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For the ones who arrived -

however briefly.

You were here.

You are here.

You always will be.

And for the ones still standing at windows.

Still looking down roads.

Still carrying names that never get old.

This is for you.
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Before We Begin - What This Story Is Built On

There is a law in physics that does not bend.

Energy cannot be created from nothing. And energy cannot be destroyed. It can only shift - change form, change frequency, move from one state into another. But it does not disappear. It does not cease. Whatever exists as energy existed before and will exist after in some form that continues.

This is not a belief. This is not a comfort offered without foundation. This is a fact that has survived every scientific examination ever pointed at it.

I have thought about that fact for most of my life.

I have thought about it standing in a city mortuary beside my friend, looking at a tiny baby girl with ruby red lips lying on a cold stainless steel table, so peaceful she looked asleep. She had never opened her eyes in this world. Never felt her father's hands. Never heard her mother's voice from the outside. She was there and then she wasn't and the world moved on and my friend had to learn how to breathe differently for the rest of his life.

I stood there looking at her and I thought - this cannot simply be nothing. This energy, this life that flickered and went somewhere - it cannot have simply stopped. Physics does not allow it. And if physics does not allow it then somewhere, in some form I cannot see or measure, she continues.

That thought did not leave me.

Over the years it grew. It gathered other losses around it the way a river gathers tributaries. A fourth grade girl chasing a piece of cardboard on a windy afternoon. A young man with a full smile walking out of a karate tournament telling his friends he'd meet them for pizza. Children I knew and children I didn't. Losses that had no framework, no official shape, no ceremony adequate to their weight.

And always that thought underneath everything -

Where did they go? What are they now? What does their energy become?

God's Army is my answer to that question.

Not a theological argument. Not a scientific paper. A story. Because stories are how human beings have always carried the things too large for any other container.

The children in this story are made of the love that was felt for them - however briefly - before they shifted. That love did not disappear when they left. It came with them. It is them. And they carry it back toward the people who gave it, in ways those people cannot always explain but can always feel

If you are reading this because you lost someone -

A baby. A child. A person taken too soon in the middle of an ordinary afternoon.

I want you to know that this story was built for you specifically. Not to tell you the grief isn't real. It is real. Not to tell you it goes away. It doesn't entirely.

But to offer you one thing that I believe and physics supports and love confirms -

They are not gone.

They shifted.

And wherever they are -

they are made of everything you gave them.

Release the children of forever.

And let the healing begin. 

- Jesse Perez

New Mexico
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Ruby

Some doors just need opening from the other side

There was no beginning they could remember.

There was simply here.

A place without edges, without cold or heat, without hunger or pain. Light that didn't come from any source but was simply present, the way air is present, the way silence fills a room before sound arrives. They had always been here. Every one of them had always been here. And none of them had ever questioned it - because to question something, you first have to imagine something else. And none of them could imagine anything else.

There were thousands of them.

Small ones and smaller ones. Some who had barely flickered into being before arriving here. Some who had carried just enough time in another place to know the sound of a heartbeat - not their own, but one close, one warm, one that had surrounded them like the whole world. Then stillness. Then here.

They moved through this existence the way light moves through water - effortless, unhurried, without destination. They communicated not with mouths but with something that felt like mouths. They laughed, though there was no joke that had ever been told. They played, though no one had ever taught them games. It was as if joy itself was a frequency they were tuned to, and they simply vibrated with it because that was their nature.

No one had given them names. Yet somehow, they each knew themselves.

The boy who would be called Eli had been here as long as any of them could reckon. He was neither tall nor short. His eyes were the color of something between amber and deep brown, and they held a quality that the others would eventually notice - a stillness within the stillness, like a pond within an ocean. He had always been content here. He had always moved through the light and played with the others and felt the quiet hum of this existence as enough.

Until the dreams began.

The Face He Could Not Name

It started as warmth.

Not the ambient warmth of this place, which was constant and sourceless. This was a different warmth. Directed. Personal. The kind that seemed to come from somewhere and land somewhere, the way a hand lands on a shoulder.

Eli felt it at the edge of his rest - and rest here was not sleep, was not unconsciousness, was simply the settling of his energy the way a flame settles in still air. He felt the warmth and then he saw the face.

A woman.

He did not know the word woman. He did not have that word. But he recognized the shape of her the way you recognize a song you've never heard but somehow already know. Her eyes were filled with something he had no name for either - something that moved and ached and reached. Her mouth was open slightly, as if she had just said something, or was about to. Her hands were pressed against something he couldn't see.

Then she was gone.

Eli stayed still for a long time after, which was unusual. Usually stillness here was peaceful. This stillness had a weight to it. He pressed at the image the way you press a bruise - not to hurt, but to confirm it's real. The face came back in fragments. The curve of her jaw. The way her eyes glistened with that unnamed something.

He went to find Mara.

Mara was one of the oldest among them, though oldest meant nothing by the measurements of the place they'd come from. She was simply one who had been here before many others, and she carried that the way certain stones carry the warmth of sun long after the sun has moved. She was sitting at the edge of what they thought of as the far meadow - a region of the existence where the light shifted toward violet and the air, if it was air, hummed at a lower frequency.

"I had a dream," Eli said.

Mara looked at him. And in her eyes he saw something flicker - quick and electric, like a spark that didn't know whether to become a fire.

"Tell me," she said.

He told her about the face. The warmth. The hands pressed against something unseen. The eyes full of that unnamed something.

When he finished, Mara was quiet for longer than quiet usually lasted here.

"I've seen a face too," she said finally. "Not the
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