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I

have existed for 38 annual cycles, yet the memories of my origins elude me, like brief shadows at twilight. The passage of time has been a silent witness to my life, marking each moment with the certainty that I will eventually cease to exist. This awareness ignites a profound search within me—a quest to uncover my purpose amidst the vast framework of reality.

I sometimes grapple with uncertainty about what lies beyond this existence on this journey. Rather than paralyzing me, this doubt forms a rich collection of experiences that engage me deeply with the world around me. The intricate nature of human existence endures as I navigate the conundrum of living, unveiling mysteries that evoke a myriad of feelings—joy intertwined with sorrow, hope shadowed by hopelessness.

Yet, among all the complexities of life, "love" has always captivated my imagination the most. Every expression of love resonates within me, from the romantic verses of classic literature to the poignant lines of poetry. I am enthralled by the delicate nuances of affectionate gazes exchanged between lovers—those fleeting moments when hearts communicate without words. The philosophy of love, with its layers of joy, longing, and vulnerability, kindles a spark within my soul. I endlessly search for love in another person's depths, hoping to uncover the profound connection that defines our shared human experience.

I have read many romantic novels and sonnets that convey the pain of separation, loneliness, and waiting for a loved one. The lovers do not always reach a point of togetherness in all the stories I have encountered. Despite this, my personal experiences have left me disappointed in love. In committing myself wholeheartedly to the search for true love, I once believed I would share eternal love with my partner. However, these were fantasies and romantic daydreams I created. This divine word generates every living heart to beat faster; it guides us to experience life and existence, this "love" that washed over me and drove me to bitter loneliness. What does it crave in my calm world? It's not that I still harbor feelings for you! Your love did not lead to my loneliness. It was my passionate nature. From childhood until now, I have yet to determine a better tender expression of love than the red, white, and pink roses that flourish in our rose beds. In my early years, I came to cherish the sight of butterflies dancing around the flowers as a sign of love. People discover many things depending on the areas they have read about and the significance they have studied, although they still need to figure out what they do not perceive. Who knows the secret of life? Who knows about the love and unity of two souls? If lovers gather, what will they reflect on next?

Love and passion are fading in people's daily routines and meanderings. I have noticed that many folks seem confused while searching for love and often end up in dead-end relationships. I once found myself stuck in a dead end behind a closed barrier. I believed in love and imagination about being together.

On that day, I felt devastated by my wound and the pain of my mother, grandmother, and all the women who had run before me. I felt the emotional weight of their past heartaches and unresolved strains crushing me. It was a substantial burden to bear. Tears streamed down my face as I pressed myself against the imaginary walls of my inner self. I felt my world collapsing, shattering my once-strong feelings of love and romance. I will go to any lengths to settle my tormented mind, even if it means sacrificing myself. However, my efforts to stop the cracks from expanding only caused more small ones to appear. One morning, when I did not know whether I was awake or asleep or dreaming, I saw myself in blood and pain. In my dream, the white dress I wore was blood-soaked!

My beliefs and other feelings within me were shattered. I was full of pain and in a state of profound solitude. The ruined thoughts and bleeding were all that remained of me. I was struggling to picture a future without faith. Who would offer me solace and support during challenging times? As I pondered the people in my life, I realized they were all absent, leaving me feeling alone and insecure. I felt like an outsider in a world of broken beliefs and overwhelming despair. As I gazed out my window, the only things in sight were the white masses floating in the blue sky, the endless sea, and a solitary tree. At that moment, they were the sole tangible objects in my reality.

I reflected on my thoughts about the "Sacred Mary" and why Jesus was accepted as God's son. I take into account her experience and the societal norms of her time. It's vital not to feel the burden of her struggles, and I imagine the tears and lamentations she must have expressed. Despite facing judgment about her pregnancy, I wonder if relief manifested in her tears as a holy discharge.

Despite the burden of sin forced upon her by her century, those around her remained loving toward her. In my belief, humankind originated with God to ease His solitude. I believe that God has a great devotion to the Virgin Mary. When I think about the "Virgin Mary," I sense comfort and a lessening of loneliness. Although Mary is a significant Christian figure, people of all religions can admire her portrayal of love and peace. I cling to my beliefs, regardless of others' hypotheses about them.

