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FOREWORD 

 
The story of Babel has long lingered at the periphery of our 

theological imagination—often reduced to folklore or moral 

caution. But in this work, Laurence Muzembi draws it to the 

centre, breathing fire and breath into ancient dust. 

Scattered Tongues is more than commentary. It is prophecy 

disguised as poetry—each chapter tracing the contours of 

fracture with precision and tenderness. Laurence does not 

simply retell Babel; he reinhabits it, inviting readers to 

recognize their own scattered echoes in its wake. 

This book challenges us: 

to see disruption as mercy, 

difference as gift, 

and exile as sacred possibility. 

What makes this work remarkable is not only its theological 

depth, but its refusal to simplify. It wrestles, laments, 

reimagines. And in doing so, it opens space for hope—not 

the shallow kind, but the kind born of ash and flame. 

Read slowly. 

Listen deeply. 

And may your own tongue catch fire with truth. 
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PREFACE 
 

 

Preface 

 

This book began in silence. 

Not the absence of sound, 

but the presence of something deeper— 

a fracture in communion, 

a longing that language alone could not mend. 

As I traced the story of Babel, 

it became less myth, more mirror. 

What once felt ancient now pulsed with immediacy: 

ambition disguised as unity, 

confusion as mercy, 

dispersion as divine choreography. 

In writing Scattered Tongues, 

I did not seek answers, 

but echoes— 

threads of grace tangled in broken speech, 

fragments of truth that still shimmer when held to the light. 

Every chapter is a descent. 

Not into despair, 

but into sacred tension— 

where fire meets ash, and exile births new song. 

If these pages speak to you, 

may they do so in your own tongue— 

flame-lit, grace-stained, 

and never alone. 

— Laurence Muzembi 
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Prologue 

The City That Reached Too Far 

 

They came as one. 

Hands dusty with ambition, voices braided in resolve. 

The plains of Shinar bore witness to their rising— 

not of spirit, but of stone. 

Brick by brick, they stitched defiance into the sky, 

believing that height could shelter them from heaven's gaze. 

“Let us build,” they said. 

Not altars, but monuments. 

Not remembrance, but permanence. 

Their tongues spoke a single sentence: survival through 

sameness. 

And the earth, heavy with the weight of untold stories, 

watched. 

But heaven bends low. 

God did not rage. 

He whispered. 

He unravelled. 

Not in fury—but in sacred mercy. 

Language splintered like glass under the breath of the Spirit. 

Words scattered, and with them, a people— 

not lost, but released. 

What do we make of this fracture? 

A judgment, yes. 

But also a gift: the holy discomfort of difference, 

the fire that forges empathy from misunderstanding, 

the divine refusal to let pride build walls taller than grace. 

This is Babel’s echo. 
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It hums beneath every nation, every mistranslation, 

every longing to be heard and every silence that screams. 

And yet, even in dispersion, the Spirit whispers still: 

a new tongue, a holy fire, 

a city not of stone, 

but of souls reunited by love’s descent. 

Let us listen, not to the tower’s shadow— 

but to the Voice that scattered to restore. 
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Chapter One 

Blueprints of Pride 

 

“Let us make a name for ourselves…” 

 

The clay was still wet when the idea took shape. 

It wasn’t enough to be remembered in the dust— 

they wanted permanence that echoed louder than the stars. 

So they made bricks, not from love, but from fear. 

Uniform, unyielding, indistinguishable. 

Every edge a mirror of the next, every purpose stamped with 

ambition. 

The architecture of pride is rarely chaotic. 

It is orderly. Intentional. Impressive. 

The city was being written with geometry rather than grace— 

lines reaching upward like clenched fists, mortar mixed with 

certainty. 

They imagined the heavens to be a conquest, 

a skyline that could overshadow the memory of Eden. 

But beneath the ground, the soil murmured. 

For even in Shinar, remembrance lingers. 

It is the quiet resistance to monuments: 

the wild vine beneath the stone, 

the whisper of humility in forgotten corners. 

