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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?
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