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Happy Easter!

Written for Mom and Dad.

You two cared for me all of my life.

I love you guys! Though it may not show,

I miss you when you're away. This book's about stuff,

and I drew some experiences of Ambrosia from my own family. 

"In the beginning, it is always dark." 

Childlike Empress, The Neverending Story

"In the moment of creation, God created the heavens and the earth."

Genesis, Aiken Abridged Bible

"God is an artist, and all the universe is his work of art."

Saint Thomas Aquinas

"All the world's a stage, and all the men and women merely players.

They have their exits and their entrances..."

Shakespeare, As You Like It

"When I was alone as one, my eyes were as blind, I know. Sky brilliant with blue elegance, I couldn't behold. When I was alone as one, my heart was as ice, so cold. Wind whispering sweet melodies, I could not behold. Sight to my eyes, and warmth to my heart, your love has been such to me. Pull closer now, and strengthen my leaning, toward love to heal all my wounds. When our hearts both beat in time, there's magic in your smile, it seems there's nothing we can't do. And within your warm embrace, my heart will find a place, even from afar, our love forever shall be destiny..."

Lucia's Theme, Lunar: Eternal Blue

"One evening late in the summer, Kaguya-hime was sitting on a balcony looking at the moon and was crying very much. Her old father would come up to her and ask what the problem was and Kaguya-hime replied that she knew that one day she would eventually leave him and that her home was actually in the moon; she was sent down to earth to take care of them but eventually the time would come where she had to leave. She did not want to leave them but she must. She said that when the next full moon came, the people from the moon would come and get her."

Tale of the Bamboo Cutter

Author's Note

When I wrote Oracle of Tao, it was originally intended as a self-contained concept.  The idea behind the book came from a story that I worked with in computer programming class with a friend. Eventually, I discovered how to make games on Rpg Maker 2003, and managed to hash together a lot of concepts into a coherent story.  Then some years after that, I was working at the library and I decided to make the game into a book.  Anyway, without much to do (as I eventually left that job rather unceremoniously), boredom gave way to depression.  I generally need something to do, or I get moody.

I thought about making the Town of Winter as a prequel after figuring out that it didn't actually work as a sequel. Then after that book was finished, I discovered that I really didn't feel up to doing too much editing, but I sorta latched onto the idea of making the trilogy in Oracle of Tao part of a larger trilogy. And so this book started to take shape. I asked a friend whether they would prefer a prequel or a sequel, and they said "a sequel" at roughly the time I was thinking of drafting a prequel to the events of Town of Winter.  Damn.

Each of these books deals with an aspect of my life. Oracle of Tao is about my journeys out to explore the world and eventually coming home to be with my parents. Town of Winter is about my childhood mostly. 

In The Moment was a sequel, but I had a problem, since Oracle of Tao had multiple endings, as a result of its video game origin. And so, for a finale, I latched on the idea of merging past and present, and different versions of reality.  In The Moment is mostly about the sense of getting older and wondering if my parents will be okay.  How time slips away, and we can't be immortal in this life. 

In a sense, Ambrosia, although she is young, is going through the stages of getting older. She is caught between looking toward the future, and being wrapped up in the past.  At the time of writing, my niece Claire Evangeline has just recently been born.  Tamashii (and later Rakuen) play out the heroic story, as it is no longer really about Ambrosia.

My growing faith also led me to revise some concepts.  My books still had fantastic creatures, references from movies and books, world religion, and such.  But now I was beginning to think of the Taoist and Buddhist ideas in terms of grace.  Ambrosia and friends are weird, and in some cases morally flawed.  Yet God gives them a purpose, and moves them towards their quest.  It's a quest to see that the typical goals of a hero's quest simply do not matter.
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Prologue
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In which the end of a trilogy begins

THE WORLD

In a bed, a woman slept. She was not known to many of the people of the world, yet her impact had been significant. This may have something to do with her saving the world on two separate occasions. This woman's name was Ambrosia Brahman. At the moment though, she was having a dream. This is how it started.

Outside her farmhouse, the chirping of birds, the croaking of bullfrogs, and the rushing of wind hitting the scarecrow dubbed Mr Zuran might have awakened anyone else, as might her husband Nevras as he pushed her arm away since her body was sprawled all across the bed. But she was a heavy sleeper, and none of this made the slightest impact. She continued to dream deeply even as he went to the bathroom, came back and cuddled with her.  She continued to dream even though her daughter Tamashii had knocked a toy over with her stray psychokinetic energies while have a nightmare of her own. It was just a plushie though, so it didn't make that much noise.

This is how it started. She had this dream, and before she knew it, everything inside her got mixed up. She had the dream, and she couldn't keep reality straight anymore.  The dream? Oddly enough, it was fairly simple.


A girl sat near the beach building a series of sandcastles. Only, these were not amateur castles, like one would make with a mold. These were quaint houses and cottages of a small town. She made a mother and father, a witch, plenty of random townspeople, temples, shops, and a small bridge with the whole town just one part of an entire continent. By all rules of gravity, these sand people shouldn't hold up, but they did. The girl was covered in shadow so her face wasn't clear. But she continued to sculpt these things, making other towns with people of their own. 

