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n conceiving a fantastic
novel, one engages in an
act of equilibrium—an
ongoing oscillation be-
tween myth and moder-
nity, between the archaic

of

narratives and the intel-

scaffolding ancient

lectual reflections of an age that both disenchants and
mythologizes its past. Genesis—that enigmatic first
book of the Bible, which for millennia has stood at
the center of theological, philosophical, and mystical
interpretations while also laying the foundation of
Western thought—proved to be a rich source of in-
spiration. A mythical bedrock that not only fuels this
tension but also opens spaces where history, symbol,
and mystery intersect. It creates an archaic yet vision-
ary depth in which the narrative takes root—not as
a mere adaptation, but as a reimagining of those pri-
mordial images that continue to resonate beneath the
surface of words. Even its name—derived from the
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Greek yéveoig (“genesis,” “origin”)—suggests that it
is less a closed historical account than a mythopoetic
distillation, deeply embedded in older, often buried
traditions.

Genesisis nota monolithic text, buta palimpsest—a
multilayered corpus of tradition that has absorbed
fragmentary myths and cosmological narratives: from
the Mesopotamian flood legends of Atrahasis and the
Epic of Gilgamesh, in which the motif of the Tiee
of Life and the Ark is already foreshadowed, to the
Egyptian creation myths of Atum, who rose from the
primordial waters, and Ptah, who brought the world
into being through the power of the word, and fi-
nally to the speculative cosmologies of Jewish mys-
ticism, where the Ein Sof—the boundless divine—
pours itself into the world through countless stages
of emanation. Yet it is precisely this entanglement
with ancient myths that may be seen as an indication

of its deeper authenticity. Genesis does not merely
preserve traces of older traditions—it transforms and
distills them into an autonomous, multifaceted the-
ology. It does not simply repeat the past, but places it
in a new and singular context.

Genesis begins with a divine word that brings
the world into being—and ends in fragments—mu-
tilated, contradictory, riddled with omissions. Yet it
1s precisely these ruptures that make it one of the
most fascinating texts in human history. Its nature as
a primal narrative, where mythic, theological, and
historical elements converge; its apparent contra-
dictions, its silences, its elliptical allusions—all these
create abysses of ambiguity that turn it into an in-
exhaustible space for speculation and literary rein-
vention. Thus, Genesis stands at the threshold of an
immense, labyrinthine textual tradition—a riddle
that has rewritten itself for millennia, manifesting
in ever-new forms, eluding any final resolution. It
is not a book of certainties, but an echo of anoth-
er time, a whisper from the depths, revealing itself
only to those who know how to read between the
lines.

The creation story, with its world-forging God
who calls existence into being through the pow-
er of the word, is merely the most apparent part of
a far greater structure. Far more decisive are those
passages in Genesis that do not merely recount the
birth of the world but the birth of thought itselt—
of a primordial order, a first language, which in the
end shattered into a thousand tongues. Yet perhaps
this language was more than a mere instrument of
communication—it may have been a key to a deeper
understanding. For Jewish mysticism speculates that
Adam once possessed a language in which words
were not mere signs but essences—a Lingua Adamica
that did not simply name things but revealed their
very nature. The language of Adam, it is said, was

not a mere sequence of sounds, but an instrument of



knowledge—a language in which word and world
still existed in perfect harmony.

In later Kabbalistic tradition, this idea was fur-
ther developed: While biblical tradition already re-
garded names as more than mere labels, works such
as the Sefer Yetzirah and the Zohar expanded on the
notion that language itself possessed creative power.
In Lurianic Kabbalah, language was ultimately seen
not merely as a tool of communication but as a vessel
of divine energy—a distant echo of the primordial
Lingua Adamica, in which words did not describe re-
ality but became it, not mere signifiers but carriers of
an essential truth. Thus, Or (AIX), the Hebrew word
for light, signified more than brightness; in Kabbalis-
tic thought, it represented divine emanation, the first
principle of creation. No mere word, but a revela-
tion of the divine source itself. It was believed that
one who knew the true name of a thing could com-
mand it, transcend it, or touch its metaphysical es-
sence. A fascinating thought: a language that was not
merely spoken but understood in a deeper, wordless
sense—a key to a hidden order of knowledge. A lan-
guage in which things were not merely named but
unveiled. What if words once held tangible power—if
the right word could open a door, heal an illness,
perhaps even save a life? In this light, the notion of
magical speech appears not as mere superstition, but
as a lingering memory of a time when words still had
the power to shape the world.

