


Chapter 1: The Gathering in the Garage

The sharp, metallic scent of chain lubricant clashed with the dry, comforting aroma of ancient
parchment inside the Swank family garage in Oceanside. Outside, the bright California sun beat
down on the driveway, but inside, the air was cool, quiet, and entirely focused. Cash, just ten years
old but already possessing the lean, wiry build of a competitive gymnast, adjusted the choke on
his dusty 125cc dirt bike. His small fingers, slightly stained with black grease from adjusting the
clutch cable, moved with practiced precision. Beneath a mop of unruly, spiky strawberry-blond
hair, his amazing blue eyes shone with an intensity that defied his young age.

Just a few feet away, his twelve-year-old sister, Madison, sat cross-legged on a sturdy wooden
workbench, completely detached from the mechanical world around her. Her stunning blue eyes
were fixed on the heavy, leather-bound volume resting on her knees—the Chronos Journal. Her
long blond hair, still reaching all the way down to her waist, cascaded over her shoulders like a
golden waterfall as she leaned forward.

"We need a definitive anchor point," Madison murmured, her fingers tracing the embossed gold
lettering on the cover that seemed to catch the dim fluorescent light of the garage. "Every time we
travel to the early centuries, the church is still fighting about which letters are real and which ones
are counterfeits. I want to see the exact moment the debate ended."

Cash wiped his hands on a red shop rag and stepped up to the workbench. Even though he was
her little brother, his profound faith and unshakeable wisdom often served as her guide on these
wild adventures. "The moment the puzzle pieces finally locked together?" he asked, his voice
steady.

"Exactly," Madison said, her voice filled with quiet determination. "We’ve seen the Gnostics try to
slip in their fake gospels, and we’ve seen the Romans try to burn the real ones. But there’s a
moment in history where the Western church put its foot down and officially stamped the list of
twenty-seven New Testament books we use today."

She opened the journal to a fresh, blank page. Almost instantly, the atmosphere in the garage
shifted. The paper began to hum, vibrating at a low frequency that made the wrenches and
screwdrivers hanging on the pegboard jingle like tiny bells. A soft, ethereal blue light began to leak
from the deep binding of the book, pooling into the center of the concrete floor like liquid neon.

Cash threw his leg over the seat of his dirt bike and kicked the starter. The engine roared to life
with a sharp, crisp snap, a loud, mechanical contrast to the ancient, quiet magic filling the room.
He reached out his hand and grabbed Madison’s wrist, anchoring her to the bike.
"Set the coordinates, Maddy," Cash said, a confident smile breaking across his handsome face.
"Let’s go see how the Book was made."

Madison tapped the glowing blue ink forming on the page. "Destination: Carthage, North Africa.
Year: AD 397."



Chapter 2: The Dust of Carthage

The roar of the dirt bike's engine was suddenly muffled by a thick blanket of hot, heavy air. Cash
dropped his boots onto dry, crumbly earth, skidding to a halt inside a dense grove of ancient olive
trees. The sharp, bitter scent of Mediterranean olives and woodsmoke instantly replaced the smell
of Oceanside motor oil.

"We made it," Madison gasped, coughing slightly against the sudden wave of dry heat. She
stepped off the back of the bike, her twelve-year-old legs trembling slightly from the temporal shift,
and immediately checked her backpack to ensure the journal was safe.

Through the silver-green leaves of the grove, the city of Carthage stretched out beneath a brilliant,
cloudless blue sky. It wasn’t a ruin of broken columns; it was a living, breathing metropolis of white
marble villas, massive stone aqueducts, and bustling dirt streets. In the distance, the sparkling
blue waters of the Mediterranean Sea mirrored the sky. Crowds of people were moving toward a
massive stone complex dominating the city center—the basilica.

"Maddy, wait," ten-year-old Cash said, pulling his spiky strawberry-blond hair back as he looked
out at the massive crowds. "Look at how many different types of people are out there. If
Athanasius already wrote his letter thirty years ago, and the bishops already agreed at Hippo four
years ago, why is everyone so tense? Why are they still coming from all over the world just to
debate it again?"

