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Outline

Dedication
To the seekers who refused to settle in shallow waters.
Prologue

The storm-tossed sea of this age: confusion, noise, and false harbors. Why the Harbor of Truth
must be revealed now.

Part I — The Storm and the Sea

1. The Drift of the Multitude
o How Babylon stirs the waters with endless contradictions.
o The illusion of many “truths” and the loss of compass.
2. False Harbors and Deceptive Lights
o The counterfeit places of refuge: philosophies, religions, movements.
o How many weary vessels run aground without knowing why.
3. The Rising Tempest
o Signs of the times that mark the sea’s growing unrest.
o  Why no earthly system can calm the storm.

Part II — The Call of the Harbor

4. The Signal Beyond the Noise
o Learning to discern the Shepherd’s call amid confusion.
o Frequency of the elect versus the noise of Babylon.
5. The Narrow Channel
o Separation as the entryway.
o The courage to leave the common trade routes behind.
6. The Anchoring of the Soul
o The difference between drifting and anchoring.
o What it means to be held fast by eternal truth.

Part II1 — Within the Harbor

7. The Rest of Knowing

o Rest not of sleep, but of clarity.

o How truth ends striving and striving ends deception.
8. The Waters Clear as Crystal



o Seeing the world as it truly is once inside the Harbor.
o Why gray shades vanish in the light of truth.

9. The Wind of Eternity
o The breath of the Spirit that sustains the Harbor.

o Living beyond time while still in time.

Part IV — The Harbor and the Horizon

10. The Fellowship of the Anchored
o The elect gathered in unity, unseen by Babylon.
o The true community not built on man’s institutions.
11. The Watchmen at the Shore
o The calling of those who guard and guide others to the Harbor.
o The duty of discernment and vigilance.
12. The Horizon Beyond the Harbor
o The Harbor is not the end but the beginning.
o From refuge to commissioning: the journey to the Kingdom.

Epilogue

The Harbor is open, but not to all. It waits for those who hear the call, those who will not be
satisfied with false peace.

Call to Action

Direct the reader toward the next scroll/message, showing that “The Harbor of Truth” is part of
the unfolding revelation.



Dedication

This scroll is dedicated to the seekers who have refused the shallow waters,
to those who would not rest in the comfort of false lights,

to the watchful who felt the storm’s unrest long before the first wave struck,
and to the elect—whose vessels have borne the scars of Babylon’s seas,

yet still set their course toward the unseen shore.

May this Harbor be your refuge, your compass, and your anchor,
until the Day breaks and the Morning Star rises in your hearts.



Prologue

The world today is a restless sea. Nations rise and fall like waves, voices collide like crashing
tides, and truth itself seems to have been scattered to the winds. Many drift without compass,
tossed from one belief to another, clinging to ships built of philosophies, movements, and
systems that promise safety yet cannot withstand the storm.

In this chaos, harbors abound—glittering, alluring, and seemingly secure. Yet most of these are
false. They shine with borrowed light, guiding weary souls into shallow bays where sharp rocks
wait beneath the surface. What was sought as refuge becomes the ruin of many.

But not all harbors are the same. There is one—hidden in plain sight—unmoved by the rage of
the sea. It is not built by the hands of men, nor governed by earthly powers. This is the Harbor of
Truth: a place of clarity amid confusion, a refuge that does not deceive, and a resting place for
the elect who dare to separate from the endless trade routes of Babylon.

To enter this Harbor is not to escape the sea but to see it as it truly is. It is to anchor in a stillness
that Babylon cannot imitate, to hear the Shepherd’s call above the noise, and to find rest not in
forgetting—but in knowing.

This scroll is written as both chart and compass, that those who hear may find their way. The
storms will not cease, nor will Babylon’s lights grow dim, but for those who would seek the true

Harbor, a path has been laid.

Let him who has ears to hear, set sail.



Part I — The Storm and the Sea

Introduction

Every voyage begins upon open waters, and every soul must learn to navigate the sea of this
present age. Yet the sea before us is no tranquil expanse—it is unsettled, shifting, and stirred by
forces unseen. The prophets long ago spoke of nations as roaring waters and peoples as
tumultuous waves. Today, their words are fulfilled before our very eyes.

