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The pearly gates aren’t gates at all. It’s a precipice!

It’s the end of time and the edge of time

And all eys will see. And every knee will bow.

Every one will know He is Lord.

Because only He is standing there at the precipice. At the cusp of forever

Souls sail past, many silent, many mouthing things. 

Many screaming unintelligible things, and many saying nasty, horrible obscenities, cursing the Lord as they pass him, raising their voice louder to make themselves heard as they sail inexorably away into the distance.

The lanyard you are attached to begins when you are born but when you shoot back, you sail right past your birth year. At first you wonder why. But then you realise you are tracking back along your gene line. 

You track back along a ever narrowing funnel. Eventually the funnel reaches a choke point like a venture tube, it is the time of Noah and there are only 8 genetic possibilities. The highway narrow to 8 gene lines , and then poof, you are through the deluge and the streams of life are wide again, and incredibly long. Everything seems to happen slower because men are living such a long time. Almost 1000 years, developing all kinds of abilities, teaching themselves all kinds of things about the seasons that were impossible in the age you lived it.  

Then the road narrows again to just two people. You have been sired by just two, Adam and Eve. You carry their matrix in you, that tarnished, corrupted thing.

What was meant to be immortal is reduced to mortal. Even 1000 years but still mortal.

Then there is the blackness. A darkness so thick, so complete. 

Far away in the distance, a greyness? Maybe you imahgined it. No there it is, something is not black, something  is… light! 

Tired. So tired…

If you close your eyes and lay back you can drift off… the voice said.

What – you mean I can just die?

‘Yes you can just die’. You can switch your own spirit off and it will disengage from your physical reality, killing the thing that houses it. That is what you call death. 

‘Oh wow. That is scary. I can just let go of everything and – kill myself ?’

Yes that is so. ‘I don’t know if I want to do that’ 
Then don’t. There is a time to do that, when It is appropriate, but it should never be done before its time. Many people died like that. Especially in ancient times, it was well understood for someone to say their goodbyes and – go! 

Nowadays we’ve grown used to folk being decrpit and sick, and dying old and way beyond the fullness of life. But in the past folk would reach their fullness, their body would tell them it is tirted out, ten precursor to iullness maniufesting. And they would put their affairs in order (what a great phrase) and then announce to family and close ones that they were going. 

Nowadays because of the advances in medical science, folk can totter on way past the time their body first tells them it’s time to go!  
Moses was 120 years old and the bible records that on the day he died, ‘his eyesight was not diminished nor his natural strength abated’ – He climbed a maintain which is 1600 feet high and there he died. He didn’t die of old age, of sickness. It wasn’t because he had puffed himself out climbing up the mountain - He lay down his spirit and died. 

Anyone can lay down their spirit and die. 

But it’s wrong to do that when all of life’s potential is still before you. 
Depression is a mild form of dying. It’s beginning to close down the spirit…

Suicide is nothing at all like that. It isn’t closing down to inaction, it is rising up in anger.

It’s a rage against yourself and others too.


First printed 01/06/04

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.

F1 bitz
I am straining every atom, fighting and struggling to get there, pulling... Pulling? 
I look down - some sort of cord is attached around my waist and yes I am pulling against it. And the harder I pull the tighter it gets – just like it’s made out of elastic. I don't know what that line is hooked on but I do know it’s tied somewhere very far behind me, way, way back.... too far back to see or bother about. And all I have to do is just keep on pulling against it. Keep pulling…
Suddenly I feel a terrible tiredness come over me, a weakness that wells up and seems to permeate to the core and suck out of me every last bit of strength I have. I surmise that it’s because pulling on that line had been getting harder and harder all the time and I hadn't really noticed it until... suddenly it overwhelmed me. 
Weariness calls like a mantra - sleep, sleep, sweet sleep, deep and long and peaceful and..  I doze.... relax, my progress slows and stops.... 

I am being drawn backwards at a gathering rate

Familiar news events:- classical, famous images - a Stuka dives upon it's prey, the Hindenberg settles into a cushion of flame on Long Island, Al Capone struts into a Chicago club where rakish dancers are dancing the Charleston looking all the more skittish by the slightly speeded up footage, the Titanic steaming proud from a quayside ... 

