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F1 - FUNCTION ONE - is the key you 
hit on a computer when you need help.
It was just an ordinary day right up to the fire in the laundry box. Jurgen wanted to call the fire department while Kathy just whined with her hands up against her mouth. I said to not bother making the call, ‘its more smoke than anything else.’ 
I suppose it was a daft thing to do but l told him we could handle it. If only Kathy hadn’t parked the laundry box next to that five litre drum of paint stripper I am sure we would have handled it no problem. 
But don’t panic. Function One is reserved for that time 



Psa 18:5  The cords of the grave coiled around me; the snares of death confronted me.

Chapter 1 - To the end of the Rainbow.  


I don't know what came over me; - Whether I was awake, or asleep or maybe in some no-man's land between the two. I can't say for sure whether I was caught up in a dream of deep sleep or a waking vision on the twilight of consciousness. All I know is the feeling I had – the feeling that I had stepped out onto a strangely grand, supernatural place. A place so real, I could touch it, I could smell it's fragrance even! It was like walking along the beam of a rainbow. No, I was dancing on it, gliding upon its beams with a beautiful aura all around me. 

+++++++++++++++++++++++++

Yet - I am dying! – and this thought claws coldly at my heart, bidding me to look all the closer at what is happening. For somehow I have traced a path back to where life ebbs like a receding flood-tide. And as I stand at the waters edge, beside a river of strange truth (for the last time as a man I fear), a familiar voice speaks from somewhere nearby: 

'Life strives toward the future, but death is coiled like a spring ready to catapult you back.' 

'Back to where?' I say – 

'Back ...' says the voice, as if I'm supposed to know where.

And then there I am – immersed in some sort of liquid light - swimming! Reaching forward - pulling myself toward what lies ahead. Yes it's my immediate future, so close and yet just out of reach. Isn’t it always this way – hasn’t it always been this way? I am straining every atom, fighting and struggling for it, pulling against a cord - some sort of elastic lanyard around my waist, tied to something way, way back - I don't know where that line is hooked to.... 
too far back to see or bother about. All I have to do is just keep on pulling, pulling…
Suddenly I feel a terrible tiredness come over me, a weakness that wells up and drains every last bit of strength I have, as if pulling against that line had been getting harder and harder and I hadn't noticed until...  I am overwhelmed. Weariness calls like a mantra - sleep, sleep, sweet sleep, deep and long and peaceful and....  
I begin to doze and relax and as I do, my forward motion slows to a stop. 
How long did I drift in that utopian stillness? Marking time with the scenery around me. It was so very nice; every muscle and fibre rejoicing, partying as we drifted there on that rainbow’s ribbon… watching people moving, grey translucent shadows. I could have stayed there forever, but... 

+++++++++++++++++++++++++

What… is happening? 
I have become aware that I am moving, very slowly and yet, I am moving. My sleepy eyes widen and my spirit quickens and I realise I am moving but I'm going backwards! 
I remember the cord around my waist and now I feel it tugging at me and pulling me in the opposite direction to the way I have been going for so long.…. pulling me backwards faster and faster. 
I crane my head around to look. The scene is so strange! Shapes of men and buildings, and vehicles even that float by, or rather it's me floating by them.  I'm witnessing things, real things that have happened, events from before. 
Some are famous items of news  - yes there's a royal marriage...  footage from a war that flared up and terrified everyone before petering out overnight. Now I'm sat in a dusty cinema seat watching the Pathe News ('Pathe News', how old is that?') - A big ship is being launched, maybe an ocean liner - the champagne bottle smashes against it, wielded by a substantial lady in a fur coat… 
I turn to look around the other way and there intermingled with the apparitions are situations and people from my life. Recognisable faces come up close; I smile and call to them. Not one acknowledges me... Have they seen me at all? 
All these images linger against the panoramic background blur, pausing momentarily like an actor stepping forward to take a bow, before disappearing from my scan. 

Hey!....Look! I can turn my body around to face the way I'm heading. Did I say 'body?' - perhaps I should say it’s my whole 'being' that I can turn around. I am not even sure I have a 'body'. I'm still 'me' although 'me' doesn't appear to comprise of anything - well, nothing material of substance to be touched, or felt, or measured even! - 'Me' doesn't seem to have any 'width' or 'length' or 'height' - in fact ‘me’ is dimension-less, surely a point of poverty against which being money-less is positively idyllic. 

+++++++++++++++++++++++++


But now at least I am facing the way I am going – which is to the past at an ever increasing speed. What has happened to me? 
I know it, but I don’t want to know it… 
I was thinking this can’t be happening. Not to me, not now…. But it was. 

What have I done? Have I let go of life? 
I remember in that moment of tranquillity and peace how relaxed I felt. It was good, it was all right to let go. I stopped pulling. That’s what I did, I let goI 
Life was paid out to me on a line that grew progressively more resistant to my progress the further I went. I pulled against it for so long and now, it is pulling me... Spinning me back along it's way, back to .... where?