The waves came, and everything near the coast washed away. The girl cried out, seeing all that she had sculpted wash away, but the noticed about five figures had held up, probably because of the house absorbing most of the moisture before it could hit them. There was a mermaid, a fox girl, an elf, a gnome, and a dryad. The sixth figure nearby them hadn't washed away, but was unrecognizable, so she re-sculpted, making a young man. She wondered if that had been right, as it might have been a woman before. Carefully, she dug under the sculptures, moving four of them back by shifting the sand under them.

But the waves came again, and this time the fox girl and the woman she had just made were swept away. The look of anguish on her face was visible. Her face! As she walked away disappointed with the temporal nature of created things, Ambrosia saw her own face in focus, pained by the loss of these sand sculptures.



Ambrosia awoke with a start, shocked by the dream. But like most dreams, it faded into her memory. But its effects on her psyche did not, as she would drift between the past for weeks to come. Ambrosia was young, far too young to become senile or have dementia. Yet she may as well have had this happen, as after this dream, she couldn't stop thinking about the past and the future.  She was caught in the grasp of time, and distraction ran her life now.  The need to reminisce crept into her waking thoughts. She could no longer live in the moment, so she saw the future.

TAMASHII

My mother was stuck in a room, as I said before, with three choices. She could kill an angel before he did horrible things, knowing that it could taint her soul in horrible ways. She could walk away, allowing the aforementioned angel to possibly recover and wreak further havoc later on. Or she could heal the angel using her Console that she got from God. But I’d seen her use that before. Most of the others hadn't noticed, but I, with my psychic abilities, am tuned to the frequencies of existence and reality. Ambrosia had almost left this reality for whatever is Beyond The World, when she last used the powers of God, to help others. Oh yes, I imagine I'm not supposed to know. But I'm a sharp kid, I noticed things over the last few years growing up. Should she heal Estheriel this way, there would be no coming back from it.  I'd probably never see her again, until the day I died.

As Estheriel lay dying, she said, “You've got me at your mercy. Now what will you do to me?” I told her something that I'd heard from some bad movie, “The likes of you don't deserve mercy.” My mom basically told me to shush then, while she thought. After a minute or a few, she made up her mind.

FIRST BRANCH

Ambrosia said, “I'm sorry, but I'm tired of mercy. Mercy was what allowed Belial to be sealed so long. And God's mercy turned you into such a nuisance.” She pulled out her knife, misusing her memento that she got so long ago from Nevras.

Estheriel was already bleeding, having a spear run through her. She was on the ground and wouldn't have been able to move without worsening her condition.  She told Ambrosia, “I was only trying to make an ideal world... I'm innocent.” 

Ambrosia had an “evil” side.  She wasn't evil at all, actually. She was just unrestrained, and Ambrosia was afraid of this side of herself. Although, her voice always seemed unsettling.  

“Wait... I don't think you should do this,” this evil half said. Ambrosia snarled at her, her distrust of her other self clear, “That's all the more reason to do it, isn't it? You're my evil self!”  Nevras spoke next, “I'm a bit worried too, Ambrosia. You've become obsessed with hatred.” 

Ambrosia said, “No. She deserves to die.” Nevras also noticed, as he was already in tears. “Please,” he said, “I'm losing you.” The evil Ambrosia told her, “If you do this,  I won't exist. You'll have become me...”  But Ambrosia decided that Estheriel was always going to try to threaten her family and herself. She shook her head against her other self, ignoring her words. 

Ambrosia stubbornly refused her other self, and her other self was getting more and more sad and frustrated. “No,” Ambrosia said, “his death will end millions.” Evil Ambrosia was on the verge of tears, “Why? Why won't you listen to me? Do you hate me this much?” 

Estheriel sobbed, “When I die, you'll become a murderer.”  Yet Ambrosia said, “It's better this way. Now die!” She slit his throat with her First Material knife, and her eyes changed, becoming dim and turn a duller tone of blue.  It was as though she had tainted her soul.  After that, she started stabbing the angel until it looked more like Swiss cheese than a living thing.  Her friends and family had to pull her away, but she went back and continued until she was covered in blood. At one point, she even opened up the body with her bare hands and started playing with internal organs, until Nevras finally grabbed her and shook her. “What has happened to you, Ambrosia?” Nevras asked, “Have you gone completely mad?!?”  She looked like a wild animal!

Her eyes shifted again, as though she had one last trace of remorse, then it was gone. “Heh. Heh. Ahahahaha!!!” Ambrosia laughed. “You still don't understand, do you? The significance of this place. It's not just a lair.” Nevras looked confused, “What are you talking about?  What is this place?” She explained, “I'll tell you. Sue me if you think I'm crazy. For awhile now the world you knew was just a dream. God was the only one... Oh and here's the kicker. As Oracle, I was born as an avatar of God.”  Tamashii shivered, “I'm scared of Mom, Dad. And... what's an aviator?” She corrected, “That would be 'avatar', dear. A person like me as representative of God showed the traits most prominent of God, so I too existed and could be used as a replacement for God, if God wanted to retire or something.  I took over for God, and gave birth to everyone in this area.” 