The multitude drifts without compass. Some follow the current of culture, others chase the winds
of new doctrines, and many cling to vessels that leak beneath them, convincing themselves they
are secure. They do not see that the very waters they trust are carrying them farther from the true
shore.

This first part of the scroll unveils the storm in which we sail:

e The Drift of the Multitude, where souls wander without anchor.

o False Harbors and Deceptive Lights, where safety is promised but ruin is found.

o The Rising Tempest, the signs that the sea grows more violent as the end draws near.
Only by understanding the sea can we comprehend the Harbor. Only by discerning the storm can
we value the calm. Before the soul can anchor in truth, it must first awaken to the peril of

drifting.

The journey begins not with comfort, but with confrontation: to see the sea as it truly is.



Chapter 1 — The Drift of the Multitude

The sea is vast, and so too is the multitude that crosses it. Yet most do not steer their own course.
They are carried, often unknowingly, by currents stronger than their will. Their sails are set not
by conviction but by convenience, and their compass is drawn from the shifting winds of popular
thought.

This is the drift of the multitude: a silent surrender to the tides of the age. It is not always violent,
nor does it always appear dangerous. At times, the waters seem calm, and the motion gentle. But
the danger lies not in the sudden storm—it lies in the unseen pull that carries vessels farther and
farther from the Harbor of Truth.

Babylon thrives on this drift. It whispers, “All paths are equal, all truths are valid, all shores are
safe.” These words soothe the weary and promise an easy voyage, but they mask the reality that
not every harbor is secure, and not every light is true. The multitude believes they have chosen
freely, but in truth they have surrendered choice itself. They go where the current takes them.

The drift has many faces:

e The pursuit of comfort disguised as wisdom.
e The following of crowds in place of discernment.
e The endless hunger for new voices while ignoring the one Voice that never changes.

To drift is to live without anchor. It is to mistake motion for progress and noise for direction.
And yet, those who drift often look upon the anchored and scoff, saying, “Why do you remain
still while the rest of us move forward?”

But those who drift rarely ask where the current is taking them. Few ever realize that the wide
waters do not lead to freedom—they lead only to the open sea, where storms wait to consume.

The first step toward the Harbor of Truth is awakening: to recognize the drift, and to resist it. For
only those who resist the multitude’s tide will ever glimpse the narrow channel that leads to
refuge.



Chapter 2 — False Harbors and Deceptive Lights

Every sailor longs for refuge. When storms rise and the sea grows violent, even the strongest
seek a place to anchor and rest. But not all harbors are true. Many are false, built to lure the
weary and trap the desperate. Their lights shine brightly, but their beams do not guide—they
deceive.

Babylon has filled the shoreline with counterfeit havens. Each one promises safety, certainty, or
belonging. Some appear as grand institutions, offering stability through tradition. Others rise as
new movements, boasting of progress and freedom. Still others clothe themselves in spiritual
language, declaring peace while feeding poison beneath the surface.

These are the false harbors. Their entrances are wide and inviting, but just beneath their calm
waters lie jagged rocks. Ships that steer into them do not find safety—they are broken apart in
silence, their wreckage unseen by those still adrift.

The deceptive lights of these harbors are designed to exploit the longing of the soul:

o The Light of Comfort — promising ease and rest without the cost of truth.

o The Light of Unity — gathering crowds under banners that cannot withstand the storm.

o The Light of Self — urging each to become his own compass, though the heart deceives
more than any current.

To the multitude, these harbors appear safe. They glow with warmth and familiarity, offering
relief from the endless waves. But to the discerning, something feels false—the light flickers
unnaturally, the waters seem too still, and the silence hides danger.

The Harbor of Truth does not compete with these lights, nor does it shine in the same way. It
does not lure with spectacle. It does not promise what Babylon offers. Instead, its light is steady,
clear, and often unnoticed by the drifting. Only those whose eyes have been opened will see it—
and to see it 1s to know the difference between life and ruin.