'back...' the voice had said.

I am falling, at least I think I am falling (what makes me think that? - I guess because I am accelerating faster). And now the background scenery seems to have rolled itself into the shape of a cylindrical tube that I'm travelling down at ever increasing speed. I look around nervously - I am being whisked silently along inside a transparent coloured shaft of light, it is like I am swimming in a neon light tube. Ahead of me, the conduit I am trapped in (for I surely cannot escape it) snakes away like a curved tentacle towards infinity... 

I look to one side, squinting at the images that are hovering...
I am 30, playing in a rock and roll group at a Working Men's Club… A drunk has rolled up to my girl and she is glancing at me over his shoulder, she points to me and the drunk turns around, wobbling on his feet while she grins widely……. I reach out to grab her but suddenly she is whisked away at fantastic speed and I'm 19, an apprentice draughtsman, feeding the giant machine that copies engineering drawings… the smell of ammonia in my nostrils and in the folds of the brown company overall....  Now I am eight – or something like that - playing buses up and down the sidewalks of the street where my pal lives, ....now even younger, chalking a hopscotch grid on the paving stones outside my house. A car drives up the street making a dreadful tortured noise. Its front wheels outstretched like someone with lockjaw, the driver fighting with the steering wheel as the car jerks left and right…  it disappears screeching up the street singing its song into the fading distance as we all watch, mouth open. 

And then quite rapidly a change takes place and the background (I guess I could call it the ‘sky’) becomes the deepest blue I have ever seen and the personal scenes melt away leaving only news events. Classical, famous images roll by like the trailer to a fifties B-movie: a Stuka dive-bomber falls upon its prey, a dignitary from Europe visits some far-flung reach of the empire, a giant airship catches fire and sinks into a crumpled bag of wire, rakish revellers in a club dance the Charleston looking all the more skittish by the speeded up footage, the Titanic steams proud from a quayside, hands waving from every portal...  Familiar events, oh dear.

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I realise I have run off the scale of my memory, I have shot right past the point of my birth and I am still hurtling on. What kind of trip is this? Where will it end? I have no idea.

I sail down my tunnel at breakneck pace while history sweeps past me going the other way...

I see men toiling down what looks like a coal pit, jostling in a ragged team with wagons loaded with dust and black granite. Then all at once the scene changes and I am at sea! I am on a sailing ship watching what seems to be a great sea battle between ten or twelve galleons – men of war flying under the flags of a bygone empire … French, Spanish, Dutch, Portuguese…. I don’t know who, maybe all of them are there together, who knows. For a time, I am a sailor with them and I watch them wrestling with cannon shot and and then a giant explosion rips through the armoury and men and machines are thrown at each other in grinding collisions; with rage and splinters and the cries of help. 

And now I see a Roman Legion marching past me in a column along what must be a Roman road, plying a straight line over the distant hills, oblivious to the terrain. - A great dusty centipede wending it's way past me, slogging toward it's future while I am being catapulted to my past. 

My past? Is this my past? 
I know it is a past but why am I in it? 
I thought I was replaying images from some movie I had seen or else imagining scenes from some history book but.. It was seeing those Roman soldiers looking so incredibly drab and grey. It made me suddenly realise: This is not a film I am remembering but but real life. Somewhere I have been here stood at this roadside watching this band of warrior invaders stamping their feet against my land. Marching past my village with my kith and kin. 
What is the meaning of this? The word ‘reincarnation’ comes to me and yet somehow instinctively I know that is not it. Yet it is for all the world like I have lived these scenes I am watching. And not just watching, I am part of these things, these memories for which I have no memory! I know I don’t and yet here they are. 
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

A gap! 
Clear blue streamers dance along the tube like a thousand summer days viewed all at once and then they are gone.

Then I see peasants at work in a field – and I am one of them. I chase a woman and catch her – I am cuddling her while she pretends to fight me off, both of us tumbling and laughing...

(Everything except the sky is so colourless. So very very grey!) 
Then there are more armies, .... more grim faced troops, grey and soul-less and animal-like. Maybe they are of Babylon or Persia or Greece? I don’t know. 
But then I see it. I know it for sure, they are Egyptians! Yes now I recognise the regalia of the soldiers and chariots of Egypt. Now I am stood in an enormous crowd while the army parades before our leader. Pharaoh, perfectly imperious. Standing on a podium at the base of a gigantic stone structure, a building massive and majestic.  Thousands of slaves are watching from an area alongside the – whatever it is – temple. I guess they built it? I wonder if I am one of them but before I can look around I am taken from that scene and transported at break neck speed along my gulley of translucent light.

It is so strange! I am going backwards that is for sure and yet the fragments of life that I keep visiting upon are always in the proper direction. They are not backwards. People  are not walking backwards! No. In every scene time is going the right way – if I can put it like that – well why not. Time goes forwards not backwards. Time flows from past to present to future and what is happenih to me is totally back to fromt, bizarre and … 
Oh dear, what is happening to me. What kind of tour is this?  A wild review of all the places my ancestors have been..  My ancestors?  My ancestors. Yes!