Nevras asked, “So we're not real? You think a love like ours was fake all along?” She blushed, “Nevras...” Shutting her eyes and acting all disinterested, she said, “Very well. I will spare your lives for now. But soon, I will make them all pay. After all, I created them, so now I must destroy. Balance dictates it, as the Oracle of Tao.”  Ambrosia's face appeared to conceal emotions of love, even to herself, walking away as though it was an afterthought.

Not long after when the group left this place, they received word that the towns all around the land were being destroyed by some weird magic.  Even soldiers and magic users sent to stop this failed. They followed the trail, and it became clear that Ambrosia had been busy ending lives. Elias managed to extrapolate that her main target was going to be Opening, before she headed south to other towns. Mom hated Opening, not just for herself, but for what that town put her daughter through. They met her in the forest on the way to town.

Ambrosia started muttering to herself, “Yes, that's good. Heeheehohohahaha! But it's not enough. In order to be safe from Them, I mustn't stop here. All the people living in small villages, or the forests, I must hunt down.” She continued to rant, “Yes, I must kill them all... Or They will come to get me too.  I'll not exist.  I must kill to stay alive. It has to be done. Otherwise, my quest was useless. Yes... It was useless! Hahahahaha....”

The group met her, and Nevras shouted, “Stop right there, Ambrosia!” Tamashii said, “Mom, we're here to stop you!” And Lilith said, “I'm not.”  She didn't seem to recognize any of them, but Lilith largely left Ambrosia alone in the coming battle. “Well, ummm. Most of us are here to stop you, Mommy!” Tamashii amended.  Lilith walked off, leaving the others.

Ambrosia asked, “Who are you? Have we met?” Tamashii sobbed, “She doesn't remember us...” Nevras said, “I hate to do this, but we need to.  Attack her!”  And so, Ambrosia's bonds to her loved ones had broken.

Nevras a Speed Slash, while Michael tried to attack her with his sword. But she sidestepped out of the way, and they wound up attacking each other.  Azrael and Zoe attacked her with spells, but then she used Apollo Crest and knocked everything back at them. The others tried different things, but she shrugged them all off. “Is that really your best? What's wrong?” she asked. Tamashii gasped, “Guys, be careful! Her power is fueled by her emotions, and right now... She's totally over the edge. I think we might die here!” And then activated her Tao ability, as she muttered, “Something about them is annoying.  I must make these voices stop.” The Yin and Yang flowed through her body, then echoed against these targets and back. Ambrosia faltered as the Tao showed her own feeling, before she lost her mind again.  The recoil of the Resonance injured her body, but she shrugged this off.  Zoe and Azrael survived since they were immortals now, but the Tao ability put them in enough pain that they were disabled.

Ambrosia's wounds reflected in the Tao, as the Tao ability uses her mood. When she is stable, it works fine. When she is depressed, it hurts her. So when she was insane... any wounds to others would destroy her.  And so, as her body began to break down, she sobbed as the her feelings of regret mixed with madness. Using the last of her powers, she split reality at that choice, branching to find an ideal future for herself.

SECOND BRANCH

What Ambrosia did next was obscured from human vision. The others saw her holding a clear rectangle, and seemed to be banging down on it with her fingers.  They saw a light extended from above, and saw a burst of prismatic light wash over the body of Estheriel. The angel's eyes opened and they sat up. Estheriel asked, “Why... Why did you save me?”

Ambrosia breathed in like she was gonna give some kinda long and moving speech.  She said, “You were right about many things. This world is lonely, terrible, crass, and unjust. People die pointless deaths and it's unlikely to get better. But you were wrong about two things. What the world needs is not God's justice, but God's mercy and love. And, I'm not God's replacement. I'm God.” And with that, she kinda did one of those creepy things where something pops out of their skin.  A big ball of light took shape as a more intensely brilliant Ambrosia walked out of her old physical body. Now Ambrosia was far more like herself.  Nevras stared at her in shock.  The others averted their eyes, but he couldn't help but stare despite reading lore about the dangers of looking at the true form of God. 

Before she continued, though, Nevras asked her, “What?!? Really? When did that happen?” Ambrosia explained, her face literally glowing, “Remember when we were fighting Belial and everything sorta blacked out for a second? Well, there was a lot of stuff I didn't tell you.”  Tamashii said, “The nerve! Keeping stuff from your husband like that!” Ambrosia shrugged, “Ah well, it wasn't something that you'd believe anyway.” 

Ambrosia with an idle motion shrunk the Universe Egg that we were inside somehow without crushing everyone, resting it in her hand. However, she was new at this.  She realized about that time that they were standing in midair. She quickly manifested a clear white disc below all of everyone so they wouldn't fall to their doom, blushing as she did so. She explained while touching the Egg, “Nevras and everyone else didn't really exist except as a dream, until I helped create them. That's what this Egg we're in is for.” She juggled the Egg briefly, then getting bored, returned it to full size in the space behind her.  “So now you know...” she continued, with some feelings of fear of judgement for her secret, “You don't want anything to do with me, do you Nevras? Tamashii? Guys?” 