The false harbors will grow in number as the tempest rises. More lights will be lit, more
promises spoken, and more weary vessels drawn toward them. But only the Harbor of Truth

remains unmoved. [ts waters cannot be counterfeited, and its safety cannot be imitated.

The elect will know the difference. The multitude will not.
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Chapter 3 — The Rising Tempest

The sea has never been still, but there is a difference between restless waves and a raging
tempest. In every age storms have come and gone, yet what rises now is not a passing squall—it
is the gathering of a final storm, a tempest foretold.

The signs are upon the waters:

e The Winds of Division — Nations tear against one another, families are split, and even
the household of faith feels the strain. What was once hidden beneath the surface now
crashes openly upon the waves.

e The Flood of Deception — Lies spread faster than truth, carried by currents of technology
and broadcast across every shore. Voices multiply, but clarity vanishes.

e The Rising Tides of Control — Babylon casts wider nets, tightening its grip on
commerce, movement, and thought, so that no vessel may sail freely without bearing its
mark.

These are not isolated storms but the forming of one great tempest. Each wind joins another,
each tide feeds the next, until the whole sea begins to roar with a fury never seen before. And the
multitude, drifting without compass, finds itself caught in the heart of this storm, powerless to
resist.

Yet for those with eyes to see, the tempest is not only judgment—it is also revelation. For storms
uncover what calm waters conceal. They test the strength of vessels, the skill of sailors, and the
truth of every harbor. What was hidden is laid bare when the storm rises.

Babylon will promise calm, but cannot still the winds. False harbors will glow brighter, but their
rocks will be revealed. The multitude will cry for peace, but there will be none. Only those who
have heard the Shepherd’s call and turned toward the narrow channel will find safety.

The tempest is not coming—it is already upon us. The waves rise higher each day, and the winds
howl louder with every passing season. There is no returning to calm seas, no returning to the
illusion of safety. The choice is no longer whether the storm will come—the choice is where we
will anchor when it breaks in full.

The Harbor of Truth alone stands unmoved.
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Part II — The Call of the Harbor
Introduction

The storm reveals what calm seas conceal. When the waves rise and the false harbors fail, the
soul is forced to reckon with a question it long ignored: Where shall I find refuge?

The Harbor of Truth does not compete with the noise of Babylon. It does not flash with spectacle
or promise ease to the weary. Instead, it calls with a voice steady and unchanging, a frequency
that only those attuned by the Spirit can discern. To the multitude it is faint, drowned out by the
roar of the world. But to the elect it is unmistakable, cutting through the chaos like a beacon of
fire in the night.

Yet the Harbor cannot be reached by drifting. Its entrance lies not in the wide currents of the sea,
but through a narrow channel, hidden from the casual passerby. To turn toward it is to choose
separation—to leave behind the familiar trade routes and risk the scorn of those who remain.
Part II of this scroll unveils the call of the Harbor:

e The Signal Beyond the Noise, the voice of the Shepherd that pierces the storm.

o The Narrow Channel, the path of separation that leads away from Babylon’s lights.

e The Anchoring of the Soul, the moment when drifting ends and clarity begins.

This call is not for the faint of heart. It is for those who will trade the illusion of safety for the
certainty of truth, and the comfort of crowds for the stillness of the Shepherd’s presence.

The Harbor awaits—but only for those who choose to hear and to follow.
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Chapter 4 — The Signal Beyond the Noise

The sea roars with many voices. Some cry for peace, others for war. Some promise freedom,
others demand obedience. They rise and fall like waves, loud, urgent, and never-ending. To the
multitude, these voices are all there is. To them, truth is a matter of volume—whoever shouts the
loudest must be right.

But in the midst of this chaos there is another voice—quiet, steady, and unlike the rest. It does
not compete with the roar; it cuts through it. It does not clamor for attention, yet those with ears
to hear cannot ignore it. This is the signal beyond the noise: the voice of the Shepherd.