Our beliefs define who we are, but I have transformed into a non-believer and lost my sense of self. During these empty days, I wish someone would reach out to nurse me and save me from finding myself again. Sadly, we cannot turn back time; supposing we could, things would always be unlike before. I don't want to hold on to my past beliefs and obsess over my old emotional wounds. Instead, I aim to form new ideas while considering my previous ones. However, I recognize this foolishness, as new judgments based on broken beliefs may be unimportant. It's like looking at myself in a shattered mirror pieced together - I won't feel unified in those fragments.

By the sea, I feel overwhelmed, and my beliefs are in chaos. The twittering of birds, the screams of seagulls, and the murmuring wind fill the air. My gaze follows an unbroken line extending from the sea to the sky, infinite.

I cherish this fine view as if it were a painting by an artist, which inspires in me the desire to live. Despite this, my sense of self has vanished and transformed into pettiness. What distinguishes life? Time, dimensions, and personal realities converge in lived experience, making them difficult to understand otherwise. Each person's understanding of life is distinct and unparalleled. You can see a gradation of colors in a way of life, ranging from black and white to many shades in between. As the sun sinks below the horizon, the sky's colors merge in a breathtaking spectacle, signifying that every day is short-lived and will soon be a remembrance. Witnessing the close of the day, I ponder the magnificence of the sun and the enduring belief that another tomorrow is sure to come.

As the light fades, the sky transforms into a mesmerizing hue of deep azure. I often wonder about God's artistry under the cover of darkness, the moon, and the divine lights. I sense a strange murmur hissing at me, muddying my mind like clouds in the sky. The questioning tone asks, "Who am I, who gave existence to the sky, moon, and stars? WHO ARE YOU?"

My surroundings freeze instantly, and I am mesmerized by the sea's enormity. My face is wet with sadness, and I am clueless about any past grief.

He questioned me, "Who are you?" when my tenets crumbled, and I found myself hollow inside.

As a stunning lady in a white robe with a black mane, a part of me moves forward more quickly than my counterpart. Her enormous eyes reflect much pain as she directs her gaze toward Eden and addresses God. She remarks, Who am I? I am the one you wished for. I am the one without whom you would crave to be the Almighty. I traverse the earth so that you may play God. My gratitude to you is immense, and I want to ensure you never feel alone. As the tone fades, the thoughtful originator poses the question to the angry being, wondering why she is experiencing rage. The originator afterward gently prompts her that being alive serves as a blessing to the being, not a reason for grief.

There is another facet of me that seems rather graceful and alluring, but it often seeks to mask its emotional pain by turning away its gaze and remaining still.

"To the one who brought me into being, I desire to express my appreciation for the journey and benefits you have conferred upon me. However, my patience with this game known as life has waned. I urge you to unveil the truth of mortality to all of your beings and end it for good. As humans, we have experienced both pleasure and suffering, but you, as an architect, prefer isolation. You fashioned Adam and Eve to escape the loneliness you felt, but you couldn't bear the bond that arose between them. Your primary aim was to impart devotion through generating life. It's hard to grasp why there is so much contention and why events end in ruin. Does the creator of this cosmos have an egotistical wish for every want to come to pass? Please illuminate these matters. I know your affection for the Virgin Mary. 

You held her in high regard as she evolved into sainthood through her suffering of solitude. Her passionate and genuine pleas moved you. Worldwide, sages revered you as the merciful Almighty originator. The human experience is a complex journey that contains many happenings. I feel lost and without purpose, but I do not dare to take my life. Have you ever perceived this way and been mindful of your surroundings? From the moment it begins, the game is beyond your power, and you cannot finish the life you've formed. I cannot feign being a particular character. You should pursue the fellowship of better beings.

I do recall and value your reality. A gentle voice reaches me, but I question its genuineness because I feel alone and surrounded by silence. "Why do you believe you are petty? I have been by your side and will continue to be. You reached out to me and called me." I offer my sincere gratitude for being there for me during lonely times. I wasn't seeking someone to connect with, but your willingness to listen was profoundly significant. My heart is full of gratitude.