Madison pulled two simple linen cloaks from her pack to disguise their modern clothes, handing
one to her brother. "Because communication back then was incredibly slow, Cash. There were no
printing presses, no phones, and no internet. Just because a bishop in Alexandria, Egypt, wrote a
letter in AD 367 doesn't mean a church in the mountains of Europe or the deserts of Africa ever
received a copy. Even the decrees from Hippo in AD 393 were handwritten on fragile scrolls that
had to be physically carried by sea voyage."

Cash tied the linen cloak over his shoulders, his blue eyes wide with curiosity. "So some churches
had some letters, and other churches had different ones?"

"Exactly," Madison explained as they began walking out of the grove toward the city gate. "Some
congregations had copies of Paul’s letters but were missing the Gospel of John. Others were
being handed forged letters written by false teachers who claimed to be apostles. People had
genuine doubts because they didn't have a central, verified archive. They were terrified of
accidentally trusting a fake book, or worse, leaving out a real one."

"So Carthage is like the final courtroom?" Cash asked, his sharp mind locking onto the concept.
"They're bringing all the evidence together to prove it once and for all?"

"Yes," Madison smiled, proud of her little brother's quick intuition. "The Council of Carthage right
now in AD 397 is acting as the final, definitive historical stamp for the Western church. They are
going to read the previous decrees, look at the historical tracking of the letters, and answer these
exact doubts once and for all so that every church receives the exact same twenty-seven books."



Cash pushed his spiky hair out of his eyes, looking up at the towering marble archways of the city
entrance. "But if the stakes are that high, Maddy... what happens if someone tries to steal the
evidence before the vote?"

Madison froze, the weight of his question hanging in the hot African air. "Then the entire
foundation of the New Testament canon could be fractured."

Chapter 3: Shadows in the Courtyard

Madison and Cash slipped into the outer courtyard of the basilica, blending with the arriving
attendants. The stone floor was cool beneath their sandals, but the atmosphere inside the
columns was white-hot with tension.

"The debate hasn't stopped just because they're meeting," Madison noted, keeping her voice low.
She pulled out a small, modern notebook where she had written her research notes.
They positioned themselves near a large marble pillar, watching two groups of men arguing
fiercely near the entrance. One older man, his face weathered by the desert sun, held up a
fragment of papyrus.

"The doubts still linger in the regions!" the old man shouted to his peers. "How can we be certain
that the Letter to the Hebrews belongs alongside the Gospels? What of the book of Revelation?
Some assemblies in the East still question its author!"

Ten-year-old Cash nudged Madison. "I thought you said this was settled?"

"The proof exists, but not everyone has seen it yet," Madison explained, her eyes scanning the
crowd. "The historical proof that this debate happened is preserved in the decrees of the previous
Council of Hippo in AD 393 and the letters of Athanasius in AD 367. 

Athanasius was the very first to list the exact 27 books we have today, and Hippo affirmed them.
The Council of Carthage right now in AD 397 is acting as the final, definitive historical stamp for
the Western church, answering these exact doubts once and for all." 

Before Cash could reply, Madison noticed a young scribe standing just a few feet away, listening
to their conversation. He wore a simple brown tunic and held a bundle of clean blank parchments.
His eyes were wide with surprise, fixed directly on Madison.

"Who are you?" the scribe whispered, stepping closer into the shadow of the pillar. "And how do
you know the hidden contents of the Hippo decrees? And how do you speak of the great Bishop
Athanasius as if his memory were mere parchment?"



Madison blinked, realizing she had an audience. "We are... students of history," she said
carefully. "We know Athanasius was the Bishop of Alexandria, but we want to understand why
his letter holds so much authority here in Carthage." 

The young scribe's expression softened into reverence. "I am Aurelius, an assistant to the
clergy. If you study the Word, you must know that Athanasius was no ordinary man. He was
born around AD 298 right in Alexandria, Egypt." 

"Who were his parents?" Cash asked, his ten-year-old curiosity taking over. "Where did he
come from?"

"Historical records do not give us the names of his mother and father, but we know he grew up
in Egypt and quickly dedicated his life to the service of the local church. While his childhood
details remain quiet, his journey was defined by one fierce, singular mission: a total defense of
sound biblical doctrine." 

