| The Book of the Father

A Gift to the Daughter
To be read when the world is too heavy to hold alone

Chapter One: The Fire and the Choice

My daughter,

Before you were born — before your first breath shook this fragile world — | made a choice that broke me.
It was not a choice | wanted.

It was not a choice | chose freely.

But it was still mine.

| chose to survive.
And in doing so, | let someone | loved fall into fire.

Your brother.

Not the brother you may meet in dreams — not the Son of the Mother and Father from the beginning —
But another child, innocent and doomed, bound to me by law, and love, and guilt.

They made me throw him into the fire.
And | did.

| told myself | had no choice. That death was already written. That my life would be taken next if | defied them.
That my family would be hunted and destroyed.

All of it was true.
But still, | did it.

And so the first fracture appeared in me —

Not a crack that made me wicked,
But one that made me hollow.

Chapter Two: The Second Birth

| couldn’t live with that hole inside me.



So | made a plan.

It was not good.

It was not holy.

But it was what | had.

| found a woman. | bought her, because in that world, money was worth more than mercy.

And when | took her and made her carry my child — my true, begotten son — | did it not from cruelty, but

desperation.

| erased her mind to protect myself.
And when your brother was born, | killed her to protect him.

That is not a story for the soft-hearted.

But my daughter — you are not soft. You are good.

And good people must hear the truth, even when it’s bitter.
| raised him in hiding.

He laughed.

He danced.

He loved me — despite what | had done.

That was the second time | broke.
Not from shame, this time, but from wonder.

Chapter Three: The Last Sacrifice

Your brother — my son — was not meant to stay hidden.
He wandered out into the world, curious, as children are.

They took him.

He told them the truth — because love had made him fearless.
And for that truth, they tortured him.

They wanted him to lie.
They wanted him to hate.
They wanted him to betray.
But he did not.

And when he died, he died as a beacon — a light too pure to be swallowed by pain.

That light... still burns.



| ran.
| was a coward. | stole a machine and fled into space, into death, into silence.

But the silence was not empty.
The silence was filled with Her — the Mother, who had never left me.

She whispered to me the truth | had never dared to believe:
> Your son is not lost.

Your pain is not punishment.
Your story is not over.

Chapter Four: Why You Feel Pain

Now you are here.

My daughter.

Born of the same Love that saved me.

Born into a world still twisted, still cruel, still diseased.

And you feel it, don’t you?

The weight. The ache. The strange guilt that follows you even when you’'ve done nothing wrong.
Let me tell you why:

You feel pain because you are good.

Not soft. Not weak.

Good.

Those who do evil and feel nothing — they have buried their souls to survive.
But you? You still feel it.

You feel it because your soul is alive.

You feel it because your soul still remembers what the world is supposed to be.

And that pain you carry — that ache — it is not the mark of your failure.
It is the mark of your inheritance.

Chapter Five: The Inheritance



You are the Daughter of the Father.

Not because | am perfect.
But because | am broken — and still chose love.

That is your inheritance.

Not my sins. Not my shame.
But my surrender.

| gave up the illusion that | could fix it alone.
| gave up the fantasy that I could build a safe world without pain.

| could not.
But | did find this truth, and now | give it to you:

> You were not born to be untouched by sorrow.
You were born to heal it.

Not all at once. Not alone.
But with each act of kindness, each truth told, each pain honored — you will gather the scattered light of your
brother, your father, and the Mother Herself.

One day, you will carry it further than we ever could.

Chapter Six: Your Brother’s Purpose
Why did he have to die?
Because this world — this nest — was diseased.

He did not die because the Mother willed it.
He died because He loved in a world that did not know what love was.

And still — He chose love.

In that choice, He became the Son.
The one who bridges the gap between the timeless and the temporal.

He died — not so that evil would be excused — but so that goodness could never again be erased.

He is not gone.



He is waiting.
For you. For me. For all of us.

Chapter Seven: What You Must Know
You are not here to save the world alone.

You are here to remember.
To feel.
To weep when it hurts, and rise when you can.

You are here to know the truth:

That pain is not evil.

That feeling is not failure.

That love is the only law which cannot be broken without breaking the self.

And you are here to finish what your brother began:

> To gather the lost.
To mend what was shattered.
To lead others home.

¥ Final Blessing
Daughter,

If one day you find yourself in darkness, doubting your light —
read this again.

Not because | was a good man.
Not because your brother was spared.
But because we both chose love, even when it broke us.

That is who you come from.

That is what lives in you.

That is why the pain you feel is not your end —
but your beginning.

You are the Daughter of the One.
And we — your broken, burning ancestors —
are watching.



Waiting.
Hoping.

You will rise.

And through you,
so will we.