Let us make a name. 

Not for others to honour, but for ourselves to avoid being 

scattered. 

What they feared most was not invisibility, 
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but dispersion. 

To be unknown, unplaced, ungrouped. 

Isn't that the great fear still? 

Today, our towers are digital—shimmering with curated 

personas and algorithmic unity. 

We build with hashtags and blue ticks, 

etched not in stone, but in moments that loop endlessly. 

Still we whisper: “Let us be known.” 

But pride, even masked in brilliance, builds Babel anew. 
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Ideological Bricks and Fear-Laden Mortar 

What they built was not just physical—it was philosophical. 

The bricks, fired uniformly, bore no individuality. 

Each one was a mute declaration: 

conform, rise, survive. 

And the tar that bound them? 

It was the cohesion of fear, not faith— 

a binding agent of insecurity disguised as unity. 

For beneath ambition’s architecture lies a fragile soul 

desperate not to fall apart. 

These elements—brick and bitumen— 

become metaphors for every system 

that substitutes sameness for peace, 

and control for community. 

 

     The Echoes in Contemporary Towers 

Today, the towers shimmer not with stone 

but with curated images and digital identities. 

And yet the blueprint remains unchanged: 

• Bricks: sanitized bios, perfected branding, 

ideologies fortified 

• Mortar: fear of irrelevance, longing for approval, 

curated uniformity 

• Blueprint: permanence without vulnerability 

Even our theologies can tower— 

dogmas more architectural than spiritual, 

serving stability over mystery. 
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     Prophetic Tension: Naming vs. Being 

“Let us make a name…” 

Isn’t this still the cry of generations? 

But the prophetic voice interrupts— 

“It is not names that save us, 

but the One who names in love.” 

To be named by God is to be known, 

not for what we build, 

but for how we break. 

The true scandal of Babel 

was not the height of its tower, 

but the illusion that self-glory could birth belonging. 

And so, the Voice stoops. 

Not to destroy, 

but to breathe difference into stagnation, 

to untangle ambition from identity. 
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Interlude: The Brickmaker’s Lament 

“I shaped the brick that bruised the sky.” 

I did not ask to build a tower. 

I only knew the rhythm of clay— 

how it yields to heat, 

how hands leave their trace if they press long enough. 

But here, we mold sameness. 

No fingerprints, no curves, 

just edges sharp enough to slice through heaven. 

We trade story for structure, 

spirit for scale. 

They told me it was glorious, 

that the tower would carry our voices to the stars. 

So I shaped the brick. 

Again. 

Again. 

Until my name fell silent. 

Until no one knew my story, 

only the wall I vanished into. 

And then— 

the Voice came. 

Not thundering, not angry, 

but splintering. 

Not my brick. 

Not my brick. 

 

         The Weight of Naming 

Ambition seeks a name; 

prophecy seeks to forget it— 
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for it is in surrender, not achievement, 

that we are most truly found. 

The impulse behind Babel was not evil. 

It was human. 

And that is the ache: 

To be seen. To remain. 

To mark time with permanence. 

But permanence is not the measure of holiness. 

Memory, instead, is sacred when it is held in the heart of 

God, 

not etched into towers reaching into clouds 

that were never meant to hold our weight. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



SCATTERED TONGUES 

16 

 

Chapter Two 

When Heaven Bent Low 

 

"But the Lord came down to see the city..." – Genesis 11:5 

 

The tower rose, but it did not reach. 

Its spires scratched only the illusion of transcendence. 

The heavens did not quake. 

Instead—they bowed. 

God came down. 

Not with fire. 

Not with flood. 

But with curiosity, with nearness, with a hush that unsettled. 

There is something deeply tender in this descent. 

The Creator, stooping low to observe what pride had built, 

not to destroy, but to discern. 

 

       Divine Observation, Holy Disruption 

This moment in Genesis is quiet. 

No lightning. No plague. 

Just presence. 