If I can smile now I will smile. If I can laugh now I will laugh. 
For the answer to the enigma suddenly exploded into my befuddled mind like a bolt of beautiful lightning. I have regressed through my life back into my father’s genes, and then back into his father’s genes, back and back and back and back through every generation that sired me. Every genetic milestone on the way carries fragments of its previous incarnation. Inforamtion of its life, like baggage. So I guess it is a form of reincarnation in a way. But the only problem is its on a molecular level. Not very usefulreally. Somehow I have diminished from a living sentient being into the molecular parts, the prime substance, the central core of life.. The thing that propagates itself also carries ots own record. In it lies its own failures its own successes. They call it breeding, they call it heritage, they call it good blood or bad blood, but all it really is is the matrix left you by your ancestors. Wow!
I am seeing bits of other peoples memories! My DNA carries the fragments of coding from every single entity that was in my lineage. And that means, no it cannot! But yes it must mean it. A part of my DNA goes right back to Adam! I don’t know how long I spent thinking about this, whether it came in a flash or whether I was meditating on it for hours, if there are such things where I am. 
 
On and on I speed, reversing through the hallways of history.  

Now despite my increasing speed, things seem to be happening in a less compressed manner. There seems to be less people around whenever I can get a fix on a human scene. I guess the population has thinned and from the look of it it is thinning all the more. Then I see a scene of them all migrating away from one place: Did I say them all? No I mean us all. There are only a handful of us, and we are making our way down from a desolate mountain of crags and fissures and looking behind me, near its summit, I can see an enormous nissen hut perched on its rocks like some bizarre log cabin hotel stuck in the middle of nowhere.  

And then the scene has gone and suddenly a mist has fallen like a brick wall. And bang! - I am travelling through a great maelstrom of water. I peer through a wooden slat at a fearful portrait of destruction – absolute and final. I watch the shifting of mountains and the heaving of seas, a cataclysm so terrible that even though I know I will not be consumed by it, for somehow I am insulated from it, I shudder with an animal fear to see my certainties turned upside down on such a scale. 

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

Crash! 
I have broken out into a new vista. I'm travelling through – No - over a massively wide landscape, so different to before. I don’t know if the land speaks to me or whether I just become aware. But suddenly it is obvious that the violence of the catastrophe I have just passed through has wrought a quantum change, for the world I see now is different in every way. It is the earth before the disaster struck it. 

It’s a I can't see all of this, I read it in Genesis, and what I am seeing confirms this actual living paradigm shift! 

world outside of my experience, like nothing I have imagined. Like another planet….

‘Wow! I finally made it to the planet Tharg,’ some comedian In me says. 
Of course I know it isn’t another planet, it’s the earth, but this is not the earth of my fathers. Not at all like any earth I ever saw. It is another world. The same earth but another world!  
And what is that? I have not spoken to anyone and yet somehow I know things…  Why or how this can be I don’t understand. But I know that it’s normal for people live for almost one thousand years! How can this be? How can people live so long and equally, how can I know that? - And what is more, I know that there is communication between man and animals! – both are able to verbalise in some fantastic way and understand the other. But it's not just people and the animals - the environment is totally different from the planet I remember. 
For some reason the people eat vegetables. Crops, fruit, nuts... but no meat. 

I guess that at some point during that world-wide calamity I witnessed, a fundamental shift in the eco-system happened because now I am looking at a climate that is less dynamic, more serene than before. The texture of the sky is permanently milky, instead of the distinctive cloud shapes I am used to, the cloud formations now have a strange symmetry of outline as if water itself coalesces in a different way to the way it did before. Hark at me - 'before' - I mean 'after' !! I am going backwards, and what is before is coming after. And what is now is what was then and... Are you confused? Because I am!

And the colour of the sky - it's red! No, not completely red you understand but with a predominantly reddy hue. The blues are much more subdued, the dominant colour is red. It reminds me of twilight and the little rhyme: "red sky at night, shepherds delight." It is quite beautiful. 

I try to understand why the landscape has broadened and become so much wider. Maybe it's just my view but the horizon seems so much further away... Then it occurs to me that this is because I am moving through an area of time - a realm of history - where time itself has changed and has become more spread out! - Where a clock would still 'measure' time the same way but the time measured is of such a different quality to before that for all intents and purposes time has changed, it has stretched! And so although it's quantity remains unchanged, it's consequence upon living creatures and nature is vastly less severe. Maybe that's why people live so long in this era? Maybe what I am observing is a world whereby the decay rate of matter has been slowed down at a molecular level? I decide this must be correct and smugly award myself a compliment for being so smart as to figure all that out. 