I saw the ships of Byzantine and Troy and Great civilisations of India and China 

Suddenly a mist falls, fast turning into an all-enveloping darkness while, like the cracking of a giant whip I hear the elements crash in unspeakable anger. And through clouds and swirling froth I glimpse the earth beneath being rent apart in a maelstrom of pure violence. The mountains shift and the seas heave; It is a fearful picture, immense destruction, absolute and final, a cataclysm so terrible that though I am no more than a spectator, insulated from it, I shudder with an animal fear as I watch all my certainties turned upside down on a vast scale. 

, the world must have undergone a massive change. The world I now see is the world before disaster struck – and it is different in every way.
I remembered school and the law of thermo-dynamics which dictates that with the passing of time all things must rot and corrode - decay into a lower order of things, become less organised and more chaotic.  

After meditating on this I decide that what I am observing is a world in which the decay rate of matter is slowed down at the molecular level.
I puzzle on it and decide that what I am observing now is a world in which the decay rate of matter is slowed down at the molecular level. 

so that now the exchange between 'waters above and the waters below' is no longer what it 

used to. 

in the eco-system has happened because now rainfall does not occur like it did, and the whole cycle of convection, condensation, precipitation and evaporation is radically different. 

....

I was wondering what supernatural power he used, what string was the Keeper able to pull upon that could do such a thing when he continued..... 

'The power has been given to me, and to me alone. The power, and the authority to reach out and save those who come this way.' 

’Yes, that's all. If you can change your mind, God can change your heart. But if you say in your heart 'I will never speak to so-and-so again' or 'I will never do this ever again!', then you set out onto a slippery slope. For if you nothing makes you relent from that, you may imprison yourself inside an evil where the only way out is to go back over your declaration. You see, there is always a way to get to a good man. But evil is the heart that wilfully makes obstacles, so that when you circumvent the one, you find he has skilfully created another. Such a heart slams a door tight, and in so doing stands in judgement on another, accusing him - 'He can never change.' This judgement is God's only to make.  

Man could always find patterns in the chaos, without too much sleuthing it's possible to pick out the evidence of order in the midst of the disorder. And men do it time and again but refuse to call it order, for order implies design, and design calls for purpose, and purpose infers volition and creativity, all sorts of intelligent things that takes man out of the driving seat and throws him helpless into the trunk with the luggage. And so men tend to label any pattern they find as another sort of chaos, where random chance gets so random it chances itself into a pattern.... a coincidence, a quirk, an alignment of things that have no place being in line. 

....

Who has counselled me? Who has instructed me in the way I should go? Who has answered the questions burning in my heart? 

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

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

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.

Life stands out of chaos like a neon signpost in the midst of a swamp wilderness. 

An attribute of God, a fantastic order and structure and symmetry in a system where garbled gibberish is the imperative. How can information and design prevail ....

Yet death forces a decision upon man. When there was no death, there was no decision to make for or against God. There was just life, just God. Yet the curse brought with it the options, the choice. A decision.

Oh.... through a great deluge. hiding everything. as an upheaval. The mother of upheavals

I KNOW this. I know so much. So clear.

It’s normal for people live for almost one thousand years! 

There's communication with man and animals. 

Human beings eat vegetables, crops, fruit... but no meat. 

Ha!!...as I told 'em: 'I finally made it to the Planet Vega!' 

I'm 30, playing in a rock and roll group at a Working Men's Club.... Now I'm 19, an apprentice draughtsman, ....  Now 8, playing buses in the street, ....then chalking a hopscotch grid on the paving stones of post-war Birmingham. 

Overview notes:

Scene 1: The Bubble, a thought from God, goes out. Salutes, honour, awe from souls (angels) as it leaves the throne room. Momentous occasion, yet one of millions, each a heart-stopping moment. Passes through the veil to the dimension of created things - man - earth - length, breadth, height, speed. Called a dip, cuz it acts like a finger dipping into 3 dimensional creation. The dip is purpose designed and addressed to ONE named Jools. 
God the engineer, craftsman, architect and builder knows the secret address of the soul, like coded message only can be read by one agent. 
Asleep, dead of night. No problem, a dream, waking. The dip is complete, the bubble returns. 

Scene 2: Jools is on holiday in Ireland with Lovinia. Arran. He is feeling ill, strange things are happening betokening his demise, worrying. Pains in the chest appear suddenly, gasping, going red in the face Lovinia says. He thinks the game is up... They stay at a B&B...   