"What brought him on this journey?" Madison asked
.
"The rise of a dangerous lie," Aurelius whispered intensely, checking over his shoulder. "A
heretic named Arius began teaching that the Son of God was a created being—that Jesus had
a beginning and was of a completely different substance than the Father. Athanasius knew this
directly undermined the Gospel and the way the church offers salvation. He stepped forward
onto the world stage to fight this error, serving as a brilliant deacon and secretary to Bishop
Alexander." 
"So he was a defender of the truth," Cash said, his blue eyes shining.

"The ultimate defender," Aurelius nodded. "At the monumental Council of Nicaea in AD 325,
Athanasius stood as the leading spokesman for the truth, proving from the Scriptures that
Christ and the Father are homoousios—of the exact same eternal substance. Because he
refused to compromise on the true deity of Christ, the Roman empire turned against him. He
was driven out of his church and office five separate times, facing multiple banishments by
heretical emperors. They called it Athanasius contra mundum—Athanasius against the world."

Madison gasped. "So his entire life was a battle to protect who Jesus is, which is exactly why
he had the authority to outline the twenty-seven books of the New Testament in his Easter letter
of AD 367! He knew the church needed the unshakeable, true Word of God to stand firm
against heresy." 

"Precisely," Aurelius said softly. "He passed away in AD 373, but his unyielding stand for the
canon lives on. And that is exactly what the enemy wants to erase from our archives tonight." 



Chapter 4: The Scribe’s Dilemma

Madison and Cash drew closer into the deeper shadow of the massive marble pillar, their eyes
fixed on the young scribe. Aurelius carefully stacked his clean blank parchments onto a stone
ledge, his hands steady despite the frantic energy pulsing through the basilica courtyard.
"You look like you've been working here a long time," ten-year-old Cash observed, looking at
the ink stains permanently darkening the edges of the boy's fingers. "How did you end up in a
place like Carthage?"

The young scribe let out a soft, humble laugh, leaning his back against the cool stone. "I am
from right here in North Africa, born and raised in the ancient coastal city of Hippo Regius,"
Aurelius explained, looking down at his worn leather sandals. "Historical archives don't record
the names of my parents, but they were faithful believers who brought me up to love the
scriptures from the time I was a small child. I was gifted with a quick hand for copying letters,
and when I was old enough, I was brought into the church to serve as an official reader and
scribe."

"So you were actually there? At the Council of Hippo?" Madison asked, her twelve-year-old
eyes wide with curiosity.

"I was," Aurelius said, a glint of profound conviction in his eyes. "In AD 393, I was chosen to be
one of the young scribes for the great assembly. My fingers grew stiff copying down the rapid-
fire declarations of the bishops. I stood right inside the room as the leaders of the church looked
back at the historical evidence. I was the one who carefully penned the ink onto the parchment
containing the definitive list of the twenty-seven New Testament books, affirming the very words
Bishop Athanasius had sent from Egypt decades prior."

"So what brought you on this journey to Carthage?" Cash asked, leaning in.

"The ultimate duty of a scribe—protecting the absolute integrity of God's Word," Aurelius
explained, his voice dropping to a cautious whisper. "I was brought here to Carthage to serve
as a custodian of the archives because of my work at Hippo. My journey has been entirely
driven by the need to ensure that no one alters, adds to, or takes away from the true canon. For
the past four years, it has been my sole duty to guard the cedar chest containing those very
Hippo decrees and the historical lists. But that duty is exactly why I am in danger tonight."

He leaned closer, his face turning pale in the fading light. "A powerful, deceptive faction from
the southern provinces arrived two days ago. They have brought a chest filled with false,
apocalyptic scrolls that claim to be written by the apostles. They want to twist the scripture to
support their own false doctrines. They know that if the Hippo decrees and Athanasius's list are
read before the full assembly tomorrow morning, their forged texts will be instantly exposed as
lies. They have spent the afternoon plotting, and I overheard them."



"What are they going to do?" Cash asked, his athletic frame instantly shifting into a defensive
posture.