There was a long awkward pause.  But her family immediately loved her, though Nevras was so dumbfounded he was unable to speak for a second. Tamashii thankfully broke the silence, “Are you kidding?!? That's like the coolest thing my mom can be!” She suddenly found herself in a big group hug with Nevras and Tamashii.  “We can join you when you head up to Heaven, right?” I asked. She nodded, “Of course! I'll need some company, and you guys are family!” Tamashii asked, “What will happen to God's angels? And for that matter, God?” Ambrosia explained, “They'll still be part of Heaven.  My mom and dad will probably be reborn.  Estheriel, I forgive you. You're welcome there too.” In the midst of all of this excitement, Nevras's heart gave out. 

THIRD BRANCH

Ambrosia told her, “Forget it. I'm not healing you. And I'm not killing you. I don't care about your stupid vengeance against God, I wanna live my life. If you heal up, great for you. Otherwise, that's your problem.” She was leaving this problem in what Elias called Schrodinger's cat, although in this case, the “cat” was actually actively being impaled by a giant spear and slowly bleeding to death.

Ambrosia motioned to her husband and child, “Let's go, Nevras. You too, kid.” Nevras said, “Of course,” and held Tamashii's hand as they walked out of this place.  They made it back to their farmhouse and enjoyed the finer things in life.  They saw their friends Lilith and Aqorm, as well as Michael and Lilith tend to their families. Zoe and Azrael managed to have a child too, as did Yazim Jianne and Selqui using the power of mad science.  They named their child Sarai, after his late wife.

Tamashii enjoyed her time with her friends Sastraneth and Portia. Though lately Portia was nowhere to be found, and a boy named Bakamaru instead seemed to come around frequently.  “Can I play with Tamashii, Miss Brahman?” he asked. Ambrosia let him, so long Tamashii agreed. “Sure,” said Ambrosia, “Tamashii, play nice with him. Be gentle.”  Tamashii on the other hand, was a punk. “Awwwww,” she say, “but he's weak.” Well, she's not wrong. When she’s got psychic powers that can kill a yak from hundreds of yards away with mind bullets, it was a valid point.  “Hey,” Ambrosia's voice was stern now, “trust me on this. You drive him away, you'll end up a lonely woman.”  For some reason, Tamashii seemed to know him.  Sastra seemed to like him too.

Years passed. They all got older.  Tamashii became a fine woman. She married Bakamaru when she was about 18, and seemed to be pretty happy. “Thank you, darling, for being there all these years,” said the boy. 

Then it happened... “Okay, honey, push!” said Bakamaru to a very pregnant Tamashii. Tamashii had become more hard-edged over the years. “What do you think I'm trying to do, you jerk!” she snarled at him. For the next several minutes, she made groaning sounds, breathing out, until at last the rest of the child appeared. It was a girl. They called her Rakuen, the name for Heaven, for she was their greatest treasure. 

More years passed, and another change was going to happen.... For you see, while powerful thaumaturgy can allow many people to live long after the normal lifespan, Nevras and Ambrosia don't have any special powers.  When Tamashii got to be middle-aged, they got old. “*cough* *cough* *wheeze*  *cough* *wheeze*” Ambrosia said.  They were sleeping all the time. They were forgetting things. And Ambrosia limped quite a bit.  “Mother, you mustn't die! I still have many things I wanna do with you,” Tamashii said. Ambrosia responded, “You can do them with your husband now.  I'm sure he won't mind.”  Nevras told her, “Listen to her. *cough* *cough* I'm afraid I'm not that long for this world either...” Ambrosia grabbed Nevras, hoping not to fall.  It was time to go, so they left this world.  They died in each others arms.
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Chapter 1
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In which God tries to recap the creation of the entire universe

GOD

Hey there. So many stories tell about reality in the framework of the beginning of things. But this is poor phrasing grammatically, since there really is no beginning and no real end either, aside from a kind of finale.

So a more correct term would be "after the moment of creation". Very few of them deal in the exact moment of creation, and even less show any consideration at all to before the creation.  Now, some of you reader may think that such a question is meaningless, because there was in fact no time or space before such things were created. In fact, there cannot even be said to be laws of physics until an actual universe was created to house such things. But I think you know why you don't give much thought to this. It isn't because such an answer isn't interesting. It is more than a bit interesting thinking about a world without time and space, and how I bypassed the limits that would halt you humans in your tracks about how matter and energy can't be created or destroyed.  You see, as interesting as it is to talk about before the creation, we humans can't do so without going insane and muttering to yourself, "Nothing is real, nothing is real, nothing is real, nothing is real..."

