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Prelude







“We’re in paradise,” said Tod. “Quite amazing.” Exotic plants and animals abounded — familiar and yet not familiar—for they had never seen them before.

“Yes, it is beautiful,” said Zoe. “And we’re not fallen... at least not yet.”

“Well, let’s hope so. I think we’ve passed the initial test. Clear sailing from here on out?”

Zoe shook her head and smiled. “Never quite that. I don’t think drama has left us. If we wanted no drama, we would have just gone to heaven.”

“Why didn’t we do that?” asked Tod. “Did you sense how wonderful it was? Despite all the beauty here—it was beyond description—and we just got a sense of it.”

“Well, we are starting things anew, as we’ve decided. Should we begin by naming these animals? They do look rather odd, unusual combinations, like flying moles. Insects with faces. All delightful.”

“How did it come to be this way? What new science is behind it?” asked Tod.

“I think what’s different is that part of our insides were used to make this world,” suggested Zoe.

“So, before we start naming—how are we going to do it? I mean, how are to have our world become as at least as beautiful as earth, despite the failings of our earth? Maybe we can avoid the mistakes.”

“You mean, not have a world flood wipe almost everyone away, except those in an ark?” asked Zoe.

“That’s good for starters. No worldwide destruction. Let’s rule that out. We’re on our own. It feels like... ”

“Yet, not. I sense something more, a presence,” said Zoe. She gazed around them into the dappled light and opened her arms as if to receive something.

Then before them appeared an angelic form, gradually coming into shape from a faint outline to a solid, very real form. “Yes, you are not alone,” announced the form.

“Who are you?” asked Tod. “Though I have a feeling we should know.”

“I’m the Guardian of this paradise, at least for the first phase... to help you get started on the journey.”

“Journey?” asked Tod. “We’ve just arrived. We’re to start things here, right?”

“You can. But I propose a journey to ready you.”

“Please explain,” said Zoe. “We’ve just gone on a very wide-ranging time journey.”

“Since you are the first, the Namers, as it were, you need to see how things developed from the beginning... of humanity. See the deepness of the human well.”

“I suppose we’ve felt the planetary deepness and the life deepness, but not yet humans?” guessed Tod.

“Yes, humankind is the third deepness. The body and the symbolic mind of humans have deep roots, and together they birth the spirit. We can visit how this happened.”

“Is this a voluntary journey?” asked Tod. “You know we’ve been through a lot on our previous journeys. Planetary fragmentation, fending off a saber tooth lion, not to speak of the Archon.”

“Of course, free will is a persistent feature of the universe. It’s the way things are structured. But it will help to witness the deepness of humanity.”

“Like give us a map? Makes sense, I suppose,” said Tod.

“I’m game,” said Zoe. “The animals here are delightful, but they can wait. What would this journey be like?”

“It’s best experienced without preconception,” answered the Angelic form. 

“It's safe right, no risk, just a tour of the times, of ancient humanity coming into its own?”   “Safe?” asked the angelic being. “If there is free will, how can it be totally safe? You could choose to jump into a chasm.”

“We wouldn’t do that,” said Zoe. “But having adventure—that’s been a constant. So, do you think this journey will help us start this new planet?”

“It’s best to fully understand the ‘past worlds,’” said the Angel. “Else how can you make a good new world and avoid the mistakes of the past one?”

“Makes sense to me,” said Tod.

“Yes, it does—let’s do it. Is there a Time Matrix?”

“There’s always time,” said the Angel. “I am the Angel of Time.

“I will be with you, but not so visible. That’s a consciousness humans have, more than animals. Don’t hesitate to call on me at the moment of danger if you are in a bind.”

“And your name—can you share that?” asked Tod.

“That will be revealed... in time,” the Angel answered enigmatically.

“You’re a ‘her,’ then?” asked Zoe. “You look so beautiful.”

“Oh... ‘her’ will do fine. But beauty is widely shared in my dimension.”

Then, with their assent already obtained, Zoe and Tod—who had been comfortable on a paradisal planet with exotic animals and plants—found themselves back in an abstract space: the Time Matrix...
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Chapter I
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Walking

`

The matrix was not as abstract as during their cosmic and biotic journeys—it was more like musical lines with notations that sounded like a wind chime—not caused by wind but by waves of fluorescent energy, which revealed themselves as flashing particles every so often. And the energy of those wavy lines had an organic feel, as if it were living, and as if some being had made the Time Matrix alive.

“Well... it feels more friendly than before,” said Tod. 

“The universe has become more personal, more alive,” Zoe concurred, catching her breath with expectation as to what might follow. “I just didn’t know we would need this training.... It seems it should have been natural.”

“Well, birthing human life on a planet is not a simple matter, I suppose. Consciousness is a gift, but one that can be warped.... Remember the fall? Even with paradise in hand or ‘in foot’, you could say, things fell apart.”

“I guess the powers-to-be are being more careful this time around,” Zoe surmised.

“How many times around, I wonder?” said Tod. 

“Do you think there could be numerous worlds?” asked Zoe.

“It’s about as logical as having just one world. For if there is more than one, why would there not be many more?”

“Well... we have only one to worry about; the one in our charge.”

“Where do we start?” asked Tod, wondering who he was asking—for he had directed his question out into the mystery of surrounding shapes.

The Angel, as if hearing the summons, appeared. “Are you ready to begin?” she asked. “The dawn of consciousness, walking, and more?”

“Of course,” said Zoe. “This is wonderful here, but not planetary, if you know what I mean.”

“Yes, I know what you mean,” said the Angel of Time. “You prefer to be on a planet. And so you shall—on one, some 8 million years before you appeared.”







In the next moment, they were at the dawn. The sun was rising, and a shape appeared in the sky. A luminous sphere seemed both a portal—a Source—and a Giver of Light that entered their minds. 

Zoe and Tod were transformed, clothed in hair, standing close to another, and they were walking. They struggled to keep their balance. 

“Easier it seems to walk together,” said Zoe.

“Yes, our bodies are not quite outfitted for this bipedal stuff, and I think it’s easier walking together.”

“Yes, survival of those who hold one another’s hand,” said Zoe. “I don’t think that made the science books on Earth.”

“There were some outliers—survival of the cooperative, I recall? Maybe some romance comics carried the theme.” 

“Comics? Funny to think of them here—writing came way after the first speech. Tod, I just realized, we aren’t actually speaking, but hearing each other’s thoughts. Our mouths aren’t moving.”

Zoe tried to make a sound, but it came out inarticulate.

“What did you say? That sounded rough.” 

“I don’t think we can speak yet,” said Zoe. “Fortunately, we have our astral, or whatever you want to call it, connection.”

“Reading minds,” surmised Tod. “Maybe that happened before speech was sounded. Interesting...”

“Well, our spoken words may not have evolved yet, but our bodies have. And mine is hungry.”

“Food then. That must be why we’re walking—hunting for food.”

”You know, Zoe, I’m noticing that I’m taller more than you, almost a head so, and some bigger. Let me try to pick you up—see how strong I am.”

“No, let me pick you up,” insisted Zoe. She grasped Tod by the waist and lifted him off the ground.
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