
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          When God Was a Blueprint

        

        
        
          When God Was a Blueprint, Volume 1

        

        
        
          BernsPen

        

        
          Published by BernsPen, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      WHEN GOD WAS A BLUEPRINT

    

    
      First edition. June 11, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 BernsPen.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231260027

    

    
    
      Written by BernsPen.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Disclaimer

[image: ]




This is a work of fiction. While it delves into themes of faith, history, and the nature of belief, it is not intended as a theological statement, historical account, or commentary on any specific religion. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or real-world events or doctrines, is purely coincidental and serves only to explore philosophical concepts within a fictional narrative. Readers are encouraged to approach this story with an open mind and recognize its speculative nature.
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Dedication
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For those who dare to question, and for the uncomfortable truths that set us free.
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Prologue: The First Brushstroke
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The desert wind, already thick with the dust of ages, carried the scent of crushed herbs and something else – something indefinable, yet distinctly human: the odor of desperation. It curled into the small, sunbaked room, stirring the oil lamps and threatening the precarious stacks of papyrus. Inside, the man known simply as The Demiurge ignored it all. His focus was absolute, honed by years spent charting the unruly currents of human yearning and fear.

He dipped his reed pen, not into common black ink, but into a specially prepared pigment, a dark, viscous mixture that seemed to drink the light. Across the pristine surface of the new scroll, he began to draw. Not symbols, not words, but a single, clean line. Then another, intersecting, forming an angle. A small triangle emerged, then a square. He was sketching a diagram, a visual representation of a concept that had long simmered in the crucible of his mind.

For decades, The Demiurge had observed the fractured faiths, the fleeting cults, the endless cycle of hope and disillusionment that swept through the provinces. He saw the inherent instability in chaos, the destructive power of unguided belief, and the terrifying fragility of human morality without a unifying structure. Prophecies were debated, miracles were dismissed, and divine pronouncements eroded by time and rival interpretations. There was no bedrock. Humanity needed a firmer foundation, a story that would endure, that would guide, that would uplift.

His pen moved with meticulous precision. Each line, each angle, represented a principle: unity, compassion, sacrifice, transcendence. He wasn't charting the divine; he was charting the human capacity for belief, distilling its most potent elements into a coherent form. He considered the flaws in previous attempts, the loopholes, the ambiguities that led to schism and despair. His blueprint would be different. It would be elegant, compelling, and, above all, resilient.

He paused, studying the nascent geometry on the papyrus. This wasn't merely a narrative he was conceiving; it was an architecture. An intricate design for a collective consciousness, a framework robust enough to bear the weight of empires and the fragility of individual souls. A story so profound, so inherently resonant, that it would be perceived not as invention, but as revelation.

Outside, the wind howled, a timeless, indifferent sigh. The Demiurge merely adjusted his lamp. The world was chaotic. He would provide the order. He would lay the very first lines of a truth that, once constructed, would be accepted as divine.
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Preface
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In the grand tapestry of human understanding, few threads are as resilient, or as intricately woven, as the narratives we construct to explain our origins, our purpose, and our destiny. We cling to these stories, imbue them with sanctity, and often, allow them to define the very parameters of our reality. They are the bedrock of our societies, the solace in our fears, and the compass in our moral navigation.

But what if the most sacred of these narratives, the very bedrock upon which civilizations have been built, were revealed to be... something else entirely? Not malicious falsehoods, perhaps, but deliberate constructs, shaped by human hands, by human intention, and by the very human desire for order and meaning in a chaotic universe.

"When God Was Blueprint" is an exploration of that unsettling premise. It follows a scholar’s meticulous journey into the forgotten whispers of antiquity, not to uncover a new revelation of the divine, but to confront a chilling revelation of the profoundly human. It is a story about the fragile boundary between truth and narrative, the ethical burden of knowledge, and the silent, subversive power of a truth that threatens to dismantle everything we thought we knew. Prepare to question not just what you believe, but why you believe it.
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Part I: The Unraveling

Chapter 1. The Scent of Doubt
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The library at St. Jude’s University had a smell unique to itself, a precise blend of aged paper, leather bindings, and a subtle, almost imperceptible whisper of dry rot. For Dr. Elaine Mendoza, it was the scent of home, a fragrance more comforting than any perfume. Her office, tucked away on the third floor, was a testament to a life spent in communion with the dead. Shelves groaned under the weight of oversized tomes, their pages brittle with history. Dust motes danced in the slivers of sunlight that pierced the tall, arched windows, illuminating the perpetual, quiet churn of invisible scholarship.

Elaine herself was a creature of routine, her days calibrated by the university’s bells and the precise demands of her research. As a paleographer and ancient textual scholar, her world was one of meticulous detail, of deciphering the faded script of forgotten hands, of piecing together narratives from fragments. She found a solace in the objective truth of linguistics, in the predictable evolution of symbols across millennia. It was a stark contrast to the less tangible truths peddled by the Theology department, a floor below.

