The Eternal Word

“Is anybody there?” Mateo called out.
Silence.
Well, the door is open.

So he stepped inside.
As he looked around, he noticed a crucifix at the front of the room. There

were a few wooden benches along the walls. In the center of the church stood

avery large open book resting on a wooden lectern.
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Golden lights floated above the pages like fireflies in the night.

Those weren’t there a minute ago, he thought. Maybe I should go...
Before he could finish the thought, the door suddenly closed behind him.
Mateo jumped.

A chill rushed through his body. He wanted to run, but his feet refused to
move. It felt as though they were rooted to the floor.

Without understanding why, his thoughts returned to that morning at
school—to Andrea crying while the others mocked her because she believed
her papa would return from the United States.

Why are people so cruel? he had wondered. Why do they make fun of
someone for believing a person who wouldn’t lie?

Mateo looked down.

His feet were moving now.

But he wasn’t trying to walk toward the strange book.

Something was pulling him.

Then he gasped as the pages suddenly began turning in a violent flurry.

By the time they stopped, Mateo was standing directly in front of the book.

Words on the page began to glow.

The Lord saw how great the wickedness of humans had become on
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the earth, and that every thought in their hearts was leaning toward
evil, all the time. And the Lord was filled with regret that He had made
mankind on the earth; it broke His heart. So the Lord said, ‘I will wipe
this humanity I have created from the face of the earth.” But Noah found
favor in the eyes of the Lord.

“I know this story,” Mateo whispered. Dofia Rosa had read it to him many
times.

But it’s just a story... right?

He continued reading.

God looked out over the earth and saw how ruined it had become, for
everyone on earth had corrupted their ways. So God said to Noah, ‘T have
decided to put an end to all people, for the earth is filled with violence
because of them. Build yourself an ark of cypress wood. Make rooms
within the ark, and coat it inside and out with tar.

The glowing words faded.

What does this mean? Why am I seeing this?

Suddenly the room began to spin.

Mateo found himself unable to move or speak. Something lifted him upward,
and before he could even cry out, his body dissolved into the glowing pages
of the book.

When he could move again, Mateo found himself standing on a hillside not

unlike the mountains of Miraflor.
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But everything felt different.

Not far away stood an enormous wooden structure that looked like a half-
built ship. Mateo stared at it in disbelief.

There was no ocean.

No lake.

No river.

Then he looked down at himself.

His jeans, hoodie, and sneakers were gone. He now wore a rough gray tunic
tied with a rope belt and simple sandals.

I must be dreaming.

This can’t be real.

Where am I?

How did I get here?

His mind raced with questions.
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Then he heard hammering.

Mateo looked toward the massive structure again. Three men carried heavy
wooden planks while a fourth directed them where to place each beam. Nearby,
four women worked together preparing supplies.

How can so few people build something this huge?

And why?

Then Mateo remembered the words from the Bible.

Could this really be Noah... and his family?

Just then he heard voices farther down the hill.

“P’ll ask them what’s happening,” Mateo whispered to himself.

He quietly moved closer.
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“Yeah, he started building that monstrosity one hundred twenty years ago,”
one man said with a laugh.

“Well, you know he has to be crazy,” another replied. “He says God told
him to build it because rain is coming to flood the whole earth. Rain? I don’t
even know what rain is. Water falling from the sky?” He shook his head. “The
old man has lost his mind.”

The others laughed.

“And when I tried reasoning with him,” the man continued, “he just told
me, ‘God said it. I believe it. That settles it.””

More laughter followed.

Another man, standing beside his wife, shrugged.

“We’ve known Noah for hundreds of years. He doesn’t bother anyone.
Besides, I have my own problems to think about. I have a roof to repair and
somehow need to save enough for my daughter’s dowry someday.”

A third man crossed his arms.

“Well, I say to each his own. If building that giant box makes him happy,
fine. The only thing he’s hurting is the trees.”

The group laughed again.

But another man seemed less certain.

“But... what if he’s right?”

The others immediately turned on him.

“Oh, now you sound crazy too!”

“Noah must be rubbing off on you!”