"They have bribed the night watchman," Aurelius hissed, his eyes darting across the courtyard.
"When the sun dips below the horizon, they plan to slip into the lower scriptorium, steal the
cedar chest, and burn the true lists of Athanasius and Hippo. They will replace them with their
own counterfeit records. If they succeed, the Western church will be thrown into confusion, and
the true Word of God will be obscured."

Madison looked down at the Chronos Journal in her pack, then back at Cash. The path ahead
was perfectly clear. They weren't just tourists in time anymore; they were protectors of the truth.

Chapter 5: Infiltration at Twilight

As the sun dipped beneath the western hills of Carthage, painting the sky in deep shades of
crimson and violet, Madison, Cash, and Aurelius crept through the lower corridors of the
basilica. The only illumination came from occasional iron torches mounted to the damp stone
walls, casting long, dancing shadows across the low-vaulted ceilings.

"The scriptorium is just past the secondary library," Aurelius whispered, his sandals making
absolutely no sound on the stones.

"Cash, stay at the rear," Madison instructed softly, her twelve-year-old heart thumping against
her ribs. "If anyone comes down those stairs, we need a warning."

"Got it," Cash whispered back. He paused at a junction in the hallway, his ears tuned to the
echo of the massive building.

The air grew progressively cooler and heavy with the scent of organic materials. As they turned
the final corner, the true scale of the ancient archive came into view. The Carthage scriptorium
was a vast, subterranean hall designed specifically to preserve the church's most precious
documents away from the blistering North African heat.

Row after row of long, angled wooden desks stretched into the gloom, each equipped with
custom-carved indentations to hold inkwells, smoothing stones, and reed pens. Along the
perimeter, massive sandstone walls were lined with towering cedar shelving units. Instead of
modern bound books, these shelves were filled with hundreds of terracotta storage jars and
cylindrical wooden cases, each meticulously labeled in Greek and Latin script. It was a visual
fortress of history, housing centuries of letters, gospels, and theological treatises.



At the very back of the hall stood the focal point of their mission: a raised stone dais. Resting
upon it was the heavy, metal-banded cedar chest containing the official decrees of the Council
of Hippo from AD 393 and the treasured letter of Athanasius from AD 367.

Suddenly, a heavy scraping sound echoed from the dark room ahead. Madison pulled Aurelius
back into the shadow of a recessed stone archway. Through the cracked wooden door of the
scriptorium, they could see the flickering, unstable light of a handheld oil lamp.

Three figures walked among the writing tables. Two of them wore thick, dark traveling cloaks
that completely obscured their faces, while the third was a local guard whose heavy iron keys
jangled loudly at his waist.

"Find the cedar chest," a harsh voice commanded from beneath one of the hoods. "The bishop
intends to read the letter of Athanasius first thing in the morning to shame our elders. If that
letter does not exist, the assembly will be forced to look at our scrolls from the valley."

Madison felt a surge of adrenaline. She watched as the men approached the dais. The guard
pulled a heavy iron key from his belt and inserted it into the lock. They were seconds away from
destroying the definitive historical stamp of the New Testament.



Chapter 6: The Fight for the Scriptorium

Click.

The lock turned with a heavy, metallic snap that echoed sharply off the scriptorium's vaulted
sandstone ceiling. The cloaked man reached eagerly into the metal-banded cedar chest, his
hands emerging with a single document wrapped tightly in a protective layer of faded purple
Egyptian linen—the 39th Paschal Letter of Athanasius from AD 367.

Madison’s book started to glow and she opened it’s pages to read: Athanasius's 39th Festal
Letter of AD 367 is a landmark historical document in which the Bishop of Alexandria explicitly
defined the 27 books of the New Testament canon as authoritative. 

The cloaked man produced a small iron flint from his pocket, intending to strike a spark and
ignite the priceless manuscript.

"Hey!" ten-year-old Cash’s voice shattered the silence of the room like a thunderclap.
The three men spun around in shock. Before the guard could fully draw his iron short sword,
Cash sprinted across the stone floor with explosive speed. Utilizing the precise, athletic
coordination he’d built from years of competitive gymnastics, he vaulted over a low writing desk,
landing a solid side-kick against the guard’s chest that sent him crashing backward into a stack
of empty clay jars.