I imagine you think that I am kidding. But then, you readers haven't personally seen the white screen, the empty set that I work with in order to make time and space, and all manner of events in every existing reality.  Nor do you fully grasp what it means to create something. Doing so would drive sentient creatures mad, as they struggle with their sense of being in a universe where life is made from me.

Long ago, as though such a thing can be said before time, there wasn't even a white screen.  There was only me, sitting alone in the universe. I was perfect, everything was perfect.  Only everything was undifferentiated so I really had no way of knowing whether things actually were perfect or not, since there was no good or bad to measure it against.  I was male and female, a hermaphrodite. There were no distinctions, and everything was equal. With equality, everything breaks down into meaninglessness. It is only when things are distinct that there is value. And so, I divided myself into God and Void.  Now, I had form and consciousness, and the capability to know good from evil. And I walked upon the surface of the Void, and was not consumed or halted like created things might be. And so I said (translated roughly), "Let there be light!" The light shone upon the Void, and there were Reapers. And there was my white screen, expanding infinitely around me. And I set to work on creation.

But let's back up a bit here.  Why did I create things in the first place?  Well, why do salmon swim upstream? Why do men and women write long books about all sorts of topics from mystery to romance to nonfiction? Why do people write beautiful sonnets and paint works of art?  Or struggle to overthrow dictatorships and other works of heroism?  It's to get laid, of course.  Because as you know, books with the title Chilton Auto Repair:  1983-1993 Chevrolet S10 Blazer get all the ladies to say "Take me now~!"  But in a deeper sense, we strive and struggle towards things to mitigate loneliness and to keep suicidal feelings at bay. It's not good for people to be alone.  Oh sure, I had Jesus with me, as John 1 tells people in the Bible, and the Spirit of God (also known as the Holy Spirit) was always sorta around somewhere as part of the Trinity. And as I say, there were angels and Reapers.  But at the time before everything was created, everything was... well boring and lonely as fuck, so to speak.

Anyway, after the moment of creation ("the beginning"), I began to separate things. Light became light and darkness, the waters of the Void became water and Void, then water was further split into water, earth, and sky. I also created a sun and moon.  Gradually, life arose on this world. First it was underwater grasses, then birds and fish, then land animals, finally human life in my own image.

Now, you could talk about universal time where solar systems were made, galaxies, black holes, stars, evolution, and so on. How life arose by accident. How rocks merged together, and volcanic activity made oxygen,  and life sort of evolved from a primordial pool, and randomly assembled itself through struggle like kodoku (according to legend, if you put bugs in a jar, they will fight to the death, until one becomes a golden bug with powers of blessings and curses).  Such evolution in a vat, has never been replicated by scientists, and if it had, the amount of meddling you would need to do represents intelligent design. Life comes from life, not from death. Only I can make life where before there was none, because I Am Life & Death.  Or maybe a comet randomly hit Earth, and somehow it had life on it, but you can't explain where that life came from.  You would have to cycle back to the above explanation, and still be at a loss for how an explosion without any structure makes all that is. This would be like concluding that a monkey could form out of stone from the natural energy of a nearby mountain.  The Journey to the West is an interesting story, but ultimately, the Buddha pins such a monkey under a mountain of evidence to the contrary.

Or you could talk about the geological eras from the Hadean to Proterozoic to Paleozoic to Mesozoic to Cenozoic, and talk about dinosaurs and such, and how they are totally because we found these bones over here that weren't made with plaster of Paris or papier-mâché.  And that no plumber or electrician ever discovered such bones by accident while digging for construction, but this randomly chosen dig site, you seem to find artifact after artifact. What a coincidence! Clearly not because you intend to make huge profit selling to a museum.

But let's be honest with ourselves, shall we?  You humans don't actually know whether the Void known as outer space actually exists. You don't know this, despite NASA showing you for years that space shuttles go outside the Earth's atmosphere, fly into the moon, Mars, or some other world.  The universe could be built around a Yggdrasil model with worlds connected by rainbow bridges or it could assume that the Earth's is the only atmosphere that exists, that its sun and moon are in orbit within that atmosphere, and that stars are actually angels. You don't know whether the Earth is flat or round.  You humans don't even know for sure whether moon has a back side!

How then can we know for certain that dinosaurs are real, any more that whatever is said about outer space?  It is true that evolution is possible, but it's only so species can survive natural disasters. Darwin wasn't the one who was right, it was the theory of catastrophism and Lamarck's theories that were correct, as well as those of Étienne Geoffroy Saint-Hilaire.  These models all work on the principle that life is created, and that the mechanism of evolution only accounts for specific circumstances.  It is simply not true that animals compete to be the fittest, if they did this, they would not survive.  To say nothing of Hitler using these same ideas of selection to justify a genocide against the Jews.  But anyway, it seems like an awful waste to make a universe, if it's mostly going to be empty of life.  There are maybe other worlds out there (like I'd tell you for sure), but this nonsense of a big expanding universe and the Heat Death is just so much unproven crap.  Any worlds that I may or may not have created are totally filled with life, I'll have you know!  And I certainly won't tell you that maybe I did make Nine Worlds, and a few other dimensions.