Then came Babel—and with it, the rupture. The
world grew louder, but also more confused. Words
ceased to be magic and became mere instruments
of communication. In Jewish tradition, it is Nimrod
who emerges as the first great king after the Flood—a
rebel against God, a builder of empires, a founder of
cities. While the canonical text merely associates him
with Babel, later rabbinic and exegetical traditions
fashioned him into the architect of the legendary
tower—an architectural transgression, a symbol of
Promethean ambition, embodying not only hubris
but also fear. It was meant to reach the heavens, not
out of arrogance, but out of dread—dread that divine
wrath might return. Yet the punishment was unex-
pected: it was not water that brought about the fall,
but words—or rather, their fragmentation. A world
once created through the divine Logos was shattered
into an unfathomable mosaic of fractured tongues—
and with it, the knowledge of the original bond be-
tween word and reality was lost. What was spoken
was no longer understood. And so the world, as we
know it, was born: a world in which every word can

be an abyss, every sentence a misunderstanding, ev-
ery truth merely the shadow of a truth.

But was it truly Babel that shattered language? Or
had it long been lost? Once again, Genesis reveals a
contradiction: already in chapter 10, it is said that the
sons of Noah spread across the world, each with their
own languages—long before Nimrod’s people failed
in their attempt to reach the heavens. This raises the
question: was the Lingua Adamica ever conceived
as a historical reality? Or is it, rather, a retrospec-
tive projection—a nostalgic construct, idealized in
philosophical and hermetic traditions as a lost pri-
mordial language? Was it merely the memory of a
perfect understanding that never truly existed? Or
was it, in truth, an echo of an age when words still
mirrored the world? Has this knowledge truly been
extinguished? Or does it still exist—encoded in Kab-
balistic structures, concealed within ancient symbols,
preserved in sacred texts—waiting for an initiate to
decipher it once more? Or does its final reverbera-
tion linger in that fleeting sensation that sometimes
overtakes us—that unnameable certainty, that for a
brief moment, we have grasped something beyond
words?

Some claim that this knowledge was never lost.
The great mystics sought it in signs, in names, in the
hidden patterns of language—patterns that contin-
ue to resonate to this day. Over time, the reception
of these texts gave rise to a dynamic, ever-evolving
tradition of exegesis and spiritual interpretation. The
Kabbalists saw in the sacred names of God remnants
of this lost language—encrypted fragments of an an-
cient knowledge that once shaped the world through
words. Traces of an age when language and creation
were still one. The ancient Egyptians, it was believed,
preserved the legacy of the antediluvian sages—in-
scribed upon pillars and temple walls, in hieroglyphs
that were more than mere symbols. They were in-
cantations, gateways to a deeper order of existence.
Thoth, the god of writing and wisdom, was not only
the inventor of language but also the guardian of a
primordial, pre-flood knowledge—a hidden lan-
guage that would later find echoes in the hermetic
treatises. The Hekhalot and Merkabah mysticism, the
speculative structures of Kabbalah, the medieval
Kabbalistic schools, the Christian mystery traditions,
and, finally, the occultist movements of the 19th cen-
tury—all revolved around the idea that somewhere,
concealed within ancient texts, lay the key to a for-
gotten wisdom. Strikingly, these discourses were not
mere reconstructions of the past; they were also acts



of creation. Through syncretic expansions and in-
terpretative transformations, the “lost” was not sim-
ply rediscovered—it was continuously reimagined as
an idealized form, not in an effort to preserve the
past, but to rewrite it, to reinvent what had been lost,
and to reclaim the original truth hidden beneath the
words.

The story of creation was never a closed narrative,
but rather an interpretative field—one where the un-
spoken was ceaselessly reconfigured. At a time when
Egypt had become a projection screen for esoteric
knowledge, many hermetic philosophers of the 17th
to 19th centuries saw in the hieroglyphs and temple
rites of the pharaohs the reverberations of an ancient
wisdom. They believed that traces of a lost unity
were preserved within the old languages—Hebrew,
Egyptian, Greek. And so, philosophers, mystics, and
occultists kept searching—within Kabbalah, with-
in ancient manuscripts, within the doctrines of the
mystery cults. They were convinced that somewhere,
hidden in these fragments, a glimmer of the original
still remained—that all it required was someone to
decipher it. Perhaps this is why we return to ancient
texts again and again, why we strain to see beyond
the words. Because, deep down, we hope that some-
where, between the lines, something awaits us. A
sign. A key. A memory.

