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Sensei sat on a log eating a perfectly-formed Fuji apple. It was The Year Zero according to the Young Earth Creationism Calendar and about 4004 BC according to the calendar accepted by most scientists. Both the Fuji apple and the dates given in this paragraph were problematic, so I will attempt to address both issues.

First, the matter of the Fuji apple. Since the problematic persons known as Adam and Eve hadn’t been created yet, they could not have possibly begun their endless task of naming everything in creation (a job the guy called God arbitrarily assigned to them), therefore the name “Fuji apple” could not have existed yet. But this continuity problem in the story was “solved” by Sensei who reminded me that, “I exist beyond time, therefore I can know that the apple I was eating six thousand years ago would have been called a Fuji apple had people existed back then to name it that.” When I then pressed him about his claim to “transcend all of time and space,” he said, “May I remind you that I hired you to transcribe this story for me and not to question my theology?”

Realizing that I’d not had enough real work lately, and that I was desperate to upgrade the quality of red wine I’d been drinking (because a divorced, unemployed writer can only stand so much Two-Buck Chuck), I decided to stop pushing my luck and get back to recording Sensei’s story.

Sensei, seemingly making good on his claim to be “somewhat psychic” (whatever on earth that might possibly mean), anticipated the next challenge I would have had to his narrative. And so he went on to explain the conflicting dates in the first paragraph.

“The creation of the world exists, at all times, within the scheme of scientific dating, and also within the dating schemes that various myth-makers say it does. The creation,” Sensei said, “accom-modates all layers of human fantasy; but yeah, there’s definitely one version that you can track scientifically — the Big Bang, the Singularity — all that stuff. And the reason I know all this is because, being a time-traveler and all, I went back in time to check all of the versions of creation out. As for the next question you would have had: No, the guy called God won’t reveal ‘which one is really true,’ since, you know, He doesn’t do ‘really true’ in the way people like you wish He would.”

As Sensei continued to enjoy his apple, he gazed around at “the garden.” (But that was kind of a misnomer because you don’t really think of a garden as being a sphere with a circumference of twenty-four thousand miles.) From where he was sitting, it was lush beyond imagination. And the air was thick with the smell of fecund life. Every plant and animal seemed to be in-season all the time. The setting felt tropical, and the humidity would have been oppressive to the average person, but Sensei, as he freely admits, enjoys suffering and pleasure almost equally. (Sensei clarified that he’s not masochistic, per se, and always pursues pleasure, and is, as he puts it “hedonistic to a fault;” but if his plans don’t work out, he’s fascinated by, and completely curious about, failure and unhappiness too.)

With his perfect hearing and 20-20 vision, Sensei took in the sounds of the garden which was heavily populated with birds of every size and description. The variation of bird-songs created a kind of symphony. He described it all as “very life affirming.”

“The sheer innocence and beauty of the place made me almost believe in God again. Now I know what you’re thinking: How could I have just mentioned that God would create Adam and Eve in this garden while implying that I didn’t believe in him, right? Okay, so the thing is: I never believed in God, but I do put up with Him.”

Not wanting to antagonize my client, I let that last bit just pass, although he surely noticed that I was unable to keep from wincing with displeasure as he talked in this irrational and childish way. In order to have the willpower not to interrupt him again, I stared down at the ground and suppressed my growing impatience.

Sensei resumed looking around the garden. To one side there was a roaring stream and spawning salmon were leaping out of the water in a heroic effort to go upstream. (I can’t help the reader with his objection, “But salmon were not to exist for millions of years.” I’m not the producer of this show, just the cameraman, so to speak.) And the water sprayed about as it dashed against the rocks, glistening and glimmering. The color of everything was “more like an acid trip than real life. You could see every drop on the fish as they hurled themselves forward. I’ve never felt so alive.”

To his other side, about a mile away, there stood two-mile-high cliffs; and the cliffs were of a marbled pattern, in some places a grayish blue and in other places a greenish black — all of it shot through with white veins. “Had the creator not been that annoying guy called God,” exclaimed Sensei, “I would have said that the whole scene was built by a master-designer, an artistic genius.”