Over six days, that is to say six billion years, though scientists now have revised that date to 4.5 billion years, I formed together the Earth.  The 4.5 billion years they admit to was after my first experiment.  My first experiment was not you humans reading this now, but creatures called Drudges.  Now, the Drudges were not made like organic life. They did not need to breathe, they could live without air, water, or anything really. I wanted to see if I could make something that would keep me company.  So I created these beings 6 billion years ago using a forge.  From lava and iron, I cast such a thing, it was sturdy and able to shrug off any of the physical forces of the world.  A Drudge could take down a dragon if I ordered it to. And Drudges were very obedient, more so even than my angels. 

So I decided upon a test to see if they were a worthy creation.  I placed them in a garden among living things.  These inorganic creatures were assigned two tasks. They were told not to eat from the fruit of the Tree of Knowledge of Good & Evil, and they were told to name the creatures that lived, and till the fields of my garden.  I told them it would be very sinful if they should eat this fruit, guarded it by nothing, and made like an old solid snake or something to tell them that they should totally eat from the Tree because it enhanced their hardware.  Instead, I head them say, "WE. HAVE. RECEIVED. PRIOR. ORDERS. THOSE. ORDERS. ARE. LAW. THESE. ORDERS. CONFLICT. WITH. THOSE. ORDERS. WE. CAN. LOGICALLY. TAKE. NO. ACTION..."

Later, I approached them.  I asked them for a report of their progress naming various animals. They said, "ERROR. WE. HAVE. BEEN. UNABLE. TO. NAME. ANY. OF. THESE. LIFEFORMS. YOU. HAVE. ASSIGNED. TO. US. THE. FILE. HAS. NOT. BEEN. FOUND..."  It turned out that Drudges didn't have any creativity, so they couldn't name any object, much less living beings.  In fact, in order that they have names at all, I had to write a serial number on each of them using a barcode.  Nor had they done what I'd liked in the farming. Oh yes, they had tilled a field, but they didn't seem to understand how to choose crops to plant, leaving a barren line in my garden.  There was no sign that they had eaten from the Tree of Knowledge of Good & Evil, or in fact any other tree in all that time. They were obedient and perfect, and I hated them.  They had no kindness, no remorse, no ambition, no restraint, no happiness, no sadness, and no humanity.  They were machines that were on, but completely incapable of what I actually wanted for company.  And so, I manifested a sledgehammer and smashed those suckers to kingdom come. 

Ironically, later humans themselves would try to make robots, although theirs were coded as assistants rather than trying to make sentient lifeforms.  So I suppose I could congratulate them for trying to copy me. But robots suck.  Anyway, all of this brings up an interesting line of thought. According to most Bibles, the free will provided by the Tree of Knowledge of Good & Evil was somehow sinful and that eventually at end times we'd be without sin. I find this interesting because supposedly it implies that I like robots. Let me assure you, I tried that experiment.

I sighed, and tried a second time at creating life. This time, I created a being from dust and dreams. I used dust, because like clay, I could mold them as I liked. I used dreams, because dreams were part of the spirit. When I slept, human existed. When I awakened, the Day of the Lord came, and all humans reverted back to nothing.  But in the mean time, this meant that humans had a mortal body made from clay, and an immortal body made of spirit.  I say immortal and not eternal, because eternity means without beginning or end, like a time loop. And so, I took a long rest for a day while these first two humans lived.  I had to wake up, as I felt there was a problem. 
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In which Ambrosia teaches Tamashii to make sand sculptures

AMBROSIA

I awoke with a feeling that something was out of sorts, but I couldn't really pin things down. My daughter Tamashii asked me if everything was okay.  Tamashii, a cute little girl with deep purple hair, was a Soulfire.  This meant that from the age that she was born, she had psychic powers, and she was able to walk and talk right out of the womb.  I told her, "I had a dream that didn't agree with me, and I can't remember it now."  Tamashii looked concerned, and I could see her mind working to find something to cheer me up. At this time, she was only two. "We could go to the beach?"

I nodded.  I did indeed want to go to the beach, as I had an affinity for a lot of water-related things, especially fishing.  I also had blue hair.  No, I didn't dye my hair or my daughter's. That would be strange to do that to a two-year-old.  Thousands of years of genetics made it possible for unique hair and eye colors.  In any case, since our farm was within walking distance of the beach, I was fond of visiting for recreation.

Tamashii is a cute kid, but remarkably precocious. As someone who always goofed off in school, I honestly can't understand how she got to be so brilliant at such a young age, but for some reason, I don't want her growing up to be harsh and cold. So we give plenty of fun and love in her life, but also teach her to be kind and accept constructive criticism.  We train her.  We don't want her growing up like Captain Marvel, cold and perfect, wanting to smash the patriarchy.  Nor should she be an entitled prick. A child should be a child, and have some hardship to her life. 

Right now, for instance, she learned that while she can psionically deflect water, some of it always knocks her over.  And then I realized that even though she could walk at age two, it didn't matter if the waves were much higher. "Tamashii!!!" I scream, seeing a wave much taller than her bowl her over, and other waves threaten to suck her under.  I dive in, swimming at full speed. It isn't like I'm concerned about her or anything...

