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(For Part II of the Eden Technology Scrolls: Exposing Distortion & 
Awakening Discernment)

There was once a vineyard nestled in the hills, planted long ago by 
a Master Gardener. It was said that the vineyard held the essence of 

Eden — mowing rivers beneath the soil, roots of healing, and vines that 
reHeHbered ’eavenus toBch.
NBt over tiHe, another caHe.

kot throBgh the front gate, bBt by a shadowed path.
 ’e wore robes li“e the Gardenerus and spo“e words that alHost 

soBnded trBe.
 ’e told the “eepers, YJoB need not tend the roots. ”Bst paint the leaves 

green.A
 ’e taBght theH, YThe light is too harsh — let He give yoB softer laHps 

to grow by.A
 Rnd he whispered, YTrBst only He — the trBe Gardener is long gone.A
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qo they obeyed.

They covered the vineyard in veils — Olters of fog and false light.
 They bBilt fences, wrote new rBles, and told the wor“ers not to 

WBestion.
 ?ver tiHe, the soil dried. The grapes soBred. The river forgot how to 

mow.

NBt one day, a child wal“ed in.
 kot throBgh the front or the bac“, bBt by a hole in the hedge.

 qhe was barefoot, brBised froH another Oeld, bBt her eyes were fBll of 
s“y.

qhe “nelt and toBched the dirt. YDhy does it feel eHpty!A she as“ed.
Rn old wor“er scolded her. Y:o not toBch the soil. Itus sacred-A

NBt the child said, YIf it is sacred, why is it sic“!A
 Rnd with that, she sang a song no one reHeHbered bBt everyone 

soHehow “new.
The groBnd treHbled.

R veil tore.
Rnd a single vine pBshed throBgh, brighter than gold and bBrsting 

with life.
Then caHe a voice — not loBd, bBt thBnderoBs. kot forcefBl, bBt 

Olled with OreP
 “You have trusted lies long enough. But I never left the vine-

yard. I was always in the soil.”

The veils began to fall.
 The false laHps crac“ed.

 The fences withered li“e dry straw.

Rnd the Gardener retBrned, not froH afar, bBt froH within.
 ’e wal“ed aHong the vines and wept. kot becaBse they were dead,

 bBt becaBse they were ready to live again.
’e called for those who had been hidden — the maHeLbearers, the 
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soilLhealers, the trBthLspea“ers.
 ’e gave theH new tools, ancient songs, and scrolls that had never been 

read aloBd.

Rnd ’e saidP
 “Tend this vineyard with Dre and truth. bo not —e afraid of the 

night m I aL the cight.
 bo not —e deVeived —y the fog m I aL the Breath.

 bo not —ow to Vontrol m I aL the True Hine.”

Rnd the child!
 qhe becaHe the “eeper of a new gate —

 one withoBt fences, bBt gBarded by maHe.
 ?nly those who love trBth Hore than coHfort coBld enter.

Rnd the vineyard began to sing again.
 Rnd the river reHeHbered how to mow.

 Rnd the frBit tasted li“e <oy.

=“,e who has ears to hear$ let hiL hear.
 The veils are falling. The %aLe is rising.

 Tend the vineyard m for the tiLe is now.”


