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Chapter One: The Invitation That Broke Reality
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The memo appeared simultaneously in thirteen different dimensions, written in a script that existed before language itself was invented. To mortal eyes, it would have looked like a particularly aggressive spam email. To the awakened, it was unmistakable.

SUBJECT: Monthly Potluck - Your Presence Is Requested

FROM: The Void (But Also Everything)

TO: All Who Have Realized There Is No "To"

Dear Eternally Present Ones,

You are cordially invited to manifest in apparently separate mortal forms for the purpose of gathering monthly to discuss Eternal Awareness, swap stories about your journeys through the illusion of time, and enjoy some really good food.

First meeting: Next Thursday, 7 PM (relatively speaking)

Location: Krishna's place (the blue guy will send coordinates)

Please bring a dish to share and your sense of humor about the cosmic joke.

RSVP: Not necessary, as we already know you're coming. You already came. You're already there. But also, text Krishna.

The Buddha was the first to receive it, which was ironic 

because he had technically stopped receiving anything around 483 BCE. He was not-sitting under a not-tree, perfectly content in the recognition that there was no one sitting anywhere, when the invitation appeared directly in his consciousness.

"Huh," he thought, which was unusual because he had transcended thought. "I suppose it would be impolite not to show up to something I'm already at."

Three thousand miles and several centuries away, Jesus was helping a confused soul understand that the kingdom of heaven was within, when he suddenly stopped mid-sentence.

"You good?" asked the soul.

"Yeah, just got a meeting request," Jesus replied. "From Myself. To Myself. About Myself."

"That's very on-brand for you," the soul noted.

In what appeared to be 13th-century Germany but was actually nowhere, Meister Eckhart was explaining to a student that God was closer than their own heartbeat when he felt the familiar tingle of cosmic coordination.

"Does this mean you have to go?" the student asked, disappointed.

"I'm not going anywhere," Eckhart smiled. "There is nowhere to go. Also, yes, I have dinner plans."
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Chapter Two: Krishna's Apartment (The Cosmic Bachelor Pad)
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Krishna's earthly dwelling was a modest two-bedroom 

apartment in what appeared to be suburban New Jersey, though the precise location shifted depending on who was looking for it. The building superintendent had long ago stopped questioning why the lease was signed in 3000 BCE or why the rent checks were always paid in pure consciousness.

He had spent the previous three days preparing for the dinner party, which was hilarious because time was an illusion and he had technically done all the preparation instantly and also never. But old habits died hard, even for the Divine.

The apartment itself was decorated in what could only be described as "Transcendent Minimalism Meets Cosmic Maximalism." One wall was covered entirely in Krishna's collection of divine flutes. Another featured a whiteboard with complex diagrams explaining why nothing existed, which was right next to a refrigerator covered in magnets from his various incarnations.

"Okay, okay," Krishna muttered to himself, checking the dal for the seventh time. "The formless absolute can definitely handle a dinner party. I've created and destroyed universes. I can manage twelve guests."

The doorbell rang. Krishna frowned. He hadn't installed a doorbell.

"That's just Lao Tzu," he realized. "Always announcing his arrival by not announcing it."

He opened the door to find the ancient sage standing there with a casserole dish and an expression of profound befuddlement.

"I brought quinoa," Lao Tzu said. "Although bringing implies movement through space, and space implies separation, and 

separation is the root of all—"

"It's great to see you too," Krishna interrupted, pulling him into a hug. "Come in, come in."

"I would, but there is no 'in' or 'out,' only the eternal—"

"The eternal 'yes, please put the quinoa in the kitchen,'" Krishna finished, gently steering him toward the counter.

Lao Tzu shuffled inside, his eyes twinkling. Despite having written the Tao Te Ching about the impossibility of speaking truth, he was remarkably chatty once you got him going.

"Nice place," Lao Tzu observed, though his tone suggested he could see through the walls to the infinite nothing beyond. "Very... apparent."

"Thanks. The lease is only for eternity, so I'm not too committed."

The next to arrive was Buddha, who materialized at the door with perfect timing and a fruit salad that somehow contained flavors that didn't exist in the physical world.

"Gautama!" Krishna exclaimed. "You made it!"

"Did I?" Buddha replied with a gentle smile. "Or did I never leave? Or was there never anyone to go anywhere?"