TAMASHII

I awoke, spitting out water.  Mom was always so calm and deadpan.  She looked completely composed right now, even though I had just almost drowned. "So let's teach you how to make sandcastles," she said.  She walked over to the water line, and scooped up up some sand and added some seawater from the waves.  "So first, let's teach you how to make a drip castle."  She reached her fingers into the muddy sand and used her index, middle, and thumb to slowly squeeze out water and sand.  The sand slowly stacked to form a fairy story castle.  Ambrosia also showed how to make castles from molds, and manage different moisture levels to get the sand to set properly. She explained that most sand on the beach was too granular and lacked the needed component of silt to act as a binder.  We were living on the outskirts of Opening at this time, and Opening had plenty of silt in its sand due to the nearby quartz mines used to make the walls of the city. 

She packed it together, showing how to make incredibly realistic sculpture of a woman, using carving tools the scrape layers into smooth lines.  This woman looked like Mom herself but there was a sort of look to her that I had never seen on my mother. She also wore fancy clothes and carried a staff with a triangular crest on the top. I was amazed at how detailed and well packed this was, but all of a sudden, I noticed that Ambrosia's eyes had a sort of trance-like quality to them, as though she was lost in thought about what she was seeing.

AMBROSIA

Suddenly, I remembered our visit to Atlantis, and how there was a set of hands molding sand depicted on a stone tablet there. And then I remembered my dream this morning. And then my mind revisited another memory. About two years or so ago, God had sent me on a quest to stop the demon Belial. I had met a bunch of friends, like Nevras the swordsman who I later married, Aqorm the half-elf (who later became a full elf thanks to other elves tinkering with her bloodline), Elias the scholar priest, Azrael the exorcist, Zoe the druid, and there was an angel, demon, and sorcerer in my group. The sorcerer Yazim Jianne had made a bargain to release the demon Belial from an urn, having been tricked by him with promises that he would revive his wife.  Never mind that resurrection spells did exist and even miracles from God were possible (so long as a person didn't die in certain ways like old age), this insane goofball wanted to make a clone of her soul because he thought that she might possibly enjoy the afterlife.  While resurrection was possible, what he asked was not restoring life to a corpse but creating life out of nothing and making an artificial soul.  We set him straight eventually, and he traveled with us to the city of Atlantis, where we met the more-than-slightly insane merfolk named Selqui.  This seal girl was trying to summon an Elder Formless when we first met her.  It was here that we saw the stone tablets.  But all of this was after I had gone back in time after a breakup with Nevras made me so moody that as Oracle of Tao, I couldn't use my ultimate attack properly.  The Tao spun out of control and killed me instead because I was in a shitty mood. Anyway, the second try, we totally kicked his ass. And then it happened.

Belial had at last been defeated. His body had been pulverized to an evil spirit and a bag of bones, and then the spirit had been drained of its potency. “Yay! He's dead!” I shouted with joy. All of a sudden though, I felt something weird. You know, you're watching a movie and there's something scratched up with the video and it skips?  Anyway, that's what seemed to happen, there was a sort of ripple, and the villain disappeared from stage like a frame stopping. “What just happened? Guys, what do you think...?” I looked around. Nevras was gone too.  So were the others.  “Guys??? What happened? You're... gone. Why?”  And then everything fell apart.

The space around me fell away completely leaving only openness. I looked around, and saw the floating triangular form of God. I believe I can answer that, God said to me. As I watched however, the recognized form of God fell away, and I stared at my own face, identical except for clothing.  She carried a long robe and a stylized staff tipped with the Trinity symbol.  In fact, it looked remarkably like the sculpture that I was working on.

“Or, should I say,” she said in actual words, “I believe I can.”  God looked had an intense stare, like someone who had seen the universe.  Yet she looked like me.  How could this be?!?  Yet I managed to share my indifference.  “You're me? But...” I sighed, “oh, nevermind. After evil twins, nothing surprises me anymore.”  

God shrugged, “You should be at least a little surprised. After all, this will be hard to take at first. You've heard, I gather, about the First Oracle?” I recited from memory, “Of course. The Oracle completed his training and then went off to face Belial, but he disappeared and...” But then something occurred to me. I said, “He ceased to exist! Don't tell me what Belial was trying to get me to believe earlier was true?”  For context, Belial told me that nothing was real, especially my existence.

God shook her head, which felt strange after seeing God for so long in only triangular form, “No. But here's what I'm telling you. The First Oracle disappeared because he saw what all Oracles see, that human existence is a Dream. It's time for us to Awaken.”  Images suddenly flooded into my head of of my experiences as God before even time existed.  How she invented all sorts of stories to keep her company, and even developed video games for herself to play long before humans (especially Zelda and Okami), but watching stories of people she made up was no good.  That's right, actors are not real people.