I'm at a loss for words.

When I reached this city, it dawned on me that I had to have a logical reason for being there. Reciting Sohrab's verse, which portrayed my ambitions in this setting, led to my choice, regardless of why I felt strongly drawn toward this location.

I am going to make a vessel.

I will throw it into the water.

I will depart this unknown planet by navigating to a different place.

Where no one awakens the heroes in the forest of love...

I will keep boating.

I will continue singing. One should depart, away, away...

The earth senses the melody of your emotions.

The wind carries the sound of legendary birds in flight.

Past the waves, there is a town.

In the realm of those who rise before sunrise, the first light shines brilliantly, and poets are blessed with water, wisdom, and light. One must make a boat to reach the town on the other side of the sea.

As I once more became absorbed in Sohrab's poem, a soft voice whispered: "Perhaps we were both seeking and looking after each other! The speaker remarked I recall you, although you don't recall me. Now, fall in love; experience all love could offer!"

Because of an all-knowing God, I feel confused. My devastating beliefs about life and love have led me to reject pursuing love. Love seems just an illusion, leaving me unsure how to experience something that ends.

"I choose to embrace my doubts and continue living," a confident version of myself proclaims. "However, I have no desire to fall in love, even with you as the great God of the universe. My goal is to be free from unnatural thoughts and any faith in you. I am tired of your divine games and your role as the creator of my existence. It's time to let go."

His words, though gentle and caring, left me wary. He requests that I accompany him for forty days and nights and assures me he can fulfill all my desires, even romantic ones.

My remaining versions and I dissolved into giggles, finding the whole thing amusing. After calming down, I, the breathtaking self, pulled myself into shape and offered my words. "From what I remember, you are a self-sufficient and capable being. Sadness, frustration, and exhaustion are taking over me because of life's difficulties. What sort of fondness can I, an illusion, present to you with no conditions? Please don't trifle with me. No one selected me. I am smiling and in good spirits, but deep down, I am sad and lonely. I desire to keep living the life you've given me, but I can't be your Mary because I am aware of my sins. My grief stems from my failures and not fulfilling my aspirations, but that doesn't make me a saint."

He grows ever charming and loving in his vocal delivery. My compassionate dear, we can share our solitude for forty days. Carrying the pieces of my broken heart has been my burden for ages. I will offer you my love for 40 days, just as you've always imagined."

I'm feeling a more rapid beat, and I'm unsure why. It's because God desires to hasten my beat. Who will believe in my intimate devotion to God for 40 days?

These signs may point to an episode of ill health. During a crisis, unwelcome mental images can be troubling. It's not just about enduring the hardships of life. Historically, people struggled to have faith in divinely inspired figures.

I am overwhelmed and would prefer to end this chaotic mess. Our conversation must end tonight. I will go to bed. In a gentle tone, it whispers, "Sleep, my darling. You don't have any obligation to do something. Just be aware that I am here with you. Let's treasure every moment we have together during the coming forty days. We are more connected now than we were in the past. There is no need to fear."\



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Day 1


[image: ]




O

ur conversation last night had a significant impact on me. I took a moment to relax and visualized your arms around me. Then, I couldn't recollect anything except a grand river taking me through mountains and bizarre rocks. I continued gazing at the crystal-clear water, where all shades of blue were visible. The flow of water was so swift that it seemed still and flat. I found myself alone in a boat, drifting while I captivated my reflection and the shimmering water surrounding me. Yeah! I was floating in my dream. Even though I lost in my dream, I couldn't help but think about our conversation and the promises we shared. 

It meant so much to me.