As I speed on, I study the view before me like a galactic Sherlock Holmes. I notice that the horizon is still 'stretching' from side to side and my vista is becoming ever wider as if I am being transported up the funnel of a gigantic tornado... Now my 'tube' has flattened out into a wide-angle ellipse that reminds me of watching Hollywood space epics on that big wrap-around screen and I think, how strange that artistes can get glimpses of realities that exist beyond their senses…  For one thing I know for sure, this is a reality I am in and not a cinema seat or a Hollywood movie! 

I realise I am not travelling down that rainbow any more. I think back... I remember I was in that rainbow tube right up to the flood catastrophe, and then.... Almost immediately the revelation comes to me that I am no longer in the world of rainbows - I am in a world, or rather an age, before rainbows existed, a world where the prismatic scattering of light waves through water droplets suspended in the atmosphere just does not happen. 

I have travelled to the end of the Rainbow. Wow!

Chapter 2 - The Cusp of Forever
In the distance I can see something - a shape on the horizon, a building, a monument, a tower? Whatever it is, I am getting closer to it. It is bright, white and radiant, some kind of giant obelisk, and it looks like it is plumb centre in my line of travel, sticking straight up out of the otherwise perfectly flat panorama. It reminds me of a photograph I once saw of Fort Knox.

Whatever it is, I decide to call it ‘Fort Knox’. 
As I sail irrevocably onward I notice that just ahead of this monument thing, each side of my cinemascope tube seems to expand rapidly outwards, so that by the time I get to reach my Fort Knox it looks very much as if the gigantic funnel I am carousing along will extend to infinity each side. I wonder what this means. Then, peering beyond I see what I can only describe as a precipice, an edge, a sheer and sudden change from this reality – an end to this universe, this realm, dimension, whatever it is - into something else. Beyond it looks to me just how a sailor of old might have dreamed the edge of the world to be. Somewhere you don’t really want to sail too near to...

For the first time I begin to feel scared. What is that white thing at the horizon. It’s nothing like Fort Knox that’s for sure. Is it a tree?  No, it’s not a tree. It’s white and sort of shining (who ever heard of a white tree, let alone a shiny white tree?) Then what?... I stare at it, pleading with my eyes for information. For knowledge, while the spirit within me feels like it is in a raging argument, one part wanting to know more than anything, and the other just wishing my eyes were closed...

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I was racking my brains for clues – I had journeyed from my life back through time, through every eon and epoch that ever there was. Time was somehow contained inside that tube I travelled along. Then after the catastrophe, the tube opened out and then it spread to each side so far I couldn't see an end to it. Beyond ‘Fort Knox’ - that man in white, it disappeared altogether. Slowly a realisation begins to dawn on me: It is the end, I am at the beginning. I am at the end of my time and the beginning of time itself. 

I’m getting much closer, and the white form is beginning to crystallize into a recognizable shape; - it looks like a cross. No, it’s not a cross, it’s a statue. No it’s not - it just moved! 
It’s – it’s a man! It’s not a building or a tree or a cross and it’s definitely not Fort Knox after all but a man with his arms are outstretched!

A man! That’s what I’ve been looking at. A man dressed in white! A colossal, solitary man. Standing. Waiting, almost motionless. There is nothing else at all to fix my gaze upon. He Looks so powerful that it seems his arms could scoop up everything and everybody - every single person and every single thing I’ve just passed going the other way...

Now I see that my trajectory, which once seemed to be directly toward him, will actually take me past him to one side... I have a dark feeling about that. Behind him I can see nothing but an inky black emptiness. Terror grips me. It’s not being scared, not a fear of pain, but a cold hard terror. It’s a knowledge of something too terrible, too real. 

Then he does something. I can’t say for sure what, but I believe I saw his eyes fix on me for the briefest of moments and, at the same instant, felt myself change direction toward him. I know he did it, for I was helpless.

Oh thank you. Thank you. 

Now I am headed straight toward him and though I don’t quite  understand why, I feel relieved. More than that, I feel safe, even a feeling of joy. It’s all these rising up inside me so that in my spirit I am shouting, calling out at the top of my voice, I’m beating the air and I’m singing ... I am the man in the crows nest who sees his home shore in the distance and knows that his long voyage will soon be over and everyone down below is looking up at him thinking ‘wonder what’s gotten into him?’ Everyone down below?
 

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I look around - Yes I can see thousands upon thousands of people - other souls like me, drifting like stars toward the man in white standing at the edge of…

That thing. That precipice…

What is it ?…   Why is it?…  Where am I?...  

I look at his face. Although he is so large compared with me, he is not the slightest bit fearful to look at. No, it’s not fear I feel, but awe. All of a sudden I even know the fullness of that word ‘awe’ - to hold in respect, to know one’s place before. Yes there is a sort of fear also, for how can you not tremble before such power? 
And suddenly one question is answered, I know who it is - it is Jesus.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

Chapter 3 - The Keeper

Jesus catches me - He doesn't budge an inch. I know he has drawn me in and caught me, I haven’t done anything. Then, as I study others coming in, I notice their trajectory change, ever so little, but just enough to start heading toward us (did I say us?..) 
They are being drawn just like I was drawn, yes I'm sure of it. 

