— BACCU™
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Before the Flood, We Were Already Drowning

There's something strange about silence — how it carries both beauty and burden. In the kasi, silence after gunshots makes your chest tighten. In the suburbs, silence means a neighbor's gate finally closed. In the rural hills, it's the wind combing through grass, whispering secrets only the ancestors understand. And in the city? Silence doesn't last long — it's replaced by taxis hooting, kids shouting, and someone always yelling "Sho!"

But beneath all that noise, one silence stays — The silence of questions we're scared to ask. Is God real? Did He plan any of this? Does He see me?

This book was born in the quiet between those questions.

I grew up in a mixed community — black, coloured, Indian, white — each with different stories, scars, and smiles. Some of us were raised on Jesus; others on tradition, hustle, or broken homes. Some of us had mothers who prayed until their knees bruised. Others had fathers who vanished with the sunrise and never came back. Some of us laughed while braaing meat on payday, while others skipped supper and acted like they weren't hungry.

Yet deep down, we all wanted to know the same thing: Was someone writing this story — or are we just surviving it?

One day, while reading the Bible — the part most people skip — God whispered through a list of names. Ten names, in fact. Ten fathers, ten sons, passed down like candles through darkness.

I almost didn't see it.

But like seeing a streetlight flicker just before load-shedding, I caught the glimpse: Adam. Seth. Enosh. Kenan. Mahalalel. Jared. Enoch. Methuselah. Lamech. Noah.

Their names meant something. When scholars and Bible students read the traditional Hebrew meanings of these names together, one interpretation forms a sentence that sounds like a story from our own backyards:

"Man is appointed mortal sorrow; but the Blessed God shall come down, teaching that His death shall bring the despairing rest."

Yoh. Just like that, it hit me — if this interpretation is right, God was dropping a message before we even knew we needed it. He was talking about Jesus... before Moses even built the tabernacle, before Abraham heard the call, before Noah built the ark.

It's like finding a love letter your parents wrote before you were born — hidden in the ceiling, covered in dust, but still speaking.

This book is that letter.

It's not a theology textbook or a "deep-deep" pastor's book. It's for anyone who's ever felt confused at church, who's ever sat on a taxi thinking about death, or stood in a long SASSA line asking, "Why am I even alive?"

It's for the gogo raising her grandchildren, the uncle who drinks too much because he's tired of pretending, the teen with a hoodie over their broken heart, the Sunday School teacher who still wonders if God remembers her prayers.

It's for you. And me.

We'll journey through each name. Not like a history class, but like sitting around a fire while someone tells a story that sounds oddly familiar. Each chapter will reveal more of that hidden message. And just like the parables Jesus told — about farmers, coins, and sheep — we'll discover that God speaks most powerfully through things that seem simple.

The message is this: God has always been speaking. He just hides His voice in the places we rarely look.

So, whether you're in a shack, a flat, a house with Wi-Fi, or a rondavel — lean in. Because before the flood came, before the rain and the judgment and the drowning, God already wrote a rescue plan...

...in a list of names.

Let's go find it together.



​ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

"Every story starts with a whisper. And sometimes, that whisper comes from a place we didn't expect — like the corner of a dusty township street, or from a mama's soft hum while stirring pap over an open fire. This book was written from such whispers — voices of truth that echoed in taxis, backyard gatherings, WhatsApp voice notes, and even the awkward silence of suburban living rooms."



To God — before anyone else.

You are the hidden Author behind every word I tried to write. I don't know how You do it, but You speak even when I'm not listening. You show up in name lists and broken moments. You hid the Gospel in a genealogy — and then waited for someone like me, who has made many mistakes, to notice.

I still can't get over that.



To my family —

Thank you for letting me be the "weird one" who always asked "but what does it really mean?" For not laughing — too hard — when I sat at the table comparing Hebrew names to street names in Soweto. For enduring my spiritual outbursts in the middle of normal days.

"You guys, did you know Methuselah's name literally means when-he-dies-it-shall-come?!"

And no one answered because they were watching Generations.

I love you anyway.



To the kasi pastors and mama prophets —

You taught me that the Holy Spirit can speak in Sesotho, isiXhosa, Afrikaans, and broken English. That you don't need a pulpit to preach truth — you just need a pot of tea and open ears. You showed me that parables still live today — in taxi queues, school assemblies, and shebeens where angels still walk unseen.