"All of the above, but also, you're late."

"Time is an illusion."

"Yeah, but we said 7 PM, and it's 7:45."

Buddha laughed, the sound like wind chimes made of starlight. "My Uber driver was convinced we were all separate individuals on a journey through time and space. It took three eternities to get here."

"Did you tip him?"

"Generously. His illusion of separation was particularly persistent. I admired the commitment."

They settled into Krishna's living room, where Lao Tzu was already examining a photograph on the mantle.

"Is this from the Mahabharata?" he asked.

"Yeah, that's me and Arjuna at the big battle. Right before I explained the entire nature of reality to him."

"Did he understand?"

"He thought he did. That was close enough."

Buddha picked up another photo. "Is this you as a baby lifting a mountain?"

Krishna shrugged. "I was showing off. You know how it is when you're young and infinite."

The doorbell rang again, except this time it was accompanied by a blinding flash of light and the faint scent of frankincense and myrrh.

"That'll be Jesus," Krishna said, heading to the door.

Sure enough, Jesus stood on the welcome mat, holding a casserole dish and radiating the kind of gentle peace that made nearby houseplants grow faster.

"Krishna! Brother!" Jesus embraced him warmly. "Love what you've done with the place. Very 'maya but make it cozy.'"

"Jesus! Come in, come in. You remember Buddha and Lao Tzu?"

"Of course!" Jesus set down his casserole—which appeared to be macaroni and cheese that had been blessed into something far beyond mere pasta—and proceeded to hug everyone. He was a hugger. It had gotten him in trouble more than once.

"What's in the dish?" Buddha asked.

"Mac and cheese. But I multiplied it, so there's enough for five thousand."

"There's only going to be thirteen of us," Krishna pointed out.

"Leftovers, then. You can never have too many leftovers when you're contemplating the eternal now."

Lao Tzu nodded sagely. "The mac that can be eaten is not the eternal mac."

"Exactly!" Jesus high-fived him.

The next hour saw a steady stream of arrivals. Shankara appeared with an intellectual precision that made the air itself seem more logical. He brought samosas and a forty-page treatise on why the samosas didn't exist.

"The samosas are Brahman appearing as samosas," he explained to anyone who would listen. "The eater is Brahman. The eating is Brahman. There is only Brahman."

"But are they spicy?" Jesus asked.

"Brahman is beyond the duality of spicy and mild."

"So... medium spicy?"

Meister Eckhart arrived next, emerging from what appeared to be nowhere with a German chocolate cake and an apologetic smile.

"Sorry I'm late," he said. "I got caught up in explaining to a group of confused theologians that God is nothing."

"How'd that go?" Krishna asked.

"They called me a heretic. Again." He sighed. "You'd think after seven hundred years, people would be more open-minded about the infinite groundless ground of being."

"Seven hundred years is like five minutes," Buddha consoled him.

"I know, but still. A guy tries to explain that the Godhead is beyond God, and suddenly everyone's got an opinion."

Mohammed entered with quiet dignity, carrying an enormous 

platter of dates and nuts. He embraced everyone with the warmth of someone who had spent his life building bridges.

"Peace be upon you all," he said, "though of course, peace already is all."

"And also with you," Jesus replied automatically, then laughed. "Sorry, old habit."

Mohammed and Jesus immediately fell into animated conversation about the challenges of being misunderstood by their followers.

"They keep arguing about which one of us is right," Jesus said, shaking his head.

"When the whole point was that there is no separation," Mohammed agreed. "It's like watching children argue about which wave is the best wave."

"While missing the ocean entirely," Jesus finished.

Rumi arrived in a whirl of poetry and ecstatic energy, nearly dancing through the doorway. He carried nothing, which was perfect, because he had brought everything.

"My friends!" he cried. "I have crossed the desert of apparent separation to arrive at the oasis of our eternal unity!"

"You took a taxi," Krishna said.

"A taxi IS a desert of apparent separation!" Rumi insisted. "The meter was running, charging me for time that doesn't exist! It was beautifully absurd!"

He embraced everyone with the enthusiasm of someone who had spent eight hundred years waiting for this exact moment, which he had, and also hadn't, because waiting implied time.

"Rumi, you gorgeous lunatic," Meister Eckhart said fondly. "Still drunk on the Divine?"