The Language of Mysteries

here are stories we have
told for millennia—tales
of trials, of passage into
an unknown world, of
emerging as someone
transformed. Initiation is
one of the oldest motifs in

human history—an arche-

typal, transcultural narrative that extends from the
mystery cults of antiquity through the esotericism of
the Enlightenment to the Romantic era. It follows
a persistent pattern: The chosen one descends into
darkness, endures trials, receives a mysterious reve-
lation—and returns as something new. This motif
is woven into the ceremonial structures of Masonic
rites, into R omantic literature, and into Mozart’s The
Magic Flute, whose path of trials echoes the initiatory
ordeals of the Egyptian mysteries. Goethe was capti-
vated by this idea. Traces of hermetic thought can be
found in Faust, as well as in his alchemical studies—
and many believed he possessed secret insights into

ancient wisdom. A similar pursuit drove Pico della
Mirandola, who, in his Oration on the Dignity of Man,
sought to reconcile the wisdom of antiquity with
Christian mysticism and Kabbalah. For both, Genesis
was more than a creation story—it was a riddle, a key
to a hidden order of the world.

The novel echoes these influences: Phineas
and Jahdis are reflections of a narrative as old as
time itself—embodiments of archetypal figures
like Orpheus and Eurydice, or Tamino and Pamina.
Orpheus’ descent into Hades, Tamino’s trials in
Mozart’s The Magic Flute, the initiatory path through
the riddle-laden temples of ancient Egypt—all these
patterns are, at their core, one and the same: vari-
ations of a single, primordial tale. Initiation always
entails a death—and what follows is transformation,
rebirth. The initiate undergoes a symbolic death, a
dissolution of the self, only to emerge, purified, into
a higher order of being. Yet initiation is more than a
series of trials—it is also an act of love. This connec-
tion is no coincidence: Romantic literature of the
19th century understood that true love is not merely
an emotional experience but a form of initiation, a
bridge between worlds. It makes the impossible pos-
sible, suspends death, dissolves the barriers between
life and the beyond, taking us on a journey we could
never undertake alone—opening doors that the in-
tellect alone could never unlock.

i

Sometimes, Knowledge Is Not Easily Attained. It
lies behind doors, guarded by signs, concealed with-
in riddles. In Jewish mysticism, particularly in the
Hekhalot or Merkaba tradition, initiation is not mere-
ly a path to understanding—it is a journey into the
divine spheres. The word Hekhalot (from Hebrew
mP?2°71, meaning “palaces” or “chambers”) refers
to seven successive levels—seven chambers, seven
gates, seven palaces—accessible only to those who
prove themselves worthy and possess the right words.
The novel takes up a central motif of Hekhalot mys-
ticism: the paradoxical tension between ascent and
descent. In the Hekhalot texts, which describe the
Jorde Merkaba, the “descenders to the chariot of God,”
there is no mention of ascending into the divine
realms; instead, they speak of a descent—a move-
ment inward, a plunge into deeper states of con-
sciousness through which the mystic becomes capa-
ble of perceiving the higher. These spheres are not
mere locations but stages of inner transformation—
initiatory states achieved through ritual practice and



spiritual asceticism, allowing one to enter the pres-
ence of God. Whoever seeks to pass through these
chambers must endure trials, persuade the guardians
of the thresholds, utter concealed sacred names, and
present specific signs—tokens of knowledge that few
still remember. Only then may the mystic cross the
final threshold and attain the ultimate revelation. In
The Seventh Chamber, this esoteric architecture cul-
minates at the final threshold: the seventh chamber
is not merely the gateway to the heavenly sanctu-
ary—it is also the stage for a cosmic conflict, the
confrontation of light and darkness, the wultima ratio
of an apocalyptic initiation.

Every great story is a quest—for something lost,
for something that perhaps never was, but should
have been. The Seventh Chamber is not merely a
journey through space and time, but a literary ex-
ploration of the oldest enigmas of human history:
antediluvian myths, the gate-temples of Babylon,
the Adamic language, the mystery cults of ancient
Egypt, Hermeticism, which traced its universal wis-
dom back to Egypt, kabbalistic speculation on divine
names, and the magic of the Middle Ages, which en-
dured into the Enlightenment... It is a narrative that
moves through the shadows of the past with wide-
eyed wonder and reverence, through stories old-

er than writing, older than any written language—
perhaps even beyond what we call language itself.
Primal testimonies, preserved in signs, in rituals, in
symbols—transmitted long before words could con-
tain them, when knowledge still burned in images,
when language was not composed of sounds but of
visions. This narrative intertwines ancient traditions
with the speculative dimensions of fantastic literature
in a striking way. The question that runs like a thread
through the novel is as old as humanity itself: Is there
a primordial language, a Lingua Adamica, in which
words did not merely convey meaning, but brought
reality into being? And if so—could it ever be redis-
covered? The Seventh Chamber is an inquiry into this
idea. It invites the reader on a journey that oscillates
between science and myth, philosophy and poet-
ry—a search that, for a fleeting moment, allows one
to sense that behind words lies something more than
mere letters, that every story is an echo of something
we once understood but were made to forget. That
language is not merely a tool, but a key—one that
unlocks doors we never knew existed.
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