But I can't figure out why some are drawn and others not. Many, many others in fact.

I look up to see his face but I'm embedded in a cloud of fabric and all I can see are the folds of a vast garment. It is like I am lying in rolling meadows of his white robe. I can feel it like soft grass, warm and dense. I am aware that others, thousands of others in fact, are around me and hidden in this lush landscape.....  

'Who are you?' I ask, somehow knowing he will hear me. 

A pause and then words so soft I barely hear them, yet I feel them like an inner knowing.

'The Keeper.'

The keeper? - The keeper of what, of where?

'The what and the where are the same,' he answers smiling (how do I know he's smiling?). 

'I am the Keeper of the Cusp.'

The Cusp? The Keeper of the Cusp? 
But I thought you were… 
‘Who did you think I was?’ 

Jesus.

‘I am Jesus. The keeper of the Cusp.’
I wonder what the cusp is, let alone where it is. 
But Jesus. As long as it is you….

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

At least I feel I am safe, and I’m thankful to have stopped that headlong tumble through time. 

But where this is and where I am exactly, I have no idea. 

I look around as if I might recognise something! 

I see that 'people' are being drawn toward the keeper just like I was, they are sailing in toward us. I say 'people' but really they are nothing more than fuzzy points of light.. But then I notice that it's only some who are drawn, others are not. Many, many others. In fact the vast majority it seems are just floating right past... not changing direction at all, they miss the Keeper, huge as he is, and sail right on by. I watch them slowly passing by into - into I don't know where or what, but I know that this place I am in now is safe, and whatever the other place is, it is not safe, not nice. No, I wouldn't want to go there, I am sure. So why....

Why is it that some drawn and others are not? I think to myself, and suddenly I have the strangest feeling that the Keeper wants me to ask just that! It is as if he has heard my heart, he reads my thoughts, but he doesn't want to just display the fact by answering me aloud, he wants everyone to hear the question as well as the answer. 
Everyone?... Us?.... 

Why is that?
I am teaching something... We are all one. There is no individual concern that is beyond the concern of all and so, although an entire 'thought' conversation could take place silently, this faculty was not to be used. 

So I ask out loud: - 'Why is it that only a few are drawn this way and so many are not?'

And he tells me – well, he tells all of us:
'I recognise my own.' 
Obvious really, silly question. It seems obvious really, silly question. 
'Ah Yes...' I said. But still I pondered it and after a while I was about to ask but how do you know who is yours and who is not  when, just as the words are about to be formed in my mouth, someone else said the exact same thing!....   
I realised we are all beating to the same drum, all in one accord, on the same wavelength! There is this strange unity among us like I've never known before. Before? 
Seems like I've just scratched the surface of things I've never known before! 

'My own are marked as mine, it is that simple. Each of mine carries my mark upon them, I see the mark and draw them to me. This power and authority has been given to me, and to me alone…  To reach out and save those who come this way.' 

The mark… Of course, the blood. The birth seal upon the forehead, the lambs blood upon the lintel…. I remember how I had felt myself positively change direction…


+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
I am still pondering this as he continues:

'I stand at the beginning and the end, at the boundary, where time ends and forever begins. It is the cusp of Eternity.' 
'Eternity lost or eternity won' I added, vaguely thinking of the phrase lost eternity I had heard a vicar mention once. 

'Ah,' he said sadly, 'Eternity is lost or won long before the cusp is approached. Llong before.' 

Yet, it is often not until here at the cusp that the decision is ever realised for what it is.'

I shudder as I look around at the souls still floating past into the inky black nothing-ness beyond. Thousands have floated by, no millions it must be since I arrived, what seems like but a few minutes ago. Then one soul in particular takes my notice. It is red and agitated, a dot of angry red light arcing like a firework display and, looking closely I realise this agitation is because it is shouting, no screaming more like. As I focus upon it I am able to discern that it is shouting words - obscenities, curses and blasphemies as it passes into the darkness beyond where words fall empty and unheard forever. I am amazed. How, why would he or she – why would anyone do that? 

But my thoughts are no more secret than a nation-wide broadcast, and the Keeper quickly answers me: 

'It is not unusual for those who's pact with the enemy has been long fixed in hatred and blood. Often it is the repeated blood of others that has plied forth such great unswerving bitterness within them. Yet it is the saddest thing I know to see them pass by this way.'

‘Who are they?’

‘People who could not change their mind.’

‘What, just that? Couldn't change their mind?‘
’Yes, that's all. If you can change your mind, I can change your heart. But if you say No in your heart, then you may be stepping onto a slippery slope. For life cannot make you repent from your words, and God will not force you. In that case you will be imprisoned inside your own evil declaration. Yet there is always a way to get to a good man. But evil is the heart that fashions obstacles before God so that when you outwit the one, he has skilfully created another. 