"Drunk? I am the wine, the drinker, the drinking, and the hangover that comes from believing any of it is real!" Rumi spun in a circle. "Also yes, very drunk. Where's the bathroom?"

Krishna pointed down the hall, and Rumi whirled away, reciting poetry about non-dual plumbing.

The arrival of the modern teachers was more subdued but no less significant. Joel Goldsmith appeared with the calm presence of someone who had spent decades explaining the Infinite Invisible to people who insisted on looking for it.

"Krishna," he nodded, setting down a beautiful fruit arrangement. "Thank you for hosting."

"Joel! So good to see you manifested."

"Well, technically I'm not manifested, but the appearance of manifestation is quite convincing." He smiled. "I brought grapes. They're an illusion, but a delicious one."

Herb Fitch arrived moments later, looking exactly like someone who had spent his life as a tape recorder for the Infinite. He carried a green bean casserole and an expression of serene bemusement.

"I know this is all impersonal Spirit," he said, "but I have to admit, it's nice to see everyone's personal appearance."

"The impersonal made personal," Shankara mused. "Fascinating paradox."

"Not a paradox," Herb corrected gently. "Just the One appearing as the many for the sake of the dinner party."

U.S. Anderson strode in with the confidence of someone who had discovered the secret of SUCCESS and realized it was consciousness itself. He brought a massive bowl of potato salad and an even more massive enthusiasm.

"Gentlemen! And I use that term loosely, as we are neither 

gentle nor men, but infinite consciousness playing at limitation!" He set down the potato salad with a flourish. "This is going to be the greatest dinner party in the history of appearances!"

"Every dinner party is the greatest dinner party when you realize there's only One eating," Buddha observed.

Samuel Smiles was the last to arrive, looking slightly overwhelmed but determined. He had spent his earthly life writing about self-help and character development, only to discover that there was no self to help and character was just consciousness in costume.

"I apologize for my tardiness," he said, very British and very earnest. "I brought scones and the recognition that the entire concept of self-improvement is hilarious."

"Samuel!" Jesus pulled him into the room. "We were just about to start. And yes, it's absolutely hilarious. That's why we're here."

With everyone finally assembled, Krishna surveyed his living room. Thirteen of history's most awakened beings were crammed into a space designed for maybe six people, and the air practically hummed with the recognition that none of them were actually there.

"All right everyone," Krishna announced, clapping his hands. "Let's eat first, talk about the nature of reality second. Buddha, can you bless the food?"

Buddha stood, pressing his palms together. "May we recognize that this food is not separate from the eater, that the eater is not separate from the eating, and that all of it is the One pretending to be hungry."

"Amen," said Jesus.

"Inshallah," added Mohammed.

"So be it," Shankara concluded.

"Can we eat now?" Rumi asked. "The non-existent me is starving."
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Chapter Three: The First Course (With a Side of Cosmic Truth)
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The dining table was technically too small for thirteen people, but Krishna had performed a minor miracle of spatial rearrangement. Or rather, he had recognized that space itself was negotiable when you understood its illusory nature.

They gathered around the table, passing dishes in a beautiful choreography of beings who had transcended the need for food but still appreciated a good meal.

"So," Lao Tzu said, spooning quinoa onto his plate, "I think we should establish some ground rules for these monthly dinners."

"Rules?" Rumi looked horrified. "Rules are the chains that bind the soul to—"

"Yes, yes, very poetic," Lao Tzu interrupted. "But if we're going to do this every month, we should at least agree on a format. Otherwise, it'll just be thirteen enlightened beings trying to out-paradox each other."

"What's wrong with that?" Meister Eckhart asked.

"Nothing, but we should probably also eat at some point."

Jesus raised his hand. "I propose we take turns hosting, and each host gets to choose a theme for the discussion."

"I like it," Mohammed agreed. "Structure within formlessness."

"The formless taking form as a dinner party schedule," Shankara nodded approvingly. "Very Brahman."

"So what's our theme tonight?" U.S. Anderson asked, already on his second helping of Krishna's dal.

Krishna stood, tapping his glass with a spoon, which made a sound that somehow contained all possible sounds.

"Tonight," he announced, "I want to hear about your journeys. Not the official versions everyone knows—the Bhagavad Gita, the Sermon on the
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