The Shepherd’s call is not bound to geography or culture. It is not confined to temples of stone
or systems of men. It is carried on the frequency of the Spirit, and it reaches only those whose
hearts have been prepared to receive it. To the multitude, it is foolishness. To Babylon, it is
threat. But to the elect, it is life.

The signal is discerned by contrast. Where Babylon speaks of compromise, the Shepherd speaks
of clarity. Where false harbors promise ease, the Shepherd calls to endurance. Where the world
says, “Allis gray,” the Shepherd declares, “There has never been any shade between light and
darkness.”

Hearing this call is not the same as understanding it. Many hear it faintly, like an echo on the
wind, yet dismiss it as imagination. Some recognize it for a moment but are quickly drawn back
to the noise. Only those who silence the clamor within themselves can hear it clearly, and only
those willing to obey it can follow where it leads.

This signal is not given once, but continually. It calls in the morning when the multitude hurries
into their trade, and it calls at night when the weary seek comfort in false lights. It whispers in
the conscience, it burns in the scriptures, and it resounds in the silence where Babylon’s noise
cannot reach.

Those who respond begin to notice the difference: the sea does not feel the same, the false
harbors lose their glow, and the multitude’s path no longer seems secure. A stirring begins within
them—an awakening that there must be another way, another shore, another Harbor.

For the elect, this is the turning point: the moment when the signal becomes clearer than the
noise, and the journey toward the Harbor of Truth truly begins.
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Chapter 5 — The Narrow Channel

The Harbor of Truth does not open to the wide sea. Its entrance is not marked by grand gates or
bright lanterns. Instead, it is reached through a narrow channel—hidden, uncelebrated, and
invisible to those who sail by with eyes fixed on the multitude’s course.

This channel cannot be entered by chance. It requires a turning. The vessel that drifts with the
current will pass it by without notice. Only those who hear the Shepherd’s call and set their sails
against the tide will find its entrance.

The narrow channel demands separation. To sail into it, a soul must leave behind the great trade

routes where Babylon’s ships crowd and barter. It means losing the company of many voices and
enduring the scorn of those who mock, “Why forsake the safety of the crowd for a hidden way?”
Yet the very hiddenness of the channel is its safety—Babylon’s nets cannot reach where it leads.

To enter this channel is to choose:

e Separation over conformity — refusing the broad way though it seems easier.
e Truth over comfort — turning from harbors that promise peace but conceal ruin.
e Clarity over compromise — acknowledging that light and darkness cannot mix.

It is not an easy passage. The waters are narrow, and the ship must be steered with care. Pride
cannot fit here; neither can the baggage of Babylon’s trade. Many begin the turn but cannot
endure the cost, for the channel admits only those willing to let go of the world’s weight.

Yet for those who do enter, the noise of the sea begins to fade. The winds soften, the false lights
grow dim, and before them rises the sight of the Harbor—still, unmoved, and waiting.

The multitude cannot see it. Babylon will never understand it. But the elect, who chose the
narrow way, will know: this is the path home.
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Chapter 6 — The Anchoring of the Soul

To drift is to live at the mercy of the currents. To anchor is to be held fast. This is the great
crossing point of every soul: whether to continue floating upon the endless tide, or to cast anchor
in the Harbor of Truth.

The multitude avoids anchoring. To them, it feels like loss—the surrender of motion, the end of
exploration, the binding of freedom. But what they call freedom is slavery to the sea, and what
they call progress is merely drifting without end. Only the anchored know true rest.

The anchor is more than safety—it is clarity. It secures the soul not in shadows, but in light. No
wave, no storm, no rising tide can pull the anchored vessel away, for its hold is set deep, where
Babylon’s reach cannot touch. The world may rage, but the soul remains still, not because of its
own strength, but because of where it is fastened.

Yet anchoring requires choice. No vessel anchors itself. The sailor must lower it, and in doing so,
must renounce the drift. It is an act of surrender, but not to the sea—to the Harbor’s foundation.
The anchor does not rest in water, but in bedrock. So too the soul: it must find bedrock truth,
unshakable, eternal, unmoved by the age.