++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

Chapter 4 - Where Yarns meet

The Keeper is speaking, answering questions too unfathomable to put words to...

'The cusp is the meeting of worlds, where one dimension meets with another. At the cusp it is possible to stand with one foot in the realm of time and one foot in the realm of eternity. Look!’ He points at a line all around us like a giant halo. On that side you are in your old familiar reality - the universe, and on this you are in God's reality - Eternity. The dividing line is time, for the one dimension is bounded by time, and the other is not.’

'When your old universe - your space-time continuum as you correctly call it, was created, it was bounded by a natural barrier, a fence that no one and nothing inside it, could ever climb over. The dimension of time forces everyone and everything on the far side of that barrier to proceed in one direction only, toward the future. ' 

'Hold on please, slow,' I said, my mind reeling...  

'Time – Dimension - barriers – and did I hear you say - the universe was "created" !!?'  

The keeper nodded, as if to say, how can you be here and ask that!
'Created by WHO?' I ask. I'm sure he's going to say 'God' but he doesn't.

'Created by us actually’
'What, everything?'

'Yes, we created the 'world' - the universe of space - distance measured by time - once your home. We also created time, which is a dimension, the one to contain the other. I helped to create and birth these things in Eternity - where we are now.' 

Who is WE?
’Don’t be silly, you know the answer already. The Father, myself and the Holy Ghost.’

Oh yes sorry. 

'But You say "We made ...., created..."  You mean that evolution is not the way things came about?'

He smiled that smile of sadness I had seen before...

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
'Evolution is a great deception that is allowed to come upon the world. For really, no one in their right mind would ever believe such a ridiculous thing, were they not so blinded by their desperation to rid themselves of us!'

'Ridiculous? I thought it was pretty smart.'

'It is folly, not wisdom, to attach yourself to such a thought process that first makes an ally of disorder and chaos, in opposition to God, and then uses all it's God-given faculties to glorify the offspring of chaos and compound the fault.'
'Oh...' 
I remembered my school-teacher drumming into me the second law of thermo-dynamics: Something about "with the passing of time all things must rot and corrode and decay into a lower order of things, become less organised." 

I guess this is what he meant by 'chaos' 

'God has so fixed it that all of creation speaks about him - creation is like a song that sings. You can't miss it. It doesn't sing chaos, it sings God. There is such a thing as chaos, but creation doesn't sing about that, creation sings about order and design. Because of this mankind is without excuse.' 

‘Your old world actually exists right around and alongside God's eternity, yet eternity is invisible to it, and will remain so for a little longer.. When the law of time is removed from creation, the world will once more be free of it's curse, like it was in that vast plain you rode across just before the cusp. 

'Eternity can be correctly thought of as a 'timeless' place - a dimension not bound by notions of now or then. God's eternity is not subject to the rules of time, in fact He can move into it and out of it at will.
‘You were trapped in your dimension by the unstoppable passage of time, and the timeless dimension that God inhabits will be invisible to us until time stops - literally until the end of time. God inhabits the Eternity that is, also called paradise. The eternity that isn't is simply called forever, and is the blackness you saw beyond the cusp. It is the outer darkness.

‘But my universe seemed so real and eternity – well, a lot of people spoke about it but nobody ever produced one shred of evidence that anything remotely like it existed at all. 

‘Ah yes. That’s the railway phenomenom.’
‘The railway?’ 

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
 Yes, the universe is like a railway with a track and engines and carriages…’.

‘A railway?’ 

‘Yes, you know what a railway is don’t you? It wasn’t around when I was there but I believe it was when you were there… ‘

‘Consider trees alongside a railway track. Now when the train is stationary or moving slow you can clearly see each tree but, as you move faster, they become first a blur, and then as you go faster still, they begin to disappear! Eventually the trees become invisible and where before they might have obstructed your view, now you have an uninterrupted picture of the scenery beyond. They are still there but you can't see them at all. So you might naturally conclude there is nothing there and build your belief system on this apparent truth. It is the motion of the train that causes the trees to apparently disappear. If the train should ever slow down or stop, those trees will gradually become perfectly visible.

Now your old world is like the train. God made all of it, the track, the engine, the carriages, freight cars and all. He made it in eternity - where he lives. Then he fixed it to run a certain speed (relative to his eternity), that will never slow to a stop until the last day. If ever it slows, the world would be able to see God's eternity but as it is, it is invisible to it. The train of your old universe is trapped in a channel that goes from the past to the future, passing inexorably through the present – which is each moment between. 

You get on the train when you are born. Then you get off the train and go back to eternity when you die. As observers riding the railway you cannot see any trees pass by. They are invisible to you. But the Godhead is able to match speeds, to metaphorically 'run alongside', and make himself visible if he wants to. And sometimes he does. That's what you used to call a miracle. When the supernatural broke into the reality of time the speed of God's dimension was temporarily synchronised with your speed. It doesn't really matter whether it's the train that slows down or God who speeds up, the fact is God can do it either way but you can't do it at all. He has the initiative. 

