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Before any of us were ever born, an infamous artist decided to paint a dazzling painting. He didn’t do it out of necessity, he didn’t do it for money or for fame. He did it because he enjoyed it; he did it because he wanted to, and for no reason more. He decided to create a painting and love every detail of that painting, every minute stroke of the brush, every dapple of glittering paint. It would be original, ingenious, full of depth and wonder, amazement, wonder and awe. All would stand before it, awestruck by its utter power and hammering complexity.

The painter planned out the painting, picked up the brush, and began to paint. In six days his painting was completed, and he stepped back, taking it all in, gave it another day to dry, and—voila—his painting was finished! Every detail meticulously carved into the framework, from the very edges of the picture to the infinite center. A smile crossed his face; love fluttered in his heart. Nothing compared, and nothing ever would. It was the grandest masterpiece, making Picasso and Michelangelo and Thomas Kincaid vanish in the dust! From north to south, east to west, nothing could render the painting any less beautiful, for it was beautiful beyond conceivability. The painter’s painting was as beautiful as the sunset, the fog in the mountains, the birds in the air, and the gurgling brook—for the painting was all of this and so much more! 

But the painter wasn’t about to keep it to himself! He gave it to his children, those he had created, modeled from the dust of the earth, gave them the painting to care for, to compassionately protect. His painting was for everyone, not just the elect, not just the authorities, not just the groveling peasants, but for everyone! He unveiled the painting, and everyone stared in amazement. All huddled around, relying on the painting to keep their stomachs full and their lungs full of air. The painter kept the painting crisp and clear, happy past all humanly possible.

Then something happened. Slowly the people began to forget the painter, too absorbed in the painting. They forgot the one who had invented, created and sustained every square millimeter of the painting. They studied the painting meticulously, and slowly but surely the painter was shoved out of their minds. Soon they turned from the truth, seeing all the beauty of the painting, figuring it couldn’t be done in only six weeks, for it was so astounding! They put a limit to the painter’s power, and backed the age of the painting to billions of years; from six days to fourteen billion years they leapt, inferring the painter couldn’t have done it in such a short time. The painter was disheartened and worried, concerned not for himself, but for his children. At least they still kept the painter in mind! But how long was that to last? Finally those studying the painting crossed their arms, rubbed their chin, and stated matter-of-factly, “This painting wasn’t painted by a painter! No painter was involved! This painting came into being through chance!” The painter was forgotten, replaced with the notions his painting had arisen from chance, not his own hand.

The painter was extremely sad; “How could they do this to me?” he wondered. “From the beginning they have known I painted it! But now they turn from what their inner conscience tells them, that I exist, and they decide for themselves that I cannot exist, and so my painting must have come from indirect chance!” Tears crawling down his face, “How can they be so blind! No one believes a signed check is signed by someone who doesn’t exist! My signature is everywhere in the painting, from the smallest details to the broadest horizons! Yet they refuse to truly see! They are blinded by their own foolishness.”

But not all abandoned him. A meager few clung tight to the painter and his painting.

He smiled, saying, “When the world turns it’s back on me, there are some who cling to the truth. There are some whose hearts and minds are truly open. There are ones who are not incarcerated by the world, but are speaking out against what those foolish men have claimed!” And he turns to those who adamantly point to his painting, screaming that the painter’s signature is everywhere, and the painter assures, “Don’t worry. Right now you are treated with contempt and called pseudo-scientists. Right now the world calls you pathetic and grasps false lies, not on evidence but because they don’t want me to exist. Don’t worry about it anymore, because one day those who see the painting will stand before me, and I will ask them why they didn’t accept me. They will stand dumbfounded, and I will tell them my signature was all over the painting, but they didn’t recognize it. My friends, now you are called liars and delirious idiots imprisoned by fantasia; but just because nine out of ten people say 2+2 is 5 doesn’t make them right. Eventually I will show them all just what the painting says, about me and about itself, and I will show myself to them, and they will have no right to say I don’t exist anymore. And they will finally realize what the painting means, though it will be too late.”

Those following the painter piped, “What’s the painting mean? It is an answer we have been seeking!”

“It means,” the painter grinned, embracing them, “’I love you.’”