The Mind Bomb goes off / explodes - Jools is woken up early with a vision - a waking dream - wake up, get up, scribble down, paper, not enough to contain....  Tired, pulling stretching, like towing a heavy load uphill... Suddenly his strength is gone and he is whisked backwards. Scenes from yesterday, the day before, the week, the month. Like flicking through his personal diary - the News items, he is passing the place where they happened, even though at speed able to loiter enough to recognise and see what went on... faster, now 2 years, 3, 5, 10 years ago... Now he is 30, now 20, now early childhood... more world events... England after the war, his mom and dad struggling to make ends meet... Then beyond a strange frontier - no more personal videos, just world events - he has gone back beyond his birth! Fear, terror of unknown. Not tired anymore, wide awake, watching... He discovers he can 'turn around' and see what is coming... The great war speeds past, masses of dirty grey uniformed men, serious and dusty, scared yet resolute, singing yet afraid... pictures more than he ever saw in real life, a knowledge of their situation. Harsh and rugged men unlike his kind. A simple understanding, yet totally correct, a world view (no word like that ever crossed their minds!) that is complete and enough. He thinks 'what comes next?' - and as soon as he remembers, it is upon him, a giant 'unsinkable' ship is sinking in a situation so absurd. He is there, not replaying the movie but really there - Men on horseback fighting natives, then men and women travelling to far flung reaches to preach - mainly from his country of England. Wow. 

Then great debates in lofty chambers of learning - he listens in on Darwin speaking, propounding a new theory, hotly contested especially by men of the cloth present... Then he sees Darwin and Marx in the same place, cheek by jowl, in a reading room - a round tall room surrounded by books and silence. Yet they don't speak they are just there soaking something up.. something that descended upon that chamber that time... Then long periods of grey drab, lightless landscapes. Fires burn every now and then, otherwise dark. Before lighting, the dark ages in every way. Monks and serfs. Armies clank by every now and then, with some shiny metal adornments but still incredibly drab. 

Oh no, it all means I'm going to die! Jools thinks - When I wake up properly, I'm going to die. This is what it will be like. Oh No! 

Mind Bombs: wake up, get up, scribble down, paper, not enough to contain. Songs and poems, a thought from God, one word. In the beginning was the word, grunt, syllable, creative force of creator comes as a speak to set the heart on fire first. Martin Luther - John Wesley - many 20th century dips. Sometimes dips are sent to a congregation, gathering - provided in one accord, unity. Those not in the bond of unity are spectators, maybe scoffing, don't understand what is happening, make up their own version of what went on. Basically - Don't get the message! 

All messages lately have included 'Behold I am coming soon'
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Sep 5

So shall my word be that goeth forth out of my mouth: it shall not return unto me void, but it shall accomplish that which I please, and it shall prosper in the thing whereto I sent it. 

Isa 55:11  

The bubble floated out from the throne room, meandering with an unhurried aimlessness for a short while but then, as if suddenly gripped by unseen currents, it began to move faster and faster, away from it's maker, on to it's destination. Eyes watched in awed, reverent silence....

The rolls of a shimmering sea cradled it for just a moment as it formed a stationary speck, a point of translucent light against the backdrop of pure velvet blue, the sky of eternity. Then it was gone, although all watching could have willed it to linger, so that they could see it a little more, nobody did. It was enough to know a new day would be dawning upon their cousins, their kin, the created ones. And that each new day brought ever closer that one final day when all the jangling cacophony of nature at war with itself would end, and the disconnections wrought between creation and the creator, would forever be mended. 

To say it travelled a long way is both under-statement and at the same time a massive exaggeration, for eternity flows alongside mankind's earthly reality, and transport from one to other is but a short step from the direction the bubble was coming, or to be more correct, a puff of air. But to travel the other way is to literally, preclude oneself of breath, a journey that cannot be undertaken but twice in a lifetime - once at birth and once at death. So from mankind's point of view the prospect of such a journey takes on the full fear of scaling an immense and impenetrable barrier.... 

Eternity of course is not a place at all - the concept of 'place' only exists where length and breadth and 'distance' between things exists, facts which themselves are helplessly bound to the measure of time... and eternity is a dimension within which is contained the dimensions of man's earthly doings. 

Eternity is as invisible to us earthlings as the spokes of a spinning wheel, yet it's existence is as palpable, and as costly to those sticking their fingers in.   

So from the earth's point of view, the bubble would reach it's destination instantaneously upon leaving the creators throne room. 

Each bubble that ever travelled this route (and there had been very, very many) was usually addressed to just one being or else, exceptionally, to a group of beings. 

The stipulation gathered in one accord

This particular bubble was addressed to a man presently unshaved and naked, laying in bed fast asleep with his wife. It was no accident that Jools was enjoying a deep sleep - 

no accident of timing, for in  

and it was timed to arrive when he was sound asleep enjoying a rest after a hard day on vacation. 

