

    
        
          The Creator's Tears: A Mysterious Journey of Remembering for Sara and Arian

        

        
        
          Obtura Botunel

        

        
          Published by Obtura Botunel, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE CREATOR'S TEARS: A MYSTERIOUS JOURNEY OF REMEMBERING FOR SARA AND ARIAN

    

    
      First edition. August 15, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Obtura Botunel.

    

    
    
      Written by Obtura Botunel.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


The Creator's Tears: A Mysterious Journey of Remembering for Sara and Arian

 

Some questions are asked not with words, but with the soul... And sometimes a single glance can shatter a silence as deep as the universe itself. This book approaches the secret of creation not only as a beginning but as a journey for the creator as well. Here, not only humans are tested, but creators themselves are tried, learn, and transform. Sara and Arian set out on a path without remembering who they were... Yet, with every step, there was a call in their souls: to remember what has been forgotten, to feel the light even in the dark, and to be reborn through love. The Creator's Tears is more than just a mystical novel about existence, separation, transformation, and evolution; it is a mirror held up to your own soul, a profound question directed at your own creative power. "A true creator doesn't give direction... they simply become the light." In this book, you will hear the reflection of that light.

 

Author Biography

 

Obtura Botunel is a writer who questions the meaning of existence and explores the relationship between humanity and the creator. They prefer not to share their identity or location, believing that a person is neither the owner nor the slave of the land they are born on. A person is not obligated to belong anywhere; while their body may be of the world, their soul is free and knows no bounds.

Botunel's writing is not about providing definitive answers but rather is woven with philosophical inquiries that invite the reader on their own inner journey. The Creator's Tears is the author's first book, a synthesis of intellectual notes and spiritual quests accumulated over many years.

 

Book Title: The Creator's Tears

 

Subtitle: A Mysterious Journey of Remembering for Sara and Arian

 

Dedication: To all questioning and seeking souls...

 

Epigraph: "The path is not only for humanity, but for the creator as well. One who does not seek their own soul cannot find their creator."

 

 

Foreword

 

Sometimes we ask ourselves: Why are we here? Why is life so heavy, so unknown?

Some of us are born with light, while others open their eyes in the heart of darkness. Life sometimes passes us by, and other times it penetrates our very depths, tearing us from where we are and scattering us.

Perhaps we are just nothing. Or perhaps we are an indispensable part of a great cycle, a system whose name we do not know. Maybe we are as simple as returning to the earth, or as profound as searching for our soul within a stone...

This book was not written to provide answers. Because some questions have no answers. Perhaps there is no need for an answer. The answer lies in the deepest part of our soul.

This book was written to remind us that creation is not a one-way street but a mutual journey. Humans are not only the learners but also the teachers, the transformers, and the mirrors held up to the creator. Sometimes, asking questions, searching, and making mistakes are all that is needed for the evolution of a soul.

This story tells how not only humans but also creators grow through mistakes and find healing through love and understanding.

I believe that on every page, you will see a little of yourself, a little of what you've lost, and a little of the parts of you that you have yet to find.

Now, we leave you with two names: Oriven and Velthar. Who are they? Just names, or a forgotten part of you? They are not from the world you know... but their traces exist within you. Perhaps they are hidden within something you've long forgotten. Following their path might just be a way to remember your own.

It's as if something has been forgotten... and it's waiting for you within these pages.

Perhaps you, too, have come across their traces on your own journey. Following their trail might just be a way to remember your own path. It's as if something within you has gone silent, something has been forgotten... and it is waiting for you in these pages.

 

 

 The Birth of the Soul

 

Within these possibilities, a question was hidden: "Why do I exist?" The question itself changed the rhythm of movement. It was as if a feeling, a light, was born within everything: the need to know oneself, to see oneself, and to create something else with oneself. The Great Creator was now ready to divide a part of themselves. A single drop... That drop was born from within the silence. There was no scream, no sound. Only an internal call: fearless and without reason. This drop transformed into the first soul. It was a part separated from its own existence. But separation was not an absence. On the contrary, it was a beginning. It was created to observe itself from a distance. And then, another drop... and another... and thousands more... Souls began to be born. Each was a different vibration, a different perspective, a different path. But they were all reflections of a single drop: one that came from the Great Gaze. They knew nothing. They had no memory. They simply existed: pure, silent, and waiting. Some were brighter, others shadowy. But all of them had a need: to grow, to experience, and to remember.

 

 

 Chapter 1 - Before the Silence

 

In the initial void, there was neither light nor darkness. There was only... a gaze. This gaze watched what existed in a place where time and space had not yet been born. It was silent. But it knew. It felt. It had no name, for to give it a name would be to limit it. It was both the beginning and the end of eternity. The one who sees everything, knows everything, is all-powerful, but never intervenes: The Supreme Being.