She’d arrived at St. Jude’s years ago, fresh out of her doctoral program, harboring a quiet, almost romantic, notion of sacred texts as divine echoes. She’d envisioned herself uncovering whispers of genuine revelation, illuminating humanity’s ancient quest for the divine. But time, and the relentless rigor of her discipline, had a way of stripping away such romanticism. Years spent sifting through endless variant readings, deliberate interpolations, and the starkly human errors of tired scribes had instilled in her a profound, if unspoken, cynicism. The divine, she had come to believe, was as much a product of human endeavor as the ink and papyrus it was written upon.

Her skepticism wasn’t aggressive. It was a quiet hum beneath her surface, a dispassionate observation she rarely voiced. It earned her a reputation as being brilliant but perhaps too analytical, too detached for the warm embrace of faith that many at St. Jude’s cherished. She didn’t argue. Her work, she felt, was her argument. The texts spoke for themselves, if one bothered to listen closely enough, beyond the layers of veneration.

This particular Tuesday morning, the drone of the air conditioning was punctuated by the gentle tap of her own pen against a notepad. Her current task was the initial assessment of a new acquisition: a collection of Coptic manuscripts recently unearthed from a previously unknown monastic library in the Fayum Oasis in Egypt. Father Michael, the Dean of Theology, had delivered them himself, his eyes bright with an almost childlike glee. "An unprecedented insight, Elaine," he’d boomed, his voice echoing in her usually quiet office. "A window into the earliest Christian communities!"

Elaine had nodded, offering a polite but noncommittal smile. She knew what to expect: more ascetic advice, more obscure biblical commentaries, more liturgical chants she would meticulously catalog and consign to their proper scholarly slot. The thrill of discovery, for her, lay not in what was found, but in the painstaking how of understanding it.

The smell of the new arrivals was different from the familiar scent of her office. It was a sharp, earthy aroma, redolent of ancient sand and dry desert air, almost a faint ozone tang. It clung to the conservator’s gloves she wore as she carefully unrolled the first scroll on her light table in the university’s state-of-the-art archival lab. The lab was a sterile, climate-controlled bubble, a stark contrast to her cozy office. Here, the hum of humidifiers and air purifiers was constant, a white noise designed to preserve the fragile remnants of the past.

The initial fragments were indeed typical. A collection of homilies, a few letters between monks discussing harvest yields, a fragment of a calendar detailing fasting days. Elaine worked with methodical precision, noting every tear, every faded line, every curious glyph. Her hands, nimble and practiced, moved with a conservator’s respect. Each piece was a puzzle, its correct placement paramount.

Then, tucked away within a larger, unassuming codex bound in a surprisingly well-preserved leather cover, she found it.

It wasn't large, perhaps no bigger than her palm, yet its presence felt like a sudden drop in atmospheric pressure. The script was an archaic Coptic, almost proto-Coptic, with letter forms Elaine had only encountered in esoteric paleography texts. This alone was enough to pique her professional interest. But it was the content that drew her breath in, a faint, metallic taste rising in her mouth.

It was a fragment, incomplete, but unmistakable. A rough draft, a crude revision, of a passage she knew intimately. It was a parable, one of the most famous, taught in Sunday schools and preached from pulpits across the globe. Only, this version was... different. Less poetic, blunter. It contained a mundane detail conspicuously absent from all known canonical versions. A detail that stripped away a layer of spiritual grandeur, making the profound seem almost pedestrian. As if the divine lesson had been retrofitted onto a simple, everyday anecdote.

Elaine stared, her initial reaction a trained dismissal. Scribal error. An early, unrefined version. Wisely discarded. Her mind scrambled for a rational explanation, a neat pigeonhole to place this anomaly. But the cold dread that seeped into her bones, a sensation she knew well from her most significant academic breakthroughs, told her otherwise. This was no simple error. This was something else entirely. Something unsettling. And it was just the beginning.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2. A Whisper in the Papyrus
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Elaine spent the remainder of that day, and much of the following night, in a state of hyper-focused agitation. The single anomalous fragment lay under the magnifying lamp, radiating an almost palpable disquiet. Her initial attempts to categorize it as an aberration — a localized heresy, perhaps, or a misattributed theological exercise — felt increasingly flimsy. The script, though archaic, was too consistent with the general style of the collection, and the quality of the papyrus too uniform. This wasn't an outlier. It was merely the first discordant note in what she feared was a much larger, unsettling symphony.

She shifted her meticulous attention to the other manuscripts, her practiced eye now sharpened by suspicion. The vast majority yielded precisely what was expected: more devotional poetry, more administrative notes from long-dead abbots, more copies of scripture with predictable, well-documented textual variations. For hours, the hum of the climate control was the only sound, punctuated by the rustle of turning pages and Elaine's quiet exhalations. Her conservator’s gloves felt like a second skin, protecting the delicate remnants of the past while also creating a subtle barrier against her own trembling apprehension.
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