The bubble was a thought of God, more commonly spoken of as a 'word'. Just a one syllable word with all the hopeful simplicity of a single-celled creature and all the explosive potential of a galactic black hole - 

Once upon a time a bubble was commissioned and sent out for a purpose (for in our story all bubbles must have purpose).

The Crossing

It is true to say that you cannot find the point where worlds cross over without a teacher, inasmuch as, although all are sure to pass by it, you can never truly find it and behold it, without a guide. Without help, you will glide past it ignorantly, like ships passing in a fog bank, or inanely, like a drunkard stumbles past his own comfortable house. To really hold it and gaze open-mouthed upon it like a tourist at the edge of the Grand Canyon, you need to ask someone who knows all about it. The trouble is, the only humans who know about it are dead humans. The only thing they take with them are themselves and their relationships. Their relationship with the creator and with each other.  

You see the 'Crossing' is a bit hard to describe..... 

But if you can imagine that around you is spinning a giant spoked wheel. Now this wheel is huge - its rim stretches to the farthest reaches of the universe. From where you are standing, the spokes are moving past you at such a speed they are completely invisible. Maybe they are travelling at the speed of light - three hundred thousand kilometres a second..... Now it would seem to all reasonable enquiry that those spokes are simply not there. Yet you can detect a ghostly shimmering - a steel-blue stroboscopic evidence of something - so maybe you try sticking your fingers in and - ouch! - Yes there is something there. In fact, you quickly surmise quite correctly, that to voluntarily attempt to travel through the spokes equals the same thing as suicide. But death (voluntary or not), and life - (always involuntary), are caught up in the very secret of the crossing and the wheel itself. Like all spinning things, the spokes travel faster the farther away you get from the centre, and slower as you move toward the centre. At the very middle, they meander so slow that to all intents and purposes, they are stationary. That’s the best way I can describe the crossing. We are all imprisoned on the spinning wheel, fixed in the dimension of time which is always travelling from the past, through the present, to the future. 

We were zapped into the wheel when we were born, and we all get off the wheel when we die. The entrance and exit point is the centre, the crossing. 

The crossing is the point where the lower dimension of time (our present dimension) meets the higher dimension of timelessness (God's dimension). Gods dimension is 'higher' because it encompasses, surrounds and contains ours. We can't reach into his dimension but he can reach into ours, and does from time to time. 

Jun 22

It is midnight, time to begin. 

It has to be time because there are only so many days and another one is just ending. 

Where on earth do they all go to? 

The overcast sky lends no help to me following the garden path. Flowers full and lush, curtsy in the soft breeze. I feel them cursing me as I walk by - so free to move around while they are stuck, always looking at the one panorama. Maybe they curse me because, as free as I am, I never seem to actually go anywhere... The trip to the garden is like a post-war day at Blackpool, a respite from the rent collector and the insurance salesman who always knock the door when I'm expecting someone else, and so always get surly come-back to wilt their boisterous 'Hello's'. 

So many jobs, so many petty things really. 

The gravity machine is on spin-free, parked at unity for the night. The shed is locked as secure as magnetic throwers and a magnesium-celerion flash can make it. At least if Jay-bird comes tonight, and he's not wearing rayban specs, he'll be in optometry tomorrow. And all he would have seen of whirling wheels and glowing ionic auras will be something to try and explain by painting diagrams in the air and making reference to a George Lucas cinematic invention. They would never figure it out in a million years.

It is time to begin doing something of real value.

The notebook computer was in the stairwell, jostling at an undignified angle against a wooden clothes horse marked 'Made in Poland'. He lifted it out bumping his head as usual on the crimplene hold-all dangling overhead in the cramped space. Sitting down with it on his lap, he switched it on. It whirred into life with familiar grunts like a benevolent old uncle. 

He entered the password and then sat back and closed his eyes. 

It was hard to get the picture back, or 'maybe I am fighting it' he mused. 
'Don't fight it, just relax'. 

