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~ “Why is the world like this?
It has been like this
for so long. Why?”

Snif Camel had been reading the news again. He read the news every evening, with a cup of tea and the old radio playing
softly, but tonight something in him would not settle. Wars in places he had never seen. Fortunes growing in towers while
people slept on streets below. Words from leaders that did not sound like the words of people he would want to know. Why is
the world like this, Snif said quietly, to no one but the lamp. It has been like this for so long. Why?



“Come along. I will show you |

“ . why the world is the way it 1_

He did not see how the book arrived. It was simply there, on the desk where the newspaper had been a moment before. It
opened itself, and from between its pages a soft light came up, and inside the light Snif saw places he had never been and
times he had never lived. Come along, the book seemed to say, in a voice that was not quite avoice. | will show you why the

world istheway it is. But you must travel a long way to seeit.



Panel 3 — Ancient Egyptian temple

in watercolor style matching the rest of the book
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Thefirst place the book showed him was older than memory. Stone templestaller than mountains, priests in white robes, and
crowds of people kneeling in great courtyards under the eye of the sun. They built this together, Snif whispered, because they
all believed the same things. And he saw that the priests were not only teachers; they were also keepers of the granaries,
judges of disputes, the ones who decided who would marry whom. The story they told held the people together, and the
holding-together was the most important thing the story did. This lasted three thousand years, the book said softly. Longer
than anything since.



. K so many gods? 7_
Because the people were many, iy |
and each city had its own story.” -

The book turned a page, and Snif walked into a bright marble city where many gods watched from many pedestals. Why so
many? Snif asked. Because the people were many, a voice said, and each city had its own story. But the work the gods did
was the same as the temple in the desert had done. They held the city together. They told the senators when to march and the

merchants when to trade and the families when to celebrate. Snif wrote this in his notebook. The gods were many, but the
holding-together was one.



Each hour has its keepers.
Each keeper has their hour.

Then the book brought him to a cathedral in the cold green north. The stone reached up so high it seemed to want to touch
the sky itself, and inside, a thousand villagers stood together while a bishop raised a golden cup. Snif saw farmers and
knights and merchants and children, all of them silent, all of them held by the same story. The bishop told them what was
true. The bishop told their kings whom to marry. The bishop's churches owned the fields, and the bishop's monks wrote the

only books. For seven hundred years, the book said, this was how Europe was held together. Snif wrote in his notebook.
Each hour hasits keepers. Each keeper has their hour.



“And this too is its own kind
of holding-together”

The book turned again, and Snif walked into alibrary larger than any he had ever imagined, in a city far to the south where
the desert met the river. Scholars from every land bent over manuscripts in every language. The man beside him was
inventing algebra. The woman at the next desk was preserving the lost philosophy of the Greeks. The astronomer in the
corner was measuring the size of the Earth. And this too, Snif realized, is its own kind of holding-together. The faith that
brought them al to this library held them in a way that allowed knowledge to grow. For five hundred years, this was the
brightest light in the world.



The book turned another page, and the cathedral grew smaller in the distance. Snif found himself in a town square where a
strange new machine clattered and pressed black ink onto white paper, faster than any monk could write. What is this? Snif
asked. This is the printing press, the book said. It will end the cathedral's hour. And Snif saw that when ordinary people
could read for themselves, they no longer needed only one keeper. They began to ask their own questions. The cathedrals
stayed standing. But their hour as the holders of every story was passing. Snif wrote: Even the longest hour eventually ends.



“These are not religions...

they look just like
rellglons

The next page Snif almost did not want to look at. The cathedrals had grown small, but new gathering-places had taken their
place — not temples or cathedrals now, but stadiums, parade grounds, marketplaces. The crowds were just as large. The
voices on the platforms told them what was true and who their enemies were and what to march for. The banners were not
gold-and-red of the church; they were red and black, or red and yellow, or the bright signs of new things to buy. These are
not religions, Snif said uncertainly. They look just like religions. The book said gently: They are religions, in the only way

that has ever mattered. They hold the people together, and they tell them whom to march against. The story has changed
clothes, but the work is the same.
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“And whose hour is it now?”

Now, the book said, you are home. And Snif looked up and saw his own city — the towers of finance, the broadcasts and the
screens, the networks that ran like delicate gold threads from one capital to another. And whose hour is it now? Snif asked.
The book paused before answering. Now, it said, the keepers are smaller in number than at any time before. They live in
many places, they speak many languages, but they share a story. Snif wrote slowly in his notebook. Like every hour before,
this hour will end too. The keepers are different, but the work is the same.
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“I have been a long way... ‘
and I have seen one thing more.” |
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When the book closed, Snif found himself back at home — but not alone. His old friends had come, from every place and
every kind of life. Hans the Bactrian, Chuck from across the great ocean, Nasser with his quiet sad smile, Wei who watched
everything carefully, Sergei in hisfur hat, Priyawith her contemplative eyes. They had heard he was traveling and they came
to ask what he had seen. Snif sat down with them in the square. | have been a long way, he said, and | have seen the same
work done by many keepers, in many hours. But | have seen one thing more.



‘Jj “For the first time, we can reach the place |

}

where the trouble actually lives.”

I have seen, Snif said, that for the first time in all the long years the book showed me, we can reach the place where the
trouble actually lives. Not just the stories about the trouble. Not just the rules against the trouble. The trouble itself, where it
begins, in the very calibration of the people who carry it. Here are the medicines that can quiet the wound that drives the
wounded ones. Here are the tools that can make the truth visible. Here are the architectures that do not need a single
keeper, because all of us together are the keeping. The hour of the keepersis ending. What comes next is a world that holds
itself together, not by story, but by the truth.
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The next morning, Snif and his friends climbed to a hill above the city, to watch the sun come up. They had no map for what
came next. The work was real and the work was long. But they had seen the long story, and they knew the keepers hour
would end as every keeper's hour had ended, and they knew what could come instead. Welcome to the work, Snif said
quietly, more to himself than to the others. The sun came up over the towers and the streets and the small houses where
people were waking. The work began.






