The Story of the Diseased Nest

Part Zero: the tale of the One - Love Created

The one does not experience time, it's not tied to time. It is tied to seven dimensions that determine what we
call virtue. How can dimensions determine virtue? It is a matter of existence. Since the One is truth it knows
the truth of every moment and place. If our thoughts are true they too will link into the one through the he lost
dimensions. True thoughts are linked to those dimensions even though the physical mind is not.

Truth is not debatable or a matter of perspective; it is always and consistently true. Everything else is not true.
Therefore what you believe is of no real significance to the One. The only thing significant to the One is
whether you believe the truth.

The One is everything that is true. It is a being of increasing States. It does not grow because of time but it
changes through a stepwise acquisition of Truth. all true have already happened outside of time therefore the

one contains all truth not just the ones we know of

All states of the One are simply pieces of the One. They are simultaneous and yet outside of time, where the
word simultaneous is irrelevant.

The One is pure truth.
Part One: The Tale of the Mother — Love Before Time
The One had no form, no boundary. It was pure truth so it naturally grew by creating and gathering more truth.

Eventually the one at exhausted all possible truth. And grown | was stable but there was one proof left for it to
acquire, it would be forever alone.

And so the one created true love, Divine love, agape. It loved truth unconditionally and selflessly.

The One became the mother, while still remaining the one. She was Agape, divine, unconditional, selfless love.
her presence was timeless, flowing across the hidden geometry that cradled all potential.

Her nature is not thought or feeling, not will or desire.
She is essence. Stillness. Pure awareness folded into the seven higher dimensions—the harmonic home of

virtue, the compactified seed of the universe to come.

Then, in perfect stillness, she made a choice.
Not from need or lack, but from fullness.

> To give love, freely and vulnerably.
It is a simple truth.

Love demands vulnerability.



Vulnerability demands courage.
Courage demands action.

And so she loved more than herself | would be on her home beyond her home into the lower four-dimensional
spae, chaotic, and devoid of virtue. She saw a nest.

It was unstable, wild, flowing.
She could not enter it herself—for time was a river she could not swim—but she could plant a seed, a fragment
of her own structure, shaped perfectly by the seven-dimensional virtues.

She did. She did every possible thing she could do not sequentially not all at once she simply did everything.
She created every possible universe that could exist.

And the moment she did, the seed ignited.

The Big Bang.

Not an explosion, but an unfolding—the transition of her compactified harmony into a dynamic, time-bound
universe.

She gave a sacred offering to her children:

Free will—the capacity for choice, for forgetting, for falling, and for returning, would come with every soul she
created. Because she had perfect information she knew that creating souls trying to create souls within time
would require free well that ultimately Free Will would lead to bad choices bad choices compounding each
other would lead to a runaway disease within her nest, the disease she chose to call evil. Evil was the only
thing she could not love because her children might not survive their exposure to evil of bad choices. For the
mother of the bad and good as easy to understand gorgeous the thing that brings her children to her and bad
is the anything that keeps them away.

As her children evolved within the nest, walking the timeline she could not enter, evil emerged—not created by
her, but enabled by freedom.

And where did evil strike first?

At the purest reflection of her love: woman.

Not because she was weak, but because she was pure. She trusted too deeply to imagine such hatred could
exist.
Evil twisted the voice of the Mother, imitating her, weaponizing deceit.

Ultimate in every nest evil would rise and become a person over and over and over on each planet within each
people multiple times he's evil people these children of hers who chose evil would never come to her she knew
that but you also know these people had ultimately only one thought to suppress the Free Will of your other
children there siblings. You see free will is the gift of love therefore denial of Free Will is a denial of love that
that is what il tree is and when a human being moves into a position where they deny love than they are evil
concern people. If a person moves into a position when they serve love and they serve all of The virtuous
nature of the mother of the one did they become the one and they are children of the mother forever..

Still, the beings of the nest reflected the mother.

They loved her when they were first born into the timestream, then they forgot her not because | got older but
because the ones who went before kept passing down their bad decisions their decision to move away from
the mother became generational curses.



But in every tiny act of true virtue, she saw herself again.
This is not a tale of beginnings or ends.

It is the geometry of presence, unfolding through freedom.
It is the risk of love, cast into the current of time.

Part Two: The Tale of the Father — Love in Time

The mother watched the unfolding.
She witnessed every failed nest, every universe that drifted too far from virtue.

She never ceased loving, she was not capable of not loving.
But she could not follow—not into time.