May 24

The beach was the sandiest he'd ever seen. A spacious yawning flat expanse of virgin sand. Like the call of new fallen snow, he just had to walk on it. And when he'd walked awhile, and reached the waters edge - not that you could call it an edge, it was nothing more than a veneer of ripple-less shiny faintly meandering liquid - he stood for a long time just staring, standing there motionless, needless... And as he did, time magically warped itself, expanding like it does when it needs more space to contain wonder. No item, no one 'thing', out of all the vista before him, gained entrance across his glazed stare until, across the inlet, a bungalow set half into the rise of the terrain, caught his eye - It was a house built in the shape of a ships bow. He wondered if the comedy of its design somehow protected the occupants from less witty things like ghosts, or the dark things lurking within. Maybe arguments went on there too, like they did in houses back in Stanfordbridge. Where was that? It was hard to remember, no, not hard, just plain inconvenient. Stanfordbridge was in another cosmos, or so far the other side of this one, it was irrelevant. It didn't exist here, maybe didn't exist period. Maybe that's where it should always be from now on. Yes, maybe he should stay here, maybe they both should stay here - Where was she? - maybe they should buy the wacky house shaped like a ship, with its frolicking colours betokening laughter and music and lots of Guinness... 


Ireland had painted itself especially green, just for them. It was the greenest place Lovinia had ever seen, so it was. The weather was being kind and the famous Irish rain had taken a vacation to coincide with theirs, jolly helpful of it too. The road to Ballymarackin had taken an uncharted turn somewhere and they had lost it. It was too narrow to do a three point turn so they drove on until they saw a sign saying in Gaelic and English - "The Beach". 

Jools pointed to it - 'The beach' he cried, 'lets go to the beach!' 

'Oh no, we're never gonna get to Kellymara' said Lovinia. 

'Yes we will, it's only four-thirty, we've got two hours at least before we need to get on the road again.'

Every town and village and inn had hummed with the easy song of the dialect. An light musical lilt spun a web of magic in every discourse, accompanied with knowing looks and shiny eyes.... underscoring the fact that the land of magical Gaelic banter was also the land of treacherous bogs. Smiles hid the hard crusty bits inside like the grassy knolls on the hillsides concealed quicksand. 
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The Poles of the Horse-Shoe

I imagined the horse-shoe with Jesus bursting into the age somewhere in the centre, at the farthest point from where it begins and ends. As if it had been flung out for thousands of years and Jesus came and arrested it, and began to draw it back, back to a conclusion. To complete what had been created. 

Who stood there before Jesus? Did anyone - could anyone - was there ever a time before Jesus?

Trust in the stability, the order of things. The great delusion is that it is underwritten by eons of time where just small changes happen. But the message is of an unsinkable, unshakable belief system - a belief that everything changes only very slowly. For all intents and purposes, it stays the same, it takes eons of time to make anything more than infinitesimal small changes. So why should some big change come suddenly come now?

At the Cusp

I wanted to know: How do you draw them? but I knew it was irrelevant. 

for the father decreed:- without the shedding of blood there is no remission for sin.

for I was, fully man. As a man I did not know, but now I am no longer mortal man... Yet knowing man's mortality as I do, I am more convinced of the Father's wisdom, not to reveal that day, the great day of decision. 

The blood. Of course the blood. The birth seal upon the forehead, the lambs blood upon the door lintel...

'You must remember, for you must have known it - the father has given me all power, all authority, on heaven and on earth. It pleases the father that it is only through me that mankind may be saved. Therefore God has given me power to reach out and save those who come this way - by way of the grave that is.'

'It is not unusual for those who's pact with the devil 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, God can change your heart. But if you say for example 'I will never speak to so-and-so again' or 'I will never do this ever again!', then you step out onto a slippery slope. For if you nothing makes you relent from that, you may imprison yourself inside an evil where the only way out is to go back over your declaration. You see, there is always a way to get to a good man. But evil is the heart that wilfully makes obstacles, so that when you circumvent the one, you find he has skilfully created another. Such a heart slams a door tight, and in so doing stands in judgement on another, accusing him - 'He can never change.' This judgement is God's only to make.  

Where am I?

I came through Genesis, through the time before the flood..  

In my mind In open a bible and start reading: 'In the beginning...' Before that beginning, time did not exist - it was fashioned by God who lives outside of time. The whole space-time continuum, the universe, the only reality I have any recollection of, was a creation of God's 'in the beginning.' 

Dimensions

'No it is not clever to imagine that complex, interwoven information rises up from chaos. Or to think that purposeful, coherent, interdependent design arrives by chance, without intelligent reason.  

God didn't create the space-time universe standing inside it! No, God lives in a dimension outside of time and space, and it is from there that he fashioned your universe, and devised means for containing it and measuring it. From his high place he fenced it about with a boundary it could never cross. And that boundary is time. 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. 