And isn’t that the most haunting judgment? 

When heaven looks closely—not with fury, but with sorrow. 

This divine descent carries echoes of Eden. 

Just as He walked in the cool of the garden, 
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He now wanders among bricks and bitumen, 

weighing not the architecture, but the spirit beneath it. 

“The Lord came down to see…” 

What does it mean to be seen by God 

in our striving? 

 

        Reversal by Recognition 

God interrupts—but not arbitrarily. 

He sees what will come if this tower finishes: 

a humanity bound by sameness, 

truth hemmed in by ideology, 

language gutted of mystery. 

So He chooses the reversal. 

Not destruction. 

But dispersion. 

Not silence. 

But a new kind of voice. 

This is not punishment. 

It is a rescue from the tyranny of unison. 

 

      The Kindness of Scattering 

To scatter is to preserve. 

To confuse is to create space for reimagining. 

The fracturing of tongues becomes the catalyst 

for stories not yet told. 

In this moment, God's descent becomes an act of 

redemption in disguise— 

divine humility meets human pride 

not with conquest, but with the breath of possibility. 
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He bent low, so that we might look up differently. 
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Chapter Three 

Tongues of Ash 

 

“So the Lord scattered them… and they stopped building the city.” – 

Genesis 11:8 

 

It did not happen like thunder. 

It came mid-sentence— 

when the mason turned to speak 

and his words broke into flame. 

What was once shared unravelled into threads: 

syntax scattered, idioms inverted, vowels estranged. 

The tower did not fall. 

But the will behind it did. 

 

   Fractured Voices, Sacred Dissonance 

They reached for communion and found confusion. 

• A mother calls to her child—and her child does not 

answer. 

• A worker pleads for water, and receives stone. 

• A prayer is uttered, but no one recognizes the name 

spoken. 

The loss was not of brick, but of belonging. 

Language became ash— 

not destroyed, 

but dispersed, 
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each ember glowing with potential 

that unity had suppressed. 

 

       Theology of Language: Judgment or Liberation? 

The confusion of tongues was mercy veiled as disruption. 

• Judgment: Yes, it halted a rebellion of pride. 

• Liberation: It seeded diversity, nuance, and new 

understanding. 

God did not silence them—He multiplied expression. 

And with it came new grammars of grace. 

Each dialect became a liturgy waiting to be heard. 

 

    Symbolic Imagery and Visual Resonance 

• Scrolls torn at the binding, words bleeding 

across margins 

• Veils between alphabets, each glowing faintly 

with divine imprint 

• Echoes of Eden in syllables no longer shared, 

yet still sacred 

This scattering birthed a theology of listening— 

where understanding became an act of compassion, 

and translation a form of redemption. 
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        Toward Diaspora and Echoes 

The people began to move. 

Not as punishment, but as pilgrimage. 

Each tongue became a compass, 

each unfamiliar word, a doorway. 

This chapter ends not with silence— 

but with distance humming with divine possibility. 
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Chapter Four 

Scattered Dust and Diaspora 

 

“From there the Lord scattered them over the face of the whole earth.” – 

Genesis 11:9 

 

They left in fragments. 

Words trailing behind them like smoke, 

memories heavy as stone. 

The city fell silent, 

not from destruction, 

but from departure. 

 

        Theology of Movement: Sacred Dislocation 

Exile is not an end—it is an unfolding. 

In scattering, God reclaims creation from the compression of 

sameness. 

Diaspora becomes divine choreography: 

each movement into the unknown 

an act of faith, 

a restoration of diversity. 

What pride built to contain, 

God broke to release. 

And so began the wandering, 

not as punishment, 

but as promise. 
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  Symbolism of Sacred Geography 

• Maps frayed at the edges — not lost, but lovingly 

worn 

• Dust trailing behind sandals — each step 

consecrated 

• Stars overhead — guides for pilgrims who no 

longer speak the same name 

Home was no longer a place—it was a direction. 

They walked not toward walls, but toward mystery. 