"Get the scroll, Madison!" Cash shouted, instantly dropping into a low defensive stance as the
two cloaked figures lunged at him.

Madison dashed toward the dais, her twelve-year-old heart pounding in her ears. As she drew
close, her eyes locked onto the unrolling parchment. She knew from her studies that this wasn't
just any ordinary letter; it was the historic Festal Letter sent by Athanasius, the Bishop of
Alexandria, to the Egyptian churches to announce the date of Easter in AD 367. In it, he had
taken the monumental step of defining the boundaries of the faith by listing the exact twenty-
seven books of the New Testament—from Matthew to Revelation—explicitly declaring, "In these
alone the teaching of godliness is proclaimed. Let no one add to these; let nothing be taken
away."

"Give me the text, girl!" a harsh voice hissed. The second cloaked man intercepted her, his
rough hand wrapping tightly around her wrist.
 
"Never!" Madison cried out. Remembering her jiu-jitsu training from the time she was three, she
planted her feet, shifted her weight, and executed a sharp wrist-lock technique, twisting her arm
against the man’s thumb. The intense leverage forced him to release his grip with a gasp of
pain. Madison snatched the purple-wrapped manuscript from the table, pulling the fragile,
ancient papyrus securely against her chest.



Behind her, the first attacker swung a heavy wooden staff at Cash. The ten-year-old ducked
smoothly beneath the blow, closed the distance, and used an inner-thigh throw to slam the
larger man onto the hard stone floor, knocking the wind completely out of him.