No, God lives outside of your time and space, and it is from there that he fashioned your universe, and devised means for containing it and measuring it. 

(although the same thing would happen if the train were static and the trees were moving!)

(The same things happens with the spokes of a wheel or with an aeroplane propeller). 

While we are on it, we can't see God looking at us from his dimension because he has deliberately disguised himself and all his workmen and equipment as - trees. Trees? Yes, trees planted alongside the railroad track. God runs alongside and puts us on it. moving escalator.

Then he so fixed it to run at certain speed that makes him invisible to us, 

God has control over that speed but his laws forbid the universe to have any such control. 

The movement along the track is the imperative of time, built into 

As soon as the speeds are matched the dimension of time can see the timeless dimension. 

Now when man builds a railway engine, he can stop it from moving to effect repairs, but the engine itself cannot stop itself.    God's intervention

It's not possible to build the railway engine while it is moving along the track, or for that matter to build the track while the engine is running on it. The component parts must be constructed before anything starts moving. In the same way, God did not stand inside the universe while he was building it, he built it from outside. 

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

have great respect, to be aware of one's place in the scheme of things puts him helpless in a to stand in awe of God is the only place you can stand. With any other attitude you must surely fall. no-mans land twixt the two 
   strange truth came into focus

Life was always reaching for that slice of tomorrow, that good slice always so frustratingly just out of reach...  and that cord against which I had been pulling all my life, had suddenly gained a strength I never knew it had. I had grown so used to it. 

I had no inkling         no longer punctuated the news images

the chimes of history continued in scenes that had been scorched into the public brain through famous photographs,    happening in a more 'spaced out' manner

The Kings Cup Air Race of the 30's - or was it the 20's?

in the hierarchy of cause and effect, nature, deal struck with water in the atmosphere 

The Keeper   


1.1

I don't know what came over me, whether I was awake, or asleep or in a no-man's land between the two. So I can't say for sure whether I was caught up in a dream or in a waking vision. All I know is the feeling I had, like I had stepped into a supernatural place. So powerful, so real I could touch it, I could smell it's fragrance even! It was like walking along the beam of a rainbow, a beautiful aura all around me. 

Yet - I was dying!, - and this thought clawed coldly at my heart, bidding me to look all the closer at what was happening. For somehow I had traced a path to where life ebbs like the flood-tide. And as I stood beside the river of strange truth (for the last time as a man), a familiar voice spoke from somewhere nearby: 

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

'Back to where?' I said - 'back ...' said the voice, as if I was supposed to know where.  

And then there I was - swimming! Reaching forward - pulling myself toward what lay ahead, yes it was my immediate future. I was 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 was hooked to.... Suddenly I felt a terrible tiredness over me, a weakness that welled up and drained every last bit of strength I had, as if pulling against that line had been getting harder and harder and I hadn't noticed until...  I was overwhelmed, weariness called like a mantra - sleep, sleep, sweet sleep, deep and long and peaceful and....  I began to doze and relax, and as I did my forward motion slowed to zero. 

I don't know how long I drifted in that utopian stillness, just marking time with the scenery around me. It was so nice to drift there in that rainbow, watching other people moving like grey translucent shadows. I could have stayed there forever, but... 

I became aware that I was moving, slowly at first but then with gathering pace. My sleepy eyes widened and my spirit quickened as I realised I was going backwards! Yes I was being drawn backwards. I remembered the cord about my waist, now it was pulling at me and I was moving faster and faster but in the opposite direction to the way I had been heading for so long..... I craned my head around to look. 

The scenery was so strange, shapes of men and buildings, vehicles even that floated by, or rather it was me floating by them. As I watched I realised I was witnessing things, real things that had happened, events from before. 

Some were famous news items - yes there was a royal marriage. Then footage from a war that flared up and terrified everyone before petering out. Then Pathe News - a big ship being launched ('Pathe News, how old is that?' I asked myself) - Intermingled with these apparitions were situations and people from my life. I recognised faces as they came up close to me, and I even smiled and called to them, but not one acknowledged me or made any movement to give me cause to think they had seen me at all. 

All these images lingered against a panoramic background blur, pausing momentarily before disappearing from my scan.     

Before long I realised I could turn my whole body around to face the way I was now heading. Did I say 'body?' - well my whole 'being' could turn around but I am not sure that I had anything you could describe as a 'body' anymore. Although I was still 'me' - 'me' didn't appear to comprise of anything - that is any material or substance that you could touch, feel or smell - or measure even! - 'Me' didn't seem to have any 'width' or any 'length', or 'height' - in fact 'me' was dimension-less, which is surely a point of poverty against which being money-less is comparatively idyllic. 