Now imagine that the track is curved so that from God's point of view, all of it can be viewed at once. Then you begin to get a picture of what the 'omnipresent', 'all-powerful', 'ever watching' might really mean. God, able to see the end from the beginning, able to engineer all things for his good and perfect purpose.


+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

‘Wow!...’
'And did God create the things in the world too - living things like trees and animals and... Did God create man, or did He... did he evolve...?' 

'Yes, God created man'

'Why?'

‘Because He wanted to have companionship with his creation. And so he made a creature special and unique. He made man and gave him some of his own attributes. And so it is that mankind has features of God which other creatures do not have.‘

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Chapter 5  Across the Poles of the Horseshoe. 

'Soon we must leave and go to the far side of the age, indeed to the end of the world.'

The end of the world - does he mean a remote corner of it or does he mean.... He carries on.. 

'We are at the beginning here, we must travel to the end.'

Questions abound, too many ... I ask a simple one.

'Leave....... When?' I ask. Really the other question was too much.

'The precise moment will be commanded by God.'

I remembered hearing once the words: 'I do not know the time, only my father in heaven knows' and I instinctively know he is referring to this.

'Ah I understand, God hasn't told you' I said.

He didn't answer me direct, just smiled.

'When I was a man I spoke as a man, with the knowledge given to men. It is the wisdom of God not to reveal all knowledge to men.'

I close my eyes and tried to digest fully what he is telling me, what this means. I think he is saying that he did not know the time as a man, but now he is no longer a man, he does know ... but really my spirit quickens as I realise we are discussing the end of the world.  

'The last day will soon be here, the end of things and the great day of decision.' 

'D-Day' I say. He knows what I mean... 

'Yes' he smiles 'Decision Day is a D-Day!, Yet that day in your era when vast armies threw themselves upon each other in combat was a day planned for, rehearsed, even hoped-for and dreaded. This day will be nothing like that day in June 1944, more like the day in April 1912 in the North Atlantic when an unsinkable ship is strangely, audaciously, ridiculously, sinking the first time out. It will be a day of unbridled shock and staggering surprise. A day when every man-made certainty will evaporate. Yet, unlike your ship in the North Atlantic, there are lifeboats prepared for everyone on the last day. And so it is the great day of decision. 

'But do you mean decisions will be made that day, or will that day confirm decisions already made?'

'When you approached the Cusp, you were really drawn to me by a heart decision made years before, the day when you were marked. I recognised the mark and shepherded you to safety. There is no other way at the cusp. You cannot decide to be receive my mark as you approach.

God has fixed it so that all of creation speaks about him - creation is like a song that sings. You can't miss it. It doesn't sing chaos, it sings God. There is such a thing as chaos, but creation doesn't sing about that but of order and design. Because of this mankind is without excuse. 

But on the last day, all the living will see me a bit like you saw me as you approached the Cusp. Oh, for many it will be a time of sorrow, a time to hide beneath rocks.

But many will recognize who it is, and though bewildered and full of foreboding, will call out from the heart. No word that is written can be unwritten, and three times in the body of scripture can be found (this promise) 'and all who call upon the name of the Lord will be saved' (in the day of the Lord). 

So yes it is a D-Day, a great day of decision. 

Why that's not fair is it? - Surely ALL who see you will decide 

- I mean it's like someone offering you a seat on the Titanic isn't it. - The Titanic is a big ship that sank rather unexpectedly, and it didn't have enough lifeboats and .... ' 

‘I know what the Titanic was...’

‘Yes but what I mean is: who is going to refuse? 

‘It is a lot like you say. In fact the significance of the last day was betokened by the testimony of the great ship 'Titanic.' And the message it preaches is good - the passengers had confidence in it, they believed in it's reliability, they had faith in the sound doctrine of designers and operators, they trusted them ahead of providence. Even when the word 'unsinkable' was brazenly used, it seemed but a natural and laudable thing to say, that man should attain to a place where nature can't hurt him. Yes the message of that majestic ship is good in every way except one - that boat did not have enough lifeboats, but heaven is big enough for everyone! 

I wonder, just how can we get to the end of time from the beginning of time? 

I guess we must traverse back along the way I came. I've got to go back again through everything I've just passed through. 

Then a other question comes, this seems far more urgent, so I voice this first:

'But how can you leave here? - Surely if you leave, then many will be lost... ' 

My voice tapered off , knowing there must be a way. The keeper answers me:

'We will take the short route !!!'

Ah of course, a short-cut. 
I might have known.  

But still how long will it take to get there?

'But a short time.'

'In our time, or in earth time?' I pursue the matter further.

'But a short time in earth terms also' the Keeper answers.

'But who will stand at the Cusp while you are gone?' 

'Ah, Yes. I will be gone from the Cusp and none can stand in my place. Yet no soul will be lost for none will pass this way that are mine.'

'How is that?'

