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Epilogue: The Cyclic Loop of Time

Prologue

The Unfamiliar Pebble of Origin

The damp black soil clung to his ankles. In the dawn, before the sun had fully risen, the world was bathed in a faint gray light. The breath of the newly awakened primeval forest was cold and damp, and the cries of unknown birds intermittently broke the silence. Small feet carefully parted the wet blades of grass as they moved forward. It was a young child who had emerged from a dwelling that barely deserved to be called a hut, a crude structure woven from branches and animal hides. The child, not yet five years old, was rarely called by name within the tribe. He was simply referred to as "Little One" or "River Child."

Today, the child's purpose was simple: to find the animal bones left by the adults of the tribe from the previous evening's meal, and head to the riverbank. The meager marrow left in the bones would be a precious meal for the child. Passing over the rocks covered in damp moss, the child stopped at the babbling riverbank. Dew that had fallen overnight glistened at the tips of the grass. The child lowered his head and peered into the river. Pebbles were scattered sparsely beneath the murky water.

There was no trace of the previous evening's remains. Hungry wild animals must have cleaned them off. Disappointed, the child wandered around. Then, suddenly, an object distinctly different from the other pebbles caught the child's eye. It was a black stone, half-submerged in the river, glistening. While the other stones were rough and uneven, this one was smooth and glossy. Its surface shone with faint patterns, catching the sunlight, as if someone had painstakingly polished it over a long time.

Driven by curiosity, the child reached into the water and picked up the stone. It fit snugly in the palm of his hand and had a pleasant weight. It felt cold, yet strangely warm. The child ran his fingers over the surface of the stone. The patterns, like finely etched inscriptions, were faintly felt at his fingertips. It was an unfamiliar presence, completely different from the common stones around it.

But the origin of the stone was not important to the child. In an age when even the concept of civilization was vague, the world to the child was simply the nature that unfolded before his eyes. The unique beauty of the stone briefly captured the child's attention, but soon his interest shifted elsewhere. Hunger was a more intense sensation than beauty. Disappointed, the child decided to try catching small fish in the river. The black stone remained in his other hand.

After searching for fish for a long time, the child finally gave up. He was starting to get hungry. The child looked down at the stone in his hand indifferently. The smooth surface still glistened, but now it was no longer special to the child. It was just a slightly unusual-looking stone, common along the riverbank. The child shifted the stone to his other hand and gazed absently at the forest across the river. Perhaps there were edible berries or roots somewhere in that forest.

Eventually, the child tossed the black stone into the grass by the riverbank. It wasn't for any particular reason. It was simply cumbersome to carry. The stone rolled into the grass and disappeared without a trace. The child didn't look back as he headed towards the forest. No one could have imagined that the small pebble would become a pivotal turning point in human civilization. In the dawn of a new primordial era, a child's careless action marked a tiny point at the beginning of history.

Countless years passed since then. The black pebble, thrown away by the child, was buried in the soil and sand of the riverbank, falling into a long slumber. The child grew into an adult, then aged and passed away, his name fading into obscurity. The tribe thrived and declined repeatedly, gradually evolving from a small group into a larger community. Their skill in handling fire became more proficient, and they began to hunt animals and cultivate the land using simple tools.

Over time, the landscape around the river also changed gradually. The forest became denser, and the river's flow changed subtly. The spot where the child had thrown the stone was now covered with dense reeds. Occasionally, when there were floods or the river level was low, the black pebble would briefly see the light of day, but still, no one recognized its value. People regarded it as just an ordinary stone or, intrigued by its unique shape, glanced at it before passing by indifferently.

In the memory of humanity, that small event of the primordial era was completely forgotten. New generations were born, and the experiences and wisdom of the previous generations were passed down only through oral tradition. The patterns etched on the stone conveyed no meaning. It was merely a part of nature, a piece of scenery that passed by unnoticed.

Although it was still a rudimentary level of civilization, humanity was gradually progressing. They crafted more sophisticated tools by breaking and shaping stones, and made clothes from animal bones and hides. They observed the constellations to predict seasonal changes and expressed awe for the forces of nature through simple rituals. Their world was still narrow and full of unknowns, but it was expanding little by little through daily discoveries and experiences.