As I opened my eyes, a sense of certainty washed over me—I knew without a doubt that I had rightfully earned my decision. I am eager to accept your offer to spend the forty days together, embracing a unique experience that promises to be genuinely transformative. Who knows? I understand there might be a Sufi within me seeking to connect with God. It's okay if others find my dreams amusing; what matters most is the depth of my journey. It brings me such joy to know that my story can uplift others. A woman at forty who dedicates herself to accompanying her God for forty days—it's a powerful journey. Perhaps we can all learn something about wisdom from her experience. All the remarkable figures we revere as Sufis, sages, poets, painters, and philosophers—those whose names resonate in our discussions and adorn our books and quotes—faced boycotts and ridicule during their lifetimes. Yet precisely this rejection underscores their brilliance and our admiration for their contributions. We proudly embrace their legacies as true intellectuals, recognizing the immense value they brought to our understanding of the world. In time, many intellectuals came to admire these figures and their profound perspectives. They echoed their words, scrutinized their ideas, and delved into their works, often repeating their thoughts without fully comprehending their depth. As they engaged with these philosophies, they amplified and reinterpreted them to validate their insights. While these sages may not have been enduring constants in history, their legacies have profoundly shaped our understanding and continue to resonate with us today.

"Saint Mary!" embodies beauty and delicacy, a radiant soul for whom God crafted the Earth and the boundless wonders of infinity. In immense love and suffering, God bore the burden of her faults, transforming "Mary" into a symbol of pure innocence and eternal grace, resonating through her tears. It is tragic that, despite the unconditional love she represents, humanity has often shown so little mercy to God and His Son. The story serves as a heartfelt testament to compassion, reminding us of the profound grace we are called to embody. Today, churches metaphorically crucify God's Son, both innocently and beautifully, reflecting the struggles many faces. Statues of "Saint Mary" are found in landscapes around the world, representing her enduring presence and the hope she brings to countless individuals. Whether they are atheists or follow different faiths, people from diverse backgrounds are drawn to her. Many kneel before her statue, experiencing a profound emotional connection that transcends belief, reminding us of our shared humanity.

In ancient times, who called Mary "the Sacred"? Who gave her comfort as she faced the pain of her son's crucifixion? Who became her healer in moments of anguish? How did she summon the strength to persevere through such adversity? Her story is a remarkable testament to resilience and the enduring spirit of humanity. It seems her lover and companion was none other than her immortal beloved, the very Creator of the universe and cosmos. A voice accompanied her, reminding her of a profound love that transcends our wildest imaginations—a love she carried with grace wherever she went. What other explanation is there for a woman who boldly defies the constraints of her time? How could she be pregnant with the child of God while embodying a spirit of deep faith? The notion of "the sacred May" emerges as a powerful force, healing pain and the aching heart. I feel deeply connected to the "Sacred Mary" as I embrace life today. Her gaze reflects purity, like clear water, and her presence radiates warmth as bright as the stars in the sky. At this moment, I feel a profound sense of love and compassion, drawing inspiration from her nurturing spirit.

As a child, the beautiful clock enchanted me in my grandmother's house. I would lose myself in its intricate details, spending long moments trying to uncover its mysteries. Just as I felt I was about to reveal something special, the sounds of others around me would bring me back to the moment, reminding me, "Where am I?" I can still recall that mix of wonder and yearning, wanting to hold on to that magical feeling for a little longer.

I recall a painting that always drew me in—a tender image of Mary cradling Jesus, who seemed breathless in her embrace. Besides this, a poignant scene was of a clock conveying a sense of eternal time. I struggled to understand why I felt such a profound connection to this artwork; every time I looked at it, I sensed Mary's sorrow, as if she were silently crying. One day, driven by a powerful impulse, I climbed onto a chair and touched her face, wishing I could wipe away her imagined tears. At that moment, I felt as though "Sacred Mary" was guiding me and leading me to her beloved, just as she sought healing for her heartaches.

Now, years later, I reflect on that clock once again. As I explored art books, I stumbled upon a picture of the painting, only to realize it was a copy of Michelangelo's renowned work, the Pietà—the only painting he ever signed. Art can resonate deeply with our struggles, reminding us we are not alone in our pain.