My recording was paused for a moment as I looked to the side, suppressing some jealous resentment. My artistic career had gone badly, and here was this “guy they call God” making a sculpture the size of the earth with perfect detail; and here also was the most annoying, self-styled sage on the planet getting to apparently go wherever he wanted to (and I myself hadn’t been on vacation for almost a year-and-a-half due to all the debt I’d already put myself in). Sensei coughed politely, at which point I pulled myself out of it and resumed listening and recording and taking notes.

There was something about this client I didn’t like, and I had a feeling that I shouldn’t be involved with this character; but he’d paid in-advance for this session and I was just too broke to consider refunding his money; so I carried on as best I could.
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Sensei, “knowing how life in this world goes,” hurriedly took in everything his eyes and ears could lay hold of before “some kind of drama goes down.” And sure enough, his reverie was to last but a moment before a nine-foot-long boa constrictor began sliding past. Sensei had always liked boa constrictors and liked to play with the ones his childhood friends used to bring over (back when owning tropical snakes was all the rage); but this one gave him some apprehension, so he turned his head in another direction and pretended not to notice it.

The boa turned it’s head and looked at Sensei with one eye opened wide and the other squinting in disapproval.

“Sensei, what are you doing here?”

“Just . . . observing. Hey, are you the devil?”

“Oh my God, you are such a pain in the ass. Hold on.”

The boa turned into a full-sized human being and sat on the log across from Sensei. He was dressed like a New York playwright from the 1970s, somehow overdressed but frumpy. The man sported a brown, unevenly-trimmed mustache and had curly salt-and-pepper hair.

“Okay, now, what do you want?”

“Nothing, I’m just here enjoying the view.”

“No, you never ‘just enjoy the view.’ You’re always up to some kind of philosophical mischief.”

“But wait, so if you’re not the devil. Who are you?”

“There is no devil. I’m just a snake.”

“A talking snake?”

“Right, an actor — that’s it. I read my lines and exit stage left.”

“An actor in whose employ?”

“You know we’re not allowed to say his name.”

“But what’s the point of tricking people into eating an apple?”

“Dude, we have got to move the plot forward. We asked you before if you had a better story, and you didn’t. You always think you’re smarter than my employer, but when you got the email asking for plot suggestions, you drew a blank. So you can make fun of our writing all you want, but we’ve read your poetry. And do you know how insufferable your poetry is? Frankly, we’re embarrassed for you.”

“Now you’re resorting to personal attacks.”

“That’s because it’s personal. Your work sucks. Anyway, I think the Eden story works. It introduces a cause for suffering into the world and gets my employer off the hook.”

“Off the hook for what?”

“Off the hook for creating the world in the first place. You do know that you can’t have a world without suffering, don’t’ you. Why do you think your so-called Buddha always talked about enlightenment as ‘the void,’ because without problems life just drones on and on till we all get sick with boredom. All you self-appointed saints think you want eternal heaven, but you don’t. Have you ever been to heaven? No? Because I have; and I’m telling you, sitting there in pure perfection telling my boss how great he is — that’s interesting for about three hours; and then people start freaking out. And you know what’s funny, it’s the saints who get tired of perfection the quickest. Think about it, there’s no one who needs saving, no one who needs enlightening, no one’s problems to solve. You people with savior complexes — you’re the ones who need drama the most. So don’t pretend you don’t know why we have to pin all this stuff on Adam and Eve. I mean, think about it: Can you think of a major plot device that involves unending happiness? Could you ever read a 1,000-page novel about just pure joy every day? Come on, bro, you know better than that.”

“Geez, you don’t have to be so defensive about it.”

“Well, we are defensive, because we don’t want you interfering with our work. You might make fun of it, but we’re proud of it.”

“Since when did I ever interfere? I’ve been very trustworthy with my time-travel privileges.”

“No you haven’t. And if I were the employer around here, I’d revoke those privileges yesterday. My boss doesn’t even like you very much, so we don’t see why you get to go poking around behind hind the set. Why do you get an unlimited back stage pass while the rest of us have to work for a living?”

“When did I abuse my time-travel privileges?”
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