Changes also occurred around the river. New tribes began to settle in places slightly distant from where the child's tribe lived. These tribes, speaking different languages and having slightly different lifestyles, sometimes competed and sometimes cooperated. The river remained the center of their lives. They drank water, caught fish, and sometimes used it as a means of transportation.

Over countless years, the black pebble was sometimes buried in the riverbed and sometimes washed up on the riverbank. Its surface gradually wore away, covered in dirt and dust, faded by sunlight, and trampled by countless feet, but the unknown energy within remained firmly dormant. It was like an ancient seed that had been forgotten for a long time, sleeping. It was a being preparing to sprout and bloom when the right time came.

Humanity was still overwhelmed by the forces of nature, living day by day in unpredictable dangers. Diseases, hunger, and the threat of wild animals constantly tormented them. But they did not despair, and they overcame difficulties by cooperating with each other. They harbored the hope that the accumulation of small discoveries and developments would one day lead to the creation of a great civilization. Of course, the existence of the small black pebble, which lay at the starting point of that hope, remained in no one's memory. The river of oblivion flowed silently, covering everything.

Again, a long time passed. Humanity developed agricultural technology and began a settled life, and social classes emerged and cities began to form based on surplus production. The technology of shaping stones and wood became more sophisticated, and a new era dawned with the invention of metal smelting using fire. People baked bricks from clay, built houses by cutting down trees, and gained more power by using weapons and tools made of metal.

As civilization developed, interest in the past gradually emerged. As ancient ruins buried deep underground were discovered, people began to wonder about their origins. The remnants of past people, such as buildings built with huge stones, fragments of pottery with unknown drawings and symbols, and rusted bronze mirrors, evoked both awe and unanswered questions.

Old traces were also found around the river. Sometimes, broken Stone Age tools were found, and sometimes, Bronze Age weapons appeared. Among them were smooth, black stones with unknown patterns. Compared to other artifacts, they were not noticeable. People regarded them as just one of the traces of an old era, or old objects whose special purpose was unknown, perhaps toys that children used to play with.

As time passed, writing was invented, and people began to record their thoughts and experiences. The history, legends, and myths of the past were recorded in writing, but there was no record of that small event of the primordial era anywhere. Oblivion was complete, and the black pebble was treated as just one of many forgotten artifacts.

But human curiosity was endless. As civilization developed further, people began to study the artifacts of the past more deeply. They explored the rise and fall of ancient civilizations and tried to decipher lost languages. Sometimes, unimaginable and amazing discoveries were made, but there were still many unsolved mysteries. In particular, the smooth black stones of unknown origin aroused constant curiosity among scholars. They set up various hypotheses and conducted research to find out what they were used for and what meaning they contained, but none of them provided a clear answer.

Again, a long time passed. Humanity used ironware, built vast empires, and developed science and philosophy. The artifacts of the past were still objects of study, but they remained buried in time without their meaning being fully understood. The small pebble thrown by the child on the primordial riverbank now remained a mere presence among numerous historical artifacts, waiting for the day it would reappear in the world. In the time of oblivion, the seed of the future was quietly dormant.

Thousands of years passed. Humanity made remarkable progress in science and technology, flew in the sky, explored the sea, and expanded their view to the universe. Information and communication technology connected the world into one, and artificial intelligence reached a level that surpassed human intelligence. The past now seemed to exist only as exhibits in museums or records in history books. In the convenience and abundance brought by advanced technology, it became difficult for people to even imagine the life of the distant past.

But the artifacts of the past still existed. The traces of ancient civilizations, constantly discovered deep underground, in the sea, and in the ruins of old buildings, were mysterious existences that could not be fully explained by modern science and technology. In particular, the pebbles with smooth black surfaces and unknown symbols were still an unsolved puzzle. Scientists used advanced analysis equipment to analyze the components of the pebbles and tried to interpret the meaning of the symbols on their surfaces, but they repeatedly failed. They remained silent, as if mocking modern science and technology.

As time went on, human knowledge became vast, but paradoxically, the unknown realm also expanded. Unsolved questions, such as the origin of the universe, the essence of life, and the true appearance of past civilizations, continued to arise. People sometimes experienced glimpses of past scenes through dreams or sudden, strange intuitions, but they did not know exactly what they meant. It was as if fragments of long-forgotten memories were floating in their subconscious.