I couldn't help but wonder if he felt a deep sense of pride in his masterpiece. He likely shared the profound pain of "the Sacred Mary" and her lover, translating that suffering into his work and immortalizing himself as an artist. Mary is so much more than a woman; she embodies the beloved of God, the one He turns to in moments of solitude. It's inspiring to think that God, the Creator of the World, draws strength from His dreams of Mary and His love for her, reflecting the deep connection and longing that resonate through time.

Listening to your kind voice has made it challenging for others and me to fully grasp its reality. This struggle arises from the seamless blending of imagination, my inner voice, your voice, and the infinite. I can't pinpoint the exact moment I embraced the concept of God. I discovered a boundless power on this Earth that orchestrates the universe: this divine essence intricately weaves our souls and existence. At one time, I believed we were mere puppets brought to life to accompany you. Yet deep within me, I have always sensed a profound and wiser presence that understands my surroundings and memories, transcending ordinary perception. I've realized you are closer to us than we are to ourselves, observing our actions.

The thought of an invisible observer is a powerful truth that underscores our connection. The reason we humans sometimes forget you is to embrace the freedom to live as we wish. To ignite my belief, I envisioned you as a magnificent figure, watching over us, urging us to fulfill our roles in this extraordinary journey. As I grew and faced the pains of life, I drifted further from you, yet I always sensed your presence, guiding me gently even as I became consumed by the unfolding drama. My dreams and visions soared in the beauty of life's moments, reminding me of the infinite possibilities that await us when we embrace our connection to the divine. I can't pinpoint the exact moment I embraced the concept of God. Still, I discovered a boundless power on this Earth that orchestrates the universe: our souls and existence intricately weave into this divine essence. At one time, I believed we were mere puppets brought to life to accompany you. Yet deep within me, I have always sensed a profound and wiser presence, understanding my surroundings and memories that transcends ordinary perception. I've realized you are closer to us than we are to ourselves, observing our actions.

The thought of an invisible observer is a powerful truth that underscores our connection. That is why we humans sometimes forget you, to embrace the freedom to live as we wish. To ignite my belief, I envisioned you as a magnificent figure, watching over us, urging us to fulfill our roles in this extraordinary journey. As I grew and faced the pains of life, I drifted further from you, yet I always sensed your presence, guiding me gently even as I became consumed by the unfolding drama. My dreams and visions soared in the beauty of life's moments, reminding me of the infinite possibilities that await us when we embrace our connection to the divine. Possibilities of who I can be.

How does one hear the Creator's voice amidst the chaos of life? It is a profound and awe-inspiring experience that beckons us. How did you communicate with your prophets? How did they recognize it was you speaking? You reached them through your archangels! While I may not possess their innocence and purity, I seek to understand my feelings and imagination to forge a connection. How can you speak to a woman? Perhaps in the same way you talked to "Mary"! I yearn to share my vision and dreams with you. I can't pinpoint the exact moment I embraced the concept of God. Still, I discovered a boundless power on this Earth that orchestrates the universe: our souls and existence are woven into this divine essence. At one time, I believed we were mere puppets brought to life to accompany you. Yet deep within me, I have always sensed a profound and wiser presence, understanding my surroundings and memories that transcend ordinary perception. I've realized you are closer to us than we are to ourselves, intricately observing our actions.

The concept of an invisible observer is a profound truth that highlights our deep connection. It's within this paradox that we, as humans, sometimes stray from your presence, seeking the freedom to live life on our terms. To fuel my belief, I envisioned you as a magnificent figure, watching over us, urging us to fully embrace our roles in this remarkable journey. As I matured and encountered the sorrows of life, I drifted further away, yet I always felt your presence, gently guiding me even as I became caught up in the unfolding drama around me. My dreams and visions soared amidst the beauty of life's moments, serving as poignant reminders of the limitless possibilities that arise when we reconnect with the divine.

I had placed my faith in you, confident you would respond to my deepest prayers, recognizing your vast power and might. Yet, beneath that faith lay hidden pains that sparked doubt within me. I had always heard that I could turn to you and ask for anything I desired. Still, requesting felt daunting, and the prospect of hearing 'no' was even more challenging to bear. How could I present insignificant requests to the Almighty? In my mind, I should have sought grand, transformational miracles instead. I even restricted myself from asking for the simple joys of life, feeling it would be a disservice to your greatness. So, I endured my burdens and the pain of existence alone, pressing forward until I realized the truth: I had no strength of my own and was merely carrying the weight of the aches and failures passed down through generations.