But now at least I was facing the way I was going - which was to the past at an ever increasing speed. 

What had happened to me? I knew it but I didn't want to know it. 

And I realised I had let go of life. In that moment of tranquillity and peace I had relaxed, I had stopped pulling. Life had been paid out to me on a line that like some giant elastic band, had grown progressively more resistant to my progress toward gleaming futures. Now it was spinning me back along it's way, back to .... where?

'back...' the voice had said

I was falling, least I think I was falling (what made me think that?) - I guess it was because I was accelerating faster and faster until the background scenery rolled itself into a cylindrical tube that I was travelling down. Still more images flashed by: I was 30, playing in a rock and roll group at a working men’s club, then I was 19, working as an apprentice draughtsman, then 8 or thereabouts, playing buses in the street, then even younger chalking a hopscotch grid on the paving stones of post-war Birmingham. And then quite rapidly a change took place as personal scenes melted away leaving only news events:- classical, famous images - a Stuka diving upon it's prey, the Hindenberg settling in flames on Long Island, Al Capone strutting into a court, rakish dancers doing the Charleston, made to look all the more skittish by the slightly speeded up footage, the Titanic steaming proud from a quayside ... 

I realised I had run off the scale of my memory, I had shot right past the point of my birth and I was still hurtling on. What kind of trip was this? Where would it end? I had no idea.

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

Roman Legions marched in columns along Roman roads plying a straight line over hills and dales, oblivious to the terrain. I watched this vast fearful dusty centipede as it wended it's way past me, slogging toward it's own future. A gap, clear blue streamers along the tube like a thousand summer days viewed all at once. Then peasants at work in a field - then one chasing a woman and catching her - and then seducing her. Then more armies, this time Greek soldiers. Then Egyptians, rich ones at some kind of party, nobility letting their hair down.

On and on I sped, passing the chimes of history going the other way, now despite my increased speed, things seemed to be happening in a less compressed manner. I realised the population had thinned and was thinning all the more. Suddenly I was travelling through a great deluge. A fearful portrait of immense destruction - sudden and final. I watched the shifting of mountains and the heaving of seas, a cataclysm so terrible that even though I was a spectator, insulated from it, I shuddered with an animal fear to see all my certainties turned upside down on such a scale. 

(after the flood)

Crash! Breaking out onto new vistas. I'm travelling through - No! over, a massively wide landscape, much different to before.

Somewhere it dawns on me that the world underwent a quantum change in the catastrophe I just passed through - the world I see now is the world before the flood and it is different in every way: 

People live for almost one thousand years! They have some sort of communication with animals. (Now I can't see all of this, I remember reading about it in Genesis, yet everything I am seeing confirms this, in fact this is the only thing that fits the world-view I am now looking out upon).

The people here eat vegetables, crops and fruit. But no meat. I chuckle to myself: 'I finally made it to the Planet Vega!' The truth is, if I didn't know it, I would think I was on another planet. For this is a world totally outside of my experience, like nothing I could imagine.

It's not only the people and the animals - the environment is totally different from the planet Earth I knew. At some point in the flood catastrophe, a fundamental shift in the planet's eco-system has happened and now the exchange between the 'waters above and the waters below' no longer exists like it used to. Rainfall doesn't occur like it did, and the whole cycle of convection, condensation, precipitation and evaporation has been radically altered. 

I look out upon a climate that is less volatile, 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 are now vague in outline as if water itself coalesces in a different way to before. (Hark at me - 'before' - I mean 'after' - I'm going backwards and what is before is coming after, and what is now is what was then and... I am getting confused.) 

And the colour of the sky - it's red! Not entirely red you understand but a red hue. Blue is still in it but it is subdued, and the dominant colour is red. It reminds me of twentieth century twilights 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 a time - a realm of history - where time itself has changed and 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? 

I remembered school and the law of thermo-dynamics which dictates that with the passing of time all things must rot and corrode - decay into a lower order of things, become less organised and more chaotic. Maybe what I am observing now is a world whereby the decay rate of matter has been slowed down at a molecular level. 