To the inner child in me —

You believed God was real even when the church felt fake. Thank you for surviving Sunday school, altar calls, and all the weird stuff in between. Thank you for still asking questions. For still believing that a list of names could change a life.

You are not naive. You are brave.



To my readers —

Whether you are reading this in the glow of a quiet bedroom, on a bench outside a shack, or on a break in the office bathroom because it is the only place you can think —

Thank you. Thank you for coming on this journey. Thank you for holding this message gently, even if life has not always been gentle with you.



To my spiritual mentors —

You reminded me that revelation is not just for those with theology degrees, but also for those with calloused hands, broken hearts, and memories that still ache. You told me I didn't need a platform to speak truth — just obedience.



To everyone who believed in me even when I didn't —

You are proof that God uses cracked pots to pour living water. You are why I wrote this. You are the whisper that became a roar.



And finally, to those who doubted me —

You were right.

I wasn't ready. I wasn't qualified. I wasn't enough.

But God doesn't wait for perfect. He waits for "yes."

And I gave Him mine.



This is my love letter to the streets that raised me, To the homes that healed me, And to the God who never stopped speaking — Even through names no one wanted to pronounce.

Thank you.

— BACCU™
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Before the Flood, God Was Already Speaking



Let me tell you a story.

There was a man who found an old family Bible at the back of a tin trunk in his gogo's house. The leather was cracked, the pages smelled like dust and memories, and the words... well, the words looked like a long list of names he couldn't pronounce. "What's this even for?" he mumbled. He closed the Bible and went back to scrolling his phone, hoping for something more "relevant."

But if he'd stopped — just for a moment — and looked closer, he would've found something that most people never see: a secret message. A hidden sentence tucked in plain sight. A whisper from God, written before the first flood ever touched the ground.

That list of names? It's from Genesis 5. Ten names. Ten generations. From Adam to Noah. And if you take the time to look at their meanings — in Hebrew — you'll hear a sentence forming. A prophecy. A poem. A promise.

One traditional interpretation reads it this way:

"Man is appointed mortal sorrow, but the Blessed God shall come down, teaching that His death shall bring the despairing rest."

Whether God intentionally encoded this message — or whether it is a remarkable pattern that points us toward Him — is something you will decide for yourself as you journey through these pages.

But consider this: a full gospel sermon, possibly hidden in a genealogy. That's like finding a love letter in your grandma's grocery list.



See, sometimes God hides His biggest truths in the smallest details. Like hiding a rose seed in a crack on the pavement in Soweto, or a prayer in a schoolchild's whisper under a mango tree in Limpopo. Like hope tattooed on the heart of a teenager in Mitchells Plain who's never read a Bible but still senses there's more to life than pain.

God speaks. Even in places people think He's silent.

You might think life is just a line of names and stories: who your parents were, where you're from, what you've done. But God has a way of stringing those names together like beads on a necklace — and if you listen closely, you'll find that He's been speaking through them all along.



Here is a parable for you.

There was once a village where each child's name was chosen by the elders. Not for style or trend, but for what they believed that child would carry into the world. One day, the village was drowning in grief — drought, sickness, hopelessness. But when someone read out the names of ten elders who had passed on, they noticed something strange. Together, the meanings of their names told a story. It was a message of hope, planted years before anyone knew they'd need it. And suddenly, the people understood: the ancestors weren't just remembering the past. They were pointing toward a promise.

That's what Genesis 5 is. It's not just a list. It's a seed. A prophecy. A love note from God written long before Jesus was born — suggesting that even in the middle of our sorrow, God was already planning salvation.

Before the flood. Before the ark. Before the rainbow.

God was already whispering His plan.



This book is about those whispers.

It's about how even in the hard streets of today — in the mixing pot of township and city, of memory and pain — God is still speaking.

So whether you're reading this from a shack in Khayelitsha, a room in Sandton, a farmhouse in the Free State, or a porch in Eldorado Park — this story is for you. You don't need a theology degree to understand it. You just need a listening heart.

Come close. Let the names speak. Let God remind you: You were always part of the plan.

— BACCU™
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