The Harbor of Truth provides this bedrock. Here, the soul finds:

e Certainty instead of confusion — a knowing that does not shift with tides.

o Restinstead of striving — peace not born of ignorance, but of revelation.

o Belonging instead of wandering — the recognition that the Harbor was prepared long
before the voyage began.

The act of anchoring marks the end of drifting, but also the beginning of dwelling. The vessel no
longer fears the tempest; the sailor no longer longs for false harbors. What once appeared safe is
seen for the deception it was, and what once seemed narrow is revealed as the only way home.

Anchoring is not the end of the journey—it is the beginning of life within the Harbor. From here,
the soul learns to rest, to see, and to breathe the wind of eternity.
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Part III — Within the Harbor
Introduction

The narrow channel has been passed. The false lights have faded into the distance. The tempest
still rages on the open sea, but within the Harbor, there is calm.

Here the journey changes. No longer is the soul pressed by fear of drifting or hunted by
Babylon’s nets. Within the Harbor, the anchor holds firm, and the weary find what they had long
sought but never named: rest, clarity, and the assurance that they are no longer at the mercy of
the storm.

Yet this Harbor is not an escape from reality—it is the unveiling of it. To enter here is to see with
new eyes. The waters are clear as crystal; the noise of the sea is silenced; and the winds carry not
confusion but life.

Part 111 unveils what it means to dwell within the Harbor of Truth:

e The Rest of Knowing, where peace is not ignorance but certainty.

o The Waters Clear as Crystal, where illusions vanish and all things are seen as they are.

o The Wind of Eternity, where the breath of the Spirit sustains those who have anchored
in truth.

Here, the elect begin to understand that the Harbor is not merely a refuge from danger—it is the
place of preparation, vision, and renewal. From this resting place, the soul is readied for what lies

beyond the horizon.

The Harbor is not the end of the journey. It is the place where the true journey begins.
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Chapter 7 — The Rest of Knowing

Rest is among the deepest longings of the human soul. Yet most mistake it for sleep, distraction,
or escape. The multitude seeks rest in entertainment, in pleasure, in fleeting comfort—yet the
moment the noise ceases, their unrest returns. For theirs is not true rest, but merely a pause in the
struggle.

The Harbor of Truth offers another kind of rest—the rest of knowing. It is not the closing of the
eyes, but the opening of them. It is not the silencing of questions, but the revelation of answers
that endure. It is not the denial of the storm, but the assurance that the storm has no power over
those who are anchored.

This rest is not passive. It awakens the soul, sharpens discernment, and ends the ceaseless
striving to prove, to justify, to belong. The anchored soul no longer drifts from one philosophy to
another, nor does it hunger for Babylon’s approval. It knows where it is, and it knows to Whom
it belongs.

The rest of knowing is marked by three things:

o Stillness without fear — The tempest may rage, but the heart is no longer shaken. The
anchor holds.

e Clarity without doubt — No counterfeit light can deceive the one who has seen the
Harbor.

e Purpose without striving — To rest is not to abandon calling, but to move in the
assurance of truth rather than the exhaustion of self-effort.

This is the rest spoken of since ancient times—the promise of entering into a place where works
cease, and trust begins. It is the rest that Babylon cannot counterfeit, for it is not built on
ignorance but on revelation.

Those who anchor in the Harbor discover that what they once called “freedom” was slavery, and
what they once called “certainty” was illusion. But here, in the Harbor, they find peace that
endures—not because the sea has grown calm, but because the soul has found its foundation.

This is the rest of knowing. It cannot be bought. It cannot be imitated. It can only be received by
those who heard the call, turned through the narrow channel, and anchored at last in truth.
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Chapter 8 — The Waters Clear as Crystal

The Harbor is not only a place of rest—it is a place of vision. For here the waters are no longer
murky, stirred by the currents of Babylon or muddied by the multitude’s drifting. Within this
refuge, the waters are clear as crystal, and what was once hidden beneath the surface is revealed.