As I speed on, I study the view before me carefully for a few moments and notice that the horizon is still 'stretching' from side to side as I look. My vista is becoming ever wider as if I am being transported up the funnel of a gigantic tornado... I realise my 'tube' has flattened out into a 'cinemascope' aspect.... It 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 era, before rainbows existed, the 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 Keeper at The Cusp of Forever 

In the distance I can see something - a shape on the horizon, a building, a tower? Whatever it is, I'm getting closer to it. It's radiant white, some kind of structure or maybe a gigantic monument, an obelisk, and it's stood plumb centre in my line of travel, sticking straight up out of the otherwise perfectly flat panorama. It reminds me of a picture I once saw of Fort Knox, a big white building standing proud in it's grounds.

Anyway, I decide to call it ‘Fort Knox.’ I notice that just ahead of it, each side of my cinemascope tube suddenly expand outwards, so that alongside the 'Fort' it looks very much as if the flattened funnel I am in will extend to infinity each side. I wonder what this means. Then, peering beyond the 'Fort' I see what I can only describe as a precipice, an edge, a sheer and sudden change from this reality, this universe, cosmos, 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 near to...

Where am I?  I rack my brains. I have journeyed from my life back through time, through every eon and epoch that ever there was. Time is somehow contained inside this tube I am travelling along. After the world-wide catastrophe, the tube opened out somewhat and now, just before the man in white, it spreads to each side so far I can't see an end to it. And now looking beyond the man in white, it has disappeared altogether. 

The realisation dawns: I am at the beginning of time. 

For the first time I begin to feel scared. What is that white thing at the horizon. Is it a tree? - No, it's white, and shining sort of - who ever heard of a white tree, let alone a shiny white one? 

Then what.... I stare at it, pleading with my eyes for information, while my spirit is split within me so that one part wants to know what it is more than anything, and the other just wishes my eyes were closed...

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 - a man! It's not a building or a tree or a cross but a man with his arms are outstretched. That's what I've been looking at. A huge man dressed in white! A colossal, solitary figure, 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 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. 

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, an amazing thing happens. I feel myself change direction toward him - ever so slight a change and yet, enough. I know he did it, for I was helpless. 

But now, headed straight toward him I have a feeling of relief, no it's more a feeling of safety, even then no, more of joy. It's all of 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'm 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 me 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 ---- 

Who?...  What?....  Why?....  

I look at his face. Although he is so large compared with me, he is not fearful at all 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 to fear also, for how can you not tremble before such power? 

Jesus catches me.  He didn’t budge an inch. I know he had drawn me in toward him. As I watch others come in. I soon notice their trajectory changes and they start heading toward us. Did I say us?

They were being drawn just like I was drawn, I’m sure of it. But I can’t figure out why some are drawn by Jesus and others not. Many, many others in fact.

‘Why is that?’ I think to myself and suddenly I have the strangest feeling that Jesus wants me to ask him just that! It was as if he heard my heart, he read my thoughts, but he didn’t want to just display the fact by answering me aloud, he wanted everyone to hear the question as well as the answer. Everyone!

I looked around, I was the centre of attention....

He was teaching me something... Now 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 him out loud: ‘ Why is it that a few are drawn this way and many not?’ And he tells me - well he tells all of us.

‘I recognise my own.’ Obvious really, silly question.

‘Ah Yes...’ I said. But still I pondered on this and after a white 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 alt 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 the mark of my blood upon them, I see the mark and draw them to me.’

The blood. Of course the blood. The birth seal upon the forehead, the lambs blood upon the door Lintel...

But so many more questions: How do you draw them? - I remember how I felt myself positively change direction.... I was about to ask when once again my question asked by another soul at Jesus’ girth. He smiled....

‘You must remember, for you must have known it - the father has given me all power, all authority, on heaven and on earth. It pleases the father that it is only through me that mankind may be saved. Therefore God has given me power to reach out and save those who come this way - by way of the grave that is.’

I am still pondering this as Jesus continues:

‘So I stand here at the beginning of time, a door-keeper at the Cusp, where time ends and forever begins. Eternity.’

‘Eternity lost or an eternity won’ I add, thinking of the phrase ‘lost eternity’ so banded about in churches.

‘Ah,’ he said sadly, ‘eternity is lost or won long before this cusp is approached, yes long before.’ Yet, it is often not until here that the decision is ever realised for what it is.’

I shudder as I look around at the souls floating past Jesus 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 and curses and blasphemies as it passes into the darkness beyond where words fall empty and unheard forever. I am amazed. How, why would anyone do that? But my thoughts are no more secret than a nation-wide broadcast, and Jesus quickly answers me:

‘It is not unusual for those who’s pact with the devil 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.’
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