
Chapter 1: Before the Flood – A World of Forgetfulness

The earth was young, but its people had already grown old in their hearts.

In the generations after Adam and his descendants spread across the land, the memory of divine guidance faded like the dying embers of a fire once burning bright. It wasn’t a sudden loss, nor an act of rebellion overnight. The forgetfulness came quietly, like dust collecting over time—settling into speech, customs, and ways of seeing the world. The knowledge of God’s unity, once as natural to humanity as breathing, became blurred by stories, symbols, and finally, stone.

They carved idols in the likeness of pious men who had once walked among them—figures known for their devotion, whose very names echoed reverence. Wadd. Suwa. Yaghuth. Yauq. Nasr. These weren’t just statues—they were memories encased in stone, meant at first to remind, not to replace. But generations passed. The stories surrounding the figures grew larger, the meaning behind them faded, and soon the people knelt before their own forgetfulness, calling it faith.

The cities thrived. Fertile valleys gave way to towns and markets. The people of that era were not primitive in the way modern arrogance might assume. They were builders, thinkers, skilled in crafts and trade. But something fundamental was missing. Progress marched forward, yet the soul of society hollowed out.

Children grew up hearing myths instead of truth. The names of Allah were still known to a few, whispered perhaps by grandmothers in fading twilight, but no longer central to the rhythm of life. Justice bent to power. Mercy gave way to pride. Wealth became a measure of worth, and the poor were pushed aside—first politely, then brutally. Power consolidated among those who could manipulate the sacred and the social alike. The elite saw no need for a higher moral anchor; they had long since appointed themselves the arbiters of right and wrong.

Those who resisted—the few who still held onto the old path—were met with ridicule. What’s the harm in a little tribute to the idols? Why hold onto invisible things when stone can be touched, when wealth can be counted, when laughter fills the temples during festivals of worship?

There was laughter, yes. But beneath it, a quiet unease settled across the hearts of many. The stars seemed more distant. Rain came late. The air felt heavier in ways no one could explain. The earth itself, so generous for so long, began to speak in sighs—in the language of cracked soil, of animals migrating in strange patterns, of rivers thinning in midsummer.

In private, some wondered whether the old warnings held weight. Stories of earlier destruction, of divine intervention, whispered through the oral traditions of families who remembered. But such voices were easy to drown out in a world that preferred entertainment over truth.

Among the crowd, unnoticed, walked a man whose eyes still held the clarity of remembrance.

He observed the rituals, the dealings in the marketplace, the silence of the oppressed. He heard the laughter outside the temples and the arguments within the homes. He listened more than he spoke. And when he did speak, his words carried weight—simple, firm, not of anger but of sorrow.

This man, descended from the line of Adam through Idris, had not forgotten.

He watched people forgetting who they were.

And the sky was still blue. The ground was still dry. The storm had not yet come.


Chapter 2: The Chosen One

He was not the loudest among his people, nor the most adorned. His clothes were plain, his step deliberate, and his speech—when he chose to offer it—was laced with the quiet conviction of someone who sees through the noise of the world.

Nuh ibn Lamak came from a lineage that stretched back to Adam, through Idris, whose wisdom and vision had once calmed the tremors of a fledgling world. This ancestry wasn’t a source of pride in the worldly sense—Nuh carried it more like a burden, a weight of memory passed down through generations. He was raised not only with knowledge of creation’s beginnings, but with the responsibility to guard its meaning.

Even as a boy, he watched more than he played. He studied the way the elders spoke of God with nostalgia, as if the Creator had become a character from a distant time. The markets bustled, the idols stood tall, and the names of the righteous dead were invoked in chants that rang hollow to his ears. He didn’t shout against it; he simply didn’t join in. And somehow, that absence of enthusiasm made him stand apart.

His father, Lamak, was a man of gentle silence, a keeper of old truths, who had taught his son to listen not just to words but to what lies beneath them. He taught him the names of Allah, not as abstract theology but as living realities. The All-Seeing. The Most Merciful. The Just. In the quiet of the night, under stars that still knew the shape of Adam’s footprints, they would sit and speak of the soul.

By the time Nuh became a man, he had grown into a stillness that unsettled some. In gatherings, people would fall silent when he entered, not out of fear, but from something closer to reverence—though few could explain why. He wasn’t wealthy. He didn’t lead caravans. But he carried an atmosphere with him, as if the air itself leaned in to hear what he might say.

When the call came, it did not shake the sky. There was no thunder, no veil torn open in the clouds. Revelation met him in solitude—personal, intimate, a whisper from the unseen that awakened something in his blood. It was not confusion that followed, nor fear. It was recognition, like remembering a dream he had lived before being born.

He didn’t rush to declare it.

He walked home differently that day. He passed the familiar streets and looked at them with new eyes. The same idols stood where they always had, but now their silence was louder. The same people traded and talked, but he saw the weight their faces carried beneath the surface. He saw the child who flinched at his father's voice. He saw the old woman speaking to a stone statue as if it could hear her pain.

And still, he waited.

He spoke first to those who had always sensed there was more. A handful of the poor. Laborers. Outcasts. His own family. He did not come with miracles or threats, only words that felt like truth stripped of pretense. He spoke of one God. Of a return to purity. Of a Creator who had not abandoned His creation. Some wept when they heard. Others laughed.

Word spread quickly. “Nuh has lost his mind,” they said. “He speaks of an unseen god as if it walks beside him.” The chieftains of the time viewed him not as dangerous, but as foolish. Still, they kept an eye on him, as one watches a spark in dry grass. They had seen what ideas could do.
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