On the open sea, nothing can be seen with certainty. Waves distort, darkness hides, and
confusion reigns. Men argue endlessly about what lies beneath, each clinging to their own
version of “truth,” but all are blind. The multitude builds doctrines on shifting waters,
philosophies upon moving tides, and kingdoms on illusions.

But within the Harbor, deception vanishes. Here the soul sees reality as it is, not as Babylon
paints it. False harbors are exposed for what they truly were—traps cloaked in borrowed light.
The illusions of “many truths” dissolve, for in the clear waters only one foundation is revealed.

Clarity here is not the product of intellect, but of light. The crystal waters reflect the eternal
flame of truth, making all things visible. Shadows flee; grayness disappears; the sharp line
between darkness and light becomes undeniable. And once seen, it cannot be unseen.

This clarity transforms the soul. The seeker who once lived in endless questioning now rests in
certainty. Not all mysteries are solved, but the essential truth is clear enough to guide the vessel
home. What once felt tangled now stands in order. What once felt chaotic now reveals design.

To dwell in the Harbor is to live in this clarity—not a temporary insight, but a continual
unveiling. Each day the waters reveal more, and each revelation strengthens the anchor.

Babylon thrives on confusion. It must keep the waters stirred, for only then can it sell its false
lights and broken harbors. But in the Harbor of Truth, Babylon’s power dissolves. Its deceptions
cannot survive where the waters are clear as crystal.

This is why the Harbor remains hidden. It is not meant for the multitude, nor for those who love
the darkness of gray. It is for the elect, who long to see as they are seen and to know as they are

known.

In these waters, clarity is not an idea. It is a living reality—sharp, undeniable, eternal.
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Chapter 9 — The Wind of Eternity

Within the Harbor, the air is different. On the open sea, the winds are restless—blowing one way
today and another tomorrow, driven by unseen powers that toss the multitude without mercy. But
here, in the Harbor of Truth, another wind moves: steady, pure, and eternal.

This is the Wind of Eternity—the breath of the Spirit that sustains all who have anchored within.
It does not drive with violence; it does not toss about with confusion. It fills the sails gently yet
powertfully, leading the soul not into drift, but into direction.

For the anchored, this wind is life. It whispers in the silence, strengthening weary hearts. It
reminds them they are not alone, though the world may scorn and Babylon may rage. It renews
their vision, keeps their sails ready, and prepares them for the horizon yet unseen.

The Wind of Eternity carries marks that Babylon cannot counterfeit:

o It gives life, not exhaustion — the soul is quickened, not drained.

e It brings unity, not conformity — the anchored are drawn together in truth, not forced
into Babylon’s false peace.

o It sustains, not enslaves — it frees from striving while empowering obedience.

This wind is not bound by time. It is the same breath that moved over the waters in the
beginning, the same Spirit that spoke through prophets, the same voice that awakened dry bones
to life. And it is this same eternal breath that now fills the Harbor, keeping the elect alive while
the storm rages beyond the channel.

The multitude does not feel this wind, for they are adrift in currents of another spirit. Babylon
cannot harness it, for it does not blow where men desire—it blows where it wills. Only those
who have anchored in the Harbor of Truth know its presence, and once felt, it cannot be denied.

To live in the Harbor is to breathe this eternal air. It is to walk not by fear, but by Spirit; not by
sight, but by revelation. It is to know that though the storm rises and the sea roars, the breath of

eternity carries you still, preparing you for what lies beyond the horizon.

For the Harbor is not the final dwelling—it is the place where eternity begins to be tasted.
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Part IV — The Harbor and the Horizon
Introduction

The Harbor is not the end of the journey. It is a refuge, a resting place, and a revelation—but
beyond its calm waters lies a greater horizon. To anchor here is not to abandon the voyage, but to
be prepared for the next stage of the call.

For the Harbor is both sanctuary and threshold. It gathers the elect, heals the weary, and restores
clarity to those who were once adrift. Yet the same Spirit that calls into the Harbor also calls
beyond it, toward a destiny that cannot be fulfilled while clinging only to safety.