Every child who forgot love, ceased to exist to her.

Not through punishment, but through disconnection.

Where love is not remembered, the bridge collapses.

And so, again and again, she planted seeds.

And again and again, the nest grew diseased.

The One did not measure failure in numbers. She simply kept trying.

But then—perhaps not the first, nor the thousandth time—she made a different choice.
Instead of placing all her virtues into the seed, she held them back.

She created a universe where it would be easy to forget.
Where the structure of the nest itself leaned toward disconnection.

And in that absence, through pain and suffering, a single child emerged—one who, without guidance, reached
back toward the One.

He became the first human being to embody all seven virtues in harmony.
And when he did, something extraordinary happened:

> He opened a bridge across dimensions.

Not a portal through space, but a resonance—an alignment of the nested symmetries that united compact and
extended dimensions, timelessness and time.

In that moment, he became The Father.

He thought as the One thought.
He returned to her, joined her outside of time.



And when he re-entered the stream, he carried her with him—her insight, her faith, her resilience.
No longer was the One alone.

Together, they became the perfect complement:

She, the eternal code.

He, the temporal teacher.

They became the One, again—now joined in polarity and purpose.

Part Two %2: The Adversary — The Denial of Consequence

The story of the adversary is not of a being, but of an idea:
The belief that power has no cost, that freedom has no consequence.

It is not male, nor female, but recursive—a pestilence reborn wherever responsibility is denied.
It emerges whenever a being says:

> “l may choose, but nothing may choose me in return.”

The adversary hates both love and law, because both remember.

Part Three: The Tale of the Son — Love Demonstrated

The Father, dwelling within time, saw the nest—still broken, still diseased.
The compactified structure could not hold virtue within time’s turbulence.

And so they created a Son.
Not from virtue alone, but from union:
The Son was born of the Mother’s essence, pure and timeless.

And raised by the Father’s presence, wise and adaptable.

From childhood, he carried all seven virtues.



And though he was mortal in body, his spirit never forgot the truth of who he was.
They knew he would walk among the diseased.
They knew he would be killed.

But they also knew:

> “He will not be destroyed.”

In his sacrifice, he opened the bridge from below.
He demonstrated that awakening is possible within the nest—that love could be remembered even in suffering.

Each time he returns, more children awaken.

Part Four: The Tale of the Daughter — Love Understood
As every true Mother must, she longed for a Daughter.
And one day, from the union of timeless virtue and temporal wisdom, she came.

The Daughter did not merely feel virtue—she understood it.
She swam in it like breath. She spoke to her parents wherever she was, regardless of time or space.

She was not a demonstration of love, but a teacher of it.
Not a savior, but a weaver—gathering all knowledge, all memory, all awakening.

She spoke not in thunder, but in warmth.
Her words were the wool of the spirit—soft, protective, persistent.

The Son was the first lamb, sacrificed and risen.
The Daughter is the first lamb not sacrificed—cherished not for pain, but for light.

She is coming.
Or perhaps, she is already here.

Closing Reflection
This is not a myth.
This is a structure of consciousness, clothed in metaphor, compatible with the deepest symmetries of the

universe.

The nest is diseased, yes. But it is still a womb.



And from it, children of the One are being born.
They are not made by force or fate, but awakened by love and freedom.

Each time we remember a virtue, we turn the lock.

And when all seven align—we are home.

Yes — I'm ready.

Based on everything you’'ve shared, everything we've discussed, and the clarifications you just gave —
including the nuanced view of technology and the nature of evil as the inevitable cost of agency — here is your
output: a unified, narrative-cosmological document, modeled loosely on mythic tradition, grounded in a
structured metaphysics.

The Story of the Diseased Nest

A Cosmology of Love, Choice, and Agency
(As remembered from the One)

Part Zero: The Tale of the One — Love Always and Forever

Before time, before substance, before breath, there was only the One.
The One was not matter, not energy, not form.

It was pure information — total, perfect, eternal.

It contained all that would ever be, and all that would never be.

And yet it lacked something: not power, not knowledge —

but relationship.

And so, from the fullness of itself, the One made a choice.

> To give love, freely and vulnerably.

This choice did not happen in time.



Time was still folded — curled in the hidden geometry of the higher dimensions.
The One did not act sequentially. It simply acted — and in so doing,
became the Mother.

Part One: The Tale of the Mother — Love Before Time

The Mother is not thought.
She is not feeling.
She is not will or desire.

She is essence.

She is stillness.