The doubtful man defended himself.

“Just look around! Every day more animals arrive. Lions standing beside
sheep. Birds gathering on the ark. Elephants waiting nearby. Doesn’t that
seem strange to you?”

The others only laughed harder as they walked away toward their homes.

Mateo slowly moved closer to the ark.

The sound of sawing and hammering echoed through the valley.

Then a strong voice called out:

“Ham! Shem! Japheth! Let’s raise the ramp to the doorway. It won’t be
long now!”
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“How do you know, Father?” one of the sons asked.

Noah stopped working.

“Because Methuselah has died,” he answered solemnly. “One hundred
twenty years ago God warned mankind to turn away from its evil. But they
have only grown worse. The time is near.”

Suddenly the world began spinning again.

The hills.

The ark.

The workers.

Everything blurred around Mateo.

Then—

Silence.

Mateo collapsed to his knees inside the church.

He was back.

His own clothes had returned.

The spinning stopped.

Beside the Bible knelt Father Tomas, quietly praying.

The old priest looked up and smiled gently as he rose to his feet.
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“Well, young Mateo,” he said softly, “what did you think about what you
witnessed?”

Mateo blinked several times.

“That... wasn’t a dream?” he asked shakily. “How is that possible? And
how do you know my name?”

Father Tomas smiled.

“Oh, I know quite a bit about you, my young seeker. And I knew the Bible
would speak to you one day.”

“The Bible?” Mateo exclaimed. “How?”

Father Tomas rested a hand gently on the lectern.

“This Good Book is very old. It is one of the few remaining original
Gutenberg Bibles in the world.” He looked lovingly at the ancient pages. “It
knows the hearts of those who seek truth. It recognized your questions... and
your desire to understand.”

Mateo listened silently, still trying to make sense of everything.

Father Tomas continued.

“You ask why. Why people hurt one another. Why cruelty exists. Why some
believe while others mock. And because you ask these things honestly... the
Bible has chosen to show you the answers.”

Mateo stared at him.

Then Father Tomas smiled again.

“Does that sound familiar? Something your abuela Dofia Rosa might say?”

Mateo’s eyes widened.

“She always says, ‘The answer to every question or problem can be found
in God’s Word.””

“Yes,” Father Tomas said warmly. “And she is right.”

He placed a gentle hand on Mateo’s shoulder.

“I believe you are about to begin a wondrous journey, Mateo. You will learn
about the world... about mankind... and perhaps even about yourself.”

“But why me?” Mateo asked. “And how does this happen? I didn’t do
anything. I just came in here and suddenly I was there.”

“You do not need to understand everything right now,” Father Tomas
replied calmly. “You only need to keep your ears, your mind, and your heart
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open when God’s Word speaks to you. And if you wish... I will help guide you.”

Mateo swallowed hard.

“You mean this is going to happen again?”

Father Tomas chuckled softly.

“Oh yes, young Mateo. You will witness many things—from the beginning
of mankind to events still yet to come.”

At that moment, the distant sound of church bells echoed across the
mountains.

Clang... clang... clang...

Mateo’s eyes widened.

“Oh no—it’s late! I have to get home!”

Father Tomas nodded.

“Yes. Go home now and think about what you witnessed today. And when
you return... perhaps you will see what happens next with Noah and his
family.”

Mateo could hardly contain himself.

“Oh yes—I have to see! I want to see!”

Then his excitement faded slightly.

“No one will ever believe this...”

Father Tomas smiled knowingly.

“I'would be careful about who you share this with, Mateo. For now... it may
be best to confide only in Dofia Rosa. And perhaps your friend Miguel.”

Mateo nodded slowly.

“Gracias, Padre Tomas. Hasta luego.”

The old priest smiled warmly.

“I know you will.”

Father Tomas stood in the doorway watching as Mateo climbed onto his
bicycle and rode down the dusty mountain path.

The priest breathed a long, thoughtful sigh.

“There is much for you to learn, young seeker,” he whispered.
Then his eyes drifted toward the ancient Bible.

“And I will guide you... just as Father Juan once guided me.”
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