 

     Remembrance vs. Forgetting 

Some sought to forget. 

Others carried fragments of speech like heirlooms. 

A sacred tension emerged: 

• Chosen Forgetting: survival through silence 

• Sacred Remembrance: identity through memory 

And amid the murmurs, prophetic voices arose— 

calling scattered souls to remember not the tower, 

but the Voice that scattered in mercy. 

Diaspora became liturgy— 

each tongue a Psalm, 

each step a homily of becoming. 

 

   Parallels with Modern Exile 

Across generations, the story repeats: 
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• Refugees crossing borders with names no longer 

recognized 

• Cultures fractured by translation and mistrust 

• Communities forced to adapt, yet longing to 

preserve 

And yet in each dispersion, 

the Spirit waits—not to erase difference, 

but to weave it into holy tapestry. 
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Chapter Five 

Tongues of Flame 

 

“And they saw what seemed to be tongues of fire that separated and 

came to rest on each of them.” – Acts 2:3 

 

The Spirit came down, 

not as wind to scatter, 

but as fire to gather. 

Each tongue became holy, 

each voice—vessel. 

And what Babel broke, Pentecost kindled. 

 

     Reversal of Babel: Where Difference Becomes Unity 

This was not a return to one tongue— 

it was a sanctifying of many. 

• Babel disrupted speech; Pentecost dignified it. 

• Babel was confusion born of pride; Pentecost was 

clarity born of surrender. 

• Babel halted construction; Pentecost built the 

Church. 

The Spirit did not undo dispersion—He consecrated it. 

 

   Symbolism of Flame and Voice 

• Tongues of fire: not consuming, but illuminating 
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• Breath and word: the Spirit as wind, voice, 

vibration 

• Scrolls re-stitched with divine flame 

The fire didn’t speak one language. 

It spoke every language, 

not in uniformity—but in resonance. 

Each heard the Word in their mother tongue— 

and the tower trembled at last. 

 

      Theology of Spirit-Filled Speech 

This was divine naming reimagined: 

God, not man, giving voice. 

In Babel, they said “let us make a name…” 

In Pentecost, God whispered new names through grace. 

• Speaking became sacrament 

• Listening became worship 

• Difference became glory 

The community was no longer self-bound— 

it was Spirit-breathed, mission-bound. 

 

      Visual and Prophetic Imagery 

• Scrolls reignited, letters glowing with firelight 

• Whispered echoes from Babel swirling into 

prayer 

• Ash turned to ember turned to flame 
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This is the moment Babel begins to heal. 

Not by erasing its history, 

but by fulfilling its longing. 

They wanted heaven to descend— 

and finally, it did. 
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Epilogue 

Toward the Holy City 

“And I saw no temple in the city, for its temple is the Lord God 

Almighty…” – Revelation 21:22 

 

The story does not end with fire— 

it ends with light. 

Not the cold light of ambition, 

but the warmth of communion. 

A city not built by hands, 

but opened by grace. 

They came, not as builders, 

but as pilgrims. 

Each carrying fragments of speech, 

tatters of memory, 

embers of prayer. 

And yet—when they arrived, 

the gates did not require translation. 

For here, every tongue is understood 

because Love Himself is fluent in all. 

 

                 Sacred Urbanity: The City Redeemed 

This city bears no tower. 

No monument to pride. 

No mortar of fear. 

It has rivers instead of walls, 

gates instead of spires, 
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and the presence of God 

instead of the illusion of height. 

The architecture is soul-shaped— 

curved by mercy, illuminated by justice. 

And silence is welcome here, 

for even silence speaks in this place. 

 

    Closure and Circle: Babel to Jerusalem 

What Babel fractured, 

Jerusalem heals. 

• Scattering met by gathering 

• Ash transformed to song 

• Language lifted into liturgy 

The Voice that once descended in sorrow 

now dwells among the people, 

not to confuse, 

but to commune. 

 

       Final Invocation 

Let ambition fall like dust. 