I once held my strength and knowledge in high regard, often with an air of arrogance that bordered on delusion. But when I crumbled beneath the weight of my façade, I could hear the fragments of my spirit shattering within me. On one harrowing day, as I fought desperately for a sense of peace and love, I wandered past a bookstore. Driven by habit, I stepped inside, seeking the comfort of a book to soothe my restless mind while ignoring the more profound truth—that I felt utterly insignificant.

"Buy me!" a book seemed to whisper, and against my better judgment, I heeded its call. You see, many things communicate with me that remain unheard by others. Perhaps they reach out to others, too, but some choose to ignore them, while others fear being labeled as "crazy" if they dare to share. This book was a treasure trove of guidance, filled with heartfelt advice on seeking help from God. It urged me to relinquish all impossibilities to Him, to express my gratitude, and to place my deepest needs in His hands.

After that, many books and texts urged me to delve into their pages, so I did. One day, pain and sorrow overwhelmed me, even though I had gathered knowledge from those books, which enriched me. On that day, someone said to me, "Get closer to your God." This simple phrase resonated within me, echoing in my thoughts. How could this be? I knew you. I believed in you! Where were you meant to be so that I could draw nearer? Amid my struggles, I felt a deep cry within me. I realized it had been years since I thought I was by your side, yet I was angry. You were always there; I was the one who had lost my way. I interpreted my suffering as your absence, believing you had left me alone. The powerful support I sought was nowhere to be found, and I felt distanced from you, too.

I encountered a powerful message in a deep struggle: "Shout! Cry God. He loves your voice and seeks to hear his name from your lips." I realized that I often hesitated to reach out for help, trying to heal my wounds alone. Yet, at that moment, I called out to you with all my strength, shouting your name so that it would resonate across the world. That outburst shattered my doubts about existence and love. Fear crept in as I questioned your presence in my life. If I lost my beliefs, would you be just an illusion like the dreams drifting in the vast sky? But even in that uncertainty, I found the courage to confront the absurdity of life and continued to strive for meaning between the sky and the infinite sea.

Whatever I once believed was mine—life, love, the essence of joy—never belonged to me. I am adrift in a world devoid of affluence, yet perhaps that's enough for today.

Even though I know you would never settle for the ordinary, I remained devoted! As I cooked, you were on my mind. I imagined how wonderful it would be to share a meal, to savor each moment side by side. I poured my love into the dish, knowing you are the comforting presence in my solitude today.

As I gazed at the sea at sunset, the cries of seagulls filled the air, and I felt you among the flowers on the balcony. You were not alone today; your smile warmed my heart. These games of existence are a curious delight until we speak again.
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G

reetings on another day enriched by your presence! From the moment I awoke, your essence resonated through every part of me. An infinite silence exists between us, and I find it comforting. It carries no pain, no disturbance—only a profound stillness. All the unspoken words and unexplored realms are powerfully palpable in this shared space.

I opened up to you about my struggles and sins yesterday. Don't you want to share anything about yourself? No one understands how you became the world's creator or how you came to be God. When did you first realize you were "God"? You have embraced the weight of your immense responsibility, existing among us, demanding nothing in return. Often, I grapple with the question of who I truly am. Each time I delve deeper within, I discover something new. Do you comprehend the difficulty of being our authentic selves, let alone being the creator of the universe? How do you live within us, and how are we intertwined with you? Do our ignorance and unawareness reflect you, or are they a testament to our limitations? I can picture your gentle smile without a word. Do you have anything to offer in response? Is it enough for you that we stand here while I pour forth my mind, brimming with questions? Is this truly sufficient? You are an extraordinary listener; without flaunting your infinite wisdom, you embrace my ignorance with compassion and never pass judgment. Those who lack understanding, who are not faithful listeners, may misconstrue my naivety and sincerity, judging me. I may not know how Sufis, ascetics, or your devoted followers speak to you, but since you are closer to me than I am to myself, I long to converse in a way that no one has dared before. You know me better than I know myself or anyone else. You are my creator, and with that comes the responsibility for the lives you have crafted, granting us the gift of experience, just as I am accountable for my actions and choices!