In the future society, which had reached the pinnacle of civilization, everything seemed to be operated efficiently and rationally. But behind it, there was an inexplicable sense of unease and emptiness. People constantly craved new things, but they wandered without finding anything truly meaningful. The disconnection from the past may have brought a deep sense of loss to humanity.

And at that very moment, an event occurred that changed everything. In a conversation with the state-of-the-art artificial intelligence that humanity had spent a long time developing, an unexpected and shocking answer came out. The answer shook all the knowledge and common sense that humanity had believed in, and it was like a signal flare that awakened the secrets of the past that had been dormant in oblivion for a long time. From that day on, humanity would have a completely new perspective on their origins and future. The story that began with a small pebble thrown away on the primordial riverbank was now about to flow in a completely unpredictable direction.
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The Remnants of Primordial Times

Chapter 1
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THE NEW PRIMORDIAL era began on the ruins of all the civilizations that had fallen before. Whether due to a great war, unpredictable natural disasters, or some other reason, humanity had blown away the brilliant civilization it had built like dust and returned to square one. All that remained were the skeletal frames of buildings, fragments of rusted machinery, and traces of ancient technologies whose names had been forgotten. The sky was still gray, and the land was desolate. Only the weeds that occasionally sprouted through the barren ground seemed to faintly show the glory of the past.

The survivors lived scattered in small groups. Most of the knowledge of the past was lost, and only basic survival skills and instincts remained. Their daily lives consisted of lighting fires, making simple tools for hunting, and huddling together to endure the cold of the night. Stories of the past were faintly passed down like legends, but few people truly understood their meaning.

A group of people were building huts and living among the dust-covered concrete ruins on the outskirts of a collapsed city. Every morning, when the sun rose, they wandered through the ruins in search of food, and in the evening, they gathered around a bonfire to soothe the day's hard labor. Their lives were arduous, but they held hope for a new beginning. It was a vague expectation that they could recover the lost past and rebuild civilization once again.

One day, while exploring the ruins for food, a young woman discovered an unusual object in a pile of collapsed buildings. It was covered in dirt and dust, but the unique texture and shape of its surface were distinctly different from the surrounding concrete fragments or broken bricks. The woman carefully picked it up. It was a black stone, about the size of her palm. The surface was smooth and seemed to faintly glow. Upon closer inspection, she saw that very small and intricate symbols were engraved on the surface.

The moment the woman saw the stone, she was seized by a strange feeling. It felt like it contained some special meaning, not just a simple stone. But in an era where little knowledge of the past remained, the woman did not know what the symbols meant. It was just a strange and uniquely shaped stone.

The woman brought the stone back to the hut. The people of the tribe were curious about the stone, but nothing more. The children were briefly interested in the shiny surface and played with it for a while, but soon left to find other fun things. The adults wondered what the stone could be used for, but concluded that it was just a smooth stone that was neither sharp nor hard.

Eventually, the black stone was forgotten, left in a corner of the hut. People struggled daily for survival and had no time to pay attention to a stone of unknown origin. It was nothing more and nothing less than one of the many strange objects found in the ruins. The glorious civilization of the past was too distant and vague a story for them, and the traces of that civilization were merely incomprehensible remnants.

However, the small black stone contained highly advanced technology from the distant future. The people of that time had no idea that the pebble, carelessly thrown away by the primordial child, would be rediscovered in the ruins of the new primordial era and serve as a crucial link connecting the forgotten past and the approaching future. In the ashes and dust, the whispers of forgotten time began quietly.

As time passed, the black stone discovered by the woman faded further from people's memories. It lay in a corner of the hut, gathering dust, occasionally rolled or thrown by children as a toy, only to be abandoned when they lost interest. The smooth surface and unknown symbols of the stone conveyed no meaning to them. It was just one of the many mysterious remnants of past civilizations.

The same was true for other groups. While wandering through the ruins, they often found strangely shaped objects. Glowing fragments, parts that seemed to move on their own, and complex structures that were incomprehensible with current technology. However, they often feared or revered these objects. Not knowing why the past civilization had perished, they thought that unknown dangers might be hidden in the remnants.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE JUCTION L






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
)





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
/<





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