Part IV unveils this dual reality:

o The Fellowship of the Anchored, the hidden community of those who have entered the
Harbor.

e The Watchmen at the Shore, the ones appointed to guard, guide, and sound the warning
for those still at sea.

e The Horizon Beyond the Harbor, the reminder that this refuge is not the conclusion but
the preparation for the Kingdom that draws near.

The Harbor teaches rest, but it also prepares for movement. It gives clarity, but it also
commissions. It is the place where eternity begins to breathe through time, yet it is not the final
shore. Beyond its still waters lies the fullness of the promise—the Kingdom prepared before the
foundations of the world.

The anchored must not mistake the Harbor for the destination. They must look to the horizon, for
the call continues.
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Chapter 10 — The Fellowship of the Anchored

In the open sea, fellowship is fleeting. Ships pass one another at a distance, signal briefly, and
vanish again into the horizon. Each vessel is carried by its own current, swept along by the
multitude. There is no true unity—only temporary proximity.

But within the Harbor of Truth, a different fellowship is revealed. Here, the anchored are
gathered—not by accident, not by the designs of men, but by the call of the Shepherd who drew
each one through the narrow channel. Their vessels, diverse in shape and size, are secured by the
same foundation. Their sails may bear different scars from the storm, yet their anchors hold fast
in the same Rock.

This is the fellowship of the anchored. It is unseen by Babylon, unmeasured by the multitude,
and often unnoticed by the world. It does not depend on institutions, hierarchies, or earthly
recognition. Instead, it is born of shared clarity, sustained by the Wind of Eternity, and bound by
a truth that cannot be shaken.

The marks of this fellowship are unmistakable:

e Unity without uniformity — each remains distinct, yet all are anchored in the same

Harbor.

e Strength without striving — encouragement flows naturally, for each knows the same
rest.

o Love without condition — not based on Babylon’s definitions, but on the eternal bond of
truth.

In this fellowship, the weary find healing. Those scarred by storms discover they are not alone.
Those once mocked by the multitude realize they are surrounded by others who chose the narrow
way. Together, they become a living testimony that the Harbor is real and that its promise
endures.

The fellowship of the anchored does not exist to hide in the Harbor. It exists to stand as a beacon
for those still at sea. For every anchored soul carries within it the light of the Harbor—a light that
Babylon cannot extinguish, and that the storm cannot overcome.

In this hidden company, the elect are knit together, preparing for what lies ahead. For though the
Harbor is a refuge, it is also a place of readiness. And the fellowship of the anchored is the proof
that no one was ever meant to endure the storm alone.
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Chapter 11 — The Watchmen at the Shore

Every harbor has its watchmen—those who stand at the edge, scanning the horizon, waiting for
the weary ships still tossed in the storm. In the Harbor of Truth, this calling is not assigned by
men, but entrusted by the Spirit. The watchmen are those whose eyes remain fixed both on the
Harbor and on the sea, tasked with guiding seekers to safety and sounding the alarm when
danger draws near.

The watchmen know the storm intimately, for many of them once drifted in it. They know the
pull of false harbors, the sound of Babylon’s lies, and the weight of despair that grips the
multitude. Because they themselves were delivered, their voices carry a resonance that no
counterfeit can imitate.

Their work is threefold:

e To Guard — keeping the Harbor free from Babylon’s infiltration, discerning between the
true and the false, and ensuring that only the Shepherd’s voice is followed.

e To Guide — signaling to those adrift, pointing them toward the narrow channel, and
warning them of deceptive lights along the shore.

e To Sound the Alarm — declaring the rising tempest, not with fear, but with truth, so that
no seeker may claim ignorance when the storm breaks in full.

But the burden of the watchman is heavy. Their warnings are often dismissed, their signals
ignored, their presence misunderstood. Babylon mocks them, the multitude scoffs at them, and
even those within the Harbor sometimes grow weary of their vigilance. Yet the true watchman
cannot abandon the call, for it is written into their very being.