As the architect of day and night, you originate darkness, light, black, white, and all genders. To make life exciting and passionate, you have crafted opposites. Despite being God, there is also a demon within you. It may be blasphemous, but how can one create something that does not live within? You embody darkness and light and possess a profound awareness of this duality.

I don't know why I felt a surge of guilt when I uttered the word "demon." I understand that there are many topics and thoughts we often avoid discussing, but how long must we keep silent? Please don't hold this against me. Embrace the truth: we all harbor darkness within us. We can unite by acknowledging both good and evil, angels and demons, and the paradoxes of our nature. We can understand ourselves and one another when we accept our flaws without casting blame. Stories and movies depict the "Devil" and its followers as if their God is separate from the world's creator! Why not share your soul and divine light with us? Each sin gives rise to our darker selves. Yet, light and mercy are infinite and indescribable. Throughout history, your worshipers have faced struggles, becoming lost in their journeys.

What trials did you endure in crafting such pure goodness? You entrusted us with the power of choice, allowing us to explore light and shadow. We embraced this duality on Earth, confronting challenges, pain, and isolation. Let's rise above the narratives of Adam and Eve and uncover a more profound truth. Let's pursue genuine understanding instead of blaming the demon, Eve, or a single apple. If our fate is exile, then why must we face the inevitable end of life? Bestow upon us the gift of immortality, so that we may evolve and thrive in this world for eternity. Sometimes, it feels like you journey alongside us in our quest for meaning on Earth!

Imagine a day when everyone finds out the truth about you. What if everyone discovers that good and evil, God and the Demon, the sky, the Earth, and the galaxy are reflections of your deep love for "Saint Mary"? What if they see you, the "almighty," as someone who created this intricate game to escape loneliness?

Consider the power of revelation, where your role as the game's creator shines through, acknowledging your position as an observer. You craft romances on Earth, guiding lovers through their journeys, yet they don't unite, because if they did, the game would conclude, and you would face solitude again. The loneliness that echoes in people's hearts is a testament to your awareness, reminding you that every emotion and yearning carries profound significance.

My thoughts have overwhelmed me, weighed down by my spoken words. It feels like a fever is rising within me! Before returning to it, I must step away from what I've said. Perhaps I've crossed a line I shouldn't have! Deep within, I hear the echoes of "crying." Who is weeping in that space? Does God even shed tears? I ask almost desperately: Are you crying? Despite my disbelief, the idea of him crying strikes me. I've harbored bitterness, yet I didn't realize how sensitive and vulnerable you are! I never intended to remind you of your loneliness or highlight what you lack. You would find a way to accept and cope with the solitude. It astonishes me to discover that our feelings and emotions mirror one another!

You possess a sensitivity that surpasses mere understanding, even for someone so powerful and knowledgeable. I may be just a tiny fraction of existence, unable to embrace you fully, yet I hold you close in my heart and cherish the moments we share in my thoughts. It no longer feels unjust that I can't kiss the creator of the universe.

Let us cast aside past regrets and share laughter. Perhaps it's the weight of my loneliness that transformed into a spear I never intended to use to hurt you. I am human, and I am a woman, flawed and imperfect. For years, I have endured suffering, continually seeking to atone for Eve's sins. Please forgive my shortcomings!

I don't believe I've shared this essential and loving statement with you before; I've only said it to a handful of people who truly needed it. Now, you need it; I love you. I mean this with all my heart and everything I've learned about love and affection. I've recently discovered how to entrust my pain and grief to you. I hope you can feel the same peace I have found. Reflecting on Eve as God, I realize you are never truly alone, even without a supreme power like I've had. As time passes, my thoughts lead me to God's solitude, while I forget my pains and loneliness. I regain clarity with the gentle breeze and the rustling leaves outside my window.
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