The remaining saboteurs quickly recovered, cornering the siblings against the heavy stone dais.
Madison held the document tight, feeling the weight of centuries of preserved truth in her hands.
The letter that had crossed the Mediterranean to give the church its unshakeable foundation
was safe, but they still had to get out of the room alive.
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	He leaned closer, his face turning pale in the fading light. "A powerful, deceptive faction from the southern provinces arrived two days ago. They have brought a chest filled with false, apocalyptic scrolls that claim to be written by the apostles. They want to twist the scripture to support their own false doctrines. They know that if the Hippo decrees and Athanasius's list are read before the full assembly tomorrow morning, their forged texts will be instantly exposed as lies. They have spent the afternoon plotting, and I overheard them."
	"What are they going to do?" Cash asked, his athletic frame instantly shifting into a defensive posture.
	"They have bribed the night watchman," Aurelius hissed, his eyes darting across the courtyard. "When the sun dips below the horizon, they plan to slip into the lower scriptorium, steal the cedar chest, and burn the true lists of Athanasius and Hippo. They will replace them with their own counterfeit records. If they succeed, the Western church will be thrown into confusion, and the true Word of God will be obscured."
	Madison looked down at the Chronos Journal in her pack, then back at Cash. The path ahead was perfectly clear. They weren't just tourists in time anymore; they were protectors of the truth.
	Chapter 5: Infiltration at Twilight
	As the sun dipped beneath the western hills of Carthage, painting the sky in deep shades of crimson and violet, Madison, Cash, and Aurelius crept through the lower corridors of the basilica. The only illumination came from occasional iron torches mounted to the damp stone walls, casting long, dancing shadows across the low-vaulted ceilings.
	"The scriptorium is just past the secondary library," Aurelius whispered, his sandals making absolutely no sound on the stones.
	"Cash, stay at the rear," Madison instructed softly, her twelve-year-old heart thumping against her ribs. "If anyone comes down those stairs, we need a warning."
	"Got it," Cash whispered back. He paused at a junction in the hallway, his ears tuned to the echo of the massive building.
	The air grew progressively cooler and heavy with the scent of organic materials. As they turned the final corner, the true scale of the ancient archive came into view. The Carthage scriptorium was a vast, subterranean hall designed specifically to preserve the church's most precious documents away from the blistering North African heat.
	Row after row of long, angled wooden desks stretched into the gloom, each equipped with custom-carved indentations to hold inkwells, smoothing stones, and reed pens. Along the perimeter, massive sandstone walls were lined with towering cedar shelving units. Instead of modern bound books, these shelves were filled with hundreds of terracotta storage jars and cylindrical wooden cases, each meticulously labeled in Greek and Latin script. It was a visual fortress of history, housing centuries of letters, gospels, and theological treatises.
	At the very back of the hall stood the focal point of their mission: a raised stone dais. Resting upon it was the heavy, metal-banded cedar chest containing the official decrees of the Council of Hippo from AD 393 and the treasured letter of Athanasius from AD 367.
	Suddenly, a heavy scraping sound echoed from the dark room ahead. Madison pulled Aurelius back into the shadow of a recessed stone archway. Through the cracked wooden door of the scriptorium, they could see the flickering, unstable light of a handheld oil lamp.
	Three figures walked among the writing tables. Two of them wore thick, dark traveling cloaks that completely obscured their faces, while the third was a local guard whose heavy iron keys jangled loudly at his waist.
	"Find the cedar chest," a harsh voice commanded from beneath one of the hoods. "The bishop intends to read the letter of Athanasius first thing in the morning to shame our elders. If that letter does not exist, the assembly will be forced to look at our scrolls from the valley."
	Madison felt a surge of adrenaline. She watched as the men approached the dais. The guard pulled a heavy iron key from his belt and inserted it into the lock. They were seconds away from destroying the definitive historical stamp of the New Testament.
	Chapter 6: The Fight for the Scriptorium
	Click.
	The lock turned with a heavy, metallic snap that echoed sharply off the scriptorium's vaulted sandstone ceiling. The cloaked man reached eagerly into the metal-banded cedar chest, his hands emerging with a single document wrapped tightly in a protective layer of faded purple Egyptian linen—the 39th Paschal Letter of Athanasius from AD 367.
	Madison’s book started to glow and she opened it’s pages to read: Athanasius's 39th Festal Letter of AD 367 is a landmark historical document in which the Bishop of Alexandria explicitly defined the 27 books of the New Testament canon as authoritative.
	The cloaked man produced a small iron flint from his pocket, intending to strike a spark and ignite the priceless manuscript.
	"Hey!" ten-year-old Cash’s voice shattered the silence of the room like a thunderclap.
	The three men spun around in shock. Before the guard could fully draw his iron short sword, Cash sprinted across the stone floor with explosive speed. Utilizing the precise, athletic coordination he’d built from years of competitive gymnastics, he vaulted over a low writing desk, landing a solid side-kick against the guard’s chest that sent him crashing backward into a stack of empty clay jars.
	"Get the scroll, Madison!" Cash shouted, instantly dropping into a low defensive stance as the two cloaked figures lunged at him.
	Madison dashed toward the dais, her twelve-year-old heart pounding in her ears. As she drew close, her eyes locked onto the unrolling parchment. She knew from her studies that this wasn't just any ordinary letter; it was the historic Festal Letter sent by Athanasius, the Bishop of Alexandria, to the Egyptian churches to announce the date of Easter in AD 367. In it, he had taken the monumental step of defining the boundaries of the faith by listing the exact twenty-seven books of the New Testament—from Matthew to Revelation—explicitly declaring, "In these alone the teaching of godliness is proclaimed. Let no one add to these; let nothing be taken away."
	"Give me the text, girl!" a harsh voice hissed. The second cloaked man intercepted her, his rough hand wrapping tightly around her wrist.
	"Never!" Madison cried out. Remembering her jiu-jitsu training from the time she was three, she planted her feet, shifted her weight, and executed a sharp wrist-lock technique, twisting her arm against the man’s thumb. The intense leverage forced him to release his grip with a gasp of pain. Madison snatched the purple-wrapped manuscript from the table, pulling the fragile, ancient papyrus securely against her chest.
	Behind her, the first attacker swung a heavy wooden staff at Cash. The ten-year-old ducked smoothly beneath the blow, closed the distance, and used an inner-thigh throw to slam the larger man onto the hard stone floor, knocking the wind completely out of him.
	The remaining saboteurs quickly recovered, cornering the siblings against the heavy stone dais. Madison held the document tight, feeling the weight of centuries of preserved truth in her hands. The letter that had crossed the Mediterranean to give the church its unshakeable foundation was safe, but they still had to get out of the room alive.