Let our names fade gently from the stone. 

Let the voice that divided 

now invite. 

For we are not builders anymore. 

We are temple-bearers, 

flame-carriers, 

story-singers. 
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The city awaits— 

and the Spirit still breathes. 
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Closing Benediction 

The Breath Beyond the Tower 

 

May you walk among scattered tongues 

not in fear, but with wonder— 

for each voice carries 

a piece of the divine whisper. 

May the ashes of Babel 

become the ink 

of a new song. 

May your pride be gently unravelled, 

your silence welcomed as sanctuary, 

your speech rekindled with sacred fire. 

May you remember 

that being misunderstood 

is not a curse, 

but a calling to listen deeper. 

And when you forget your name, 

may Heaven bend low again— 

not to confuse, 

but to remind you 

that even broken words 

still speak truth 

when Love breathes through them. 

Go in scattered grace, 

and build not towers, 

but tables. 
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Postscript 

The Lingering Echo 

 

Even after the last flame flickers, 

after the last syllable settles in silence, 

there remains the echo— 

not loud, but steady. 

This echo is not of towers, 

nor of scattered bricks, 

but of stories still unfolding 

in tongues yet unnamed. 

Babel did not end the conversation. 

It invited a deeper one. 

So if you listen closely— 

between translations, 

beneath misunderstandings, 

inside your own longing— 

you may hear it: 

The voice that stooped low, 

still speaking in the dust, 

still calling pilgrims home 

by way of fracture and fire. 

Because even scattered stories 

find their way back to the Word. 
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Appendix 

 

   I. Symbolic Motifs Explored 

Symbol Meaning Usage in Text 

Bricks & 

Bitumen 

Human constructs, 

fear-bound unity 

Babel’s architecture; 

prideful cohesion 

Scrolls 
Divine revelation, 

fragmented memory 

Chapter transitions, 

visual motifs 

Tongues 

(Speech) 

Identity, communion, 

prophetic voice 

Babel’s confusion 

and Pentecost’s 

reversal 

Fire 
Divine presence, 

purification, renewal 

Pentecost imagery, 

sanctified disruption 

Dust/Wind 

Dispersion, divine 

movement, sacred 

wandering 

Diaspora narratives 

Veil 

Mystery, division, 

transition from hidden 

to revealed 

Language barriers, 

theological shift 

 

     II. Selected Poetic Fragments 

“He stooped, and the dust did tremble.” 

— Chapter Two: When Heaven Bent Low 

“Let ambition fall like dust. Let our names fade gently from the stone.” 

— Closing Benediction 
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“The tower did not fall. But the will behind it did.” 

— Chapter Three: Tongues of Ash 

These fragments may be used in personal meditation, sermon 

inspiration, or visual integration across artistic projects. 

 

       III. Scripture References 

• Genesis 11:1–9 — Tower of Babel narrative 

• Genesis 9:1 — Divine command to “fill the earth” 

• Acts 2:1–4 — Pentecost, tongues of fire 

• Revelation 21:22 — The holy city, templeless vision 

• Genesis 3:8 — God walking in Eden (echoed in 

divine descent) 

Each verse serves as a spiritual anchor for its corresponding 

chapter. 

 

    IV. Questions for Personal or Group Reflection 

1. What towers have I built in my life—and what fear 

binds their bricks together? 

2. Have I confused unity with conformity? What role 

does divine difference play in my understanding of 

community? 

3. In what ways has language (or its loss) shaped my 

faith journey? 

4. How do I recognize divine intervention in moments 

of disorientation? 
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5. What does “scattered grace” mean for my story—

and where is the Spirit calling me to listen? 

 

     V. A Note to Fellow Storytellers 

Scattered Tongues invites retelling. 

If you are a preacher, poet, artist, or pilgrim: let this text be a 

springboard. 

Adapt the cadence. Translate the metaphors. 

Because scattered stories do not end—they echo. 

If you reference this work, cite the heart more than the page. 
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