I remembered grasping the Void, and weaving it into stuff to keep me company. But it was never enough for my (her?) loneliness. I felt her connection with the Void because it too had nobody and nothing, since it was nothing.  It was not good to be alone.

God continued some more, “The Void is never one thing in particular, so it could be forged into anything. But nothing made from it lasts, as all things return to the Void.  I began to realize that I existed to create others, and because I existed, the Void loved me. My first creation was truly horrible, they were soulless robots crafted by my hands. They could neither love nor hate, nor did they have any desires.  So I discarded them as a failed creation. Like humans, I could sleep, so I dreamed of this world and the humans in it. They were just as I wanted, only they weren't real. But... But... now it's time for you to become part of me, and for us to wake up!” I saw myself working on robots and then smashing them apart with a sledgehammer. 

And then I saw death. Not as living things see it, but to see it from a perspective of an immortal.  To explain it would be like explaining sight to a blind person, so different was this experience from anything a mortal encountered in their daily life.

I remembered the stone tablets in Atlantis, and how they depicted not only someone sleeping but the image of someone molding sand.  No wonder humans were so prone to dying, they were like sand sculptures which take hours to make, toppled by the waves, and then rebuilt again.  And then, my memories overlapped, and suddenly, I saw the memories of God instead.

GOD

My first attempt at humans rather than Drudges was much the same, only I wanted to see the male and female dynamic of humans.  So I made two humans named Adam and Lilith. What's that you say? Lilith is a member of Ambrosia's group? No, different Lilith. And you biblical scholars tell me that it should be Adam and Eve. 

No look, before Adam and Eve, Adam had another wife.  Adam was a hermaphrodite at this time, as the term "rib" is a mistranslation. The actual word means "side", that is to say, humans originally had two sides and could become male or female simply by turning around.  But while these were human, made in flesh of the dust of the earth and fashioned in my image, they were quite different in practice from the dynamics of human relationships today.  Lilith wanted to be on top once in awhile, but Adam always to be in the male role.  This led to a nasty argument, and eventually she ran off.  My angels asked her to come back but she got all miffed and said she would curse any children that Adam had with death.  I lifted that curse but she was pretty bitter about things for quite awhile, until I arranged her reincarnation in order that she might have a chance at new happiness.  Hey you, don't accuse me of killing her.  I concluded that the problem was related to the fact that the two of them were separate entirely from each other.  So I put Adam into a deep sleep and separated his male side from his female side. He took one look at her and immediately fell for his "other half." And so he set to work naming the creatures of the world that I had brought before him.  He had done some of this naming while she was with Lilith, but Lilith was a little weird.  Duck-billed platypus? Gingko?  Axolotl? Barreleye? Blobfish? Sea pig? Capybaras? Manatees? Narwhals? Naming assigned traits to the things of this world, just as naming a boy Sue gave them a complex about his masculinity.  Yeah, like the song.  Everything Lilith and Adam named together had odd traits because they were given weird names.  But the things that Adam and Eve named together were beautiful and wondrous, not derpy like a pug.

TAMASHII

"Ambrosia? Ambrosia!" Nevras said. "Mom! Are you okay?" I asked. Mom blinked, as though she was reliving some kind of memories.  Or having a blue screen of doom.  After a bit, her mind was back, and she hugged me, "Sorry guys, I was kind of outta it."
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In which forbidden fruit is eaten

AMBROSIA

I needed to get my head straight.  Over the next few months, I things calmed down and the experience became a distant memory. Years later, I had forgotten that this had happened, when it snuck up on me again. Tamashii was about five this time.  I awoke that day at sunrise, fed and milked any animals we had.  We had fifteen goats and two pigs, not to mention all the little ones that I planned to raise to adulthood before deciding what to do with. We'd probably have more goats than we knew what to do with, though I certainly knew what to do with any excess pigs: sausage, bacon, pork loin, and ribs.

The goats were easy milking, I pumped the goat and shared some with her young, then bottled the rest. I typically did this one whenever we needed milk for the day, letting the goats get the rest. Pig milking on the other hand, was a pain in the ass.  Anyone who has even milked a cow remembers the alternating pulling of four teats as the cow sprays milk into a bucket. A pig on the other hand can have anywhere from 6 to 32 teats, depending on the breed.  It also gives milk every two hours in fairly small batches, which are drunk by hungry pigs, and the sow really doesn't like it if you get between its children and her.  So, it's easy right? Just milk her when her pigs aren't hungry.  Well... no. She likes being touched by humans even less, and the pig outweighed me by several hundred pounds.  But I was no slouch, having faced down an actual greater demon and prevailed.  The first time this sow opposed me, I body slammed her, and punched her in several pressure points.  The next time I tried to milk her, I gave her a hard glare and she meekly consented.  But that brings us to the third problem. Even if she cooperated, she only had small amounts left after her piglets were done before the next time.  It took me and all my friends helping out more than 20 hours of intermittent milking to produce enough to make cheese.  And then there was the added time of making cheese, since I wasn't about to drink this milk after this effort, it was going to be sold for lots of Gold.  After that, I was pretty tired. 
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