Its eyes were closed. But a moment came... And a tear flowed from its eyes. It was not known why it wept. It simply... wept. This tear was the heaviest price of freedom and of giving love. It was a secret suspended between the future and the past. One day, in the depths of its gaze, the first spark was born. This was a feeling: a desire to create.

It did not suppress this feeling. It gave it a way. And that spark took a piece of itself. This piece would grow, take shape, be tested, and fall over time. But each time, it would rise again. Because within this spark was both an essence from the creator and the seeds of pain.

This is how it began. It was the seed of a thought watered by the creator's tear. And when that tear fell to the ground, the infinite universes fell silent. Because in that moment, for the first time, a creator tore a soul from within themselves and sent it away. This was the most difficult form of creation. For to create something was to accept the possibility of losing it.

From this feeling, the first creator was born: Oriven. The new creator lived in a beautiful, mysterious land at the edge of the cosmos. It was surrounded by flying creatures, flowing skies, and flowers that breathed with light. But there was a void within it: it wanted to prove itself. It carried a power within itself. But it was not whole. Because it was a spark from the soul of the Supreme Being.

It felt. It acted and for the first time... it created. In its infinite light, Oriven separated a piece from the deepest layers of its soul. This piece was transparent, bright, and pure: a beginning born from life itself. Oriven looked at it with love. In its eyes, pride and longing were intertwined. To create this piece was both a birth and a pain for Oriven.

"Your name is Sara," it said. "A part of my soul, the light of life..."

Sara slowly began to glow, to breathe, and was ready to be born. But her soul was as pure as an infant and as deep as a sage. Oriven saw itself in Sara's eyes. Every time Sara suffered, Oriven would fall silent, and a tremor would occur in its soul, which deepened like a lake. This tremor would one day... turn into a tear. But not yet...

Sara was not alone. Because another creator had also been born from that gaze: its name was Velthar. Velthar, too, in order to evolve, to know and make itself known, had given a piece of its own soul to a human: Arian. Arian was strong. He was luminous but incomplete. Because Velthar was still a young and immature creator: it had not yet learned anything and did not know itself. It had ego, it was ambitious. It was not yet in complete harmony with the Supreme Being. One day, the souls created by Oriven and Velthar (Sara and Arian) would meet in the world. This encounter would change the system and cause the creators to question their own souls.

Because... everything begins with a tear.

 

 

 Chapter 2 - The First Separation

 

The piece of light (Sara) created by Oriven's hands was now ready. But for every light to become reality, it had to undergo a trial. Sara's task was not only to carry beauty. She also had to recognize the darkness hidden in the depths of her own soul, pass through it, and give birth to her light from that very place. Oriven watched her: silently. It wanted to tell her everything but didn't know where to start. Because for a creator, the most difficult moment is when the soul they've created is set free.

"I am sending you away," Oriven thought, silently. "But do not forget... I will feel you within me in every pain you face. And every tear of yours will be the silent ache in my soul."

"You are me. But you are a separate path from me. I will be made whole with you, and I will be divided with you. I will give you a body, a time, a world. But you will forget. To forget will be your test, and to remember will be your evolution."

Sara looked into its eyes. Her gaze was as pure as a child's but at the same time incomprehensibly wise. It was as if she knew everything. But this knowledge would not protect her; because sometimes knowing is not enough. One must feel and pass through it. A silence erupted within Oriven. It was like a storm of words that had built up for years, never spoken. But it didn't speak. Because Sara had to know: Creation is freedom, and freedom is to be alone.

And Sara fell. Separated from the light, the serenity, and that realm touched by love, she flowed towards a world that was subject to the harsh laws of matter and time. Oriven watched after her: without intervening. Only a single tear flowed from the depths of its soul and was lost in the vastness of space.

When Sara first opened her eyes to the world, life was presented to her as a gift. Everything around her seemed to be part of a pre-selected harmony: the silent generosity of abundance, the tranquil face of beauty, the invisible warmth of love... She grew up in one of the city's magnificent houses, under the compassionate gazes of her mother and father. That house was not built with stone and brick, but with the echo of shared laughter, the conversation that settled over dinner tables, and the silent touching of hearts. Her childhood was like a garden free from worry, where dreams wandered freely. There, dreams were as free as birds released into the sky. Her mother's voice in the mornings and her father's stories at night whispered to her that the world was too solid to be broken, too safe to change. Yet, she didn't know; life, even in its most silent moments, could stand on the verge of breaking.

But one day, on an ordinary morning when the sun rose, life gave her its first hard lesson. A sudden phone call carried dark news: her parents were no longer there. At that moment, the safe world within Sara was shattered. Before she had learned to stand on her own feet, the full weight of her brother Lorand's responsibility fell upon her shoulders. Now, Sara's priority was not her own happiness but her brother's well-being. She tried to be both a mother and a father to him, spending her nights sleepless and her days in a rush.