'There comes a time when Heaven will hold it's breath. There will be a pause. God himself will slam the door shut. Evil will remain with evil and good will remain with good. But from the time God closes the door until the time it begins to rain, no soul of mine will come by way of the Cusp.'

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
The short route to the end of the age from the beginning of all things ?!?! 

Ah yes the beginning and the end. Alpha and Omega.

Time has been fashioned as a gigantic horse-shoe. From here we can ride along it's shank, or else turn to head across the void to it's far pole, the other end of time!

Boggled, I realised this was what I had travelled along


We arrived at the other end of time. Just me and the keeper. Although I realise that really there are millions realising all sorts of things, and having all kinds of question answered – an many I expect are more worthy than mine; but I am curious.

And one thing the keeper has revealed to me is that it’s okay top be curious. 

Here there is the ends of the giant horse-shoe of time. Beings are travelling ever from its beginning toward its end and being spun back to the beginning at the close of their season, to the realm  beyond. The realm I am ion now, viewing this, in this dream I am in… 

When will this end. Maybe it is real and it won’t end. Maybe it is real and I have been taken up into the third heaven.

My curiosity overwhelms me:

‘How did the end happen?’

‘Ah it was a time of perplexity,’ said the keeper.

I realise we are both talking about it in the past tense,

‘A great war engulfed the nations.’

‘But still they did not believe the prophecies and even continued on as before, each to his own pleasure, serving only his own advantage until it came to the ‘blink.’ The blink? - It sounded like Chinese for the ‘brink.’ 
’No it was the blink that heralded my close arrival, although very few were disposed to see it that way. By then the troubles were so intense and overwhelming that only those heavily committed to me could stay faithful.’

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
‘But what was the blink?’

The keeper showed it all tome and I watched aghast and incredulous:
The sun blinked. Just once, and only for the barest micro-second. But in that instant all of nature missed a beat and it was if the very atoms and molecules were instantly frozen and un-frozen and re-arranged anew. The stream of solar particles that followed three days later devastated the earth’s upper atmosphere and caused the thermosphere to descend below the tropopause and begin to fry the earth below like a galactic ray gun. Palputations and variations in the earths blanket caused widespread fluctuations in the form of hot spots that in turn, set up geothermal storms. Hot tornadoes of scorching fire burst across the landscape leaving nothing but a charred and smoking surface behind.  
But the most devastating thing was yet to come. It didn’t happen all at once, but over the course of a few days. First at the blink everything went off, and I mean everything. But then engineers the world over gradually got electrical power to spasmodically function again but slowly things started to break down for a new reason and one more fundamentally catastrophic to a culture that was completely dependant on computers:  the polarity of the magnetosphere was reversing. It was flicking like a switch, but with widespread fluctuations so that in one place North end of the compass needle would point from Paris to London, while in other places the north end would point in the reverse direction. Slowly the reversal became complete. It would have been simple to re-calibrate compass’s so that ‘north’ was still where we expected it to be, but that wasn’t the problem:

The reversal of the magnetosphere cause the break down of all government and order all over the planet. It was all due to such a simple thing… written literally in sand , in silicon. It was 

Civilisation’s dependence on computer chip that caused its utter downfall. Once the polarity of the planet was fully reversed every computerised chip was rendered instantly useless. 
Its binary code depended upon off being off and on being on!


It was mankind’s utter dependence on silcon-driven devices that caused the rapid collapse of all the planets systems. 

By polarity do you mean the digital on-or-off mechanisms - computers?

‘Yes, computers and anything that depended on a digital polarity measured against a magnetic one. The blink reversed in an instant the magnetic polarity, so that what was one became zero and what was zero became one. It caused the failure of every system that had any digital basis. 
‘But that was everything.’


That’s right, pretty much everything. It led to bizarre situations – The people of the industrialised northern hemisphere were hit hard twice – once by everything breaking down and twice by them having virtually no skills to call upon which were compatible with a non-technological age. If they had had communications they would have known that in the third world, people were immeasurably better off because there were numerous examples of vehicles and machines that did not use digital systems. When your cars, buses, trains, telephones and aeroplanes don’t work anymore suddenly you are rich if you have a piece of technology like a bicycle. But in the developed world there were hardly any pre-digital machines left except those held in museums or as curiosities in private collections. 


They didn’t know it people in African villages found themselves with the only technology that worked, in fact they had the foremost technology on the planet. Because valves and transistors could do their job with the polarity either way, but digital chips, or rather the systems that interpreted them, could not work at all with the polarity reversed. – The mirror image of a binary number does not look anything like the original. There  and there was no way the system could recover from or tolerate the failure. In time, men could have re-programmed their systems but time was not on their side. Bizarre things happened that fed the scale of the disaster. What was represented as the number zero became a massive number too big to relate – in fact a number approaching infinity. Suddenly a man who was broke had a bank account with an infinite amount of cash available while those who were really solvent went broke!  
So it was that the last days were a time of trouble like there has never been and never will be again.

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
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