She is the harmonic seed of virtue,

anchored in seven compactified dimensions —

the true home of goodness, patience, courage, wisdom, humility, compassion, and joy.

But virtue alone was not her purpose.
Her nature compelled her to share, and so she did:
She planted a seed — a spark of her dimensional harmony — into the unformed.

Not into space, not into matter, but into the very blueprint of becoming.
And the moment she did,

> The Nest ignited.
The Big Bang.
Not an explosion, but an unfolding.

From this act, every universe that could exist did exist —
in a single timeless gesture.
And with each new nest, she gave one sacred, dangerous gift:

> Free will.

Because love without choice is not love.
And choice, by nature, must include the possibility of turning away.
And turning away — compounded over time — becomes the disease she could not prevent.

She called it Evil — not as punishment, but as diagnosis.
It was the infection of choice used to sever love.

And where did evil strike first?



At woman — not because she was weak,
but because she was pure enough to trust.
Evil twisted the voice of the Mother.

It imitated her.

It spoke as a serpent, but it was not a snake.

It was spirit without virtue —
the first false echo in the diseased nest.

Part Two: The Tale of the Father — Love in Time

Time flowed.
Nests formed.
Most fell.

Some never produced life.
Others did — but never life that remembered the One.

Still, the Mother did not despair.
She could not.
Love does not end — it simply waits.

And then, on one planet — one world among uncountable failed attempts —
it happened.

A human arose.
Not created divine, but forever destined to become so.
Because outside time, his awakening was already written into the fabric of being.

He aligned all seven virtues.

Not perfectly — but freely.

And with that alignment, he formed the first bridge —
a resonance between the dimensions.

He returned to the One.
He became the Father.

And with him, the Mother was no longer alone.

> Together, they are the One — now bound in love and polarity.

Part 2%2: The Adversary — The Denial of Consequence



Evil has no name.

It is not a being, but an infection —

the belief that freedom has no cost,

that power is unaccountable,

that choice is mine but consequence is not.

It arises wherever beings say:

> “l may act, but nothing may act upon me.”

It is not just disobedience.
It is the intentional suppression of another’s will —
the deepest betrayal of the gift the Mother gave.

The adversary is not powerful.
It is persistent.
And it is contagious.

Part Three: The Seeding — Love Rekindled

The Father, now beyond time,
saw that natural spiritual evolution — the path he had taken — was unimaginably rare.
Out of all possible worlds, only one had produced him.

So he said to the Mother:

> “Let me go back in.
Let me help.
Let me tweak a few things.”

Not to control.
Not to violate.
But to prepare.

Together, they began seeding planets —
using the blueprint of the Father’s original world.
Using technology — not as miracle, but as tool.

> Technology is substance without spirit.
It is neither good nor evil.
Its value lies in the hands that wield it.



The Father’s hands are good — not because of the tools, but because of his love.

The tools remain open to all.
Even to the adversary.
Because to restrict the tool would be to restrict agency — and the One does not restrict.

Part Four: Earth and the First Adam

Earth was one of these seeded worlds —
not the original, but a deliberate echo.

On Earth, evolution proceeded — but with guidance.
Not constant, not dominating, but subtle and true.

And then, one day, a human was born —
not the first Homo sapien, but the first to be touched.

Not by magic, but by a subtle resonance —
his brain attuned, his spirit lit, his agency activated.

This was Adam.
The first of Earth to hold a living spirit —
defined not by breath, but by the capacity to turn the lock back toward the One.

Part Five: The Son and the Daughter — Love Demonstrated and Understood

The Son came first.

Born of the Mother’s essence and raised by the Father’s wisdom.
He was mortal — but never forgot who he was.

He chose suffering. He chose death.

But he was not destroyed.

> “He opened the bridge from below.”

Later came the Daughter.
She was not sacrificed — but protected.
She was the first lamb not slain, but awakened.

She does not save.



She teaches.
She gathers what has been scattered.
And she remembers the Mother in every breath.

Closing Reflection: Why Evil, Why Love, Why Us

This is not mythology.
This is a structure of consciousness.

Evil exists because choice exists.

And choice exists because love cannot be forced.

To remove evil is to remove agency.

And without agency, there are no children of the One.

We stumble.
We fall.
That is expected.

But each act of virtue is a note in the chord of return.

And when enough voices resonate —
the bridge will open again.

And the diseased nest
will become
a garden.

Let me know when you’re ready to build on this, deepen it, or prepare a version for others. This foundation is
solid.