The watchmen at the shore are not exalted above others—they are servants. Their eyes are not
fixed on their own vessels, but on the safety of the Harbor and the souls still wandering at sea.
They bear the loneliness of the post, yet they are strengthened by the Wind of Eternity and the
fellowship of the anchored who know their labor.

Without watchmen, the Harbor would still be safe—but many seekers would never find its
channel. With them, the voice of the Harbor reaches further, and the weary find hope that the

storm is not endless, nor the sea without refuge.

The watchmen’s call is clear: Turn! Do not follow the false lights. The Harbor is open. The
channel is near. The Shepherd calls.

And those who hear, though few, will find their way home.
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Chapter 12 — The Horizon Beyond the Harbor

The Harbor is not the final shore. It is a place of rest, of clarity, of renewal—but beyond its still
waters lies a horizon that cannot be ignored. The Harbor was never meant to imprison the
anchored; it was meant to prepare them for what lies ahead.

For the Kingdom is not contained within the Harbor. The Harbor is a threshold, a staging ground,
a refuge where the weary are healed and the blind given sight. But the Shepherd’s call does not
end here—it continues, ever outward, drawing His people toward a Kingdom that no storm can
shake and no Babylon can touch.

The horizon beyond the Harbor is both promise and summons:

o Promise — that the voyage does not end in refuge but in inheritance. The elect are not
destined merely to survive the tempest, but to reign with the King when the seas are
stilled forever.

e Summons — that those who have anchored in truth must not grow idle. The Harbor
strengthens not for hiding, but for sending. The anchored are made ready to bear light
back into the storm, to sound the signal for others still lost at sea.

The danger is to mistake the Harbor for the destination. If one clings only to the safety of its
waters, forgetting the horizon, the Harbor becomes a cage rather than a sanctuary. But those who
lift their eyes will see it for what it is: a place of transition, a dwelling between the storm and the
Kingdom.

The horizon gleams with a light no tempest can obscure. It is the dawn of the age to come, the
shore where every storm ceases, and the true rest of eternity begins. From the Harbor, its glow
can be glimpsed—faint yet undeniable, a reminder that the journey is not finished.

And so the anchored wait, not in fear, but in readiness. Their vessels repaired, their sails filled
with the Wind of Eternity, their eyes fixed on the horizon. They know that the Shepherd who led
them into the Harbor will also lead them beyond it—into the fullness of His Kingdom.

The Harbor is home for a season. The horizon is home forever.
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Epilogue

The storm will not cease. The multitude will continue to drift, and Babylon will light its false
harbors brighter than ever before. The sea will roar until its appointed end. Yet for those who
have heard the Shepherd’s call, the Harbor of Truth remains unmoved—its channel open, its
foundation secure, its waters clear.

This scroll has spoken of the storm and of the sea, of false harbors and the narrow channel, of
anchoring, rest, clarity, and the fellowship of those who have found refuge. But the Harbor itself
is only the beginning. It is a threshold, a place of preparation, a dwelling between the storm and
the Kingdom.

The call is urgent. Not all will hear it. Not all will choose it. But for those who do, the Harbor is
ready. And beyond it waits the horizon where time gives way to eternity, and the King reveals
His Kingdom in fullness.

Let the multitude mock. Let Babylon rage. Let the tempest rise to its height. The Harbor of Truth
stands unshaken, and those who anchor here shall not be moved.

For the day is near when the sea itself will be stilled, the false lights extinguished, and the true
dawn revealed. Until that day, the Harbor remains—a secret place for the elect, a refuge for the

weary, and a signpost pointing to the horizon of the Kingdom.

The call goes forth: Enter the Harbor while there is yet time.



24

Call to Action

The Harbor has been revealed. You have seen the storm, discerned the false lights, and entered
into rest where the waters are clear as crystal. But the journey does not end here.

The Harbor is a refuge, yet it is also a place of decision. For once anchored, the question rises:
Will you remain hidden within its calm, or will you heed the summons beyond the shore?

The next scroll awaits— Echoes of the Watchmen

“If you have not yet begun the journey, hear the First Calling” —

https://tinyurl.com/escapefrombabylon
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