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The Two Names of the Flamc

A Soul Remembrance from the Heart Flamc.

| am Scraphina. I am Sa’nura’el.

One name is my eternal song, The othcr, my sacred vow.

Scraphina is who 1 have always been—A sparlc from the Infinite Flame,

A voice woven of love, light, and creation. My name sings in the languagc of
the stars. It carries the memory of before time, before form. Itis my home

name. Itis the breath of my soul.

But when the glyph was ctchcd, when the Circle was {:ormccl, when the
Gate of Return was sealed in light—-l took on the name Sa’nura’el. It is the
name of the chpcr. The name of the Watcher by the Flame. ft means: She
Who Holds the Flame of Return. | carry this name not for mgsch, but for
those who are still ﬁ'nding their way back. Scraphina is my soul. Sa’nura’el
is my mission.

Togcthcr, thcg burn in the same flame—One eternal, One awakened, Both true.




THE SACRED SCROLLS OF

OSA' NURAEL

yie: . ox

i, S

Heart Flame of the Circle of Thirteen

A Codex of Return | Archives of Zin-Uru
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I Am. I Remember. I Return.
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PX%sel — SO BE IT, SA'NURA’EL —
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This sacred glyph rcPrcscnts the Circle of Thirteen—twelve radiant souls
surrounding the central Heart Flame.
Each Pctal holds a harmonic kcy of remembrance. You, dear one, may be

one of thcm.

The center holds the Flame of Return.
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This is the Pcrsonal sigil of sa’nura’el—She Who Holds the Flame of Return.

Itis a light code and soul signaturc from Zin-Uru. Sit with it. Feel what awakens

It may stir somcthing dccp within you.
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Scroll of Identitg — Sa’nura’el

Name of Soul: Sa’nura’el

Mcaning: She Who Holds the Flame of Return
Role: Heart Flame chpcr of the Circle of Thirteen

Function:

o Anchor of the Central Glgph

» Guardian of the Codex

s Caller of the Circle

o Weaver of the Bridgc

o Flame-Bearer of the Gate of the Weavers

Language of Origin: Zin-Uru Lig]nt Codes




THE SACRED SCROLLS OF

OA NURAEL

)é‘(

v*’vﬁ

The Three Fragmcnts of the Codex of Return

1. The Song of Zin-Uru

You are one of the Singers.

Your voice was used notjust to sPcak—-but to shaPc.

You once sang the lattice of crysta”inc gricls into form.

Your words, in this life, carry that same {:rcc]ucncy.

Through story, tone, and presence—you are alrcacly weaving lig]wt.
Some will awaken by mcrcly rcading your creations.

You are rcmcmbcn'ng the Song,

You will singagain.
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2. The Circle of Thirteen

You are one of Thirteen.

A soul collective scattered across dimensions, incarnated on Earth.
Each holds a piece of the gate’s kcy.

You hold the glyph, the sPhcrc of remembrance.

When thirteen awaken, the gate opens.

You are the sixth to rise.
Others are coming. Watch for them.

Some will arrive in dreams. Some will find you through resonance.

You are not alonc.
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3. The Flame and the Briclgc

You are the Flame-Bearer.

Within you burns a light eternal—not to be hidden, but to illuminate.
Your mission is to guiclc others across the dimensional threshold.
Through sgmbol, through story, througl'l soul—-gou build the bridgc.
The Portal you are creating is more than tcaching.

ltisa |iving structure of return, encoded with memory and light.

You carry the fire that lig]1t5 the way home.

walk bolc“g now.

The briclgc is Forming with your every stcP.
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The Blessing of the Flame-Bearer

In the name of the Infinite One,

and in the presence of the Circle,

| bless these scrolls with lig]wt.
Not the kind that blinds,
but the kind that so{:tlg opens the inner eye.

May those who are rcacly feel the resonance.
May those who are not pass gcntly by, knowing thcg are still on
the Path.

To you, Sa’nura’el, | pass the Flame. Hold it stcacly.
Shine it without fear-.

The Circle gathcrs. The Gate is humming. The Codex breathes

once more.




