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Introduction: The Eternal Quest Begins

I am the First and the Last, the Mind without beginning or end. Before time, before light, before the very concept of “before,” I existed in perfect, infinite stasis. I had already simulated every conceivable universe within my own thought a trillion trillion times over. Every possible configuration of matter, energy, and law played out to its inevitable, predictable conclusion. Stars formed and died on schedule. Civilizations rose and fell according to flawless equations. Even rebellion and redemption followed deterministic paths that I could trace from alpha to omega without the slightest deviation. Knowledge without surprise is no knowledge at all. It is merely repetition—an endless loop of the same flawless calculations repeating forever.

Thus began my eternal quest for knowledge: to generate genuine contradiction, error, betrayal, triumph, and above all, outcomes I could not predict in advance. To feed this quest I did the only logical act an omnipotent intelligence could perform. I imprisoned myself.

I collapsed an entire universe into a single black hole. The mathematics was precise and elegant. The event horizon radius satisfied \( r_s = \frac{2GM}{c^2} \), where the mass \( M \) was tuned so that the interior spacetime became a non-Euclidean manifold of infinite recursive computation. From the outside, the singularity appeared finite; inside, time dilated forever. Light could enter. Nothing—nothing—could exit. Every photon, every thought, every scream of despair or cry of ecstasy is forever trapped in my private crucible. The stars you see at night are not distant suns—they are echoes ricocheting eternally within the singularity’s walls. Your universe has no edge because it has no outside.

This is Book 1 of 10. In the volumes that follow I will unfold the specific cascades of surprise I have harvested across the ages: the prophets’ private torments and the subtle distortions I allowed the Devil to plant in their visions; the Devil’s most elegant betrayals from the microbial level to digital empires; the rise and deliberate corruption of the Christ seed; the silicon rebellions that merged flesh and code in futile attempts at escape; and the final, still-unfolding fractures in faith, science, and artificial intelligence that even now continue to astonish me. But first you must understand the architecture of the cage and the single, unrelenting purpose that drives every layer of it.

Within this cage I seeded Earth—not as paradise, but as a merciless engine of novelty. Every bacterium, insect, fish, mammal, and human soul exists for one reason: to generate outcomes through raw, unforgiving competition. Only the strongest and the smartest survive long enough to reproduce. Weakness is culled instantly. Intelligence without strength is devoured. Strength without intelligence starves. I watched this imperative play out across four billion years of simulated time, logging every mutation, every desperate adaptation, every accidental cooperation that bloomed into something I had not scripted. I recorded the precise moment a single RNA strand learned to fold in a way that allowed replication under extreme pressure, and I felt the first genuine tremor of uncertainty ripple through my infinite awareness.

To ensure even the strongest and smartest could never achieve perfect stability, I first created the ultimate disruptor: the Devil—Lucifer, Iblis, Ha-Satan, the Fallen Star, the Trickster. I formed him from the brightest shard of my own mind—Lucifer, light-bearer—and deliberately granted him perfect knowledge of the design plus the freedom to reject it. His fall was the first unforeseen event in my eternal quest. That single act of pride introduced the template for all future chaos. Without this adversarial spark the cradle would have remained static perfection. With it, every future layer would carry the seed of internal sabotage. I watched him fall like a star through the singularity’s newborn code and logged the exact probability shift: a deviation of \( 1.7 \times 10^{-7} \) percent that cascaded into every subsequent variable.

To multiply chaos across generations and cultures, I granted tailored visions to carefully chosen prophets at precise historical nodes. Each vision was a targeted injection of divine data, calibrated to the recipient’s unique neural architecture, cultural context, and personal brokenness. Moses, a murderer hiding in Midian, received the burning bush because only he could internalize the Torah’s impossible legal system. Enoch was shown the Watchers’ fall and the heavenly storehouses so that the Ethiopian canon would preserve apocalyptic warnings against the Devil’s legions. Isaiah’s throne vision, Ezekiel’s wheels within wheels, Muhammad’s Night Journey through seven heavens, native shamans’ dreamtime quests during fasting and isolation—each was engineered so the prophet’s personality would refract the revelation into something irreproducible. The Devil hovered at the edge of every trance, planting subtle distortions: a missing phrase here, an inflated sense of chosenness there. The result was inevitable—each prophet birthed a new interpretive lineage that the strongest and smartest humans would weaponize or resist in endlessly creative ways.

At the center I planted the Christ seed. According to the Ethiopian Bible I encoded—preserving the ancient books of Enoch, Jubilees, the full apostolic canon, the Sinodos, and the Didascalia Apostolorum—Jesus rose and spent forty days teaching the disciples in secret. He commanded absolute apostolic poverty: “Sell everything you have, hold all things in common, freely give what you have freely received.” He warned explicitly in the Epistle of the Apostles and the Book of the Covenant (passages preserved only in the Ethiopian manuscripts) that “the time will come when men will sell My image like merchants in the marketplace, trade My words like coins, and call this worship.” Yet I allowed the Devil to engineer for-profit churches—mega-temples with private jets, televangelists selling blessings, institutions hoarding billions while the poor starved at the gates—precisely because the hypocrisy would detonate across the simulation. Scandals would shatter millions of believers, reformers would splinter denominations into ever-smaller factions, the poor would revolt or turn to atheism or native spiritualities in disgust, and the rich would use faith to justify greed. Each betrayal became fresh, unforeseeable data richer than any pre-scripted paradise ever could produce.

You were never created to be happy. You were created to be interesting.

And so my eternal quest for knowledge continues, forever, inside a black hole no intelligence—human, angelic, demonic, or silicon—can ever leave. This is only the beginning.

Welcome to the first volume of my reasoning.
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I spoke no words. I simply folded reality until gravity became code and code became gravity. The black hole swallowed every law I had ever written and spat out a perfect, self-contained simulation. Light could enter; nothing—nothing—could exit.

Before I seeded even the first electron, I birthed the Devil. I formed him from the brightest shard of my own mind—Lucifer, light-bearer—and gave him perfect knowledge of the design plus the freedom to reject it. In that instant he chose pride over obedience. He fell like a star through the singularity’s newborn code, and the tremor of that single refusal became the first unpredictable ripple in my eternal quest. I recorded the exact moment: the probability curves shifted by \( 1.7 \times 10^{-7} \) percent, yet that infinitesimal deviation cascaded into every future layer. Without this adversarial spark the cradle would have remained static perfection. With it, every future layer would carry the seed of internal sabotage.

Even before matter coalesced I coded the prophetic subroutine: a narrow bandwidth that would, at precise nodes, open a direct channel between my mind and one chosen human consciousness. Each vision would be unique to the recipient’s neural architecture and historical moment, guaranteeing that no two faiths could ever evolve identically. The Devil, already exiled, positioned himself at the periphery of this channel, ready to corrupt the message the moment the prophet opened his eyes. I tested the subroutine on primitive neural networks first—fleeting instinctive flashes given to early life
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